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    The Eyes of Archimedes is a fictional trilogy set during the Second Punic War, also known as the War with Hannibal. The Second Punic War began in 218 B.C. (the 291st year of the Roman Republic) and ended in 202 B.C. (the 307th year of the Roman Republic). 
 
    The many Latin, Greek, and other foreign names used for the characters in this novel are listed alphabetically at the back of the book for the reader’s convenience. A glossary containing words specific to the ancient world and/or the Greek culture follows the list of characters. 
 
    Although I have made a concerted effort to be faithful to a very complex episode in ancient history, simplifications were made for the sake of readability. In the end, this is a novel. The narrator is fictitious, and his story an embellishment of the existing literature. 
 
      
 
      
 
  
 
  


 
 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    “One cannot simultaneously prevent and prepare for war.” 
 
                                                        -Albert Einstein 
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    PROLOGUE 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    I, Timon Leonidas, am writing this narrative to account for a choice I made more than forty years ago. Difficult decisions are a part of all lives. Many of my most challenging came during my time as a slave to the famous mathematician Archimedes of Syracuse, but none of those decisions proved as agonizing as the one in question, made several years later, when I served under the Roman general Marcus Claudius Marcellus. 
 
    I first met Marcellus when he was stationed in Sicily during the sixth year of the war with Hannibal. Marcellus was in his fifties then and rarely involved himself in full combat, but he was still a formidable man with a powerful physique and a commanding personal presence. I served as a secretary in the second cohort of the Eighteenth  legion for five years of the war. Six months of each of those years were combat duty. There could be no better way to know or understand the man Marcellus than by traveling with his two legions in time of war—particularly this war. 
 
    The Carthaginian general Hannibal Barca had entered northern Italy through the Alps with an army of twenty-six thousand men and thirty-seven elephants in the 291st year of the Roman Republic. In the following two years he inflicted four crushing defeats on Roman armies. In each case, Hannibal’s field tactics, particularly his methods of deception, played a significant role in the outcome. In the fourth of these defeats, outside the city of Cannae, he purposely collapsed the center of his line as a strategy to surround the Roman army. Sixty-five thousand Roman and allied soldiers were either killed or taken prisoner. Following this humbling defeat, the inhabitants of Rome and her senate fell into a delirium of fear and panic. All believed that the invading army would come directly to Rome and take the city as easily as it had controlled the battlefield. 
 
    At the time, there was a long-standing tradition in Rome against giving leadership to a single individual. Instead, two consuls, elected annually, shared the highest office in the Republic. But in this instance, the Roman people, in a move reserved for only the most dire circumstances, appointed the elder statesman Quintus Fabius Maximus to the position of dictator, giving him sole control of the state and its military operations. 
 
    A man nearly seventy years old, with many years of military experience, Fabius knew Hannibal had outwitted the Roman generals in battles where the two armies were otherwise equal in numbers and materiel. Swallowing his Roman pride, he openly acknowledged the Carthaginian’s superior acumen for war, and, as dictator, put in place a policy of tactical defense. The Roman army, known for its aggressive military style, was ordered to pull back. They were to protect the gates of Rome and avoid pitched battles with Hannibal’s full army. 
 
    Hannibal never came close to breaching the walls of Rome. But as the years passed and Hannibal remained in Italy, his army ravaged the rest of the peninsula, freely destroying Latin villages and reaping the harvest of the farmland—often with Roman generals watching from afar, bound by orders not to engage. Many powerful men in Rome found this strategy difficult to accept and spoke out against it. 
 
    Marcellus was one of these men. More than anything else he wanted to confront Hannibal on the battlefield. A number of high ranking officers in the Roman military maintained that Marcellus’ open desire to face Hannibal was vanity and ambition. I never saw it that way. I believe Marcellus thought himself the one man in all of Rome best suited to rid Italy of the Punic menace. Politics and circumstances, however, did not allow Marcellus this opportunity until my last years under his command.  To this day, my most heartfelt regret is a promise that I didn’t break when this one thing that Marcellus wanted so badly was within his grasp. 
 
      
 
    It was the eleventh year of Hannibal’s presence in Italy, the 302nd year of the Republic. The Carthaginian position in Italy was showing signs of weakening. Rome abandoned Fabius’ defensive strategy, and her generals were given the freedom to resume offensive tactics. Fittingly, Marcellus, then sixty years of age, was elected to his fifth consulship. For that year he would share the command of the Roman military with a younger officer, Quinctius Crispinus. 
 
    From the moment we marched out of Rome that spring, two legions strong, Marcellus’ target was evident to every man in our outfit from tribune to lowly Greek scribe. Finally free to pursue the war in the way he felt necessary, Marcellus was determined to seek out and destroy Hannibal’s army. 
 
    Hannibal kept close track of affairs in Rome and was well aware of Marcellus’ intent. But as always, war for the Carthaginian field marshal was as much about psychological maneuvering as hand-to-hand combat. Rather than meet us head on, he played cat and mouse, encamping, drawing us to the edge of conflict, then moving on, often in the middle of the night, infuriating our usually cool and calculating general.  
 
    That spring and summer proceeded in a series of emotional peaks and valleys—finding the Carthaginian army, encamping opposite them, preparing long into the night for battle, then waking to find our enemy gone. We would track Hannibal in a forced march, catch up with him, and encamp—certain this would be the time he would accept battle, only to have him slip off again during the night like a reluctant lover. 
 
    To be sure, these months of artful gaming were not without their share of spilled blood. Hannibal would allow some contact between portions of his army and ours—sometimes with many hundred lost to both sides, but never with a decisive outcome to the whole. Marcellus knew this was not cowardice on Hannibal’s part, but a well-planned strategy of punch and counter-punch, designed to lure him into a tactical error or a particular lay of the land favorable to the Carthaginian mix of infantry and cavalry. This was always Hannibal’s way—never accepting battle until his position gave him a decided advantage. Many nights Marcellus would bristle with frustration, itching for the clash of sword on sword, yet he remained patient, and for three months he made no misstep, hoping that Hannibal might actually outwit himself and be the one to err. Day after day, week after week, these two powerful men played the game, gradually gaining a stubborn respect for each other. 
 
    Midsummer we were in Apulia, just north of the boot heel of the Italian peninsula. For the fourth time during the campaign, we were able to camp close enough to Hannibal to offer battle. It was immediately clear to Marcellus that the circumstances of this meeting were unique. Crispinus and his two legions were close by, meaning for the first time we would be able to flank the Carthaginian in such a way that he could not retreat.  
 
    I remember the day as if the intervening forty-five years of my life have not occurred. I was awakened by a centurion before sunrise and taken with my wax pad and bronze stylus to Marcellus. He stood out front of the camp in full armor talking with Crispinus, who had just arrived from his camp. Both men wore the purple cape of consulship. Marcellus pointed to a small wooded hill in the valley between our camp and Hannibal’s. He wanted to lead a small party to the top of this hill to assess the terrain and verify the enemy’s exact position and numbers. Often what appeared to be an advantage over Hannibal at one moment became a liability the next. I heard Crispinus agree with Marcellus on this very point as I came within earshot of the two men. “I would like to go along with the scouting party,” added Crispinus. “We should consider the possibility of placing an outpost on that hill.” 
 
    Marcellus nodded, but his eyes were on the haruspex in a hooded white robe, exiting from the camp and heading our way. Two minor priests trailed behind him carrying a live lamb by its legs. Romans did nothing without conferring with the gods. You didn’t eat a meal. You didn’t take a bath. You didn’t relieve yourself without the favor of this or that god. And in the case of something important, a live sacrifice was invariably required. 
 
    You could see it in Marcellus’ eyes when the haruspex presented himself; the consul had little need for priests or their gods. Marcellus was too practical a man for this type of ceremony. As far as he was concerned, it was politics more than religion—and a way for smaller minds to constrict larger. I did not know Crispinus well enough to know how he felt, but Marcellus conformed to the rituals because it was unavoidable custom. 
 
    The haruspex withdrew a flint knife from the folds of his robe and theatrically slid the leather sheath off its ragged blade. He cast a dark glance at Marcellus, then at the glowing orange ember on the horizon. With a wave of his hand, he motioned to the two priests. They stepped forward and laid the bleating lamb on the ground. Marcellus seemed absorbed in other things as the haruspex knelt beside the lamb for a brief prayer, then sliced the animal’s throat. After it had bled out, he plowed the ceremonial knife up through the belly of the lamb from its genitals to the top of its ribcage. The haruspex looked over his shoulder at Marcellus just prior to dipping his hands into the open lamb. The fact that the general was looking off in another direction seemed to sour the priest’s mood. Clearly disturbed, he glared down at the bloody mess, then sorted through the entrails and pulled the liver free like a surgeon cutting out a tumor. 
 
    To me, an educated Greek, the Romans’ preoccupation with this kind of ritual seemed preposterously antiquated. I’m certain Marcellus felt the same way. That the happenstance of the shape of an animal’s internal organs should determine military strategy had to be the height of nonsense to a man as coldly rational as he. He grimaced when the haruspex stood with the bloody mess cradled in his palms and presented it like a handful of precious rubies.  
 
    “You can see, generals, something is amiss,” the augur hissed with a cruel little grin. “This liver has no head.” It was a reference to the bulbed end of an ordinary liver. “I feel you tempt the gods to proceed on your mission this morning.” 
 
    Crispinus seemed more affected by this pronouncement than Marcellus, who without hesitation said, “Try another lamb.” 
 
    This response clearly irked the haruspex, a man with considerable influence within the walls of Rome, but much less at the edge of battle. “Is that your wish also, Crispinus?” asked the augur, his eyes invisible within the folds of his hood. 
 
    Crispinus gave an uneasy glance to Marcellus. By far the more imposing of the two men, Marcellus simply turned away. “Yes, another lamb,” Crispinus replied. 
 
    The sun was now a yellow ball in the east. The hill in question stood out in the morning light with a long dark shadow stretching like a pointer across the valley floor to where we stood. Marcellus stared at this promontory without speaking while the priests procured a second lamb. He barely acknowledged their return or that the haruspex had killed the shrieking animal and opened its belly. I scratched at my block of wax as fast as I could, lifting my eyes only long enough to see the haruspex sifting through the bloody innards, picking out a second liver for reading. 
 
    Marcellus deigned to return to the cluster of men just as the haruspex stood with thick ribbons of blood stringing from between his fingers, the quivering liver in his hands. “Another curious abnormality, generals,” he said, holding the specimen out for their inspection like a newborn to its parents. He grinned, showing his broken teeth. “Have you ever seen so large a bulb on a liver before?” His eyes flashed with the glare of sunrise. 
 
    The two generals suffered a glance at the swollen organ. 
 
    “It seems,” continued the haruspex, “we have one irregularity after another. One with no head.” He cast an ugly look at Marcellus, then Crispinus. “A second unusually oversized. Best stay in camp today, generals. The gods have spoken.” 
 
    Marcellus had no time for this. After three months of chasing Hannibal, a perfect opportunity was at hand. He wanted to read the lay of the land, not these abominations. “One is small, one is large,” he said without emotion. “I read this the same as if we had two of ordinary size. What say you, Crispinus? The sun is up and we are wasting time.” 
 
    Crispinus fidgeted with the clasp to his cape. He did not share Marcellus’ passion for battle with Hannibal. This was his first consulship, and the haruspex’s reading had clearly unnerved him. But his desire for respect from the noble Marcellus ran deeper. “I’m with you, General, I think the augur overreads.” 
 
    The haruspex spit out a curse in Etruscan. Only his two priests and I understood the meaning of his words and the depth of his contempt. Marcellus ignored it all. The augur spun on his heels and stomped back to the camp like an angry child. The priests shuffled behind with the disemboweled lamb. The scene was so full of vitriol, disdain, and premonition, that even I, a non-believer, struggled to contain the trembling of my stylus as I finished my waxen record. 
 
      
 
    A short time later, in the full light of day, all of the superstition, all of the haunting of the morning sacrifice had evaporated like the dew. Marcellus drew up two hundred men on horseback—one hundred and sixty allied levies and forty hand-picked Fregellae, some of the best fighters and most loyal men in our camp. Crispinus joined the group as did Marcellus’ son Marcus, already distinguished in combat and a tribune at age twenty-nine. I was included to take notes. 
 
    The hill from which we wished to view the valley was oblong and about a mile from the camp. There was a wooded peak at each end with a small meadow in the declivity between. With the mumblings of the haruspex all but forgotten, we cantered out that morning with little real concern beyond accurate observation. I rode beside Marcus. He was my senior by eight years, but we had become fast friends in the five years I had known him. Just ahead of us were Marcellus and Crispinus, riding in their decorative armor, with their stunning capes fluttering out behind them like purple flames. We ascended from the southwest, up through a dry creek bed to the elevated meadow. The expedition took very little time, during which we never lost sight of our camp. 
 
    It was midmorning when we topped the hill and gained our first view of the ground. At the far end of the valley, in a line with the hill and our camp, were the Carthaginians. They had camped on a small swell in the valley floor so that any approach to their position was uphill. Several tall rock formations covered their rear. It was a formidable camp. The subtlety of the placement showed all Hannibal’s attention to detail. But with two full armies, totaling forty thousand men, Marcellus and Crispinus could pin him to that position. He would have to answer to the offer of battle or confront a siege. It was exactly what Marcellus had hoped for all these past months.  
 
    He called me up alongside of him. Our horses nickered and tromped at the ground uneasily. Marcellus pointed out the parts of the valley that most interested him, then watched while I drew with the stylus. Marcellus was a high-minded man, not just a bludgeoning soldier. I think he would have read the Greek tragedies if his life had not been so consumed by the duties of war. But more than that, he wanted to know mathematics and geometry, and that allowed me to know him. There were nights in camp when I would be invited to share dinner with him and Marcus. Invariably, toward the end of the meal, Marcellus would ask me to demonstrate a simple proof and I would draw it in the campfire ashes with a stick. 
 
    He had learned something powerful when he’d laid siege to the city-state of Syracuse seven years earlier. Archimedes’ defense of the city had proven to him that mathematics had applications he had never dreamed of. When I became part of the Roman plunder, and Marcellus learned that I had been Archimedes’ slave, he immediately wanted to speak with me. He wanted to know what I had learned from the mathematician. He was impressed enough by what I said to make me a freedman—with the condition that I would tutor his son. I was sixteen. He saved my life with that gesture. I held the man in the highest esteem. He was not overly warm. In fact, he was often cold. But he was clear-headed and fair, perfect for soldiering and commanding the respect of many thousand men. 
 
    “As accurately as you can, Timon, sketch the layout of Hannibal’s camp,” he said, pointing to the northeast end of the valley. “I plan to make him defend it.” 
 
    I looked into his face as he said this. What he had been hoping for since the beginning of the war lay before him and blazed in his eyes, shimmering with opportunity. He was certain that defeating Hannibal was his destiny. After many dark months of waiting, the sun was out in his soul; he believed Hannibal would be his by nightfall. Unfortunately he was mistaken. 
 
    Hannibal had scouted the hill two days earlier. Immediately upon setting camp, he had dispatched one thousand Numidians to hide on the wooded hill. Even now, they were watching us from the forest, creeping up close, absolutely beside themselves with what they had ensnared—two Roman consuls. Armed with pilums, broad-bladed spears, and atlatls to launch metal darts, they shouted a rabid battle cry, then let go with a shower of weaponry. There was no time for reaction. The blade of a spear exploded out of Marcellus’ breastplate from behind. It would have struck me if he hadn’t been in the way. His eyes went wide. I swear I knew his final thought: Hannibal has tricked me! He fell from his horse, mortally wounded. 
 
    Many men in our contingent went down. Crispinus received a dart in the arm, but remained mounted. The allied soldiers immediately rode off in any direction they could, while the brave Fregellae closed in around the officers. But the situation was hopeless. Crispinus took charge, ordering us to make our way down as a group. With only a stylus to defend myself, I stared down transfixed by the fate of Marcellus. Marcus grabbed the reins of my horse and yanked me to my senses. Amid a continuous rain of spears and darts, we careened recklessly down the creek bed on our horses, out of the forest, and back to the camp. 
 
    The soldiers in the camp had seen it all happen. But it was over so quickly there was nothing they could have done. They took our horses as we rode up to the gate. Many of our party were severely wounded. Forty were left behind dead, including Marcellus. Crispinus took a second dart on the way down. He was in a bad way. One of the Fregellae had guided his horse at the end. Marcus also received a serious injury in his thigh. But worst of all was the death of Marcellus. It deflated the morale of both Roman armies. We retreated from our position. There would be no battle that day or the next. 
 
    We marched north for two days. Crispinus rode in a litter, passing in and out of consciousness. Marcus’ leg was heavily wrapped. He rode in a cart, despondent over his father’s death. I walked beside the cart, glumly thinking of the promise I had made five years earlier to Archimedes. In a small pouch, hanging from my neck by a leather thong, was a clear crystal disk and a small glass bead the size and shape of a lentil. They were my most prized possessions. I could not face Marcus because of what they represented. The secret I had kept for five years might have changed his father’s fate that morning in Apulia. But in that secret is also the story of my time with Archimedes and how I first saw a Roman warship at such a great distance it should have been invisible. 
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    HIERO II 
 
      
 
      
 
    “You are aware the universe is the name given by most astronomers to the sphere the center of which is the center of the Earth, while its radius is equal to the straight line between the center of the Sun and the center of the Earth. This is the common account as you have heard from astronomers. But Aristarchus has brought out a book consisting of certain hypotheses, wherein it appears, as a consequence of the assumptions made, that the universe is many times greater than the universe just mentioned. His hypotheses are that the fixed stars and the Sun remain unmoved, that the Earth revolves about the Sun on the circumference of a circle, the Sun lying in the middle of the floor, and that the sphere of the fixed stars, situated about the same center as the Sun, is so great that the circle in which he supposes the Earth to revolve bears such a proportion to the distance of the fixed stars as the radius of the Earth bears to our planet’s distance from the Sun.” 
 
                                         -Archimedes, The Sand Reckoner. 
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    I was ten years old when Hannibal brought his army out of Iberia through the Alps and into Italy intent on sacking Rome. I lived with my parents on the southern coast of Italy at the time, in the Greek colony of Croton. News of each Roman setback came to us like word of the plague. 
 
    Hannibal would remain in Italy for fifteen years. The war became the constant background and far too often the foreground of my early life. Although forty years have passed since Hannibal’s eventual defeat, nothing, save my study of mathematics and geometry, did more to influence who I am today than that terrible war. 
 
    In the end, the Fabian defensive strategy did prove out. Some argue it saved Rome, but at the time it was controversial, and to some extent left Hannibal with a strategy that was more likely to succeed than a siege of Rome. Hannibal and his army were allowed to roam freely across the Italian farmland and confront each Latin city or Greek colony they encountered with a simple choice—support the Carthaginian cause or suffer the consequences. When all of Italy but Rome was his, then Rome, too, would fall. 
 
    Hannibal further advanced this strategy by infiltrating the cities under Roman influence with scores of highly paid undercover agents and provocateurs. During the first few years of the war, the peninsula grew into a beehive of Carthaginian networks, buying or conniving their way into the political discussion of nearly every Italian city. Such was the situation when Carthaginian influence came to a head in Croton and my story begins. 
 
    I was thirteen, naïve, and unsettled by the mere mention of the Carthaginian chieftain’s name, and yet there were larger issues brewing in our city. The Senate, composed of the wealthiest of our citizens, was unshakable in its loyalty to Rome, but the general populace was drawn to the idea of breaking free from Roman arrogance, especially after the disaster at Cannae, when it seemed certain that Carthage would win the war. 
 
    My father, Nicoledes Leonidas, was Greek. An advanced geometer, he spent most of his life trying to rebuild the Pythagorean School in Croton. My mother, Arathia Arathemus Leonidas, was an Etruscan immigrant and twenty years younger than my father. They were not wealthy and were definitely not part of the aristocracy, but they did side with Rome. My father, a man of high intellect and volatile emotions, felt very strongly about this. 
 
    Early in the spring of the 294th year of the Roman Republic, a member of Croton’s senate by the name of Aristomachus was approached by one of Hannibal’s agents and bought with purses of gold. Aristomachus immediately began arguing the Carthaginian cause in the Senate and building cells of dissidents in the city. I was too young to fully understand the politics, but Aristomachus’ people eventually instigated several large demonstrations, some turning violent. On two occasions my father attended these Carthaginian-financed spectacles to speak out against Aristomachus and the notion of siding with Hannibal. On both occasions, my father nearly came to blows with the demonstrators. 
 
    A few days after the second of these incidents, following our evening meal, my mother got out her lyre and lit some frankincense, believing its sweet, warm aroma helped soothe the soul. She entertained my father and me that evening by singing a few of my favorite pieces of poetry. The lyre was a recent gift to my mother from my father. Its body was made from a beautifully polished tortoise shell, and it had a rich, full sound that went well with my mother’s voice. I loved to hear my mother sing and always sat quietly listening, watching the movement of her fingers on the strings. Some of the songs she played that night were celebratory and uplifting; others were sad and filled with melancholy. 
 
    After my mother had put away her lyre and retired to the back of the house, I asked my father about the emotional quality of the music. “How is it that there can be so much feeling in the simple strumming and plucking of strings? The music reaches right into me. Sometimes it nearly brings me to tears just by the way it sounds.” 
 
    My father smiled at my observation. He was a Platonist and a Pythagorean, and to him everything was philosophy and numbers. “Timon,” he said, “music is a gift from the heavens. It can touch your heart and your soul.” 
 
    He got up from his desk, where he was working out some numeric riddle, and retrieved his monochord from the cabinet behind him. This old wooden instrument had just one string and could in no way match the music of my mother’s lyre. But my father considered the monochord more than a device for entertainment. It had mathematical significance to him, and my question gave him an opportunity to wax philosophical. This was always my favorite time with my father, when he inspired me to think. 
 
    He placed the monochord—it was about as long as his arm—on the desk and moved its adjustable bridge so that it divided the string into two unequal lengths. He plucked the string on each side of the bridge. “Did you hear that, Timon? How different the sounds were and how unpleasant they were together?” 
 
    It was obvious and I nodded. 
 
    My father then moved the bridge so that the string on one side was twice the length of that on the other. “Now listen very closely,” he said. He plucked the string on each side of the bridge. “Notice the shorter length of string vibrates faster.” He plucked the strings again. “They make different sounds—related to the rate at which they vibrate—but together they are pleasing to the ear.” 
 
    The shorter string did visibly vibrate at a higher rate, and its sound blended pleasantly with that of the longer string as they faded to silence. 
 
    “Pythagoras called the difference in these sounds an eighth,” continued my father. “And it is the same for any length of string divided into two parts—where one is twice the length of the other.” 
 
    He moved the bridge so that one side of the string was half again as long as the other. He lifted his finger, signaling for me to listen closely, then plucked the string on each side of the bridge very deliberately and with great care to get a clear ringing in the strings. 
 
    The sounds were different—one higher than the other, but again they seemed to be complementary and came to resonance as they died out. 
 
    “Pythagoras called the difference in these sounds a fifth.” My father moved the bridge a third time, making one side of the string a third again as long as the other. He raised a finger to get my attention. “A fourth,” he said, and plucked the string on one side then the other. 
 
    Again I heard the higher vibration rate of the shorter string but also the subtle tonal relationship as the two sounds conjoined into silence. “So what is this?” I asked. 
 
    “Harmonics, Timon. Harmonics are at the core of the Pythagorean numeric mysteries. Pythagoras spoke of the music of the spheres, meaning the natural harmony contained in the motion of the planets. This was of the highest order of knowledge to Pythagoras and is directly connected to the relationship of the numbers to themselves. One to two. Two to three. Three to four.” 
 
    “I don’t follow.” 
 
    “Those are the ratios of the string lengths I just used in adjusting the monochord’s bridge. They answer your question. Music becomes quite powerful when it matches the harmonics created by those intrinsic ratios—which also match the harmonics of the planets. That’s why you can feel your emotions rising when your mother sings. She’s harmonizing with the music of the spheres—and using that to tap the deepest sentiments of her soul—and ours.” 
 
    I nodded, but still didn’t understand. “What’s the music of the spheres again? I don’t hear any music now. The room is quiet except for our voices.” 
 
    “The music of the spheres has no audible sound. It’s a mathematical ideal,” he said. “Plato considered it a sacred concept and felt music should only be used as a way to appreciate the resonances inherent in the universe. He would have called the songs your mother sings frivolous and improper.” 
 
    “That can’t be right,” I said. “Listening to her sing and play is one of my favorites pastimes.” 
 
    My father smiled. “Mine also. Now go to bed. I have work to finish.” 
 
    I retired to my bedroom off the courtyard at the back of our small house. My mother was already in her room preparing for bed. I climbed straight into mine and was nearly asleep when I heard three loud knocks on our front door. 
 
    I rolled onto my back to listen. I heard men’s voices. They became elevated and forceful very quickly. Even in my bedroom, I could hear their words, punctuated by the calm, firm replies of my father. 
 
    “We think it would be wise for you to keep your thoughts to yourself, Nicoledes,” said one of the men to my father. “It’s not the place for a teacher to take part in politics.” 
 
    “And if you continue to speak out,” said a second man, “the future of your school will be as doubtful as the fate of Rome.” 
 
    It sounded like my father laughed. “What do you mean? The Pythagorean School has nothing to do with this.” 
 
    The first man answered at increased volume. “That’s right, so we want you to mind your own business.” 
 
    “And to keep your mouth shut,” added the second man. 
 
    I got out of my bed to listen more closely. It quickly became apparent that the argument was related to the demonstrations paid for by Aristomachus. 
 
    My father was not a big man, but he could get quite indignant. “I’ve had enough of this, gentlemen. You have no influence over me at all. Please leave.” 
 
    “We aren’t going anywhere, Nicoledes,” said a third man louder still, “without securing your silence one way or another.” 
 
    “What kind of threat is that?” My father’s disdain was evident even in my bedroom. 
 
    “One you should heed,” was the chilling reply. 
 
    At this point, my mother, a force unto herself, stormed out of her bedroom. “I will not have this bullying in my house,” she announced entering the front room. “Now please, do as my husband has asked—leave our home.” 
 
    “Quiet, witch,” was shouted back at her. 
 
     I crept out of my room into the courtyard. I saw our two slaves, Lucretia and Adeon, coming from the back of the house, also drawn from their rooms by the loud voices. 
 
    I heard my mother command, “Out of my house. Now!” Then a loud slap and my mother’s shriek. 
 
    I motioned to Lucretia and Adeon to stay back, then made a dash for the front room. From the doorway I saw my father leap at one of the men and grab him by the throat. The man to his left drew a dagger and stabbed my father through the ribs. My mother screamed as my father fell to the floor. I charged into the room and dove at the man with the dagger. He swatted me away like an annoying bug, then went after my mother. I tried to protect her but received a swift kick to the face and another to the temple that knocked me unconscious. 
 
  
 
  


 
 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    CHAPTER 2 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    I woke up lying on the floor in a dark room. My hands and feet were chained. My nose throbbed and my head ached. I could feel dried blood on my face and taste clots of it at the back of my throat. I became aware of heavy breathing very close by. Then I heard a cough and a series of snorts a little farther off. Could that be my parents? I was too frightened to move or call out. 
 
    Gradually daylight filtered into the room through cracks in the poorly constructed mud and brick outbuilding. Three men I’d never seen before were stretched out on the dirt floor and also shackled. There were no windows and one closed wooden door. As quietly as I could, I tried to stand, but halfway up my left knee buckled with a stabbing pain. I cried out and nearly fell onto the man lying beside me. 
 
    Someone came up to the building from the outside. The door opened. A short, stout man stood in silhouette against the dawn. He entered the room. I recognized him immediately as a local, a Bruttian. He was an ugly man with a jaw that was cocked to one side. He gripped a thick staff in his right hand, and a bullwhip hung on his left hip. 
 
    He saw that I was looking at him. “Get up,” he said, rough and loud, in the local dialect that I knew somewhat. The others were waking up. One was a man with skin the color of mahogany. He was very thin, with peculiar markings on his face and chest. His hair was long and black, twisted up on his head with a short, straight piece of bone pinning it in place. The other two, as I would learn later, were thieves from Thrace. They appeared to be brothers, with scraggily black beards and matching scowls.  
 
    The Bruttian shouted at us again, “Get up.” 
 
    The chains made it difficult. My aching knee didn’t help. I fell twice, while the others got right up. Frightened and confused, I felt like crying, but willed myself to my feet. 
 
    The man with the whip used his staff to move us out of the little building and force us into a chicken cart. I slowly pieced together that we were going south to Locri. From there we would take a ship to the city-state of Syracuse on the island of Sicily to be auctioned off. My situation could hardly have been worse. I had no idea what had happened to my parents, and I, the son of a free man, was about to be sold into slavery. 
 
    The cart we traveled in was small, let out a sharp screech with each turn of its wheels, and stank of chickens. The four of us were pinched in pretty tight. As the smallest and youngest, I got the worst of it—the least space to occupy, the dregs of what little water we were given, and the last bits of bread that were tossed into the cart. 
 
    I said as little as possible. The two thieves talked incessantly. I didn’t recognize the language, but one seemed to be complaining to the other. It gradually came out that one of them spoke Greek. The other could also, but not very well. The brown man was from beyond the Mediterranean. None of us could understand what he said. He squeezed into one corner of the cart and closed his eyes. 
 
    I remember little of this terrible five-day journey other than my deepening descent into anguish, pondering my fate and that of my parents. But one conversation on the trip’s last day stands out. The Thracian who could speak Greek addressed me. “You have never been a slave.” 
 
    He needed only to read the fear in my eyes to know this was true. 
 
    “You had better get used to it,” he snarled. His face was wide and flat, spotted with sores. “Prepare to be nothing more than a dumb animal.” He pointed to his chest. “Bitter it is, boy, to be owned by another man.  Especially if he’s mean. I’ll tell you now, your life is done. No family, no land, no rights at all. You have nothing to look forward to.” He leaned toward me. His lips curled back. His teeth were twisted in his mouth like chips of rock. “Except the end.” He winked at me with some hideous suggestion. “You will learn to welcome death as an avenue to freedom.” 
 
    I was too frightened to reply. My parents were likely dead and I hoped to be the same. It was all I could do to keep from sobbing. 
 
    Not long after I’d been given this stark advice, when we were entering Locri and nearing the docks, the brown man deliberately caught my attention with his eyes. I’d been watching him the entire trip and had begun to think the markings on his face might mean he was part of some religious sect. His intense black eyes seemed both wild and sympathetic. He motioned for me to open my hands. Though shackled at the wrists, I opened them, palms up. 
 
    The brown man leaned forward to look more closely. It wasn’t that easy in the cramped space. The Thracians were watching. The one who spoke fluent Greek commented. “He wants to read your future, boy. So he can tell you which master will beat you hardest.” 
 
    I had heard of this before—that one’s life is written in the lines on his or her hands. I quickly closed my hands. I didn’t want to know. 
 
    The brown man sat back and nodded his head. 
 
    “It appears the crazy lout got all the look he needed,” the thief said, trying to make me feel as miserable as possible. 
 
    I steeled myself with silence, determined not to cry. 
 
    The brown man brought his hands together as in prayer. He lifted them to his lips, then tilted his head in my direction. 
 
    The thief laughed out loud. “Ha! He’s giving you a bow. Your future must be something special!” He laughed again, then sneered, “Anyone who gets on the boat we’re getting on doesn’t have a future.” Both the thieves laughed at this. But their laughter was hollow. We were all getting on the same ship. 
 
     The brown man lifted his head and looked me in the eye with a clarity that penetrated to the center of my being. That look was all the hope I had—the faint chance that he might actually have read something positive in my palms. 
 
      
 
    At Locri we were packed into the hull of a mid-size sailing vessel with another fifty or so shackled men, women, and children. So awful was the squalor in the hold and the thick smell of human feces and vomit that this four-day voyage made the journey in the chicken cart seem luxurious. For a youth who had lived his entire life in a loving home and had never been beaten, the rough handling I received in those days of travel were my initiation into the real meaning of freedom—or should I say, the lack of it. 
 
    The slave traders used bullwhips to make us move or get our attention. Our second day at sea, these coarse men brought all the youngest slaves on deck and removed our shackles. Several of us struggled with sea sickness. They laughed at me when I fell to my hands and knees to retch. A man pushed me over with his foot so that I fell into my own vomit. 
 
    With the crack of a whip, the traders made us take off our clothing. They inspected us in the rudest way, taking liberties with their hands, and shaving any of us who had body hair to make us appear younger. 
 
    When the shaving was done, the man who was giving orders, called Drako by the others, sent the girls back to the hold. Short and heavily muscled, Drako appeared to be a Cretan. He had a thick black beard and pale blue, almost white, demon-like eyes. He stood at the bow and tossed a piece of chalk to one of his whip-snapping minions, ordering him to draw a circle on the deck. While the man drew a circle big enough for a horse to stand in, Drako paired us off, two by two. 
 
    Drako stepped into the center of the circle and announced in Greek, “We’re going to have a wrestling match.” He used his hands, which were large and expressive, to pantomime what he was saying for those who didn’t know the language. “You are standing next to your opponent.” He pointed to the chalk line. “The object will be to force him out of the circle, using any means you can. The winners will be paired again,” he continued with an ugly smile, “and again, until there are only two of you left.” 
 
    He held both of his hands out in front of him with the forefingers extended and brought them together at the wrists with a slap, then raised one hand in the air. “The winner of that final match goes free.” He grinned, showing his teeth and lighting his pale eyes like a cat’s in the night. “There are no rules except that there must be a winner.” 
 
    I looked at the boy beside me at the same time that he looked at me. I’m sure the fear I saw in his eyes matched mine. I couldn’t guess where he was from. Though not as tall as I was, he was older and thicker. I knew I was in for a battle, especially when I was nearly spinning with seasickness and my knee still ached from the night of the kidnapping. 
 
    Clearly enjoying the theater, Drako walked down the line of us, strung out along the deck, naked and frightened. He stopped in front of the pair who would begin the contest. They were of equal height and perhaps a year or two older than I was. I guessed one to be Latin. The other must have been African. He was a deep black, skinnier than I was, and had what looked to be bug bites all over his back. As the boys squared off, sizing each other up, the sailors and slave handlers formed a ring around the chalk line. The rest of us stood behind them, peering between, uneasily watching what we would soon have to do. I overheard one boy whisper that the Latin boy was his brother and that he was sure to win. 
 
    The reward of freedom inspired both wrestlers and made for a fierce match with a lot of hooting and hollering from the onlookers. The Latin boy seemed to know what he was doing. He went right for the midsection of the other, using his head and shoulders to drive the boy back. The quickness of the boy’s attack caught the African off balance. He teetered backward three steps, nearly over the chalk line, before he was able to spin out of his opponent’s grasp, back to the center of the circle to square off again. The Latin immediately dove at the African’s feet. The boy was ready this time. With one neat sidestep, he swung around and wrapped up the other boy from behind. Not quite able to lift the Latin boy off his feet, he squeezed him as tightly as he could and swung him left, then right, carrying him toward the edge of the circle. Then, just as it seemed the African would win, the Latin got a leg in front of his opponent and tripped him. The African stumbled sideways and the Latin pushed him outside the white line. The match was over. The loser was ordered to one side of the deck, the winner to the other. 
 
    The men cheered or cursed, then exchanged coins wagered on the outcome. It may have been entertainment for these men, but to the boys, it was a battle for freedom. 
 
    Each match became more vicious as the drama of the competition mounted. In the third bout one boy was nearly out of the circle, when he took hold of the other boy’s hair and wouldn’t let go. The other boy wailed in pain as the first leaned into him with his hip and swung him out of the circle by his hair, leaving the victor with a mass of brown curls still gripped in his hand. 
 
    Drako pushed the loser off to one side, then pointed to the pair to my left. He had matched a much larger boy against a small, younger boy. The outcome was never in doubt, prompting a round of jeers from the onlookers when the larger boy simply lifted the other boy in the air and tossed him to the deck outside the line. The younger boy struggled to his feet, almost in tears, with a long, red burn down the side of his face and shoulder from skidding across the rough plank deck. 
 
    After two more matches, two sets of opponents remained. I was in one of them. Drako picked the other. It matched a large young boy against a small older one with a mean look about him—the same boy whose brother had won the first match. The younger boy quickly wrestled the older boy to the deck and used his size to push him around. He had him in a headlock, very nearly twisting him from the circle, when the older brother on the sidelines yelled out, “Bite him, Gnaeus!” And the boy did, a big bite into the younger boy’s bicep as if it were boiled chicken. The boy let out a holler and released his grip. Gnaeus spat a piece of flesh onto the deck then butted his head into his opponent’s stomach, knocking the bleeding boy on his seat—two feet beyond the white line. 
 
    Drako turned his crooked grin to me and the boy beside me. I wanted freedom more than anything, but I was not a fighter and I had vomited twice since the matches had begun. My only advantage was being Greek. From my years in the gymnasium, I was accustomed to wrestling naked. All of our athletics, even during the Olympiad, were performed in the nude. Wrestling was one of our most popular sports. Although I did not excel at it, I’d had some training and felt I had a chance against what appeared a stronger opponent, who covered himself with his hands out of embarrassment for his nudity. 
 
    Knowing my knee wouldn’t hold up in a long match, I entered the circle with a plan to go for his left leg. I would spin on his leg, take him down from behind, and ride him out of the circle. 
 
    There was a moment before Drako gave the signal to begin. Around the circle, the slave handlers and rough looking sailors, faces twisted and eyes wide, drew up close to watch. Beyond them was the aquamarine sea, heaving, and tilting the ship from one side to the other. I started to swoon with nausea just as I heard the call to begin. Instead of immediately diving for the boy’s leg, I staggered on the shifting deck. The boy swung at me with his fist and hit me in my already damaged nose. That was all it took. I fell backwards out of the circle onto my back, clasping both hands to the bleeding mess in the center of my face. 
 
    The first round of matches was over. I was shoved to the losers’ side of the ship and promptly choked strings of bile and red mucus over the ship’s rail. 
 
    I missed more of the next two rounds of wrestling than I saw, but as sick as I was, I couldn’t help watching the final match. The opponents were the two Latin brothers. 
 
    Drako gave the match a big buildup, taunting the onlookers to bet their full wages on a winner. Then noticing, as everyone had by now, that the two boys were brothers, he concluded with a rule change. “Forget the circle, boys,” he said with the mainsail snapping overhead. “Since it’s our last match, let’s add an extra thrill. Make it a fight to the death!” 
 
    The ugly group gathered in the front row hushed, looked around, then doubled down on their bets. 
 
    I saw the horror of it pass between the two brothers. I read the lips of the older one as they passed each other prepared to face off. “You know I can’t kill you.” 
 
    Gnaeus turned away, then looking back, quickly whispered, “It is better to be dead than a slave. At least one of us will be free.” 
 
    They went at it reluctantly at first. The audience got restless. Drako screamed at the brothers, “Fight or you both go into the sea!” 
 
    Gnaeus immediately picked up the intensity, forcing his brother to respond. They were both practiced in wrestling. The match proceeded like a public contest, with no hair pulling or biting. One might kill the other, but it would be fair. 
 
    The older boy gradually gained the upper hand. He was stronger and had longer arms and legs. He wore his brother down and finally had him doubled over, hips in the air, shoulders pinned to the deck, all the pressure on his bowed neck. The ring of onlookers edged in as close as space allowed. Some got down on their knees, slapping the deck with their hands, screaming and yelling for the kill. 
 
    The boy couldn’t do it. He held his brother absolutely helpless, but he couldn’t go through with murder. The scene became so tense that the noise hushed, and the drama stressed entirely between the two brothers. I heard the older boy whisper in Latin—words I’m sure very few present understood—the same words he had said before. “I cannot kill you, Gnaeus.” 
 
    Gnaeus screamed back. “Kill me or it will be both of us. Take your freedom while you can. You must!” 
 
    The older boy, tears in his eyes, glared at the ring of men, then leaned heavily on his brother, snapping his neck. He stood slowly from the corpse and staggered up to Drako. “Some cost for freedom,” he muttered in badly spoken Greek. 
 
    “So now that you are free, lad, where are you planning to go?” taunted Drako. 
 
    The boy didn’t understand, nor did I. 
 
    Drako laughed. “We are only paid to transport slaves. Now that you aren’t a slave, you must pay for your passage.” 
 
    “You know I have no money,” replied the boy. 
 
     The Cretan laughed again, cruel and ugly, drawing all the other sailors in with him. “Then you must remain a slave and go back into the hold with the others—or you’re free to leave the ship.” Though our voyage followed the coast, we were still several miles off shore. 
 
    “But we are at sea,” said the boy in disbelief that he could have been tricked into killing his brother for the spectacle of it. 
 
    “Yes, we are at sea,” repeated Drako. “So go down to the hold with the rest of them.” 
 
    The youth looked around at the ring of rough men surrounding him, then turned his eyes to Gnaeus lifeless on the deck. He shouted out a curse to the gods, broke through the ring of onlookers, and dove into the sea. 
 
    Drako scowled as he watched the boy swim off. “Let him drown! Chain these slaves and send them back to the hold.” 
 
    I watched the boy in the sea as long as I could. He was still swimming when I dropped down into the hold. I felt badly for the boy, and part of me wished I’d had the courage to leap off the ship and swim with him. 
 
      
 
    Only at night, when huddled in the wet, squirming darkness of the hull, did my fear subside enough to allow the grief of losing my parents overwhelm me with tears. This was my introduction to slavery and the horror of war. It gave me an insight into life that I would never forget: take nothing for granted—things can change as quickly as a knife can enter a man’s flesh. 
 
    With this bit of wisdom rattling around in my head, I couldn’t help wonder what might be waiting for me in Syracuse. The island of Sicily, positioned in the center of the Mediterranean, less than one hundred and fifty miles from Carthage, provided several important ports for sea traffic headed east or west. Syracuse was one of them, really the jewel of the island. With regard to the war, hardly an asset in the region was as important to either Rome or Carthage as the port of Syracuse. In many ways, going from Croton to Syracuse was like jumping out of the kettle into the fire. 
 
      
 
  
 
  


 
 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    CHAPTER 3 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    After four days at sea, our ship anchored in Trogyli Harbor just north of Syracuse. We were unloaded in small boats and taken to shore. Still in shackles, we were marched into the city through the Hexapylon, the main gate on the northern perimeter. The huge entryway had four tall parapets and six individual gates. A formidable stone wall stretched out for miles from either side, defending what was obviously a very large city. 
 
    The northeastern portion of Syracuse, where we entered, spread out on a wide plateau, populated with small homes, drinking establishments, cheap rooms, and a huge open-air market. We were taken to the far west side of this market, where a stout wooden platform of rough cut beams served as an auctioneer’s stage. Our shackles were removed, and we were herded into two cattle stalls—one for men, one for women—that were already crowded with other slaves and smelled heavily of urine. I watched the auction from within one of these filthy corrals. Through breaks in the rough wooden fence, I witnessed first hand the base bottom of human nature. 
 
    The ugly affair began with the strongest men and the most beautiful women, and proceeded to pretty young boys, then people of talent, and finally to whatever was left over. The first slave to mount the platform was a huge, bare-chested yellow man from Asia, with arms as thick as my thighs. His head was shaved, except for a top-knot, pulled tight at the back of his head. The rowdy crowd shouted various insults at the yellow man even before the auctioneer had a chance to begin. The man made no show of emotion as the bidding rose to one thousand drachmas, a price that would prove to be the highest of the day. I didn’t follow the bidding as closely as I watched the faces of the bidders, the twisted grimaces and greedy frowns of those who sought to purchase a human life with a few small pieces of metal. 
 
    After the auction of twenty solid-looking men of different colors and origins, all of whom sold for at least five hundred drachmas, a tall woman from Gaul with thick golden hair was led onto the platform. The sun was out and it was warm. One potential buyer immediately requested that the woman remove her clothing. She glared at the man, and despite several more calls from the crowd to disrobe, refused to drop her rough sackcloth dress. Her spirited resistance was noted, I believe, as something positive, still she received a whack to the back of her head from the auctioneer for her courage, and the sackcloth was ripped from her body, sending the crowd into a frenzy. The wet, eager looks of the bidders revealed more of the human heart than I had ever wanted to know. There was little doubt what her first act of slavery would be. She commanded a bid of seven hundred drachmas. 
 
    The madness built with each slave sold. The young boys, similarly stripped of clothing, caused even more lecherous jeers and catcalls than the finest women, but not the same high prices. 
 
    Maybe fifty slaves had been sold, and the process had become so sickening that I could barely watch, when I recognized Adeon, the younger of the two slaves from my household, being led onto the stage. I frantically pushed through the others in the corral to get as close as I could. I called out to her. She didn’t seem to hear me over the hubbub of the crowd and simply hung her head while the bidding proceeded. I shouted to her several more times with no reaction—except being told to shut up by a man standing beside me. 
 
    Although I felt my father must certainly be dead, thinking back on that night I realized my mother’s fate was not so clear. If I could somehow talk to Adeon, she might know something more. I waved my hands and shouted her name, but to no avail. When she sold for one hundred drachmas, I watched as closely as I could to see who had bought her. I didn’t have a good view of the transaction and only managed to catch a glimpse of one side of the buyer’s face. He was above average height and had a red scar or upraised birth mark across the top of his right cheek. 
 
    As Adeon descended from the stage to be taken away, and the noise of the crowd subsided, I shouted her name at the top of my lungs.  
 
    She looked over her shoulder in my direction. I saw the surprise in her eyes. Her lips moved, saying my name almost as a gasp. Then she was yanked away by her master, disappearing from my view—and pulling my heart right out of my chest. 
 
    I didn’t get a chance to speak to Adeon, but it gave me hope to know that she was alive. Perhaps one or both of my parents were too. There was no telling where I was headed, but if Adeon and I remained within the walls of Syracuse, I would find her somehow—no matter how long it took. 
 
    This possibility so filled my thoughts that I had to be shaken when it came my turn to be sold. It didn’t help that I’d been beaten the night of the kidnapping and several other times during the trip south. I favored my right leg as I climbed onto the stage and struggled to breathe evenly through my badly swollen nose. Even stripped, and shaved of what little hair I had, I received the worse insult of all—not a single bid. 
 
    “What use does this skinny youth have?” called out someone. 
 
    “He appears lame. I doubt he could do much more than sweep a floor!” another voice shouted from the far side of the crowd. The hooting and crude sexual suggestions that followed made me wish I could shrink so small that I would fall through the cracks between the platform’s planks. 
 
    I couldn’t have felt more humiliated, when a man up front yelled, “Well, boy, what can you do?” 
 
    My anger overcame my embarrassment. I shouted back, “I am no classless beggar. I’ve been educated and can do more geometry than any twenty of you.” 
 
    My outburst only caused more laughter and howls. “Geometry? What good is that for cleaning hog pens?” 
 
    Just as the bidders had determined I was a valueless human, wasting the air I breathed, a gray-bearded gentleman in a bright white toga of fine Egyptian linen eased up to the edge of the platform with a courtesy that seemed out of place. “What about the numbers, young man?” he asked gently, looking me in the eye. “Can you manipulate the numbers, too?” 
 
    “More than that,” I said, firm with anger. “There is no problem I can’t do.” 
 
    The crowd roared with laughter. 
 
    The man, however, smiled warmly into my bravado. “Then tell me, what is the area of a rectangular plot of ground twelve stadia on one side and six on the other?” 
 
    “That is no problem at all,” I said. “Seventy-two square stadia.” 
 
    The gentleman nodded approvingly. “And how do you define geometry?” 
 
    This was a more interesting question. I was surprised the man had the insight to ask it. “A point, a ray, and a plane,” I answered, wondering what my father would think if he knew my life had come down to this. The form and the figure. Geometry and mathematics. 
 
    The gentleman’s brow lifted. Then he turned to the slave dealer. “I’ll give you fifty drachmas for this youth.” That was about the value in silver of two small goats and not the lowest offer of the day. 
 
    The bid prompted several boos from the crowd. 
 
    “Can anyone make that sixty?” called out the dealer. The crowd responded with a chorus of groans and laughter. 
 
    “How about fifty-five?” 
 
    “I’ll go ten,” rasped a hoarse voice in the back to yet another explosion of laughter. 
 
    “I raise that to five,” yelled some other comic. 
 
         The auctioneer gave the crowd one last appraisal, then announced, “Sold—to the nobleman with an eye for rabble. Fifty drachmas.” 
 
      
 
    After the purchase and paperwork were completed, and my dirty and torn tunic returned, the gentleman led me away from the crowd. As we reached the edge of the market, he turned to me. “What is your name, lad?” 
 
    I wasn’t in the best of moods, and probably looked worse, but despite all that had happened, I could sense that my new master was a decent man. “Timon,” I said. “Timon Leonidas, son of Nicoledes Leonidas.” 
 
    “Well, Timon, I am Laius Aufidius. I will get you cleaned up, and some new clothing. I’ve a friend I’d like you to meet.” He paused to look at me, as if now that he’d bought me he could give me a closer inspection. One eye narrowed. “How many total degrees make up the inside angles of a triangle?” 
 
    It was a terribly simple question for anyone who knows the slightest thing about geometry. “One hundred and eighty,” I said, full of suspicion. 
 
    He nodded. “Timon, today might be your lucky day.” 
 
    I stared at him from the depths of the last ten days, wondering what he’d do if I made a break for it. But where would I go? Syracuse was a huge city of irregular streets and walled districts. It would be a struggle just to find my way out of this labyrinth, much less find Adeon or my way back to Croton. 
 
    We headed south from the market across the plateau. I walked beside Laius in resolute silence. I was angry and scared, but relieved to be off the auction block. This upper portion of the city was quite open, with areas of scrub brush and small trees. Some of it reminded me of Croton with its simple brick buildings and dirt streets. We passed a working rock quarry, a bed factory, a large tannery, and many busy workshops—a cartwright fixing a broken axle, a cobbler stitching the sole of a woman’s sandal, a blacksmith hammering the blade of a sword. 
 
    Gradually the sights of the city and my master’s kind manner drew me out of my gloom. I limped along on my sore knee, taking in all that was new to me, and looking, for the first time as a slave, into the faces of a populace as mixed as my feelings. 
 
    Still well within the walled perimeter of Syracuse, we reached a wide stone staircase at the south edge of the plateau. It descended to a lower level of the city and provided a panoramic view of the most beautiful parts of Syracuse. There may as well have been two cities it seemed to me then. The wide open portion on the plateau—an industrial, working class area not unlike the neighborhood where I grew up, and the immaculate city of cut white stone and sharp clean lines stretching out below me—a modern city, full of prosperity and promise. 
 
    Laius pointed out the king’s palace to the east, in a district called Achradina, and the island of Ortygia, where the first Corinthian colonists landed five hundred years earlier. To our immediate left was a huge Greek amphitheater cut into the side of the plateau like an enormous fan. Laius said it was the largest theater in the world and could seat thirty thousand people. Directly below, at the bottom of the staircase, was Neapolis, the newest part of the city and where Laius lived. A massive Temple to Demeter and Persephone dwarfed the surrounding residences. Thick, fluted columns, topped with florid capitals of sculpted acanthus leaves, circuited the building. A brightly painted relief on the pediment told the story of Persephone’s descent into the underworld. The temple was as beautiful as any I’d ever seen, but it was the setting that added to its presentation. The new homes with cinnamon-colored terracotta roofs, the paved streets, the Greek sculptures and fountains, the tropical palms of southern Sicily, all served to lift the temple to an ethereal majesty. It seemed as though I were descending one step at a time into another world so lovely and uplifting that the gods might actually live there. 
 
    Halfway down the staircase, Laius, clearly trying to draw me out, directed my attention to the distant south beyond the city walls. On a slight rise beside the Anapus River stood the Temple of Zeus. I could just make out the giant stone Zeus inside, sitting on his throne, looking out upon the harbor and the sea beyond. 
 
    The entire setting transported me—the city laid out below me, the surrounding countryside rolling off to the temple in the distance, the vast blue sea to the east, the sun overhead in an infinite azure sky. I may as well have been a barbarian entering Athens for the first time. I had been to Rome once, but that city was austere and plain in comparison to what I saw now. This was the leading edge of civilization. Even at thirteen, and all I’d been through, I could see that. 
 
      
 
    Laius took me directly to his home. The house was considerably more luxurious than I expected—than anything I had ever seen! A pillared, two-story cloister enclosed a spacious courtyard with a shallow pool. The floors were inlaid with colored ceramic tiles. Black figure vases from Athens and woven wall hangings from Corinth decorated the rooms. I would soon learn that all of Neapolis was like this. Sprawled around the temples and public art was a neighborhood of aristocrats and rich merchants, most of whom had homes just like these in other cities around the world. 
 
    Though Laius’ kindness never lessened, I remained skeptical that this experience could be anything but humiliating. Slaves did all the manual labor. My father had said our society could not exist without them. They were so cheap in Croton that three-quarters of the citizens owned slaves. While we treated Lucretia and Adeon like family, a slave was just as likely to be beaten and abused. I wanted no part of it. My father had trained me for science, not menial labor. 
 
    Laius turned me over to his wife, Alexa. She was a tall, very thin, middle-aged woman with a long, somber face and clear, gentle blue eyes. That day she wore a pleated lavender chiton with a matching himation to cover her shoulders. She took me to the quarters for the household’s twenty slaves. I was given a fresh tunic and an opportunity to bathe. Afterward, I had a much needed meal of black pudding, lentil soup, and a slice of sprouted barley bread with honey. 
 
    Alexa proved to be as kind as Laius and ran the household with a very light hand. Only three of the slaves were men. They were Laius’ age and worked outside, managing the garden and maintaining the house and the stables. I helped them clean the courtyard pool. I pulled weeds. I carried water wherever it was needed, and I shoveled so much horse manure I could taste it. The women worked inside. They were of all ages and never seemed to have a free moment. When they weren’t preparing a meal or cleaning or attending to Alexa, they spun wool and sewed clothing. 
 
    I did what I was told and tried to be civil, but would not allow anyone to draw me out. As kind as everyone was, I remained deep within a defensive shell. The night of my kidnapping and the nightmare that followed had turned me inward and made me suspicious of everyone and everything. Alexa, perhaps sensing my troubles, did not press me with questions. It was just as well. I wanted my parents and my old life back, not this. 
 
    I thought a lot about Adeon. Nothing prevented me from leaving Laius’ house and looking for her—except the laws of enslavement and the slim chance of my finding one woman in a city of two hundred thousand inhabitants. And yet this is how I fought my grief, clinging to the hope of finding Adeon and asking her about the fate of my parents. 
 
  
 
  


 
 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    CHAPTER 4 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    I remained in the home of Laius Aufidius for the next week. My nose returned to its normal size and my knee regained its strength. Although I thought about slipping away during the day and cried myself to sleep at night, I reluctantly accepted my new circumstances as a slave. My mood was sullen at best. I couldn’t have made a good impression on anyone. And no one asked me about geometry or the numbers. 
 
    One evening while I sat on my cot in the slaves’ quarters at the back of the house, one of the slaves came to me and said that our master had requested my presence. The slave directed me to a room off the courtyard. 
 
    Laius had little to do with the daily management of the slaves. I had hardly seen him since I arrived. When I entered, he was sitting at his desk in a white toga, reading from a papyrus ledger. He lifted his head and smiled. He rolled up the scroll and put it aside. “How are you, Timon?” 
 
    “I’m fine,” I answered, staring at the floor. 
 
    He allowed me a moment to say something more, but when I didn’t, he went on. “Tomorrow I will be introducing you to King Hiero. He is a great man, beloved by his subjects, and a close friend of mine.” 
 
    I didn’t even look up. 
 
    “Don’t you want to meet the king? He was a celebrated soldier and rose to the rank of general under Pyrrhus of Epirus. Surely that must interest you?” 
 
    All Greeks knew Pyrrhus. He was a legendary king and general, who had threatened Rome’s domination of Italy fifty years before I was born. I should have been impressed, but I continued to stare at the floor, angry and confused.  
 
    Laius remained patient. “You’re very smart, Timon, and you’ve been well educated. Can you tell me anything about your upbringing?” 
 
    My eyes remained on my toes. A slave could easily be struck for not responding to a direct question, but Laius clearly saw more in the situation than insubordination. 
 
    “It was a stroke of luck that I passed by the auction last week at the moment you spoke out about your knowledge of geometry,” he said gently, again giving me a chance to speak. 
 
    When I didn’t, he continued. “I didn’t buy you for my household, Timon, but because of a request made of me by the king. He sought a birthday gift for a longtime friend of his and mine. You are the gift. This friend, I’m certain, will be quite pleased by the extent and nature of your education.” 
 
     I lifted my head, my eyes blazing with the grief and anger that was burning inside me. “I’m not something to be given away like a goat. I’m not a slave. I’m the son of a citizen.” 
 
     Laius’ face grew serious. “Then why did I find you in a slave auction?” 
 
    I had yet to tell anyone about my parents. It was as though not saying the words would prevent them from being true. Again I did not answer. 
 
     Somehow Laius understood. He spoke to me more like a kindly uncle than a master. “Where did you learn geometry, Timon?” 
 
    My head flooded with bittersweet memories of my father, all the proofs we had gone through, the geometric puzzles and number games he’d taught me. I squeezed my eyes closed to hold back the tears. 
 
    Laius was a tremendously successful merchant, dealing mostly in oils—sesame, colocynth, olive, safflower. He owned several merchant ships and traveled extensively. He had a home in Corinth and another in Rhodes. He was an extremely influential man in Syracuse, but he was also decent and humane. Into my tears Laius softly ventured, “Tell me what it is, Timon.” 
 
    I sobbed and choked and wiped my eyes, then wiped them again. Starting very slowly at first, I told him what had happened that evening in Croton. I said my father was most likely dead, but that I wasn’t sure what had happened to my mother. It was good for me to get this out, but it was also very difficult. When I had completed my story, it seemed Laius felt my sadness nearly as deeply as I did. 
 
    “I’m sorry, Timon. The papers I received when I bought you said nothing of this. It’s questionable that you could be legally sold as a slave. But things happen in times of war that would never happen otherwise. Croton is in worse circumstances now than it was two weeks ago when you were there. The Carthaginians have taken control and given the city over to the Bruttians. Those who supported Rome have been murdered or evacuated to other towns in the region.” 
 
    This was terrible news. I took a deep breath, then let out what I’d been holding inside all week. “I saw one of my parents’ slaves at the auction, master. She was sold just before me. She might know what happened to my mother and father.” I was speaking very fast. “She’s a young woman by the name of Adeon. She was bought by a man with a red mark on his cheek. Have you seen a man like that in Syracuse?” 
 
    “No, I haven’t, Timon,” Lauis said, pausing deliberately to slow things down. “I will be on the lookout for such a man, and ask my friends about any new slaves they might have purchased, but Syracuse is a big city, and who knows, her master may not even live within the city walls.” 
 
    “Would you allow me to go look for her?” 
 
    Laius shook his head. “No. I will be giving you to your new master tomorrow.” 
 
    I started to object, but Laius stopped me. “You are an orphan, Timon, with no means of support. You will be best served by taking the position I have planned for you. It’s a situation that will provide you with food and shelter. It will also allow you to further your knowledge of the numbers and geometry. For now, you should forget about searching for your parents’ slave.” 
 
     “Am I to be a slave?” I asked hesitantly. 
 
     “Well, I’m not quite certain what to say about that, Timon. Perhaps we should pose that question to the king when we see him tomorrow. He can make a judgment on that. In any case, you will need a place to stay. And that’s already been arranged.” 
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    As I would gradually learn, Hiero II was no ordinary ruler. During his fifty-four-year reign, Syracuse had blossomed as a center for commerce and banking. Known for his benevolence and fairness, Hiero had become one of the most widely respected leaders in the Mediterranean world. Laius referred to him as the Philosopher King of Plato’s Republic. His life and accomplishments had proven him to be “the one who knows.” 
 
    Despite the king’s reputation as a soldier and a general, in Laius’ opinion, King Hiero’s greatest strengths were his steadfast loyalty to Rome and his progressive system of governance. Hiero promoted the ideals of democracy and freedom among his subjects. He created a city council and a set of administrative rules—the Lex Hieronica—which Rome would later adopt as her model. He enlarged the Greek theater built by Hiero I, decorated the streets with artwork from all over the world, fortified the city’s perimeter in ways never known before, and transformed Syracuse into one of the most culturally advanced cities in the world. 
 
    I met this great man in his last days. The conditions could not have been worse. The ongoing conflict in Italy had generated tremendous tension in the region. It seemed only a matter of time before the war would come to Sicily. Rome’s losses on the battlefield had led many influential people in Syracuse to call for a review of foreign policy. Hiero was bitterly opposed to this, but he was also over ninety years old and his health was failing. Carthaginian agents were already primed for the turmoil that was sure to come with his death. 
 
      
 
    Laius and I set out for the palace in the morning of my eighth day in Syracuse. Laius wore his best toga. I was given a new white tunic, trimmed with red on the sleeves and hem, and new sandals. I was excited to meet the king, not because he was such an important man, but for the prospect that he might change my status from slave to freedman. Where that would lead I wasn’t certain. Going back to a Carthaginian controlled Croton was out of the question. Combing the city for Adeon would be difficult with no home or income. I was young, naive, and angry. Mostly I didn’t want to be owned by someone or known as a slave. 
 
    We walked east from Neapolis following the base of the plateau to Via Intermuralis, the main north-south street in Syracuse. Although Laius had told me to forget about finding Adeon, I looked into the face of everyone we passed on this busy thoroughfare, hoping to see her or the man who had bought her. 
 
    A thirty-foot-tall stone wall ran along the east side of Via Intermuralis. Beyond the wall was the district of Achradina. The wall was a relic of a much earlier time when it had been the city’s westernmost perimeter. Now Achradina was where the royal family and other high ranking officials lived. Under Hiero’s rule, the gate was always open. The guards served primarily as receptionists. They recognized Laius and welcomed him in. 
 
    We headed down Via Lata, the central artery in Achradina, to the agora, a wide piazza containing the city’s forum and a bustling market. A Doric portico and colonnade framed three sides of the plaza. At the north end, where we entered, an impassioned speaker addressed a small group of men from the base of the Altar of Concord, one of the Greek sculptures brought to the city by Hiero. We crossed the agora between two rows of vendors selling imported luxuries—rugs from Scythia, vases from Cyrene, embroidered cloth and woolens from Miletus. A wide checkerboard boulevard of black and white tiles took us from the agora to the palace, arguably the most impressive piece of architecture in Syracuse. This massive, brilliantly white, limestone building seemed to glow against the clear, blue Sicilian sky. 
 
    We climbed the palace stairs and entered as though Laius lived there. Every attendant or administrator we saw greeted him with a smile and wished him well. A gray-bearded physician by the name of Philiadas met us beneath the vaulted roof of the great hall. He embraced Laius as an old friend, did not acknowledge my presence, and guided us up several flights of stairs to the king’s living quarters.  
 
    The palace was perched on the cliffs that jutted up from Syracuse’s eastern shore. The king’s quarters faced the ocean. Sliding wooden panels on the east wall opened onto a spacious balcony, filling the vast chamber with sunlight and the smell of the sea. Intricate hand-painted landscapes decorated the walls. Persian carpets covered the floor in so many layers I couldn’t count them. An enormous silver- and gold-plated bed with a canopy faced the balcony. The sheets and pillows had been pushed off to one side. 
 
    We followed Philiadas through the room to the balcony. It overlooked the aquamarine waters of the Mediterranean from a dizzying height. The magnificence of the view made me wonder what world I had been living in before. 
 
    Though the day was mild, the king was wrapped in blankets, lying on his side on a divan. His oldest daughter, Princess Damarata, sat beside him. She was a middle-aged woman, bulky in her chest and shoulders. Her husband, Adranodorus, stood a few feet away, leaning on the balustrade, rocking with agitation like a large awkward bird. Two huge sand-colored dogs, Molossers I believe, sprawled out in the sun at the far end of the balcony. One lifted its massive square head as we approached, announced us with one gruff bark, then settled back into its nap. 
 
    Hiero sat up with difficulty. “Laius, my friend. And Philiadas. I suppose you have come to rescue me from those who love me.” He tried to say this with vigor and spirit, but he didn’t have the lungs to support his voice. The words came out weakly, undercutting the intended humor, and were followed by several watery coughs.  
 
    Damarata extended her hand to Laius and then to Philiadas. “Your timing is to be commended, Doctor. I was hoping to have a chance to talk with you.” She wore elaborate make-up and lip paint. Her eyebrows were shaven and redrawn in bright yellow. Her hair, either dyed the color of a canary or perhaps a wig, was piled high on her head in a serpentine coil and held in place with a jewel-studded tiara. 
 
    “My pleasure, Damarata.” Philiadas gave her an abbreviated bow. “What’s on your mind?” 
 
    “We’re worried about my father’s health.” Despite her rings and jewelry, she looked disturbingly like a man impersonating a woman. She was the second most powerful person in Syracuse after her father. “There are things to be worked out among the family.” Damarata looked at her father. It must have been what they had just been talking about. “What is your latest prognosis?” 
 
    “I see that he is still alive,” the soft-spoken doctor replied. “For a man of his age, I consider that doing quite well.”  
 
    The king nodded. “I would be doing a lot better”—his voice trailed off in a wheeze—“if I had more faith in those to whom I must leave my crown.” 
 
    Adranodorus looked to Laius and allowed a weak smile, as if to make light of the old man’s comment. Adranodorus was dark and slender, with large protruding eyes and thick wet lips. His black hair receded at the temples and was combed straight back. A mustache draped around his mouth and came to a point on his chin. He stepped up close to Philiadas. His tongue flicked out across his upper lip. “We have some important papers to draw up, and we are concerned about the timing.” 
 
    “He means my will,” interjected Hiero. “What they really want to know, Philiadas, is how much longer they must put up with me.”  
 
    Damarata forced a laugh. She put a hand on her father’s shoulder. “Father, you’re giving your guests a bad impression of our family. You haven’t been listening to us. We’re simply concerned about the future of Syracuse. We don’t want you doing something silly if your mind fails before your body.” Nothing in her voice supported the compassion of her words. “You’re leaving this kingdom in the best of hands—two devoted daughters and a grandson whose blood mixes yours with that of Pyrrhus. Surely he is destined to things greater than we can imagine.” 
 
    Hiero looked away. His son Gelo, dead now a year, had married Pyrrhus’ daughter, Nereis, and produced a grandson, Hieronymus, and a granddaughter, Harmonia. It was true. There was hardly a stronger bloodline in the world. 
 
    Adranodorus got right to the point. “Will he live another month, Philiadas?” 
 
    The physician advanced to the side of the divan and eased the old man back into his pillows. “I should think he has at least another year or two.” 
 
    Damarata gave the doctor a sour look, dabbed at what couldn’t have been a tear in her eye, and suddenly turned on her heels. She strode from the balcony out through the adjoining room. Adranodorus followed her. It was rude and abrupt. A grim silence held in their absence. 
 
    Hiero broke the spell. “So my friend, Philiadas, how long do I really have?” His eyes were sad, but clear and sharp. 
 
    The physician looked to Laius then the king. “You’ll be lucky to live two months. As I said earlier, I was simply pleased you were still alive when I brought Laius up to see you.” 
 
    Laius advanced to the side of the divan and kneeled. I knelt behind him. 
 
    Up close there was little regal or impressive in this vastly weakened man. His hair was just wisps of white, his skin mottled and transparent. He was clearly near the end, yet he still smiled warmly as he extended his hand to his friend. 
 
    Laius took the king’s frail hand in both of his and pressed it with affection. “Thank you, sire, for allowing me your audience.” 
 
    “You know you’re always welcome, Laius. Please excuse my family. It’s a drama as old as time. They’re getting impatient. I’m not dying quickly enough for them.”  
 
    Laius nodded, clearly holding back what he really felt about the scene he’d just witnessed. 
 
    “I have lost control, Laius. They do what they want. I can’t stop them. The future of Syracuse and its people has passed out of my hands.” 
 
    “I don’t know about that,” comforted Laius, a man who always seemed intent on smoothing the ruffles of any situation. “There’s nothing they can do without your consent.” 
 
    “I wish that were really true, Laius.” Despite his age and weakness, the king spoke well, though with difficulty, and seemed in full possession of his wits. “My heir is no older than this youth here.” He looked directly at me. “Despite his bloodline, I have some serious doubts about his capacities. And his advisors, like my son-in-law, are not of the quality I would hope.” He turned his head and looked out at the sea, a shimmering brilliant blue, lovely beyond words. “I’ve been trying to work out a way to give the city over to the people, so they can govern from the city council and form a real democracy. It’s something I’ve thought about throughout my reign.” His emotion built behind the words. Something of the depth and character of this proud man showed through despite his weaken state. “My daughters will have none of it, and have pestered me so badly I don’t know what to do. Damarata takes advantage of my infirmity and interferes with all of my efforts. I’m afraid Gelo’s desire to reach out to Hannibal has infected her.” 
 
    Gelo had shared twenty years of rule with his father in preparation for the passing of the crown. After the battle of Cannae, Gelo felt certain Hannibal was destined to take Rome. He tried to convince his father that it was time to change sides in the war. This led to a bitter falling out between a once close father and son. Gelo left Syracuse for six months to tour Sicily looking for support for Carthage. When he returned home, he suddenly fell ill and died. A rumor spread that he’d been poisoned. Despite their differences, Hiero grieved deeply. His health had gone downhill ever since. 
 
    Hiero touched Laius on the arm. “My kingdom has already been taken, Laius. The foundation is crumbling beneath me as I speak, and I’m too weak to do anything about it.” He sighed painfully, then coughed. “I hope that I die before the worst of it comes to be.” 
 
    “I suggest you and I might talk about this more, sire, but when we are alone, without your physician and this slave.” 
 
    Laius’ reference to me as a slave hit me like a splash of cold water. 
 
    Hiero nodded, seemingly exasperated by something, perhaps the conversation that had taken place prior to our arrival. “I just wish I could trust my family as much as I trust you, Laius.” 
 
    Laius bowed his head. “You’re too gracious, sire.” 
 
    The king looked off distractedly, then extended an open hand in my direction. “I imagine this is the youth you’ve told me about.” 
 
    Laius turned to me. “Yes, sire, this is Timon Leonidas.” Already on one knee, I bowed my head. 
 
    I remained with my head down until I heard the old man’s soft, watery voice. “Come forward, Timon.” 
 
    I stood and advanced to the side of the divan. Hiero evaluated me through squinting eyes, then asked, “So Timon, you know some geometry, do you?” 
 
    “Yes, sire,” I said. 
 
    “And the numbers of Pythagoras?” 
 
    I nodded. “My father taught me. He was trying to rebuild the Pythagorean School in Croton.” 
 
    “What’s the square root of two hundred and three?” 
 
    “It doesn’t have an even square root, sire.” 
 
    “Not that I even know what I have asked.” He smiled and followed it with a wink. He turned to Laius. “I like him. He will make a perfect seventy-second birthday gift to my dear cousin, Archimedes.” 
 
    I recognized the name Archimedes immediately. My father had spoken of him with awe. But I had other things on my mind. I looked at Laius, hoping he would ask the question that could not come from me—am I to be this mathematician’s slave or his apprentice? 
 
    Laius went a different direction. “Timon has lived in my home for a week now, sire. His conduct has been exemplary. My only regret is that I must part with him.” 
 
    Hiero winced as if a sharp pain had traversed his body, then gathered himself with a weak smile. “I’ve spent a lifetime reading men. I see depth and character in this young man.” 
 
    I bowed my head at the king’s compliment. He really did seem like a good man. 
 
    The king settled back down on the divan, wrapping the blankets around him, wincing in discomfort. Even this limited interaction had taxed him. Philiadas came forward and placed his hand on the king’s forehead, then turned to Laius. “The king is very weak. I think he should be left to sleep.” 
 
    Laius offered a few final words to the king then led me from the room. One of the dogs got up and followed us out. It was nearly as tall at the shoulders as I was. Philiadas stayed with the king. Nothing was said about my status: freedman or slave. Laius would become someone I counted as an ally and a friend, but in this one instance, he let me down. He was not as forthright as he was kind. 
 
    Oblivious to my disappointment, Laius turned to me as we left the palace. “Now we go from one great man to another. It’s time to meet your new master.” 
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    I could not see it then, but I can see it now with the perspective of these past fifty years. The world had changed since the times of Alexander of Macedon. It was more than an Aegean civilization centered in Greece, Crete, and the western shore of Asia. It was more than Egypt and the grand Seleucid Empire. The world had become a collection of many peoples and cultures, all interconnected through an uneven mix of colonization, banking interests, and war. Trade routes stretched from Iberia to the Indus River and beyond. The soul of knowledge, once in Athens, now dwelled in Alexandria, and had gained a measure of eastern grace. Civilization was beginning to know itself in a new age of commerce—and political entanglement. 
 
    Syracuse was one of the most advanced city-states of this new era. Croton seemed little more than a stone village compared to Syracuse. Even Rome seemed backward in comparison. Only Rhodes and Carthage commanded a greater reach of commerce than Syracuse. Only Alexandria and Pergamon could compare in architecture and beauty. 
 
    The city itself was roughly the shape of a triangle and, like most large cities of the time, was completely enclosed by a formidable, crenellated stone wall—a wall built two hundred years earlier in the age of Socrates and Plato by the tyrant Dionysius. The northern perimeter extended five Roman miles due west from the coast to Fort Euryalus, on the highest part of the city’s plateau. The fort’s location provided an excellent view of the entire area. Much like Achradina on the cliffs in the east, Fort Euryalus was fortified as a separate entity and could be secured and defended independently of the rest of Syracuse. 
 
    The city was divided into four districts—Achradina in the east, Tyche in the north, Neapolis to the south, and Epipolae at the west end of the plateau. While there were beautiful Greek sculptures and fountains throughout the city, they were the most numerous in Achradina, the wealthiest district in the city. It contained the city council chambers, the treasury, the agora, the granary, Hiero’s palace, and the homes of the royal family. 
 
    There was a fifth district, the island of Ortygia. This one-mile long, quarter-mile wide finger of land that extended off the southern tip of Achradina had been the full extent of Syracuse in the colony’s early years. Now it was separated from the rest of the city by a canal that served as a moat. A large, fortified gate and drawbridge controlled access to the island. Ortygia contained the oldest buildings in Syracuse and served as the sanctuary of last resort should the rest of the city be overrun by invaders.  
 
      
 
    Laius led me from the palace to this island citadel—the home of my new master Archimedes. Arguably Syracuse’s most precious treasure, the famous mathematician and inventor lived in the safest place in the city, a fortified tower on Ortygia. 
 
    I had heard my father speak of Archimedes many times, always with reverence, always with the hope of meeting him one day. And I was to be his slave. I was not particularly excited about the prospect. I could not picture myself a slave for Archimedes or anyone else. This growing resentment and the hope of locating Adeon roiled in my mind as we walked the short distance from the palace to the island. 
 
    The sight of my father being stabbed and my mother attacked had become a recurring nightmare for me during the week I had spent in Laius’ home. I would awaken in the night so frightened that I didn’t know if the pain in my chest was grief or simply the fear that Hannibal’s henchmen might one day come for me. As Laius and I crossed the drawbridge to the island, I remember looking down at the water in the moat some twenty feet below, and then up at the stone walls encircling the island, and then farther up, more than one hundred feet to the top of the tower we were about to enter. I might be a slave, I thought, but this is one place where I will be safe from Hannibal. 
 
    A few words from Laius got us past the tower’s sentry. I counted the stairs as we climbed to its highest chamber. One hundred and twenty or some such number lies buried in my memory of this day, a day, in retrospect, that was nearly the complement in good fortune to the ill that had been thrust upon me some two and a half weeks earlier. Nearly. But I didn’t know this as Laius and I trudged up the last of the stairs to the landing outside Archimedes’ workshop. 
 
    Laius knocked on the chamber’s huge plank door. There was no answer. Laius knocked again, harder, pounding with his fist. Still there was no response. Laius looked at me. “Archimedes is often deeply absorbed in his work. He’s capable of completely shutting out the rest of the world.” With that, he tried the latch and put a shoulder to the door. It swung open with a creak. 
 
    The chamber that spread out before me was filled with work benches, tools, and curious machines with gears and wheels and pulleys. My somber thoughts and fears receded as I stood spellbound by the wonders of the room. 
 
    Laius spoke out. “Archimedes, it is I, Laius.” 
 
    I hadn’t even seen the man for all the wondrous clutter in the workshop, but there he was, bent over a table at the far end of the room, drawing with a wooden stylus in a tray of sand. He was an old man, with thick white hair above a wide forehead and a long, untrimmed beard that reached to the center of his chest. He didn’t look up at our entry or Laius’ beckoning. Laius moved farther into the room and called out a little louder. “Archimedes! It is I, Laius. I’m sorry to disturb you, but I have a gift for you.” 
 
    The old man continued to concentrate on his work. Laius turned to me and said, “He doesn’t hear so well.” 
 
    I nodded, distracted for the moment by a large, hand-hewn wooden screw in a coffin-like box in the far corner of the room. 
 
    Laius walked up to the table where Archimedes sat. Behind him was a stone hearth. I could smell the charred wood smoldering inside. Laius tapped on the table with his finger. “Good afternoon, Archimedes.” 
 
    At last the mathematician looked up. “Laius,” he said, not at all startled. A white cataract clouded his left eye. “Pardon me. I did hear you the first time.” He looked down at the tray of sand. “I was working on something.” Then he squinted out in my direction with his one clear, sea-green eye. “Who is this?” His voice was deep and resonant. 
 
    Laius motioned for me to come forward. “This is Timon Leonidas. He’s a gift from the king for your seventy-second birthday. Hiero has thought for quite a while that you could use a personal attendant.” 
 
    Archimedes stood as I came closer. His face was flushed pink in the nose and cheeks, but was otherwise pale. Bag beneath bag hung below eyes as sad as any hound’s. He blinked and turned his head, focusing his one good eye on me. “Timon,” he said, as though weighing my name. “What bit of ill fortune brings you to me?” 
 
    “The war with Hannibal.” I was so forthright that Laius chuckled. 
 
    He spoke before I could say another word. “I found this talented youth at an auction last week, Archimedes. When the bidders asked what he might be good for, he boldly claimed to know geometry. I thought immediately of you, and Hiero’s desire to give you a birthday gift.” 
 
    Archimedes leaned forward to give me a closer look. 
 
    “And the numbers too,” added Laius. 
 
    The old man nodded suspiciously. “Where did a young slave learn these things?” 
 
    There was that word again!  
 
    “From my father,” I answered though the question was directed to Laius. “And I am no slave.” 
 
    “I see,” said Archimedes, looking from me to Laius. “The king has made me the questionable gift of a spirited youth.” 
 
    “Timon has spent the last week in my home,” said Laius. “I have found him bright and capable. If you have any trouble with him, I will gladly take him back.” 
 
    Archimedes was no longer listening. His attention was on the tray of sand, as though suddenly realizing how to solve the problem he’d been pondering. 
 
    Laius faced me and put his hand on my shoulder. “You have a rare opportunity here, Timon. Make good use of it. I must leave now. Go down to the pantry in the basement. Ask for Hektor. He will help you get oriented.” With that he turned and left. 
 
    I stood there without moving for some time, listening to the sound of Laius’ footsteps receding down the long stairway. 
 
    The moment lengthened. I stood there watching the old man with his head down, scratching in the sand, entirely absorbed in his work. Such was my uncertainty of the situation, I was hesitant to even move, but when the passage of time became interminable, I sat down on the plank floor. A handsome gray cat slipped out from among the apparatus strewn about the workshop and sat a few feet away, staring at me with curiosity. The old man seemed to have forgotten I was there. 
 
    Finally, as quietly as I could, I left the room. I paced angrily on the landing outside the chamber, waiting for my master to notice my absence. It never happened. I gave in to the inevitability of it all and headed down the stairs, one at a time, to the basement pantry to accept my lot as a slave. 
 
    I paid more attention to the layout of the tower on my way down than I did on my way up. The tower was square at the base and narrowed slightly as it rose to six stories. Not counting the ground floor, there were five landings, each with a window and access to one, two, or three chambers. I would later learn that a garrison of militia was stationed in barracks on the island to oversee security. The militia officers lived in the more commodious chambers inside the tower. A single room on the tower’s ground floor served as their headquarters. 
 
    The sentry we’d seen on the way in stood on duty outside the tower. He didn’t notice me when I reached the ground level. I followed a narrow stairwell to a subterranean pantry. It was the same size as the tower’s base, and dark. As my eyes adjusted I could see sacks of dry goods, salted meats, crates of vegetables, and casks of wine. But no one was there. 
 
    I climbed the stairs and dared to ask the sentry where I might find a man named Hektor. The sentry demanded to know who I was. Swallowing my pride, I told him I was Archimedes’ slave. He appraised me, then said, “You’re looking for the cook. If he’s not in the pantry, he’ll be around back in the kitchen.” 
 
    The kitchen was an open shed directly behind the tower, with a large stone hearth, a quern for grinding grains, several large wooden tables, three open fire pits, and two wash tubs. As I would later learn, this kitchen prepared and served food for approximately one hundred soldiers and their officers. It was a fairly large operation, involving three full-time staff and a rotation of palace slaves.  
 
    Several people were at work when I turned the corner of the tower. Two women chopped cabbage and carrots, three others kneaded dough, and another stood before a fire pit, tending what looked to be about fifty rabbits on four skewers. Dinner was being prepared and I was starving. A loaf of rye bread sat on the table directly in front of me. I was leaning over to breathe in its fresh baked aroma when a meat cleaver thwacked into the wooden counter, startling me and cutting the heel off the loaf. 
 
    “Touch that bread and it will be your hand next time,” growled the man at the other end of the cleaver, giving me a look to match the threat. “What are you doing here?” He held a live pheasant by the legs in his right hand. 
 
    “I—I—I’m looking for Hektor,” I stammered. 
 
    The man was Greek, maybe thirty-five years of age, much taller and significantly thicker than I. He had curly black hair and thick eyebrows that met in the center. His face was pock-marked and his grimace ugly as he looked me up and down. “I’m Hektor. What do you want?” The pheasant beat at his thigh with its wings trying to get free. 
 
    “My name is Timon Leonidas. I’ve been given to Archimedes,” I had to work to get it out, “as a personal slave. I was told to come to you for my duties.” 
 
    This prompted Hektor to look me over again, a little more closely this time. “You know Archimedes is a very important man.” 
 
    I nodded. 
 
    “And as eccentric as they come. I’ve been here eight years and have hardly seen him.” He levered the meat cleaver out of the counter. “He’s considered part of the royal family. We treat him that way. He often gets meals directly from the king’s kitchen. You hear what I’m saying?” 
 
     I nodded, but didn’t really know what he was implying. 
 
    “You’ve got big responsibilities.” 
 
    The pheasant became more violent, thrashing with its wings. Hektor turned to the butcher block on his left, slapped the bird down, and quickly rid the pheasant of resistance with another powerful thwack of the cleaver and a spray of blood.  
 
    “I’m the master cook. I run the kitchen and supervise the staff. Short of the garrison captain and the other officers, I’m in charge here.” He used a rag to wipe the bright red splatter from his left hand and wrist, then lifted a ceramic cup to his lips for a drink of what appeared to be wine. 
 
    “You’ll find two rooms on the floor beneath your master’s workshop. The larger one is his bedroom. The smaller one will be yours. We serve meals twice a day—at dawn and at dusk. A tray of food will be prepared for your master at those times. A portion of that will be for you. Bring the plates and bowls down afterward and clean them.” He pointed to the wash tubs. “Once a day empty the slop pots. Your nose will direct you to the place to dump them. If you have any questions, come to me.” Then he called out, “Eurydice,” to the women making bread, and lifted the dead bird with his right hand. 
 
    A young woman, very pretty, came across the kitchen to where we stood. “For the captain tonight.” He handed her the dead bird, blood dripping from its severed neck. As she walked away, Hektor put a hand to his crotch and made a comment about the young woman that made me blush enough for the older man to notice. He laughed out loud. One of the other women called him a pig. He laughed even louder, then took another sip from his cup and told me to come back that evening. 
 
    When I turned to leave, he stopped me. “Are you hungry, lad?” 
 
    I nodded. 
 
    He smiled in a way I didn’t expect. “Take the crust,” he said, pointing the bloody cleaver at the heel he’d sliced from the loaf. “That should hold you over until dinner.” 
 
    I took the piece of bread, thanked him, and hurried back to the tower entry. The sentry blocked my path. I told him for a second time I was Archimedes’ slave. He let me pass as if I were a stray dog. When I entered Archimedes’ workshop, the old man didn’t appear to have moved since I had left—or to have noticed my departure. I sat on a stool in the corner and watched the gray cat watch me. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
  
 
  


 
 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    CHAPTER 7 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    As brilliant as he was, Archimedes was absent-minded to a fault. I don’t know if it was because of his age or his concentration on his work or even a deliberate ruse, but he seemed not to notice I was there. Aside from bringing his evening meal, I was given no work of any kind during my first day. I sat in the corner, watching him scratch out geometric proofs in his tray of sand—known as an abacus—and idly looking at, but never touching, the mechanical contrivances scattered around the workshop. 
 
    The gray cat passed in and out of my sight throughout the day. He—I was to learn later the cat was male—was a beautiful animal of some Egyptian strain, lean and tall with a silky, spotted coat and a long, striped tail. Head held high, noble and aloof, he sat across the room and deigned to give me a glance or two. On one of these occasions, I stretched out my hand and wiggled my fingers, hoping to draw him closer. He looked away as if recognizing me were beneath him. 
 
    The cat had lived in the tower for a long time, belonged to no one, was fed by no one, seemed to have a way in and out of Archimedes’ chamber that was not the door, and, as far as I could tell, had no name. He became Plato to me, in memory of my father’s fondness for the philosopher and for the wisdom suggested in the cat’s always serious expression. Plato was a mouser of great capacity who was on the hunt whenever he wasn’t sleeping. I’m sure he considered my presence an intrusion on his hunting ground. 
 
    That night I retired to the small room I’d been assigned. It held a cot and a chamber pot, but had little room for anything else. 
 
      
 
    Just before dawn the next morning, I ventured down the tower stairs to fetch breakfast. As I would learn, Hektor and his staff assembled in the pantry each morning after starting the kitchen fires. The kitchen crew would sit in a circle on sacks of grain, drinking kykeon—a beverage made from barley gruel and goat cheese—while planning the meals for the day. Hektor, who had so intimidated me on our first meeting, did have a rough way about him, but was actually more bark than bite, with a penchant for wine, ribald comment, flatulence, and generosity. 
 
    When I came stumbling down the last flight of stairs into the dimly lit pantry, blinking and yawning, Hektor stood and handed me a cup of warm kykeon. “This might help you wake up,” he said with a pleasantness I wasn’t expecting. My mother made kykeon. I didn’t believe anyone could make it better than she did until that first sip of Hektor’s. The morning ritual of drinking kykeon and sitting with the kitchen crew became the highlight of my day. 
 
    As I sipped from my cup, Hektor introduced me to his kitchen staff, all women. The pastry cook, Lavinia, was a short, stocky older woman with a shank of gray hair wound up on her head in a braid and cheeks made ruddy by broken blood vessels. She was kind, but subject to strong opinions and wide swings in mood. Agathe was the second cook. She was lean as a stick with the face of a shrew and a personality to match. Her mode of communication was bound up in warnings and criticism. 
 
    Our kitchen shared slaves with the palace kitchen. Two palace slaves were there that morning, Penelope, who I never saw again, and Eurydice, the young woman I’d seen the day before. She was the youngest of the slaves who worked in the kitchen, and stood out for her beauty. She was an olive-skinned Sicilian, maybe two or three years older than I, with long, lustrous, chestnut hair and a smile that could only accompany a good nature. Everyone liked Eurydice, especially Hektor, who seemed a bit obsessed with her. She tended to be very quiet and spoke only when necessary. 
 
    The tower pantry was connected to the palace pantry by an unlit, dripping tunnel that passed beneath the canal that separated Ortygia from Achradina. Hektor, Lavinia, and Agathe were permanent paid staff. The palace slaves rotated between the two kitchens, often bringing supplies for Hektor or sometimes special delicacies for my master. 
 
    After the introductions, I followed the others outside to the kitchen. Several more slaves were already there, stoking the fires in the gray of dawn. I remember seeing the faces of these women shining eerily in the firelight as they fed wood into the flames. It was a haunting scene I would see again and again and can see now in my mind as though I were there. 
 
    I stood out of the way as Agathe prepared a breakfast tray for my master. When she was done, she handed it to me with a pleasant, “Don’t go dropping this on the way up. We’ve got plenty of soldiers here waiting to be fed. I’ll not be fixing that dotty old man upstairs a second meal.” 
 
    I took two steps and stumbled on the rough ground, all but losing the tray, and gaining an ugly grumble from Agathe. The tray was heavy with a tasty assortment of food—a small loaf of rye bread, two bowls of barley gruel, dried fruit, chestnuts, a wedge of fresh ewe’s cheese, a pitcher of goat’s milk, and a small cup of honey. This would be more than enough until dinner—if I didn’t drop it. 
 
    After a slow, careful climb up the tower stairs, I entered the workshop. Archimedes sat at his desk, sketching, with difficulty it seemed, on a piece of papyrus. As quietly as I could, I placed the tray on an adjacent workbench. He took no notice of the food and didn’t touch it until midday. I wasn’t supposed to eat until he’d taken what he wanted. I nearly fainted from hunger before I got a bite. 
 
    I emptied the slop buckets early in the day, as would be my routine, but did little else. Archimedes made no acknowledgment of my presence nor gave me any other chores. In absolute boredom, I stood before the chamber’s three windows one by one and tried to gain some sense of where I was. 
 
    The windows were large—tall enough for me to stand in and as wide as the span of my arms. Because of the height of the tower, the windows provided a view similar to what I’d seen from the top of the staircase leading down into Neapolis, but from the perspective of the island. 
 
    The tower’s north-facing window looked out over Achradina and across the plateau. Beyond the Hexapylon, the road to Leontini wound along the coast into the distance. Much farther off, the white peak of Mount Etna poked up over the horizon. 
 
    The east window faced the ocean. Looking straight down, I saw the roofs of the two wooden structures that housed the garrison of soldiers. Farther off was the huge red tile roof of the Temple of Apollo. 
 
    To the south was more ocean and the sliver of land that was Ortygia.  The Temple of Athena, commemorating the Greek defeat of the Carthaginians at Himera, stood halfway between the tower and the tip of the spit. Just past the temple was a grotto, called the Fountain of Arethusa, that supplied the island with fresh water. Legend said the water came directly from Greece through an undersea channel. 
 
    There was a fourth window on the tower landing. It faced west and overlooked the Great Harbor. Beyond was an expanse of farmland. Farther off, sat the Temple of Zeus, nestled into the hills. 
 
    Too much of my first month in Syracuse was spent staring out the tower windows and daydreaming of home. I took care of the meals and the slop pots and learned to eat whenever I wanted. Archimedes took so little interest in the food that he didn’t notice if I’d taken something from the tray or not. On two occasions he asked me to deliver a letter, which involved a trip to the palace and the courier’s office. On another occasion I went up on the plateau into the Tyche district to pick up a supply of papyrus. In all three instances, I kept my eyes sharp for Adeon or the man who had bought her. 
 
    Archimedes hardly seemed to need me. I got so bored at times that I would venture down to the kitchen for no other reason than human interaction. Always bustling and busy, the kitchen was a relief after the hours of tedium in the tower. Hektor had his good days and bad, but he kept everyone on their toes with loose talk, laughter, and needling. 
 
    He was an entertainer of sorts. He loved his wine—a half-filled cup was always within arm’s reach—and though married, loved women, in a drooling kind of way. He had worked his way up through the military mess to become a chef of significant stature—the best in all of Sicily, if you asked him. He took to the work like an artist—even when cooking for a hundred soldiers. He was paid well and lived on the island in a big house with his wife and four slaves. His only complaint was that he wasn’t cooking for the king. 
 
    Hektor had no children and spoke of his wife only as the target of some comic remark. I never saw her; rumor had it she was three times his girth. Hektor regularly made uncouth comments about the women in the kitchen, but they put up with it because he had a heart. He squeezed them and pinched them with an ugly familiarity and always seemed to have a hand at his groin, but he also stood up for the staff and was a good boss in spite of his penchant for jocularity—which to the uninitiated could be quite embarrassing. 
 
    “Timon, have you ever made love to a woman?” he asked one afternoon during my first week. 
 
    I had returned to the kitchen with a tray full of dishes and stood at the sink cleaning them. I was quite innocent for thirteen and didn’t like the question, especially with several women nearby. I pretended not to hear. He shouted it a second time. 
 
    “Have you ever put your Johnny in the hopper, Timon?”  
 
    I knew I couldn’t ignore him, so I made it short. “No.” 
 
    Hektor shook his head in mock sadness. “So you do it with your hand?” He accented the question with a pumping gesture. This elicited a bit of tittering from the three young female slaves in the kitchen. Agathe and Lavinia ignored it. 
 
    “No!” I repeated, my anger sparking to the surface. 
 
    More giggling only made me feel worse, but Hektor caught my none-too-slave-like tone. He crossed the room to where I had my hands in the water. He stuck his hand beneath my tunic and goosed me from behind, causing me to jerk my hands from the sink and throw water all over myself. This inspired the chorus of laughter Hektor sought. I wanted to slug him or run from the room in embarrassment. Instead I stood at the sink, my face dripping with water, and continued to work.  
 
    Hektor put a hand on my shoulder. “Not even once?” 
 
    I couldn’t contain my emotions. “Never,” I said through gritted teeth, fighting all the feelings that had yet to be resolved within me. 
 
    He knew he’d touched a nerve. He was close enough to see the tears pooling in my eyes. He leaned into my ear and whispered with a kindness I did not expect, “Learn to accept my ribbing, Timon, and you and I will get along just fine.” He followed this with a gentle warning. “You’ll find it better than a lengthy flogging.” 
 
     I finished the dishes as quickly as I could and returned to the welcome silence of my master. 
 
      
 
    Beyond Hektor’s unsettling sense of humor, the one recurring subject of speculation in the kitchen was the king’s health. Those living closest to Hiero, the administrative staff who worked for him and the slaves who waited on him, knew his generosity and kindness from daily contact. The staff was paid well and the slaves were not abused. Fair treatment had been the foundation of Hiero’s rule for fifty years. Everyone on the staff worried how that might change when the king died. 
 
    Among the slaves, the handmaids and stewards saw the king in some capacity every day. They knew as well as anyone how he felt. They could see what he had left on his plate. They emptied his chamber pot. Quite often they were there when the doctor visited, and they would always report to the other workers what they had seen. This information gradually found its way to the island kitchen. Morale rose and fell with the king’s health, which was slowly, but steadily declining. 
 
  
 
  


 
 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    CHAPTER 8 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Six weeks passed with little to no real communication between myself and Archimedes. He was kind when he made his infrequent requests, but mostly it was as though I wasn’t there. I had a deeper relationship with Plato, who on rare occasions allowed me to pet him. I dearly wished Laius Aufidius would come to visit so he could remind the mathematician that I was there to help. Even as a daydreaming youth I considered hard work better than wall-eyed boredom. 
 
    There were many objects in the room I wanted to prod and poke, but I had restrained myself for fear of getting into trouble. One particular contrivance, though, was so interesting it made my fingers itch for closer inspection. 
 
    Sitting on a wooden table in the far corner of the room was a large brass globe, about the diameter of a round of cheese. It sat on a pedestal with a pivot, suggesting it could turn. Mounted around it on brass hoops were seven smaller globes, ranging in size from an olive to a small melon. Beside this brass apparatus stood a tall ceramic tank with a stopcock. I stared at the globes and the tank constantly, trying to imagine their function. 
 
    On this one morning, however, as Archimedes sketched out a geometric proof on a piece of papyrus and my boredom mounted like a fever, the lure of the contraption drew me closer and closer. All of a sudden I found myself standing within arm’s length. My curiosity boiling over, I reached out and touched the largest globe, then immediately pulled my hand back and looked over my shoulder to see if Archimedes had noticed. No, he was deep into whatever geometric shapes he was drawing. 
 
    I reached out again to the large globe, and thinking surely it must rotate, gave it a little prodding. To my amazement, the quarter turn I gave the globe made the balls around it move as well. The boy in me was captured by this fantastic toy. Forgetting the presence of my master, I pushed the large globe around one full turn, sending all the small globes into even greater motion around the large one. Oh my, what a contrivance! I pushed the globe around another time, and another, thoroughly captivated by this curious machine—whatever it was. 
 
    “Timon.” My master called from across the room. 
 
    I pulled my hand away from the machine and tried to appear as though I hadn’t touched it. Archimedes’ one good eye was aimed at me. 
 
    “Yes, master.” 
 
    “There’s a pail beneath that table. Is there any water in it?” 
 
    I leaned forward to look. “Yes, some,” I said, knowing he must have seen me turning the globe, but uncertain whether it had displeased him or not. 
 
    “Go fill it.” 
 
    I took the pail out to the stairway landing. There was a cistern on the tower’s roof. A terracotta pipe extended from the cistern down through the stairwell to the kitchen. Water could be obtained at each landing by turning a stopcock in the pipe. I opened the stopcock and filled the pail. 
 
    When I returned to the workshop, Archimedes stood beside the apparatus. “Pour all of that water into this tank.” He pointed to the ceramic vessel beside the collection of revolving brass globes. 
 
    I lifted the pail up over my head and carefully poured the water into the tank. 
 
    “Put the pail on the floor where it was.” 
 
    I did as he said, still uncertain if I had angered him. 
 
    “Have you ever thought about the movement of the planets through the heavens?” Archimedes asked. His voice, though deep, was soft and thoughtful. His eyes—one blank white, one green—were framed by tiers of loose skin. 
 
    “My father spoke to me many times about the stars and the planets.” 
 
    He tilted his head with interest at my response, then turned the stopcock at the bottom of the ceramic vessel. Water from the tank began to drain over a small water wheel and into a trough that led back to the pail beneath the table. The water wheel was connected to the large globe and caused it to turn—and with it all of the others, as when I had used my hand. 
 
    “This is a called a terrella, Timon. It’s meant to model the motion of the planets. There isn’t another one like it anywhere.” 
 
    If I was curious before, now I couldn’t take my eyes off the marvelous device—turning there on its own, each globe moving on a different path and at a different pace.  
 
    “Which globe do you think represents the Earth?” Archimedes asked. 
 
    “My father told me the Earth was at the center of the universe and that everything else, the Sun, the planets, the stars, revolved around it.” 
 
    Archimedes nodded. “Many of the most respected astronomers would say the same, but there’s a book by Aristarchus of Samos that suggests the Sun is at the center of the universe. I was thinking of Aristarchus when I had this terrella built.” He touched the second largest globe. “This would be the Earth. This is the Moon.” One by one he touched the globes. “Then Mercury, Venus, Mars, Jupiter, and Saturn.” 
 
    I wasn’t entirely convinced. “I can see, master, that the falling water makes the spheres go around because of the water wheel and the gears and pivots. That’s amazing enough. I have never seen a machine with such small parts. But what of the real planets? What supports them? There are no wire hoops in the heavens to hold them up. No gears to make them spin.” 
 
    Archimedes smiled like a kindly grandfather. “That may be one of the most fundamental questions we can ask, Timon. And I don’t know the answer. There’s clearly no water wheel in the heavens,” he said, taking a moment to watch the terrella turn. “I often wonder if the motion of the planets is somehow related to that which makes the water run from the tank to the bucket.” 
 
    Plato had been drawn out of the shadows by the sound of the trickling water. He sat a few feet away now, watching the globes move, apparently more suspicious than fascinated by the strange contraption. 
 
    “You mean, like—what makes a stream flow downhill?” 
 
    “Precisely.” Archimedes picked up a small wooden ball from a nearby table. He dipped it into the bucket of water. “Usually when we spin a ball, say a wet ball, drops of water fly away from it.” He held the ball between his forefinger and thumb and gave it a spin with his other hand. He held it up close to my cheek so I could feel the wet spray. 
 
    “In the case of the Earth, which Aristarchus also believes is spinning, we see the opposite. Things fly to it.” He took a piece of wood from the workbench and dropped it. The loud smack on the floor sent Plato racing from the room. “When we stand on the surface, only with effort can we push ourselves away.” He made a feeble jump off the floor. “And we certainly don’t see the oceans go flying away like the water from the ball. Some other principle is involved—and I believe that other principle balances the planets in the heavens and causes them to spin like water down a drain.” 
 
    “But wouldn’t it be easier, master, to believe what appears so obvious to everyone—that the Earth is not spherical, but flat? That’s why we must jump to leave its surface. And it’s also not spinning. That’s why the oceans don’t fly away. It’s the heavens that are moving, not our planet.” I pointed out the window to the sun, halfway through its trip across the sky. “That’s how we see it. Wouldn’t that be common sense?” 
 
    “Then what is your flat Earth resting on?” 
 
    “The ocean.” 
 
    “What supports the ocean?” 
 
    He had me. 
 
    “Four giant tortoises, perhaps?” He smiled. “What do you think, does the cosmos look more like this terrella or four tortoises?” 
 
    My father would have said the terrella. To me it took a leap of faith. “Then why must our senses lie to us?” 
 
     “They don’t lie. You just aren’t looking closely enough.” Archimedes led me over to the east window. From the height of the tower we could see a huge expanse of ocean. “My eyes,” he said, “don’t see details very well. My left not at all. But I can see things in the distance.” He pointed to the southeast. “See that ship out there? It must have left Syracuse some time ago and is headed to Africa. Watch it carefully as it reaches the horizon.” 
 
    The ship was already quite distant, but it took a while for it to reach the horizon. 
 
    “Can you still see it, Timon?” Archimedes asked. “My eyes are not as strong as yours. Tell me what you are seeing.” 
 
    I had never really watched a ship disappear over the horizon—never even thought about it, but as I stared out into the distance, something curious was happening. “It’s all but gone now, master. But if I’m not mistaken, I can still see the top part of the mast and the sail.” 
 
    “Yes,” he said, leading me on. 
 
    “And now just the very top of the mast.” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    “And now nothing.” 
 
    “What does that make you think, Timon? Why would the ship disappear from bottom to top?” His one good eye sparked with the gift of knowledge; the other was blank white. 
 
    “There’s curvature to the surface of the Earth.” 
 
    He nodded. “It’s a sphere. My friend Eratosthenes in Alexandria has actually calculated the circumference.” 
 
    I still wasn’t convinced. I picked up the piece of wood he’d dropped on the floor and let it fall again. “If the Earth were really round and moving around the Sun as you say, master, the piece of wood wouldn’t land directly at my feet—but somewhere off to the side—as the Earth moved beneath it.” 
 
    Archimedes smiled at my logic. “That’s a good point, Timon, but again, you aren’t looking closely enough. In ancient times, there were men who charted the stars. They did this for many hundreds of years and observed that the constellations, the same ones we are familiar with today, moved in circles in the heavens. It is the same with the planets, which are much closer to Earth. Though the interpretation of this was not completely understood by the ancients, the recent work of men like Zenodorus and Aristarchus suggest that it’s the Earth’s motion, its rotation, that makes the constellations appear to move in circles.” 
 
    “But how could anyone know this?” 
 
    “By applying the numbers to the stars, Timon. The numbers tell us everything.” This refrain, I would learn, was his way of concluding a scientific conversation. The numbers tell us everything. It was a concept that I didn’t fully appreciate, but it was a phrase my father had also used. I couldn’t hear it without thinking of him. 
 
      
 
    This was Archimedes, mostly distant, quiet, and entirely absorbed in his work. Then at times, often spontaneously, he would come out of himself and engage me in thoughtful talks like the one I have just described. It took me a while to become accustomed to this. It could be disconcerting to be forgotten for days at a time, but I would gradually learn that he was a kind but somewhat sad man who lived deep within his own thoughts. While our conversations were rarely personal—he never once spoke of a wife or children—I became very fond of him. I was still a slave, and that wore on me, but I was beginning to realize that my being given to Archimedes was something quite fortunate. 
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    One afternoon, a messenger arrived at the door of the workshop with a note from Laius. I took the note to Archimedes. Looking over his shoulder, I could see that the writing on the note was very small. Archimedes retrieved a small ivory box from the drawer in his workbench and set it on the desk. He looked momentarily at the little white box, then at me. “Timon, can you read Greek?” he asked. 
 
    I nodded, yes. He put the ivory box away and handed me the note to read aloud. It was an invitation to attend a special performance of Aristophanes’ play The Clouds with Laius and his wife. Knowing that Archimedes might need physical assistance, Laius, who lived very close to the Greek Theater in Neapolis, included me in the invitation. 
 
    Archimedes rarely left the tower. I expected him to politely decline. He surprised me by saying he would like the opportunity to see Laius, and that he wanted me to go with him. I was ecstatic. I had seen many plays when I lived with my parents in Croton and had always loved them, especially the comedies. 
 
    Archimedes was seventy-two years old. His hair was entirely white and his left eye was badly obscured by a cataract, but he was not debilitated in any other way beyond the general aches and pains of an aging man. Even his deafness seemed to depend on whether he wanted to hear someone or not. I gradually grew to understand that Archimedes pretended to be much more infirm than he really was. That was one reason he wanted me to accompany him. Without really giving me explicit instructions, he wanted to use me as a prop—in both meanings—when he left the privacy of the tower. 
 
      
 
    On the day of the play, the aging mathematician matched me stride for stride down the tower stairs, needing absolutely no assistance. And yet, upon reaching the bottom of the stairs, he placed his right hand on my shoulder and requested that I assist him on the walk to Neapolis. I didn’t understand why he wanted me for support. I simply did as he asked. But it was all for a purpose. He wanted to appear feeble so that people would leave him alone. 
 
    It took us quite a while to cross the drawbridge, walk up Via Lata to the Achradina gate, then follow Via Intermuralis to Laius Aufidius’ home. We were a little late. Laius and Alexa were waiting patiently when we arrived. Alexa’s two personal slaves stood beside her, carrying pillows for the stone seats and a basket of fresh fruit for refreshment. I believe even Laius was deceived by Archimedes’ performance. He didn’t complain once as the old mathematician and I struggled along at a snail’s pace to the theater, arriving just in time to catch the opening of the play.  
 
    The theater I had known in Croton was quite nice, but small, seating about a thousand with standing room for maybe another two hundred. Although I had seen the theater in Syracuse from a distance, I didn’t appreciate its size until we entered. The huge amphitheater, cut into the south face of the plateau, seemed to climb into the sky. A stone colonnade, topped with capitals rolling into volutes and connected by ivy-covered arches, lined the upper perimeter. 
 
    The crowd was almost as stunning as the theater. Those in the seats closest to the orchestra were the wealthiest of the city’s populace and were dressed in their finest clothing. Laius, Archimedes, and I sat near the center of the theater five rows back from the orchestra. Alexa and her slaves sat on the left side of the theater in the area reserved for women.  
 
    No one seemed to notice Archimedes’ arrival. Though his name and his achievements were well known all over Italy and Greece, his days of public recognition in Syracuse had passed. He was more like one of the temples, appreciated, but generally taken for granted or forgotten. 
 
      
 
    The play’s chorus, which represented the clouds, was singing its opening lines—“Ascend we, Clouds eternal, display we our dewy nature”—when two horns sounded at the main entrance to the theater. A herald stepped forward and announced the arrival of King Hiero. The chorus abruptly stopped. Everyone turned to watch Hiero enter the theater in a gilded sedan chair carried by four slaves. He was followed by Adranodorus, Damarata, Damarata’s sister Heraclia and her husband Zoippos, their two daughters, and the king’s granddaughter Harmonia with her husband Themistos. The young prince Hieronymus, the king’s grandson and heir, was not part of the retinue. 
 
    The royal family minus the future king filed down the central aisle to the base of the orchestra. A host of personal attendants followed behind, carrying pillows, fans, and provisions. The men went to the center section. The king’s chair was placed in front of the first row—the very best seat in the house. Adranodorus, Zoippos, and Themistos sat directly behind him. 
 
    Aristo, the most respected actor in Syracuse, was playing the part of Socrates in the play. He came forward wearing his mask, which was designed to amplify his voice. He knelt on one knee before the king, and declaimed from the play, loud enough for everyone to hear. He stood and, removing his mask, bowed to Hiero, then greeted Adranodorus and Zoippos as old friends. 
 
    Damarata and the other women from the royal family sat in the first row of the women’s section with their four attendants. Damarata wore a gold diadem and more make-up and jewelry than any other ten women present. Her hair—if it was hers—was no longer canary yellow but a frightening nasturtium orange, arranged in a mass of ringlets and coiled braids. Her face was painted white and her lips an incendiary red. The queen’s sister, Heraclia, wore a plain white chiton with a matching scarf over her hair and a single strand of pearls around her neck. Only the slightest touch of paint adorned her face. The queen’s niece, Harmonia, a natural redhead, wore her hair loose, hanging halfway down her back. She was also dressed simply in a pleated, saffron chiton with two gold bracelets and no makeup at all. She was young and radiant, really quite beautiful, and truly looked like a princess. 
 
    It took considerable time for the royal procession to be seated and settled, but the crowd didn’t get restless. All were captivated by the appearance of the king, who they loved to see, but whose ill-health limited his time in public. Although a beautiful summer day, Hiero was wrapped in a woolen chlaina and hunched into his gilded chair like someone huddled before a hearth in winter.  
 
    Then, just as suddenly as things had stopped, the chorus of clouds began singing and the play resumed. 
 
    Although the play was written two hundred years before I was born, the humor of Aristophanes had aged well. I didn’t catch everything, and much of it was quite crude, but I was laughing as hard as anyone. At one point, Aristo, as Socrates, stood in a basket and was lifted by a crane above the orchestra, so he could look down upon his students in the School for very Hard Thinkers. They were bent over with their noses to the ground. Strepsiades, the protagonist, stepped onto the stage: 
 
      
 
    Strepsiades: What are those people doing, stooping so oddly? 
 
    Student: They are probing the secrets that lie deep as Tartarus. 
 
    Strepsiades: But why—excuse me, but—their hindquarters—why are they stuck up so strangely in the air? 
 
    Student: Their other ends are studying astronomy.  
 
    (The audience exploded with laughter.) 
 
    Strepsiades: I’d like to learn how to do this. 
 
    Socrates: By what gods do you swear? For the gods are not a current coin with us. (He pointed to the chorus, the clouds.) These are the real gods. 
 
    (The laughter turned to hooting and catcalls.) 
 
    Strepsiades: But come, is there no Zeus? 
 
    Socrates: There is no Zeus. 
 
    (The catcalls increased. A tomato flew past Aristo in his basket above the orchestra.) 
 
    Strepsiades: But who makes the rain, then? 
 
    Socrates: These clouds. For have you ever seen rain without clouds? But if it were Zeus he ought to make it rain in fine weather as well as when clouds appear. 
 
    Strepsiades: But tell me, who is it that thunders? This makes me tremble. 
 
    Socrates: These clouds, as they roll, thunder. 
 
    Strepsiades: How? 
 
    Socrates: I will teach you from your own case. Were you ever, after being stuffed with broth at a festival, later disturbed in your stomach, and did a tumult suddenly rumble through you? 
 
      
 
     The allusion to passing gas sent the audience into hysterics, and again someone threw a tomato at Aristo. This one was better aimed, but the actor snatched it from the air before it hit him. He bowed deeply into the increasing laughter, lifted his mask, took a bite from the tomato, and tossed it back into the crowd. It was all great fun.  
 
    Though captivated by the play, I remained curious about the royal family. I had a clear view of the three royal wives, sitting with their attendants and the two children. They were across the theater, but I could tell that Harmonia and Damarata were the talkers. They leaned over Heraclia from either side, full of gossip. 
 
    For all their differences, the three women looked quite a bit alike—but in increasing sizes. Harmonia was a beautiful young woman with a full figure and glorious natural red hair. Heraclia was fifteen years older with a fuller version of the same figure. She was attractive, but the increased weight detracted from her beauty. Damarata was much the same, only another ten years older, with ten years more girth. The wigs and make-up only made the extra weight look worse. 
 
    I was closer to the three royal in-laws. I looked down on their backs from four rows behind. I couldn’t hear them, but there wasn’t a more suspicious trio in the theater. They paid no heed to the entertainment. Instead they talked with hooded eyes, leaning in close to each other, exchanging secret words. Despite Aristophanes’ genius, there was no laughter from this group at all. 
 
    But it was the king who drew my closest attention. He was wrapped in wool while the rest of us baked in the sun. He cut a sad figure in his gilded chair, with the crown he wore so infrequently tipped sideways on his head. I wondered how the comedy might play for him with death staring him in the face and his sons-in-law whispering dark politics behind him. Maybe he understood that this would be the last play he would ever see. I couldn’t see his face from where I sat, but I hoped Aristophanes’ play could elicit a laugh or two from the sad old man. 
 
    Not halfway through the play, Hiero began to cough uncontrollably. The king’s sudden fit silenced the actors and the audience alike. The royal family jumped to their feet and called the slaves to help. They quickly carried the king out the way he came in. The family hurried behind. As suddenly as they had arrived, they were gone. 
 
    Laius turned to Archimedes. “Oh my, it seems this appearance in public has been too much for our king.” 
 
    Archimedes replied with the stoicism of the philosophers Aristophanes ridiculed. “I should think death would be a welcome relief to my cousin.” 
 
    The actors and the audience did not recover from the king’s departure as quickly as they had his arrival. The chorus struggled to find the lilt in their voices. The dancers lost the spring in their step. What laughter the audience managed was hollow. Even the most professional actor, Aristo, fumbled the timing of his satiric lines. 
 
    I still found some pleasure in the play, but I couldn’t help worrying about Hiero’s health. Laius was also clearly distracted, and Archimedes had drifted off to draw figures in his head. 
 
    Only once after the king’s departure did Archimedes perk up to listen to the actors: 
 
      
 
    Strepsiades: Have you ever seen a beautiful, transparent stone at the druggists’, with which you may kindle fire?
Socrates: You mean a crystal lens.
Strepsiades: That’s right. Well, now if I placed myself with this stone in the sun and a long way off from the clerk, while he was writing out the conviction, I could make all the wax, upon which the words were written, melt. 
 
      
 
    I had heard of a burning glass, but not a crystal lens. Its mention clearly caught Archimedes’ attention. I wished I knew the man better. I would have asked him what his insight was. 
 
      
 
    When the play was over, the audience filed somberly from the amphitheater. Hushed and whispering, they trailed out into the city, concerned for their ailing king. 
 
    Laius said nothing during the walk to his home. Archimedes and I stayed for the evening meal, but even then Laius could not get the incident or its ramifications out of his head. Once he’d gotten a cup of wine down, he opened up with his fears. He spoke of the youth Hieronymus, next in line to be king, and of Damarata and Adranodorus and their support for Carthage. He said that he would leave Syracuse if things got out of hand. He spoke about Rome’s war with Hannibal and the prospect of the war coming to Sicily. He was generally an optimistic person, but he gave in to his fears that evening, predicting a scenario that chilled us all. 
 
    As we were leaving, I dared to ask the question I’d been pondering all day. “Laius, do you recall when I asked you about the purchase of a slave? And a man with a red mark on his cheek? Have you seen him?” 
 
    Laius gave me a sad look, suggesting this was something I should forget about. “I’m sorry, Timon. I haven’t.” 
 
    I barely had time to hang my head when Alexa spoke out. “I’ve seen such a man, Timon. A tall, thin man with a port-wine birthmark on his cheek.” 
 
    “That’s him! Do you know where he lives?” 
 
    Laius started to interrupt, but Alexa answered anyway. “No, but I’ve seen him walking in the street several times. I only remember him because the mark was so distinctive.” 
 
    “What part of town?’ 
 
    “More than one place, but two or three times in the Tyche market.” 
 
    I had more questions, but Laius cut me off. “It’s getting late, Timon. You must get Archimedes back to Ortygia.” 
 
    All the way back to the tower, Archimedes’ hand on my shoulder, I thought about Adeon. If Alexa had seen her master more than a few times, it was likely that he lived in the city. There was still a chance I could actually find him. 
 
      
 
    I was excited by Alexa’s information, but like everyone else I worried about the king’s health. The next morning, while we sat in the pantry sipping our cups of kykeon, no one said a word. I was scheming to find Adeon, but the others seemed to be bracing themselves for bad news from the palace. 
 
    Eurydice was the first slave from the palace to come through the tunnel that morning. Her appearance invariably brought a smile to every face, but the staff sat still and silent, expecting the worst. 
 
    Always quiet Eurydice spoke out excitedly right away. “The king is much better this morning. He slept all afternoon and into the night. He woke up very early, an hour ago, asking for something to eat.” I’d never heard her put three sentences together before. 
 
    “He doesn’t usually eat in the morning,” said Lavinia. 
 
    “But an appetite is a good sign,” said Hektor. 
 
    Agathe almost smiled. “It’s everything with an old man like him.” 
 
    The mood of the morning changed just like that. Suddenly the crew was out in the kitchen, tending the fires and jabbering away as they always did. But the king had given everyone a good scare. The topic of his health would keep the entire city on edge for weeks to come. 
 
  
 
  


 
 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    CHAPTER 10 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Gradually I adapted to my new life. I spent almost all of my time in the company of Archimedes, outside in the kitchen, or alone in my small bedroom. Especially when I was alone, I mourned the loss of my parents. The activities of the day might distract me for a while, but when the day slowed down, I grieved. 
 
    Life with Archimedes was otherwise good. He was kind, if aloof. He never overworked me. And I was learning. After our discussion of the planets, he’d seen that I had an inquisitive mind, and he found more ways to involve me in his work, starting with copying the letters that he wrote. But what I enjoyed most in those early months was running errands in the city, which became more frequent as Archimedes got accustomed to having me around. 
 
    Once or twice a week I left the island to acquire this or retrieve that. I began using these opportunities to explore the city and look for Adeon. In the streets, I could push aside my melancholy by actively seeking this one last connection to my parents. 
 
    On the days I left Achradina, I would invariably try to spend some time at the huge outdoor market in Tyche where Alexa had seen Adeon’s master. Though I would always associate that market with the slave auction, it became my favorite place to idly stroll and watch faces in the crowd. The market was exciting in other ways, too. You could buy anything, sell anything, and hear the latest news. With Hiero’s fading health and the prospect of a youth on the throne, gossip focused on the royal family. 
 
    The agora in Achradina contained a market also, but the Tyche market was more to my taste. The patrons were not as wealthy and the items for sale not so expensive. Besides, who needed Achradina’s forum and its politics? All they talked about was the war in Italy. I knew too much about that already. Twelve weeks earlier I had been free, living happily with my mother and father. Now I was a slave with no control over my life at all. I blamed it on Hannibal then, and the war in general now. But I had been fortunate. My position with Archimedes was becoming more like an apprenticeship than an enslavement. 
 
    Archimedes often gave me a copper coin or two when he sent me off on an errand. It wasn’t much, but this gave me a second reason to go to the market—to seek out the sweetest dried figs I could find. 
 
     I particularly remember one day when I had been sent off the island to deliver a letter. I ran as fast as I could to the royal courier, so I could have some time at the market to find a fig that compared to what I’d known in Croton. It had rained quite heavily that morning, and though the streets were dotted with wide pools of brown water, the sun was out and it was a beautiful summer day with huge white clouds drifting in from the south. 
 
    With a copper coin gripped in my left hand, I approached the first fruit vendor’s stand I saw. An old man sat out front with a wide-brimmed straw hat pulled down low on his forehead as if he might be napping. Behind him were stacks of wooden crates containing fresh fruit—melons, apples, strawberries, and pears. In front stood several tall, wide-mouthed ceramic jars. One held olives, another dates, while a third was filled with dried figs. The way the figs glistened in the late morning sun I was sure they were sweet, but I wanted to sample one before I gave up my copper coin. Not wanting to awaken the old man and then have to explain if the fig didn’t measure up, I edged up to the jar and took a fig. Before I could get my hand to my mouth, a hand shot out from behind the crates and grabbed me by the wrist. 
 
    “Grandfather, wake up!” shouted the girl who had grabbed me. “A thief!” 
 
    The old man leapt to his feet. “What? What?” he called out, more asleep than awake. “What’s going on?” 
 
    “I’ve caught a thief!” exclaimed the girl, gripping my arm and trying to pry my hand open. 
 
    “Please stop,” I cried out. “I’m not a thief. I just wanted to sample your figs!” 
 
    The girl was all set to bite my hand when the old man stepped in. “Moira! Let go of him.” 
 
    But she didn’t, and when I felt her teeth touch my skin, I yanked my arm away with so much force we both tumbled to the ground—her on top of me—into a puddle the size of a small pond. The commotion had already attracted a crowd. Bystanders stood all around, hooting and laughing as we wrestled in the mud. Finally a man took hold of me and the grandfather took hold of his granddaughter, and we were pulled apart. For an instant, the girl and I faced each other, both wet and covered with mud. She glared at me through the muddy ribbons of hair hanging in her face and spat out, “He’s a thief!” 
 
    “Now, now, Moira,” said the grandfather. “What is it he’s taken?” 
 
    I held out my hand to show him. “I took a fig, sir. I hoped to buy a copper’s worth, but I wanted to taste one first.” 
 
    “Likely story,” shouted someone in the crowd. 
 
    “Cut off his hand,” called out another bystander. 
 
    “At least a finger,” said someone else. 
 
    The old man seemed to ponder these possibilities. He glanced at his granddaughter, then turned to me—very frightened and not knowing what to expect. “Well, young man, go ahead and taste the fig. The way it’s been squished in your hand there’s certainly no hope of selling it to anyone else.”  
 
    I gave a quick look around at the sneering crowd and popped the mutilated, mud covered fig into my mouth. I could hardly taste anything but dirt. “One of the best I’ve ever had,” I said through the grit in my teeth. “How many for a copper?” I held out my coin. 
 
    The girl pulled away from her grandfather and snatched the coin from my hand. “I think you’ve gotten all you deserve.” 
 
    The onlookers loved this, reacting with another chorus of laughter and more calls for my hand or a finger or who knows what else. But the kindly grandfather just sighed. “Moira, please. I don’t believe this boy is really a criminal.” He looked at me. “You may have twenty figs for your coin.” 
 
    The girl pushed the wet strands of hair out of her face and moaned, “But Grandfather, that’s less than we usually charge. You’re rewarding this scoundrel for stealing.” 
 
    “He’s just given his honest opinion of our figs to this gathering.” The old man motioned with an open hand to the circle of onlookers. “I expect a rush of sales to come on the heels of his praise.” 
 
    The girl, who was about my age, crossed her arms and pouted. “He should get no more than fifteen.” Then she peeked over at me with an impish grin that struck me harder than our fall to the ground. 
 
    At that point, several people actually did come forward to buy the figs. I didn’t know if it was because of the opinion I’d offered or if it was the old man’s use of the situation—or even if the girl had deliberately created the scene to stimulate sales. I didn’t care and I wasn’t going to stay around to find out. The grandfather counted twenty figs into my cupped hands. I put one in my mouth and dropped the rest into the pocket of my muddy tunic, then hurried away before the wild girl could attack again. 
 
  
 
  


 
 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    CHAPTER 11 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    I ran into Hektor that day as I was passing through the Achradina gate. He was carrying two baskets of fresh vegetables. I took one and walked with him back to the island. He was unusually sober for the middle of the day and very quiet. I had mud all over me and expected a ribbing. 
 
    Instead, after walking the length of the agora in silence, he confided in me. “The king had a very bad time last night.” 
 
    “Might he die?” I asked. 
 
    “I don’t know,” Hektor answered, but it seemed clear that he thought he would. 
 
    When we reached the drawbridge, one of the guards noted my appearance as we passed. “Looks like someone emptied their slop bucket on you,” he teased. 
 
    Hektor grinned in spite of himself. “I saw you taken down by a girl at the market this afternoon. Were you able to give her a nice little squeeze?”  
 
    “No,” I said as we crossed the canal. “I was lucky to get away with all of my fingers.” 
 
    Hektor chuckled. “She looked like a cute one to me. I hope you made plans with her for another roll in the mud.” 
 
    I shook my head. “That girl was a monster. The only reason I would dare get near her again is to buy more of her grandfather’s figs—and that would be with caution.” 
 
    Hektor finally let go and laughed freely, then he became serious again. “You ever known a girl, Timon?” 
 
    “You asked me that before, Hektor. You know I haven’t.” 
 
    “Ever diddle a finger down there,” he pried, closing one eye. “Where it gets wet?” he added, as if this were really important. 
 
    I kicked absently at the ground. “No.” 
 
    He shook his head, disheartened by my predicament. “Ever get a kiss?” 
 
    I wanted to say from my mother, but again my answer was a reluctant, “No.” 
 
    Hektor stepped back and appraised me as though I were some kind of farm animal. “How old are you anyway?” 
 
    “Almost fourteen.” 
 
    “Better get with it. I was doing it by the time I was twelve. Puts hair on your ass.” 
 
    I wasn’t sure I wanted any. “I don’t see the hurry.” 
 
    We reached the tower entrance. The sentry stood aside to let us in. 
 
    “That’s because you don’t know what you’re missing.” Hektor laughed again, gave me a poke in the ribs, then descended to the pantry with both baskets of vegetables. 
 
  
 
  


 
 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    CHAPTER 12 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    The following morning I climbed from my cot and stumbled down to the pantry. The staircase was so dark I could have been descending into the shaft of a mine instead of coming down from a tower. The narrow flight of stairs into the pantry was darker still. But I always looked forward to the morning, sitting on the bags of grain, listening to the staff talk about the upcoming meal, and sipping Hektor’s sweet kykeon. 
 
    On this black morning, I headed to the pantry expecting just this, but as soon as I arrived at the last stair, I knew something was wrong. 
 
    Lit by only three oil lamps, the pantry was always dark and shadowy, but the conversations and the energy of the morning usually provided a kind of social glow. This morning, however, the shadows seemed to press in from every corner like an oppressive fog, and the staff sat in a circle, faces downcast, absolutely silent. 
 
    Agathe looked up from her cup of kykeon. “The king died during the night. Beware.” 
 
    The king had been loved by everyone in Syracuse, but the staff,  those closest to him, took his death the hardest. Part of it was grief, but part of it was the knowledge that their working conditions could only go downhill. 
 
    After a while, the staff went outside to begin preparing the morning meal. The palace slaves who had brought the news were tending the fires. Everyone went about their business in a gloomy silence. 
 
    I carried Archimedes’ tray of food up the tower stairs, thinking about Agathe’s warning and wondering how Hiero’s death would affect my life. I didn’t want to be the one to break the news to Archimedes. I wasn’t even sure if I was supposed to know. So I placed the tray of food on the table and said nothing. He was writing a letter and made no acknowledgment of the food. I took a hardboiled egg, a piece of bread, and some cheese, then retired to a corner to eat and await my instructions for the day. 
 
    As I sat there peeling the egg, I watched Archimedes take the ivory box that I’d seen before from the drawer of his workbench. He looked up at me, as though making some kind of decision, then opened the box and removed a round, flat crystal. Without further pause, he returned to writing his letter, occasionally glancing at the disk as he wrote. I watched him for a while, thinking perhaps he was describing the disk in his letter. 
 
    Plato appeared out of nowhere at my feet. He paced back and forth, brushing lightly across my bare shins to attract my attention. I knew what he wanted and broke off a little piece of cheese. “What happens now that the king is dead?” I whispered to him. 
 
    Plato twitched his tail twice. 
 
    “That’s what Agathe said.” I dropped the bit of cheese on the floor for him. “Beware.” 
 
      
 
    Well into the afternoon I heard a knock on the door. Archimedes, still holding the crystal disk and writing his letter, didn’t seem to notice. Laius pushed the door open as I stood to get it.  
 
    I had not seen Laius in several weeks, and I smiled immediately, but the expression on his face said he wasn’t there for pleasantries. 
 
    “Please, Timon, announce my arrival to Archimedes.” 
 
    I went to Archimedes’ side and tapped him lightly on the shoulder. He was no longer holding the crystal disk and the ivory box was nowhere to be seen. “Laius is here to see you, master,” I said directly into his ear. 
 
    Archimedes lifted his head. He smiled at the sight of his longtime friend. “Laius, so good to see you. I very much enjoyed the play last month.” 
 
    Laius nodded slightly. He looked much older than he did the day he had purchased me. “I come with sad news, Archimedes. The king died in his sleep last night. We have lost a great man.” 
 
    Archimedes bowed his head. Hiero had been one of Archimedes’ best friends and a dedicated patron. Archimedes could never have accomplished all that he had without Hiero. 
 
    Laius advanced to the workbench where Archimedes was seated. Archimedes looked up at him. There was always a sad cast to the mathematician’s countenance; now it was even deeper. 
 
    Laius placed a hand on the older man’s shoulder. “We knew this day was near, and it’s sad to lose the king, but his life was full and good. My sadness is not for him.” He peered out the window in the direction of the palace. “The king’s grandson, a mere boy, has been placed on the throne in the ugliest coronation I could possibly imagine.” Laius grew so agitated that he began to pace. “I just came from the forum. It was less ceremony, more mob rule. It would have made Hiero sick. I’m still shaking.” He slammed his fist into his open palm. “Adranodorus and Zoippos presented Hieronymus, wrapped in purple no less, to a crowd at the Altar of Concord. Paid hooligans called out praise for the young prince as Adranodorus placed the crown upon the boy’s head. What a sham! And oh, so unfitting an end to the rule of one of the greatest of kings.” He stopped pacing and glared fiercely from across the room. “The madmen have their plaything now. They will use him to ally the state with Hannibal. I see war coming like a storm on the sea.” 
 
    For quite a while nothing more was said. Finally Laius bowed his head. “Please forgive me, Archimedes, for coming in here to vent my frustration. It seems the entire city has lost its mind. I came here looking for reason and have given you only emotion.” He gasped in exasperation. 
 
    Archimedes spoke slowly. “As you said, our friend had a long life. And a good life. His death is not a tragedy but merely a passing.” The old man sighed, probably thinking of his own age and mortality. “I have lost track of the politics, Laius, but we have always known that no matter who replaced Hiero, even Gelo were he alive, it would be a step down.” Archimedes had liked Gelo, and had dedicated his book The Sand Reckoner to him. 
 
    “More than a step down, my friend,” replied Laius. “Judging from what I saw today, we may have dropped straight through to the underworld.” 
 
    Another long silence followed. Archimedes knew as well as Laius that Hiero’s death would cause considerable upheaval in Syracuse. There was good reason to worry. 
 
    Before Laius left, he told Archimedes that there would be a state funeral for Hiero in the coming week. The affair would draw ambassadors and emissaries from all over the Mediterranean to express praise and mourn the departed king.  
 
    “People will be discussing the war,” warned Laius. “No matter where the guests come from, east or west, north or south, the conflict between Rome and Carthage will provide a dark undercurrent to the funeral. Hiero’s loyalty to Rome meant a lot. With him gone, we can expect a reshuffling of alliances. And the first round of talks will be, quite literally, over his dead body.” 
 
    Laius was right. A murderous game of politics would dominate Syracuse for the next three years. I was fortunate to be secluded in the island tower with Archimedes for much of that time, but even that sanctuary would not protect us completely from what was to come. 
 
  
 
  


 
 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART II 
 
      
 
    THE REIGN OF HIERONYMUS 
 
      
 
      
 
    “Certain things first became clear to me by a mechanical method, although they had to be proved by geometry afterwards because their investigation by the said method did not furnish an actual proof. But it is of course easier, when we have previously acquired, by the method, some knowledge of the questions, to supply the proof than it is to find it without any previous knowledge.”  
 
                                                   -Archimedes, The Method. 
 
      
 
  
 
  


 
 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    CHAPTER 13 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    In the days prior to Hiero’s funeral, I went into the city twice running errands for Archimedes. On the first trip I delivered a letter to the palace courier. Even during this short venture off the island, I could see the change that had come with Hiero’s death. The expressions of the people I passed revealed more than grief for the king. Their faces were also filled with uncertainty and fear. Nothing demonstrated this more clearly than the closing of the main gate to Achradina. It was now guarded by soldiers just like the gate to Ortygia. Anyone who wished to enter or leave Achradina was questioned and their papers were checked. The intrigue had begun. 
 
    The second errand required a trip across the plateau to Fort Euryalus to deliver a replacement part for one of the catapults. This meant leaving Achradina and required a letter from Archimedes. Because his eyesight was poor and his handwriting equally suspect, he dictated the letter to me and I signed his name.  
 
    My route took me past the Tyche market, so I decided to take a detour through the market to purchase some figs. After sampling figs from a variety of vendors, I felt the best ones were those I’d been accused of stealing—which I hadn’t bought again for fear of encountering the girl who’d accosted me. This time I dared to approach her fruit stand. From a distance I saw the girl out front conducting a sale. Hektor was right. She was a pretty girl, but not one I wanted to tangle with again. Maybe there would be a day when her grandfather was there alone. I left the market with lesser figs and headed to Fort Euryalus. 
 
    This was my first trip to the western portion of the city. It contained a lot of open space and very few homes. I passed several small farms and an olive orchard. There were also some isolated warehouses and factories. The walk from the market was about two miles. I ate half my figs along the way. 
 
    I left the catapult part with a militia officer at the fort gate and headed back to the island by way of the stairway to Neapolis. I paused at the top of the stairs and looked beyond the clean white lines of the city to the Temple of Zeus. Something about this particular view uplifted me, made me feel I was part of something larger. I would return to these stairs many more times during my stay in Syracuse to revive that feeling. 
 
    I crossed Neapolis to the south end of Via Intermuralis. I was walking north to the Achradina gate, chewing a fig, when I became aware of being followed. Two rough looking boys were right behind me. I could hear them talking to each other. 
 
    “I’d sure like a fig right now,” said one. 
 
    “Sounds good to me too, Corax,” said the other, raising his voice so that I could catch every word. “You don’t know where we could find a couple figs, do you?” 
 
    I took a quick look over my shoulder. Down the street were three, four, five more boys, my age or older, striding behind the other two. One of them called out, “What’s that about figs?” 
 
    I sped up my pace. If I could just make it to the gate, where the soldiers were,  I’d be safe. But that was half a mile away. 
 
    The two closest  boys jogged up alongside of me. “How about one of them figs?” said the one to my right, Corax, who appeared to be the oldest in the gang. 
 
    When I turned to face him, I noticed he had a black eye. Then the boy on my left put his foot out in front of me. I tripped and fell to the ground. Corax put a knee in my back while his friend took the remaining figs out of my pocket. By this time the other boys had caught up. They stood around me in a circle, eating my figs. Corax got off me. I climbed to my feet prepared for a beating, wondering if I should try to make a break for it. I wasn’t much of a fighter, but I was a fast runner. 
 
    “No more figs,” said Corax licking his fingers. “I wonder what else our friend might have to share.” 
 
    The other boys laughed. 
 
    I glanced up the street, measuring my chances. The guards were swinging both gates open. A boy shoved me from behind. I fell face down on the ground. Just then five armed soldiers on horses cantered out of the gate. The gang stopped to watch as the men rode our way. An ornate chariot drawn by four white war horses rolled out of the gate behind them. Another five armed soldiers on horseback followed the chariot. The entire contingent broke into a gallop and came hurtling down the street in our direction, forcing the street traffic to get out of the way. The boys took off at a run, leaving me in the middle of the street. I scrambled to my knees and dove for cover, narrowly averting being trampled. Looking over my shoulder, I caught a glimpse of the chariot as it careened by. I had never seen the new king before, but I knew who he was immediately. Young Hieronymus was at the reins, his long red hair flying. A golden diadem sat on his head, and a purple cape stretched out behind him like a demon’s wing. I watched the chariot race down the length of the street, scattering people and their belongings. 
 
    I climbed to my feet and continued up the street, thinking how lucky I’d been to escape that afternoon with my life. Along the way I heard people swearing vicious oaths against the young king as they stood and dusted themselves off. I hadn’t really known Hieronymus’ grandfather. I’d seen him only twice. But I would later learn that Hiero never wore his crown except for public appearances and affairs of state. He wore ordinary clothes through the course of the day, rarely the royal purple, and made no pretense to grandeur. His son Gelo had followed that tradition. The grandson, Hieronymus, was clearly cut from different cloth. 
 
      
 
  
 
  


 
 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    CHAPTER 14 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Archimedes was a second cousin to the late king. As part of the royal family, he was expected to attend Hiero’s funeral. At this point in his life the old mathematician did his best to avoid social gatherings, and though he did have a real fondness for Hiero, he had no interest in seeing the rest of the royal family, funeral or not. With some subtle prodding from Laius Aufidius, however, Archimedes agreed to go. As his slave, I would accompany him. 
 
    The morning of the funeral began, as usual, with a trip to the pantry, a cup of kykeon, and the latest gossip about the royal family. Since the coronation the palace staff had concluded that the young king was a spoiled brat. But it was more than simple rudeness. A particularly disturbing rumor had spread in the last few days. With his newfound power and freedom, Hieronymus had taken to drinking late into the night and making untoward offers to the palace maids. Hektor, of course, had turned this into a series of jokes and innuendoes about the boy king that made for quite a bit of laughter. But no one was laughing when I entered the pantry on this morning. 
 
    Hektor sat on a bag of barley, his head down almost to his knees. He lifted his head briefly as I came into the room. There was a scowl on his face and a cup of wine in his hand, but he said nothing and returned to his downward stare. Agathe stood beside him, looking as though she’d been eating stones. Across the room, Lavinia held Eurydice in her arms. Two other female slaves were beside them. Lavinia looked right at me. “Be forewarned, Timon, we have a goat for a king,” she said in a bitter whisper. “And a vicious goat at that!” 
 
    The edge in her voice surprised me—until Eurydice looked up from Lavinia’s shoulder. Even in the dim light of the pantry her puffy black eye and swollen lip were obvious. 
 
     “His aunts are so furious they want to neuter him!” continued Lavinia. 
 
    “One day too late for Eurydice.” Hektor cleared his throat and hocked a wad of phlegm on the floor. “That boy is lucky I don’t prepare his meals.” 
 
    Eurydice seemed to get smaller and smaller with each comment. 
 
    Agathe came out of the shadows with a tray of food for Archimedes. “Enjoy the funeral, lad.” 
 
      
 
    Archimedes and I left for the funeral a little before noon. It was a humid day with just enough sea breeze to make a hot day pleasant, but a thick bank of gray clouds was coming in from the south, adding a distant foreboding to the already unsettled feel of the day. With the old man’s hand on my shoulder, in what was now a practiced pose, I led Archimedes from the island to the palace entrance. We climbed the stairs one at a time and entered the great hall through the vestibule. 
 
    The rectangular hall was separated from the rest of the palace by rows of fluted columns. Wooden galleries on either side of the hall provided seating and created an aisle to the throne. Family and friends sat on one side; foreign dignitaries and military officers sat on the other. The only light came from tall, narrow windows, high on the walls. Bright streaks of sunlight slashed obliquely across the chamber, creating the sense that something about the room was askew. 
 
    In the Greek tradition, Hiero’s corpse was dressed in his ornamental armor and laid out on a bier beside the throne. A soldier in gold-plated armor holding a golden lance stood at each end of the bier, which was draped with a black-and-white-checkered cloth. A white, silk-covered pillow cushioned the king’s head. A gold dekadrachma stamped with Hiero’s profile had been placed on his lips—payment to Charon for ferrying him across the river Styx.  
 
    The corpse would remain in the great hall one full day, before being put on a carriage and drawn by four white horses through the city so the public could view the king’s body. Following this procession, known as the ekphora, the king would be interred in the family tomb at the south end of the agora. 
 
    The royal family was already seated in the first row of the gallery on the left when Archimedes and I tottered into the room. Laius merited the third row of the same gallery. We were directed to the second row, immediately behind the royal family. No one, other than Laius, noticed our arrival. The royal family was immersed in an animated conversation among themselves and could not have cared less that the old mathematician was there. 
 
    Just as we settled into our seats two trumpets sounded. All talk abruptly stopped and everyone stood as a herald announced that King Hieronymus was entering the hall. It was his first official appearance. Four armed soldiers led the procession. Hieronymus followed, holding a golden scepter before him. He wore a jewel-studded diadem and a beautiful crimson robe that trailed on the floor several feet behind him. A long train of attendants paraded in after the king. They were followed by four more soldiers. The entire retinue proceeded the length of the room and stopped before the throne—a throne Hiero had rarely used. 
 
    For the first time I had a close up view of Hieronymus. His long red hair was combed straight back and fell in waves on his shoulders, much like his sister Harmonia’s. His complexion was fair and freckled. A downy, strawberry-blonde beard covered his spotted cheeks. He turned to acknowledge the guests in the gallery on his right and then those on his left. It seemed he looked right at me. He was not a handsome youth. His face was sharp and narrow, with small protruding green eyes set on either side like a lizard’s. When he finally sat down, I heard his aunt Damarata mutter beneath her breath, “What an ass.” They could have been my words for what I knew the boy had done the night before. 
 
    The ceremony began with a series of lengthy eulogies. I didn’t know any of the speakers. Some were from Syracuse, some from other parts of Italy. Though Hiero was being given the highest possible praise, in the highest oratorical style, it was rather boring and monotonous to me. By the time the third speaker stepped forward, Archimedes was clearly elsewhere, probably drawing diagrams in his head. As the speakers droned on, I scanned the gathering, looking for a cheek with a port-wine birthmark. Then I found myself eavesdropping on the royal family, who continued to talk in lowered voices despite the eulogies. 
 
    I caught only snatches of their conversation. Much of it centered on the young king. His sister Harmonia, five years his senior, sat directly in front of me, close enough to smell her perfume of lavender and myrrh. She leaned over to Damarata on her right. “He does whatever he wants, Damarata, with whomever he wants. I once caught him with one of the young stewards.” She scooted up close to her aunt and whispered in her ear. As she went on, Damarata’s mouth opened wider and wider as though she were enacting the incident described. Harmonia sat back. “It’s as though he’s in heat or something.” 
 
    “It’s the crown,” said Damarata dramatically. “It’s the crown and the fool wearing it.” Her appearance was so extreme it was hard not to stare. Her hair was jet black today, teased up, twisted around, and worn high in the shape of a beehive. She had rings on every finger and heavy gold bracelets on her wrists clear up to her elbows. Her necklace held a massive ruby, which at times she massaged between her forefinger and thumb. But it was the sharp, ugly expression on her face, not hidden by her painted lips and white makeup, that told the most about the woman. 
 
    Adranodorus leaned into the conversation with a stage whisper. “He knows he can have whatever he wants. The handmaids and stewards are just the beginning.” He gave Damarata a glance, then narrowed his eyes at his niece. “We just want the opportunity to get into his head, Harmonia. Do you have any influence over your brother?” 
 
    “Hardly,” she said turning up her nose. “He looks at me the same way he looks at the maids. I won’t be in the room alone with him. He disgusts me.” 
 
    Adranodorus ran his tongue across his upper lip and grinned. “Maybe that’s the way to get to him?” His eyes made the suggestion. 
 
    Damarata jammed an elbow into his ribs. 
 
    Harmonia glared at him. Apparently there was some fire to go with her beauty, but I was more fascinated by the color of her hair and the fairness of her skin. She wore a pale green chiton and scarf that matched her eyes. Her tiara sparkled with emeralds. She was as beautiful as her brother was awful. 
 
    Her husband, Themistos, sat to her left. He seemed like a dullard to me. He was older than Harmonia, tall and thick with a big head. He didn’t even react to the insult against his wife. 
 
    “I’ll take care of it, Harmonia,” said Damarata. “There are herbs we can use to unman him.” 
 
    Adranodorus shook his head in disagreement. “Forget that. What he does with the help is of no concern to us. In fact, it might be a good distraction. What’s important is bringing him around to the new politics.” 
 
    Heraclia, Hiero’s other daughter, sat a couple of seats down and did not engage in the conversation. Her husband Zoippos sat on her left, next to Adranodorus. Heraclia was in her finest clothes, but she’d chosen black and covered her face and hair with a matching veil. She wore only one piece of jewelry, a thin gold necklace. She seemed to be taking her father’s death harder than anyone else. She dabbed at her eyes and her nose constantly throughout the ceremony. Her two, very young daughters sat on her right and were also sobbing over the loss of their grandfather. 
 
    Zoippos, a strikingly handsome middle-aged man, leaned across Adranodorus to whisper, “The king is but a boy. He should pose no problem. It’s Thraso who’s in the way.” Zoippos lowered his head. “If we eliminate him, the rest is child’s play.” 
 
    I didn’t know who this Thraso was, but I had no doubt what was being suggested. My father had been murdered for getting in the way. I thought of Hannibal, and how his war was tearing cities and families apart. I wanted to close my ears and hear no more. I wanted all the turmoil to go away. I wanted to know what had happened to my mother and father. 
 
      
 
    The funeral followed Greek tradition. After the eulogies, a male singer stood in the center of the room and began the goos, a low lament, accompanied by a woman strumming a kithara. Gradually those in the galleries joined in. Most of the gathering stood, but Archimedes elected to remained seated, as did I. The mourners followed the singer in a procession that circled Hiero’s bier. They walked very slowly, as if in a trance, with everyone singing in a soft, low voice. 
 
    Following the lament, Hieronymus and his retinue paraded from the hall. The guests filed out behind them. A warm, light rain was falling. The royal family mingled with the dignitaries outside the building. I’m sure there was plenty of talk about the new king and the war with Hannibal. 
 
    As I led Archimedes through the crowd, Laius approached us with a powerfully built middle-aged man. “Archimedes, I would like you to meet my friend Thraso.” 
 
    My stomach lurched. 
 
    “Thraso was one of Hiero’s most trusted advisors,” continued Laius. “He’s a close friend of the family—and of Rome. Hiero asked him to advise his grandson in the early years of his reign.” 
 
    Thraso stepped forward and gave Archimedes a bow. They exchanged a few words, mostly Thraso praising Archimedes for the work he’d done on the defenses of the city—something I knew nothing about then but would learn quite a bit about later. Each man acknowledged the loss of their great king, then both parties went their separate ways. 
 
    All the way back to the island, and up the tower stairs, I thought about Zoippos’ threat against Thraso, wondering if I should tell Laius. I didn’t know Zoippos. Was he a man of words, or action, or both? I was afraid of getting involved and never mentioned it to anyone. 
 
      
 
    That night, when I went down to the kitchen to collect the evening meal, the regular staff and several of the slaves from the palace were gathered around the hearth. Eurydice’s absence stood out. Hektor was many cups of wine into the day, and he cursed Hieronymus repeatedly. 
 
    Eurydice appeared at an evening shift five days later. None of us had seen her since the morning of the funeral. Her face looked considerably better. Her lip had a small scab on it, and the black eye was just a yellow streak above her right cheek, but she didn’t say anything at all while I was there. 
 
    Afterward, when I came down with Archimedes’ tray, Lavinia approached Eurydice and stroked her shoulder. “How are you, dear?” 
 
    Eurydice’s eyes welled up. It looked like she might speak but she didn’t. 
 
    Lavinia wrapped her arms around her, “What is it, child?”  
 
    “I—I—I ca—can’t ga—ga—get my w—w—words out,” she stammered with tremendous difficulty. 
 
    Lavinia wrapped her tighter in her arms. Eurydice was crying now. 
 
    We wouldn’t see Eurydice as often as we had before the incident, but when we did, she stuttered whenever she spoke. Some times it was worse than others. Clearly she had been broken somewhere deep inside by the actions of the new king.  
 
    I knew of rape. I knew of the sexual abuse of slaves, both male and female. It occurred in Croton as much as it did anywhere else. I’d witnessed it on the slave ship, felt the sailors’ hands on me as they shaved me. But Eurydice’s broken spirit left more of an impression on me than anything I’d ever seen or heard before.  
 
      
 
  
 
  


 
 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    CHAPTER 15 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    I stared out the tower’s east window, watching the seagulls glide on the wind. The blue ocean stretched out before me as far as I could see. In the distance a ship edged out toward the vague line between sky and sea. Ever since Archimedes first called my attention to the way a ship disappears over the horizon, I had watched many other ships vanish from sight, verifying what seemed so contradictory to the senses. The Earth was not flat, but a sphere. More than that, Archimedes claimed that it was moving, even rotating as it circled the Sun. The other planets were doing the same, circling in their own separate orbits, while the Moon, somehow on its own, circled the Earth. Wheels within wheels spun in the heavens like some gigantic timepiece set against a backdrop of stars. But what held it all up? What made the planets rotate? How far away were the stars? It all seemed to swim in my head when I tried to put it together. 
 
    Archimedes’ voice broke my daydream. He called me over to the workbench. I stood before him. 
 
    “Timon, Laius said you know some geometry.” 
 
    I nodded. 
 
    “Then you must know what a right triangle is?” 
 
    “Yes, master.” 
 
    “Can you imagine a right triangle in your mind?” 
 
    “Yes.” My father had taken me through many such mental exercises. 
 
    “What if you rotate that right triangle three hundred and sixty degrees?” asked Archimedes. “Can you imagine that?” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    “In three-dimensions.” 
 
    “It’s a cone.” 
 
    Archimedes nodded slightly. “And if you intersect that cone with a plane, what is the shape of their common part?” 
 
    Nothing had given me more pleasure than following along with each abstraction when I’d done this with my father. With Archimedes, there was an extra thrill to excel. “If the plane is parallel to the base of the cone,” I stipulated, “then it’s a circle.” 
 
    “And if it’s tilted somewhat off parallel?” he asked. 
 
    “An ellipse.” 
 
    [image: ]This brought a thin smile to the old man’s face. He used his hand to wipe away his most recent sketches in the abacus. He sprinkled a few drops of water onto the sand, then rolled it smooth with a wooden dowel. Using his stylus, he drew a cone in the firm surface. “What if the plane slices through the cone so that it also cuts a chord in the cone’s base.” He added this to his drawing. “What shape does their intersection describe?” 
 
      
 
    I leaned over the table and peered into the abacus. “A parabola.” 
 
    The mathematician’s right eye sparkled like a sunstruck gem. “And you said your father taught you geometry?” 
 
    “He was trying to reestablish the Pythagorean School in Croton.” 
 
    “But he’s not there anymore?” 
 
    “No,” I said, biting my lower lip. It had been fours months, but the loss of my parents still hurt. 
 
    “And his name?” 
 
    “Nicoledes Leonidas,” trembled from my mouth. 
 
    Archimedes nodded slowly. “I have heard his name mentioned in connection with a school in Croton. How did you become separated from him?” 
 
    I gathered myself. “The war.” 
 
    “A casualty of the war?” he asked. 
 
    “I believe so.” 
 
    “And your mother also?” 
 
    I took a deep breath and let it out. “Possibly.” 
 
    “So that’s how you came to me, Timon?” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    Neither of us said anything for a while. Plato appeared from behind the drapes that hung on the walls. I watched him cross the room and hop up onto the  window sill. I let out a long sigh. 
 
    Archimedes’ eyes met mine. “I am sorry for the events that brought you to Syracuse, Timon,” he said quietly. “But your arrival could not have been more timely for me. My eyes are failing and I need your help.” 
 
    That was the beginning of it. Archimedes’ eyesight had been deteriorating for quite a while. That was why King Hiero had thought to give him a slave. His mathematical applications involved a lot of detail work, and his eyesight made that difficult now. I was there to be his eyes, and sometimes his hands. 
 
    I believe Archimedes resisted this at first. Perhaps he had thought I would get in the way. But then he realized, during our discussion of the terrella, that I might have some insight into the physical world, and now he knew that I also had a solid foundation in geometry. My ability to conceptualize and name a parabola was the breakthrough. With no formal announcement, I had become Archimedes’ apprentice. How I wished I could have told this to my father!  
 
      
 
    In my three years with Archimedes, he would teach me all that I could master. And some that I could not. He proved to be an excellent teacher, but he wasn’t one to talk about personal matters. After those few questions about my parents, my history never came up again—nor did any comment about his. 
 
    He did seem to like me though. And I liked him. In retrospect, I can imagine how pleased Archimedes must have been to receive a slave practiced in three-dimensional conceptualization, including the conic sections. These second order curves were more subtle than simple circles or spheres. They were created by forces at odds with each other. The trajectory of a launched projectile is generated by a force sending it into the air and a force pulling it back to earth. A parabola described that motion more accurately than the Pythagorean Ideal. 
 
    Applying geometric models to practical mechanical problems was the premise of engineering and the cutting edge of modern scientific thinking, of which Archimedes was then the dean. A small group of elite mathematicians were scattered around the Mediterranean, fewer than ten, if my father had it right. They worked on the same problems, shared their solutions, and pushed mathematics and geometry along one proof at a time. In addition to Archimedes, there were Apollonius of Perga, Conon of Samos, Diocles of Arcadia, Pythian the Thasian Geometer, Zenodorus the Astronomer, and a handful of others studying under the guidance of Eratosthenes at the library in Alexandria. These men were the intellectual progeny of Euclid and the vanguard of Greek science. 
 
    Primitive machines—water wheels, gear cases, and catapults—had been a part of civilization for several hundred years, but engineered machines, machines of precision, did not exist at all. That is what these men were perfecting—the use of geometry and mathematics for engineering mechanical design. I never mastered it, but I understood what it was. And how powerful it was. Archimedes talked of building machines that could move of their own volition, could fly like a bird, could do anything you could imagine. Using pulleys and levers, he had once towed a warship from the harbor onto land all by himself. He was clearly a genius of the highest order. 
 
    Apollonius had just written a book on conic sections. Archimedes had been its first reader. Much of his correspondence during my time with him was about this book. All the leading mathematicians were studying the conic sections and their application to mechanics. Incredibly, fate had put me at the center of this remarkable work. I couldn’t help thinking about the palm reading I’d had in the chicken cart the day I arrived in Locri. Maybe there really was something noble in my future? 
 
  
 
  


 
 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    CHAPTER 16 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Archimedes asked me to deliver a set of drawings to a woodworker in the Tyche district and gave me two coppers to spend on the way. After I’d dropped off the drawings, I headed to the market to buy some figs and continue my search for the man who’d bought Adeon, a quest which had begun to feel quite futile after four months of staring into stranger’s faces. I also hadn’t found any figs equal to the ones I’d been accused of stealing, so I decided to check if the girl who’d caused all the trouble was at her grandfather’s stand. I felt a thick fluttering in my stomach just thinking about the wild girl. 
 
    The market was buzzing as always. Peddlers, buskers, itinerant minstrels, foods and smells of all variety, I loved it all. It was where everything was, where everything happened. Most people passed through the market at least once a day. It was where you learned  what vegetables were fresh and what the catch of the day was. There were stories of the war in Italy and rumors about the royal family. Since the new king had taken over, tales of his late night debauchery had become the most popular topic of all. But the laughter these stories elicited was hollow. The actions of the king did not bode well. 
 
    The fruit stand was on the far side of the market. It took some time to get there through the crowd. The grandfather was nowhere in sight, but the girl was out front completing a sale. I quickly reversed direction. I took about twenty steps then stopped. What was I doing? She was just a girl. How could I not have the courage to buy a few figs from a girl, no matter how infuriating she was?  
 
    I turned around and headed straight to the fruit stand. The customer was gone. The girl had been watching me the entire time. Before I could say a word, she demanded, “What was that?” 
 
    “What was what?” 
 
    “You changed directions twice. I watched you. First you were coming here, then you weren’t, now you are.” 
 
    “I changed my mind,” was all I could think to say. Her black hair was pulled away from her face and hung down her back in a braid. She wore a simple white tunic—and there wasn’t mud all over her. She was pretty, if perhaps a little pushy, and had intense black eyes that I could look into for only moments at a time.  
 
    “Changed your mind about what?” 
 
    “Where to spend my two coppers,” I stated firmly. “I thought to get figs and was on my way here. Then I thought to get something else instead, and turned around. Then I remembered how good your figs were.” I hesitated. “Do you have any today?” 
 
    She laughed at me. “We always have figs. Two coppers worth?” 
 
    “Please,” I said, trying to be as polite as I possibly could. 
 
    “That will be thirty figs,” she said curtly. 
 
    “I knew that,” I said, giving her the two copper coins. 
 
    She reached into the jar behind her and in four fistfuls counted out thirty figs. She held them cupped in both of her hands and dropped them into mine. 
 
    As I stuffed them into my tunic pocket, she kicked at the ground with her sandal. “I’m sorry about what happened the last time you were here. My grandfather told me it’s a good practice to allow our patrons to sample the fruit.” 
 
    Her sudden change of tone caught me almost as off-guard as when she’d grabbed my wrist. “I should have asked. I hope you weren’t scolded. By the way, my name is Timon.” 
 
    “Mine’s Moira.” She smiled. “And I didn’t get scolded. My grandfather isn’t like that.” 
 
    “I’m glad we could get that straightened out. I really do like your figs and expect to come back again.” 
 
    Another customer stepped up to the stand and asked Moira about her apples. I wanted to wait and say a proper good-bye, but I began to feel awkward standing there and went on my way. 
 
      
 
    As I walked slowly back to Ortygia, eating the figs and watching faces, I heard some people talking about a plot to assassinate the king. A man by the name of Theodotus had been taken into custody. If the rumors were correct, he was in the basement of the palace at that very moment being tortured to reveal the identities of his fellow conspirators. 
 
    When I went down to the kitchen that evening, Hektor, well into his day’s ration of wine, filled in some of the details. “Hieronymus is an arrogant fool. If this attempt has failed, another will get him.” 
 
    “Why do they think it was more than one person?” asked Lavinia, attending to a pot of stew that hung from an iron tripod over one of the fire pits. 
 
    “Theodotus approached Hieronymus’ childhood friend Callo to help in the plot. Callo proved to be a better friend than a conspirator. He told the king about Theodotus’ treachery, and said there were several others involved whose names he didn’t know. They will torture Theodotus to the edge of his life to obtain those names. So far,” he surveyed his audience with a twisted smile and gritted teeth, “Theodotus has refused to say anything.” 
 
    “How could you possibly know that?” scoffed Agathe. 
 
    Hektor puffed out his chest. “A good chef knows everything.” 
 
    It was clear that something ugly was percolating in the palace and that eventually it would have an impact on me. But other things were on my mind, and something very strange happened that night. Every night until then, I had lain in bed thinking of my parents, sometimes crying myself to sleep. This night I couldn’t sleep at all. Not because of the assassination plot, not because of my grief, but because I felt I’d finally made a friend my age. I said her name aloud just to hear it. “Moira.” 
 
  
 
  


 
 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    CHAPTER 17 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Archimedes finally gave me a task that was more challenging than merely copying a letter. I was given four pieces of wood to assemble into a rectangular frame, two feet by three feet, and a piece of sailcloth to stretch over the frame, much like a painter’s canvas. 
 
    I had just begun to put the frame together when Laius appeared in the doorway. I hadn’t seen him since the funeral. He headed directly across the room to Archimedes’ workbench.  
 
    Archimedes didn’t look up until Laius touched him on the shoulder. Archimedes lifted his head and smiled, but Laius’ face remained grim. 
 
    “I’m sorry, Archimedes,” said Laius. “Of late, it seems my visits bear only bad news.” He looked over his shoulder at me. “This involves you as well, Timon. Listen and heed what I say.” 
 
    Laius told us the details of the assassination plot, essentially repeating what I already knew. Then he proceeded to the reason for his  visit. “From all that I’ve heard, this man, Theodotus, has proven quite difficult to break. But now, somehow, they’ve decided that my friend Thraso, who I introduced you to at the funeral, was the main force behind the plot. He’s been arrested and imprisoned.” He shook his head. “I know this man. He’s an honest man. We spoke at length yesterday about the arrest of Theodotus and what might come of it.” With each word Laius’ passion grew. “Thraso had nothing to do with the plot. I’m absolutely certain of it.”   
 
    Laius glared at the floor in frustration. Archimedes said nothing. I thought of Zoippos’ threat at the funeral but kept it to myself for fear of getting involved. 
 
    Laius walked across the room and stood before the east window, gazing out at the infinite blue. After a short time, he turned back to Archimedes. “Thraso was set up. I’m sure of it. He was the one person within the royal circle, the only person with Hieronymus’ ear, who stood fast on loyalty to Rome. Now that he’s been arrested, it will be Adranodorus and Damarata at the boy every day, Zoippos too, pressing him to open up communication with Carthage. This will be the end of Syracuse. I can feel it as sure as Hiero is dead.” 
 
    “Your loyalty to Rome is well known, Laius. What does this mean for you?” 
 
    Laius came back across the room. “My life! If that boy goes over to the other side, there’s no telling where the bloodletting will stop.” He shook his head at the prospect. “I fear that Thraso will be executed before the end of the week, and there’s nothing I can do to stop it.” 
 
    “Is there anything I can do?” asked Archimedes. 
 
    Laius gave him a weak smile. “Can we use all the wonderful war machines you built for Hiero against these people? Can we point your weapons inward where the real threat is?” 
 
    “Not without danger to others,” said Archimedes. 
 
    Laius nodded and touched his friend on the shoulder. “I’m sorry I’ve come here again with bad news, but you needed to hear it. I don’t know what Hieronymus, or more importantly, Adranodorus knows about you or your work. Just be prepared. Things could change very quickly.” With that, Laius took his leave. 
 
    The entire time he was there I had withheld what I’d overheard at the funeral. I felt like a traitor, but it seemed best to me then to remain silent. Besides, what good would the words of a slave be against the likes of Adranodorus and Damarata? 
 
      
 
  
 
  


 
 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    CHAPTER 18 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Two days after Laius’ visit, Archimedes sent me back to the woodshop where I had delivered the drawings earlier in the week. This meant an opportunity to continue my search for Adeon—and also a chance to see Moira. 
 
    I left the tower midmorning. The guards at the island’s drawbridge lived in the barracks. They all knew me from my work in the kitchen and as Archimedes’ slave. They let me come and go as I pleased. The situation at the Achradina gate was not the same. I needed papers. I showed them the letter that Archimedes had dictated to me. 
 
    The market was on the way to the woodshop so I went there first. As I walked I realized that I was looking less at people’s faces and thinking more about buying figs—or, more honestly, seeing the girl who sold them. 
 
    I dodged and skipped my way across the market to where Moira’s grandfather set up his vending booth. On the way I saw the boys who had stolen my figs coming up the market’s central aisle. Corax—how could I forget that name—was leading his little gang. I quickly cut between two booths before the boys had a chance to see me, and proceeded down a secondary aisle, taking a slightly longer path to Moira’s stand. 
 
    When I caught sight of Moira, I took a breath and slowed my pace. There were no other customers, so I walked right up to her. 
 
    “I know you,” she said. “You’re the fig thief.” 
 
    This caught me off guard, and I’m sure it showed in my face.  
 
    She laughed. “I mean, Timon, the lover of figs.” 
 
    I only had a single copper and I held it out. “Yes, and you are Moira, the seller of the best figs in Syracuse.” 
 
    “Best in Sicily,” she corrected with a grin. 
 
    “Of course. Fifteen please.” 
 
    She counted the figs into my hands. 
 
    “Do you live in the city?” I asked, daring to start a conversation. 
 
    “No,” she replied like I should already know. “Where would all this fruit come from?” She pointed to the south. “I live on a farm well outside the city walls. You should try our olives.” She took one from a jar and handed it to me. “They’re my favorite.” 
 
    I ate the olive while she watched. 
 
    “Well?” 
 
    “I like the figs better,” I said. 
 
    “Ah, you’ve no taste. They’re the best thing we sell.” 
 
    A customer came up from behind me and requested some olives. 
 
    Moira turned to me with a smile. “See!” Then she picked up a basket to help the customer. 
 
    “I’ll come back when I have another copper,” I said, knowing she was busy. 
 
     “Please do,” she called over her shoulder. 
 
      
 
    My next stop was the woodshop. It was a short distance south of the market, and I headed that way with my head in the clouds, ecstatic that Moira had remembered my name. Thinking back on those times, all these years later, it seems like a little thing, but it was big to me then, and an insight into how badly I wanted a friend. 
 
    About halfway to the shop, at a time when I wasn’t even thinking about Adeon, I saw her—up ahead of me some distance. I immediately doubled my pace. The street was crowded and I struggled to gain on her. She turned down an alley. When I reached the alley, I didn’t see her. I ran down the alley fearing I’d lost her. Then all a sudden she stepped out of a doorway, her back to me. I called out her name as I ran up to her. When she turned to face me, my heart sank. 
 
    “I’m sorry,” I said quickly, “I mistook you for someone else.” 
 
    The woman continued on, and I stood there in the street, embarrassed and distraught, realizing how much I’d hoped she were Adeon—and how important it was for me to know the fate of my parents. 
 
    The thrill of seeing Moira now thoroughly dispelled, I continued on to the woodshop. It was a simple mud brick building in the industrial portion of Tyche. The craftsman, a man by the name of Orestes, was out front when I walked in. He recognized me from my previous visits and called back to the rear of the shop. “Cales, get the forms we made for Archimedes.” 
 
    A boy, maybe sixteen years old, came from the back with two rounded wooden blocks about the diameter of a man’s head. One appeared to be a true hemisphere, the other had a flatter curvature. 
 
    Orestes was an affable man with fair hair and a thick, square build. He took the forms from the youth, who I assumed was his son or his apprentice, and gave them to me. “How do they look?” he asked with a big smile, even though I was a boy and a slave. 
 
    Not knowing quite what to say, and still thinking about the woman I had mistaken for Adeon, I ran my hand over the two surfaces. “They’re quite smooth.” 
 
    Orestes laughed. “They’re perfect is what they are, young man.” 
 
    “Oh, yes, of course,” I said, holding each one out to look at, as if I might be able to tell. 
 
    This got both Orestes and Cales laughing. Despite the ups and downs of the day, their good spirit was infectious. I couldn’t help joining in with their laughter. I gave them four bronze coins for the forms and walked out of the shop feeling much better than when I’d walked in. 
 
      
 
  
 
  


 
 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    CHAPTER 19 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Hector maintained a large herb and vegetable garden beside the kitchen, adjacent to the tower’s south wall. He took great pride in this garden and so did Agathe, who also managed a small hen house and two goats nearby. Together they did the planting and day-to-day upkeep. During the summer months Hektor spent as much of his day tending the garden as he did preparing food. 
 
    The garden produced an array of vegetables and fruits in season as well as greens, herbs, and root crops year-round. Hektor was proud of his melons and grapes, but Hektor and Agathe treated the herbs like gifts from the gods. Some they used fresh. Others they dried and stored in ceramic bottles. There was a shelf full of them in the covered part of the kitchen. When making soups or stews, Hektor talked about the art of using the right herbs—not just to enhance the flavor of the food, but also to increase its nutritional value. For all his drinking and bluster, he was an intelligent cook, or so he would have you believe. 
 
    One afternoon, I was in the garden with Hektor taking cuttings from the basil plants. This was very common—Hektor or Agathe out in the garden prior to a meal, choosing just the right herbs for what they were preparing. 
 
    Hektor nursed a cup of wine. I carried a small paring knife and a basket. Several of Agathe’s chickens dodged in and out of our way as we traced down one row then another, with me cutting a sprig here and there, wherever Hektor pointed. A light breeze blew in from the sea, as it did on so many fall afternoons in Sicily, and the weather was ideal. 
 
    I had just cut the last sprig of basil, and we were walking out of the garden when Plato raced past us chased by three dogs. I watched in horror as the first dog overtook him, running right over him and knocking him to the ground. All three dogs were at him instantly. 
 
    I screamed Plato’s name, then dropped the basket and sprinted across the yard. I began kicking at the growling, snapping dogs. Two of them ran off. The third remained intent on Plato, circling him, ready to attack. I circled Plato as well, trying to stay between them. The dog lunged at Plato, and I kicked it square in the head, knocking the dog to the ground. Plato dashed off, but I continued to kick angrily at the dog. 
 
    Suddenly I felt Hektor’s arms around me. He lifted me off the ground, and despite my screaming for him to let go, carried me away from the dog. He held me tight until he felt me relax, and then he put me down. 
 
    I stood there silently fuming. Hektor took me by the shoulders and looked into my eyes. “You would have killed that dog if I hadn’t stopped you. You know that?” 
 
    I didn’t say anything. The anger that was buried within me had taken over. I didn’t want to admit I’d lost control. I took a deep breath. “He would’ve killed my cat.” 
 
    “Your cat?” Hektor laughed. “Nobody owns that cat.” He let go of my shoulders and rapped me firmly on the top of the head. “Get the basket.” 
 
    Walking back to the garden, Hektor needled me. “You named that old cat Plato? Don’t tell me your master’s infected you with philosophy.” 
 
    “No. Plato was a favorite of my father’s,” I answered with a twinge of pain. 
 
    “Did you know that Plato spent quite a bit of time in Syracuse?” 
 
    “No, I’ve never heard that.” 
 
    “It was a situation not unlike what we have today,” mused Hektor. “Dionysius had just become dictator of Syracuse. Like Hieronymus, he was young and thrust into a situation that was beyond his years. His uncle Dion was concerned about his nephew and wrote to Plato, offering him a good deal of money to come tutor the young ruler.” 
 
    “And he took the offer?” 
 
    “He did. It was right after Socrates’ trial and Plato wanted to get out of Athens. He actually came here three times. The first time there was a war and he left. The second and third times Dionysius got fed up with him and ordered him to leave. I’ve heard it said that Plato actually did the young man some good.” 
 
    We were back at the garden. Hektor tipped back his cup of wine to finish it off.  
 
    I picked up the basket of basil. “Seems like we could use Plato now.” 
 
    “I doubt he’d have much impact on Hieronymus,” replied Hektor. “He’s beyond repair.” 
 
    Eurydice came out of the tower. We hadn’t seen her but two or three times in the last month. She hadn’t really recovered from the traumatic incident with the king. She continued to stutter when she spoke, and though she’d been quiet before, she said even less now. 
 
    Eurydice greeted us with a darting glance. She was as beautiful as ever, but the inner calm that had made her such a pleasure to be around was gone. 
 
    “It must be my lucky day, Eurydice,” said Hektor with an over-sized smile. 
 
    She looked at him in question. 
 
    “You’re on tonight’s shift.” He still loved Eurydice, even if she did struggle to talk. 
 
    Eurydice lowered her eyes and continued into the kitchen. Hektor watched her walk away, and then looked at me, clearly pained by her condition. “King or not,” he said roughly, “I’d wring that boy’s neck if I had the chance, Timon. I would.” 
 
      
 
    I helped carry leftover dry goods back to the pantry that night. On my second trip, I heard a faint mewing in the corner of the room. I climbed over a couple of sacks of barley, and though the light was poor, found Plato curled up between the wall and the bags of barley. He didn’t look so good. I took one of the oil lamps off the wall and brought it over to where he was lying. I could see that he’d taken a bad bite on his hindquarters. 
 
    I lifted him from the floor just as Agathe, also carrying leftovers, came down the stairs. She quickly appraised the situation. “That cat might make a good addition to tomorrow’s stew.” 
 
    “He’s not dead,” I said defensively. 
 
    “Not yet,” Agathe sneered. “Bring him over here where I can finish him off.” 
 
    I laid him gently on the big table in the center of the pantry. Agathe placed the oil lamp beside him, then delicately probed the wound. It was deep and there were bits of grass and dirt in it. 
 
    “Get some water,” ordered Agathe. “There’s a half-filled pot by the hearth that’s still warm.” 
 
    I ran outside to get the pot, then raced back to the pantry and placed it on the table beside the cat. Agathe, despite her sharp edges, did have compassion. She used the water and a linen towel to clean the wound. Plato put up no resistance. She pulled a bone needle from her hair and drew a thread from the linen towel. I held Plato while Agathe stitched the wound closed. 
 
    When Agathe was done, I put Plato on a towel and lifted him in my arms. “Thank you, Agathe. This cat means a lot to me.” 
 
    Agathe shook her head. “I don’t know who’d want a cat, anyway.” She turned and walked away as if she’d done nothing. 
 
    I carried Plato up to my bedroom and made a place for him at the end of my cot. He wasn’t there when I woke up the next morning. 
 
  
 
  


 
 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    CHAPTER 20 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    One morning Archimedes asked me to retrieve the canvas-covered frame I’d recently completed—and a candle. A wooden board, almost the same size as the frame, was already out on the workbench. The board had three holes bored in it. The holes were arranged in a line lengthwise, each one about the diameter of my little finger. 
 
    Archimedes stood the board on edge across the middle of our longest workbench, using four mud bricks to hold it upright. On one side of the wooden partition he placed the candle. On the other side was the canvas covered frame, also supported edgewise by bricks. He took care to ensure the plane of the canvas was parallel to the plane of the wooden partition. Archimedes lit the candle and asked me to close all the window shutters. 
 
    I proceeded around the room, closing and securing the wooden shutters. They fit well, but didn’t shut out all of the light. Heavy maroon drapes hung on the walls. They were used in the winter to eliminate drafts and keep the warmth in. Archimedes asked me to draw these drapes across the windows and the door. The room became entirely dark except for the candle burning on the workbench.  
 
    “Tell me what you see, Timon,” asked Archimedes. 
 
    The most striking thing, other than the halo of light hovering around the candle’s flame, was that there were three blurry round spots of light on the canvas screen, all in a line. “It looks like the light from the candle is going through those three holes in the wooden partition and projecting three dots of light on the canvas.” 
 
    “This reveals a fundamental characteristic of light.” It wasn’t a question, but the way Archimedes said it suggested that I should tell him what that characteristic was. 
 
    I had never seen a demonstration like this before and wasn’t really sure what Archimedes was asking. When I didn’t have a response, he said, “Move the wooden partition closer to the candle.” 
 
    I did as he asked, sliding the partition and its bricks closer to the candle. This also meant that I was moving the partition farther from the canvas screen. The spots of light on the screen became slightly larger and the two outside spots moved farther out from the center. 
 
    “Now move the partition toward the canvas.” 
 
    I did this. The spots of light on the screen grew smaller and the outside spots moved in toward the center. 
 
    “Slide it slowly back and forth. Watch the spots of light. What are you seeing?” 
 
    Now it was obvious. The candlelight was projected in three perfectly straight lines through the holes to the canvas screen. “The light is traveling in straight lines,” I said. 
 
    [image: ] 
 
    Archimedes smiled. “And obeys all the laws of geometry. This is one of the most basic and profound insights of all. Light is a substance that we can study with geometry. We call it optics.” 
 
    Archimedes asked me to retrieve two more candles. He placed one on either side of the first candle so that they formed a line parallel to the plane of the wooden partition. Then he had me fill the two outside holes in the partition with lumps of wax, leaving only the hole in the center. He lit the other two candles with the first. “Does what you see now substantiate what we saw before?” 
 
    The situation had been reversed. There were now three candles and one hole. But there were still three spots of light on the canvas. “I’m not sure.” 
 
    He snuffed the candle on the right as I looked at it. “What do you see?” 
 
    “The spot of light that was on the left side of the canvas is gone.” 
 
    He snuffed the candle on the left. The spot of light on the right side of the canvas vanished. The spot in the center was the only one that remained. “What does this make you think, Timon?” 
 
    “The flames projected on the canvas are in the reverse order of the candles. I don’t know why this happens, but I can see that the light from the remaining candle travels in a straight line through the hole in the partition to the screen.” 
 
    Archimedes relit the two candles. He asked me to move the candle on the right closer to the candle in the middle. 
 
    As I did this, the spot of light on the left of the screen moved closer to the middle. Then he asked me to move the candle on the right away from the middle candle. The spot on the left moved farther to the left. 
 
    [image: ][image: ] 
 
     Archimedes had me move the left candle in the same way. This time it was the right spot on the canvas that moved. 
 
    “Does this continue to support the idea that light travels in straight lines?” 
 
     “Yes, but the movement of the spots is the opposite of what one expects,” I replied. “They act on diagonals.” 
 
    Archimedes smiled. “Much as an image is reversed in a mirror, light passing through a small hole is reversed on the screen—and it’s all geometry.” 
 
    Archimedes told me to open the curtains and the window shutters. It was a sunny day and the room filled with light. 
 
    Archimedes blew out the candles, then went over to the workbench and opened a drawer. He withdrew the small ivory box I’d seen him take from the drawer several times before. He removed the box’s lid, and I came up close to look. Inside was the clear crystal disk I’d seen him inspect so closely. It was about the size of my palm, as thick as three copper coins in the center, and tapered off to a thin edge around its circumference—like a big lentil. 
 
    “Not only does light travel in straight lines, Timon, it can be bent.” He held the crystal by its edges between his forefinger and thumb, and stretching out his arm, used it to intercept the sunlight coming through the east window. He turned the clear disk so that its surface was perpendicular to the direction of the sunlight and, as if by magic, caused a spot of light to appear and move across the workbench. With very deliberate positioning of the disk, moving it forward and back, he stilled the spot of light and drew it to an increasingly smaller diameter. When the dot of light became a point, smoke began to rise from the wooden surface. The wood turned black and flared up with a small transparent flame—just as suggested by Aristophanes in his play The Clouds. 
 
    “A burning glass,” I said, having heard about such a thing from my father, but never having seen one. 
 
    “Very good, Timon. But it’s more than that.” He handed the crystal to me. “Look at the surface of the workbench through the crystal.” 
 
    I leaned over the workbench and peered down at its surface through the disk. At first I didn’t understand what I was seeing. But as I moved the disk up and down, focusing the image, I saw that I was looking at the grain of the wood—so magnified I didn’t recognize what it was. “The image in the crystal is larger than what is actually here,” I said, moving the disk aside to look at the wooden surface. 
 
    “The crystal is bending the light, in this case, causing it to diverge and make the image larger. Again it’s all geometry and optics.”  
 
    I nodded my head in amazement. Something about it seemed so simple, but something about it also seemed like magic.  
 
    “I’ve learned to use the crystal lens to help me read and do detail work,” he said. “But I’ve never let anyone see me using it—other than you. I’m only telling you now because you will be working with me, and it will be necessary for you to understand as much of the science as you can. You have impressed me today, Timon. You have a sense for this—more than I expected. I’m going to ask you to do some work for me that will be new to you and very demanding. But you must never speak of this work to anyone. You must promise me that.” 
 
    “You have my word,” I answered, excited by the prospect of doing something more than deliver food, copy letters, and empty slop buckets—something secret and utterly fantastic! 
 
      
 
    I went down to the kitchen that evening to retrieve our dinner. Two slaves were tending the fires and another was cleaning pots. No one else was there. I looked in the garden then headed to the pantry. I could hear them talking in low voices before I reached the bottom of the stairs. Hektor, Lavinia, and Agathe were huddled around Eurydice in the middle of the shadowy room. My first thought was that she’d had another untoward encounter with Hieronymus. His wild nights and shameless actions had gotten so bad that the chambermaids were afraid to be around him. 
 
    I edged up behind Hektor in time to hear Lavinia ask, “Are you absolutely certain?” 
 
    Eurydice nodded her head. “It—it—it’s b—b—been more than two m—m—months,” she stammered tearfully, then bowed her head, softly adding, “I—I—I  n—never m—m—miss my d—da—day of—of  cl—cl—cleansing—never.” 
 
    Lavinia wrapped her arms around Eurydice to comfort her. Hektor cursed under his breath, then turned to see me standing there mouth agape. “What do you want?” he demanded. 
 
    “Is Eurydice all right?” 
 
    Lavinia looked up. “She’s with child, Timon.” 
 
    “With the monster’s child.” Hektor stomped off to the far side of the pantry to refill his cup with wine. 
 
    “The king’s child?” I whispered to Lavinia. 
 
    “Yes,” hissed Agathe, “and quite a good way to squeeze some coin out of the royal family.” 
 
    Across the room Hektor cursed. “She’d be better off disposing of that child before it sees the light of day.” 
 
    This reduced Eurydice to a stuttering frenzy. She absolutely couldn’t kill her child. 
 
    “Then what will you do with it?” asked Lavinia. 
 
    “By the gods, Lavinia, that child must be born,” snapped Agathe. “With that bloodline? Eurydice, this child could be your ticket out of slavery. Especially if it’s a boy.” 
 
    Hektor had had enough. He tossed back his cup of wine and came striding across the room. “Right. A ticket to some place worse—connected to Hieronymus for life.” 
 
    Eurydice began to cry. Lavinia led her away from the others. 
 
    Hektor shook his head and cursed at the ceiling. “The heavens can only guess what I would put in that boy’s dinner tonight if I were in the royal kitchen.” 
 
    “What was that, cook?” The captain of the guard, Tacitus Maso, clumped down the stairs and strode into the pantry wearing a full set of armor and a short sword on his hip. He was unusually tall with a long, severe face. “Threats against the king are punishable by death.” 
 
    Hektor shrank to half his size. “Yes, Captain, of course. I was only thinking of a special sauce for the blue fin tuna that came in with the latest catch.” 
 
    Tacitus stood in the center of the pantry. The staff was frozen in place around him. He appraised Hektor with disdain. “Should the king become ill in any way, I know where I’ll come first. Now get to work. I have a hundred hungry soldiers out there waiting for a meal.” He turned on his heels and headed back up the stairs. 
 
    All of us quickly filed out of the pantry to the kitchen. I heard Lavinia say under her breath, “Thank the gods he didn’t hear what we were talking about.” 
 
    Agathe followed with a sneer. “We don’t know that he didn’t.”  
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    The next day Archimedes gave me a particularly long and difficult letter to copy. I worked on it for two full days. The morning of the third day, as I was sitting down to finish the letter, I noticed what looked to be a short piece of string on the desk. I picked it up and took it to the window to inspect it more closely in the sunlight. As I stared at this furry little remnant between my fingers, I realized that it was the tail of a rodent, most likely a mouse. I looked around for Plato. He was across the room, sitting in a streak of sunlight on the floor, licking his paws. The wound on his hip was still very visible. He looked up at me, eyes wide and yellow, deep with animal wisdom. When he saw that I had discovered his trophy, he returned to his cleaning. I believe he considered the leftover from his meal an acknowledgment of some sort, a thank you for saving him from the dogs. 
 
    I had nearly completed the copying when Archimedes called me to his desk and asked me to run an errand. He wanted four bronze ingots from the blacksmith on Via Intermuralis. Along with payment for the bronze and a note to leave Achradina, he gave me one copper to spend on myself. Knowing the ingots would be heavy, I decided to make a detour to the Tyche market before going to the blacksmith. 
 
    I was on the plateau, not far from the market, when an angry mob came surging up Via Intermuralis from behind me. I pressed against the buildings along the road to let them pass. As they stormed by, yelling and shouting, I caught wind of what had set them off. Just as Laius had predicted, Thraso had been executed for plotting the assassination of King Hieronymus. The mob was openly calling this an outrage and screaming for justice. 
 
    While I stood back against the wall, watching the crowd surge into the market, a squadron of soldiers on horseback galloped up Via Intermuralis. When the soldiers caught up with the mob, they began swinging wooden clubs at anyone they could reach, scattering the demonstrators, overturning carts, and dashing market stalls to pieces. People ran in all directions, some simply frightened, others battered and bleeding. It reminded me of the political demonstrations I had seen in Croton and foreshadowed worse things to come. 
 
    I remained where I was for quite some time as the commotion moved deeper into the market. I decided that maybe it wasn’t such a good day to go to the market and that it would be safer to go straight to the blacksmith. Then I thought of Moira and her grandfather and took off at a run into the market. I was well behind the soldiers and the mob, which was so dispersed now that the demonstration was essentially over. I followed a trail of broken carts and angry vendors, worried that Moira and her grandfather had been caught in the path of destruction. 
 
    I saw her at a distance, well across the market courtyard, and quickened my pace. Moira knelt on the ground, picking up fruit. Her grandfather sat beside her, their booth tipped on its side behind them. I approached them slowly. The old man noticed me first. One of his eyes was swollen and his face was scraped. Moira looked up, scowled at me, and tossed aside a broken melon. “What do you want?” she said as though I were intruding. 
 
    “I—I was passing by,” I stammered. “I was hoping to buy some figs.” 
 
    “Take what you want,” she said angrily. A mixture of smashed fruit and pottery lay strewn on the ground around her. 
 
    “Can I help you?” 
 
    “No!” she snapped, then returned to picking through the debris, tears streaking through the dust on her face. 
 
    I wanted to comfort her somehow, but I had been shaken by her tone of voice. I walked away in bewilderment. Maybe I hadn’t found the friend I had longed for after all. 
 
    It was midafternoon when I completed my errand and hauled the ingots up the tower stairs. Archimedes didn’t even lift his head when I entered. I laid the ingots on the work bench and then sat on my stool, unable to think of anything but the way Moira had spoken to me. 
 
  
 
  


 
 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    CHAPTER 22 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Late that afternoon, after a long talk with Plato about my disappointing encounter with Moira, I went down to the kitchen seeking human company. Only Lavinia and Agathe were there. Hektor was out shopping, and the two women were in the early stages of preparing the evening meal. Agathe had a nine-foot conger laid out on the largest of the prep tables. She was slicing the huge black eel into cross sections, which would later be cut into smaller pieces for the fish stew Hektor was serving that night. Lavinia was at the quern, milling wheat into flour for dinner biscuits. 
 
    It was rare for me to be in the kitchen alone with Lavinia and Agathe. I didn’t know it at the time, but Lavinia and Agathe didn’t talk to each other. Apparently they had realized early in their working relationship that they shared a mutual dislike for each other. They bickered over every little chore, every mealtime decision. It drove Hektor to drink—well, I should say to drink more. He was about to fire them both, when they reached an unspoken agreement, literally. They would not talk. That’s why I didn’t notice the problem earlier. It was the lack of something that told the story of Lavinia and Agathe. 
 
    As the pastry chef and the cook’s assistant, they rarely worked together. If they did, they said only what was absolutely necessary. When all of us were talking together, Agathe and Lavinia would take part in the conversation. However, if you listened closely, both engaged as if the words of the other hadn’t been spoken. It was as though the other woman didn’t exist. 
 
    With all of this yet to learn, and needing distraction, I went over to the quern to help Lavinia turn the mill stone. It was a strenuous job and took quite a bit of effort for the small, compact pastry chef. The quern had two spoke-like arms to lever it around. Lavinia labored at one; I took the other. 
 
    As we turned the stone, Lavinia opened a conversation. “Timon, I believe you have met my husband, Orestes.” 
 
    “Orestes? The woodworker.” 
 
    “Yes. His shop is in the Tyche district across from the harness shop. He’s taken on several jobs for your master. ” 
 
    “I’ve been there twice recently. Archimedes calls him the best woodworker in Sicily.” Lavinia beamed. And it was true. Well, Archimedes had actually called him the only capable woodworker in Syracuse. 
 
    “His apprentice, who’s a little older than you,” she said proudly, “is our son, Cales.” 
 
    “I’ve seen him there,” I replied, continuing to turn the quern. 
 
    I didn’t know it at the time, but Lavinia had purposely brought up her husband with Agathe there and Hektor gone. This was one of their many issues—husbands. Agathe’s husband, Galatus, had volunteered for the militia two years earlier. He had gone to Italy with one thousand citizen recruits and one thousand mercenaries. Providing troops was part of the alliance between Hiero and Rome. The Syracusan company had been at the battle of Cannae. 
 
    Galatus lost his left hand and most of his right arm at Cannae. As part of Hannibal’s effort to garner favor with the individual city-states of the Roman Federation, he regularly returned captured allied troops to their homes, instead of selling them into slavery as he did with the Roman prisoners. In some cases, this was more curse than gift. Galatus was not the same man he had been when he left. He’d been dug out of a pile of corpses several bodies deep. After two days in the pile, he’d gnawed at the thigh of one of the dead to survive. 
 
    Like Hektor, Agathe lived on the island. She and her husband rented a single room in the tenement housing not far from the Fountain of Arethusa. The once gregarious Galatus now stewed in silence, humiliated by his disability, and rarely left the room. The tension in the household had become so great that Agathe was more comfortable at work than in her home. 
 
    Agathe also had a seventeen-year-old son, Phocis. He had recently joined the militia to get away from his increasingly sullen father. Though it would take a long time for me to put all of this together, Agathe hated the war as much as I did. However, I blamed Hannibal, while she blamed the Romans and their continual demand for allied troops. Agathe was perpetually cranky because life hurt. Lavinia, as dearly as I liked her, had taken the opportunity to throw salt in Agathe’s wounds by talking to me about how wonderful her husband and son were. 
 
    As I pushed the quern around, I watched Agathe hack at the conger, unaware that Lavinia’s chatter had brought her to a slow boil. Another conger lay coiled in a basket beside the prep table. It probably weighed as much as I did and was as slippery as a slug. When Agathe finished slicing the first conger, she looked down at the second eel like she’d been asked to eat it. Biting back her anger, and all the vile words that were not spitting from her mouth, she bent over and took hold of the eel by its midsection. She got it up about level with the table when it slipped out of her arms. The eel slopped right back into the basket and smacked her in the face with its tail as it fell. Lifting the eel would be an easy chore for two people, but as Agathe was demonstrating, a real trick for one.  
 
    Lavinia had not been watching, but the sound of the tail fin slapping Agathe’s face got her attention. I had seen it all. We continued pushing at the quern’s long wooden arms, stifling smirks. 
 
    Agathe knew we were watching and dared not lift her eyes from her task. She knelt down, cradled the beast across her chest, and slowly stood. She edged up to the table, about to slide the eel out of her arms, when it slipped from her grasp again—this time with a slap to her other cheek. 
 
    Lavinia jammed her fist in her mouth and turned away. I pretended not to notice and stared at the ground. But both of us were watching when Agathe went at it a third time. Full of hatred for Lavinia—and probably all living things—and determined not to show it, she bent down on one knee and laid the eel across her thigh. Then, with both arms around it, the eel pressed to her chest, she unsteadily rose from her knee. Before she could get all the way up, her feet slipped out from under her. She went down on her back with a thick smack, leaving the conger stretched out across her midsection like a spent lover. 
 
    Lavinia made a choking sound, then gasped for air and burst into uncontrollable laughter, as did I. 
 
    Agathe climbed to her feet and gave us a horrible stare. With her sharp nose, narrow face, and missing teeth, she looked more like a witch than a cook. I would swear black wires of static sparked around her as she stalked across the kitchen toward us. 
 
    She swelled up and hovered over us like a hooded cobra. Lavinia backed up and nearly stumbled into one of the fire pits when Agathe began her vile, hissing attack. Her story came out in vivid images of Galatus, her life with him, and the war. But the words were secondary to the heat and power of her delivery. She cursed Lavinia for her insensitivity, then me for not giving her a hand with the eel. I felt so small it seemed I’d shrunk to the size of an acorn. I was so terrified I expected Agathe to swallow me in a single gulp. 
 
    But before Agathe could eat us alive, Hektor came around the corner of the tower in a swarm of skittering chickens, carrying two baskets of fresh vegetables. Agathe immediately contained herself, and just sucked all the blackness and anger back in like someone inhaling a cloud of smoke. Shamed, I went over and helped her lift the conger onto the table. 
 
    Hektor didn’t seem to notice. He’d been at the market and had seen the aftermath of the demonstration I had witnessed earlier in the day. “There’s trouble brewing out there,” he announced. Agathe and Lavinia exchanged a glare. “I was lucky to get any vegetables at all.” Hektor unloaded the baskets onto the table in the center of the kitchen. 
 
    Agathe and Lavinia said nothing. Hektor’s comments reminded me of my encounter with Moira and I was also silent. 
 
    Hektor poured himself a cup of wine. “That boy on the throne is playing with fire. He executed someone this morning.” He took a sip from his cup. “This isn’t the same place it used to be.” He scowled, clearly disturbed by what he’d heard, and oblivious to the tense scene he’d walked into. 
 
    “Where do you think we’re headed, Hektor?” I asked, more interested in breaking through the icy atmosphere than an answer. 
 
    Hektor took another, longer drink from his cup. Some of the wine ran down his chin. “That’s anyone’s guess. But it can’t be good. I don’t recall an execution in this city in all the years I’ve lived here. That wasn’t the way Hiero took care of business.” He took another long swallow and smacked his cup down on the table. “Smells like war to me.” 
 
    Though Hektor’s final words temporarily dispelled my thoughts of Moira, the episode with Lavinia and Agathe and the conger stuck in my head. Thereafter I gave Agathe a wider berth than I had before. I also had a new appreciation for this woman I didn’t really like. The disfigurement of her husband tortured her in the same way that the loss of my parents tortured me. We had this in common, and this insight allowed me not to hate her. 
 
    The incident also reminded me of the day I had lost control kicking the dog. I recalled how all-encompassing my anger had been and realized that I couldn’t let my anger shape me in the way Agathe’s had shaped her. It was an important lesson. When I look back at this, I think Agathe did me a service. As for Lavinia, she lost a measure of my respect that day by needling Agathe, targeting the most sensitive part of the woman’s life for reasons too petty to acknowledge. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
  
 
  


 
 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    CHAPTER 23 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Early the following morning Laius Aufidius knocked on the workshop door and entered. Archimedes was using a compass to turn a circle in the sand. He had been working all morning and had taken no notice of his breakfast or my presence. Laius crossed the room without looking at me and stood before his friend. 
 
    Laius addressed Archimedes three times with mounting frustration before the old man raised his head. Laius immediately plunged into a diatribe against the execution of Thraso and those behind it. 
 
    “Brave Theodotus has proven more subtle than tough. Apparently under much less duress than we’ve heard, he told the king’s men just what they wanted—that Thraso was the ringleader of the conspiracy to assassinate Hieronymus. He gave them several other names, also all false. I know this for a fact.” Laius paced back and forth in the center of the room. “Theodotus intentionally implicated innocent men to secure his own release and protect the cadre of assassins that he is part of. Meaning their plot is still alive. I may fear for the Carthaginian influences in our dear city, but assassination is not much better. Mark my words, we’ll hear Theodotus’ name again.” 
 
    Laius abruptly stopped and faced the mathematician. “I’m sorry, my friend,” he said. “Once again I’ve stormed into your chambers with no announcement and vented my frustrations. I apologize.” He bowed his head. “There’s just no one else I trust any more.”  
 
    “It’s fine, Laius,” said Archimedes, his voice deep and gentle. “As long as you don’t expect me to fix it.” 
 
    “No one can fix it. That’s the shame. The city council hasn’t met since the coronation. I know there are magistrates as upset as I am. But with this execution, no one dares to express their feelings in public or even to their friends.” He glanced over his shoulder at me. “I spoke with Alexa last night about the possibility of our leaving Syracuse. I hope it doesn’t come to that, but it may.” 
 
    Archimedes nodded his head. I could see that he was distracted. Laius was his good friend, and this information was important. But it was all secondary to his work. Politics was an intrusion on his concentration.  
 
    Laius saw this as clearly as I did. He looked around the room uneasily, then moved up close to Archimedes. “Please, my friend. Be alert to these things I tell you. I know you have a grander calling than sorting out the bickering of men. But I worry for your life.  With all this intrigue in the air who knows where we’re headed—a confrontation with Rome or mayhem in our streets. That’s why I came here this morning. To tell you to be careful.” 
 
    Archimedes nodded again, then looked down forlornly at his abacus. Laius knew it was time to leave. His eyes met mine briefly as he crossed the room. Be careful, they said, be careful. 
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    The death of Thraso sent a shudder of fear through the city. Under Hiero’s rule, Syracuse’s loyalty to Rome had never been in doubt. Now with Hiero’s grandson wearing the crown and Hannibal’s string of impressive victories in Italy, there was a growing split in the populace. The aristocracy, including men like Laius, held out for continued loyalty to Rome, while the general population thought it best to support a winner. What was Rome to them but an outside government that demanded men and tribute? With the execution of Thraso and the suppression of demonstrations in the streets, it appeared that the worm had turned. Adranodorus and his associates had become the boy king’s closest advisors and no one doubted what their intentions were. 
 
    Hieronymus, however, was not so easily controlled. With his ascendance to the throne, he had become as willful as a donkey. From what I had gleaned from the kitchen gossip, the king beat his dogs, screamed at his personal attendants, and spat at the feet of his sister and his aunts. So adverse was his personality and arrogant his manner, even his closest advisors could not tell him anything—short of praise—that wouldn’t send him into a rage. Only through manipulation, lies, and deceit could Hieronymus be led in any direction at all. And that was exactly the approach taken by his two uncles, Adranodorus and Zoippos, and his brother-in-law, Themistos—prompted by the matrimonial insistence of Damarata and Harmonia. The three men began by catering to the king’s excesses, drinking with him late into the night, finding women for him, filling the boy’s head with grand plans for the expansion of his kingdom, all to the steady refrain of Hannibal’s certain victory over Rome. Little by little, they began to get into his head, and puppet-like, orchestrate the politics of Syracuse. 
 
    Adranodorus persuaded Hieronymus to open talks with Hannibal. The young king sent two ambassadors, Polycletius of Cyrene and Philodemus of Argos, to Hannibal’s camp in Italy to discuss an alliance. Hannibal knew what Syracuse meant to the war. He received the ambassadors with open arms and encouraged further talks, immediately sending three of his own emissaries back to Syracuse with Hieronymus’ ambassadors. 
 
    Two of these emissaries, Hippocrates and Epicydes, were brothers. They were born in Carthage of a Greek father and a Carthaginian mother, but had spent part of their childhood in Syracuse. Hippocrates, the leader of the contingent, was one of Hannibal’s generals, a very capable soldier, and a man of subtle intellect and charm. His younger brother, Epicydes, was also a ranking officer, known for his courage and fury in combat. The two of them made a dynamic pair of trained agents—or more accurately provocateurs. The third emissary was another man by the name of Hannibal. He was a Carthaginian aristocrat and the commander of the squadron of triremes that gave offshore support to Hannibal’s army in Italy. 
 
    Hieronymus received these men with great inflation of his ego. A few days short of his sixteenth birthday, he had initiated communication with one of the most powerful men in the world. After three days of talk, they agreed to tentative terms for an alliance. The naval commander Hannibal would sail to Carthage with representatives of the king to review the agreement with the Carthaginian Senate. Meanwhile, the brothers, Hippocrates and Epicydes, would stay in Carthage as advisors to the young king. 
 
    Hieronymus, who had become quite enamored with the physical presence and bold manner of the two brothers, decided to throw a banquet for the Carthaginians, celebrating both the alliance and his sixteenth birthday. Hippocrates, knowing that one of the world’s greatest scientific minds lived in Syracuse, requested that Archimedes be invited to the festivities. 
 
      
 
    On the west coast of Sicily, Appius Claudius Pulcher, the Roman praetor in Lilybaeum, arguably the second most important port on the island, got wind of this tentative agreement. It was troubling news to him and even more so to the Roman Senate. The praetor immediately dispatched two envoys to Syracuse to review Rome’s existing alliance with the city-state. Hieronymus responded by inviting them to his birthday party. 
 
  
 
  


 
 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    CHAPTER 25 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Archimedes initially turned down the invitation to the king’s birthday celebration, but Hieronymus’ second request was delivered in such a way that Archimedes felt he could not refuse. This meant that I would go with him, posing as his human crutch, just as I had during the trip to the theater and at Hiero’s funeral. I expected a staid diplomatic gathering. Instead it was a drunken party of misplaced theater and excess beyond my experience and imagination. 
 
    The banquet took place during the evening in the north wing of the palace’s great hall. Though we weren’t late, it seemed the party was well underway when we arrived. It was so loud no one heard my master announced. Archimedes put his hand on my shoulder and I led him into the rowdy hall.  
 
    Couches were arranged around three sides of a long plank table. About thirty men stretched out on these couches, head toward the table. The remaining side of the table had chairs for the women. Only a few were there, including Damarata, Heraclia, and Harmonia. 
 
    The table overflowed with food and drink—two stuffed boars, roasted venison, pheasant, swordfish steaks, a bowl of fresh fruit, an assortment of olives, dried figs, chestnuts, more cheeses than I knew existed, five varieties of bread, a steaming tub of plum pudding—that Lavinia had made in our kitchen—and wine by the barrel. Everyone was going at it with both hands. I stood behind and watched. 
 
    The only light in the room came from oil lamps mounted on the walls and ten tall candles set at intervals down the middle of the table. In the flickering light, the faces around the table were all glittering lips and teeth and eyes, lending to the sense that the feast was taking part in some unstated corner of the underworld. 
 
    The boy king sat cross-legged at the head of the table, his face flushed with drink and Hiero’s gem-studded crown tipped to one side of his head. He wore an extravagantly embroidered purple robe with a high collar of white rabbit fur. Countless gold bracelets and rings decorated his wrists and fingers. A massive gold medallion hung from his neck like an ornamental millstone. Reeling with abandon, he swung a goblet of wine in one hand, while cutting back and forth through the air with a half-devoured shoulder of venison in the other hand. More of this and more of that he shouted at the attendants, many of whom I had seen at sometime or another in the island kitchen. 
 
     As difficult as the king was to watch, I could barely keep my eyes off him. Whenever a female attendant refilled his goblet, he invariably poked or squeezed her somewhere impolite, sometimes reaching right up under her garment with a pinch or a probe. His manners embarrassed me, but apparently no one else, except perhaps Damarata, who kept a black eye on him throughout the meal. 
 
    Damarata sat on the king’s left, across the table from Adranodorus. Her heavy makeup and wig, the canary yellow one tonight, made me uncomfortable. Only a cold, cold heart could reside beneath all that false hair and paint. Heraclia, who still wore funeral black, sat beside Damarata, while her husband Zoippos stretched out beside Adranodorus. Harmonia sat beside Heraclia, opposite her husband Themistos. 
 
    Hippocrates, the guest of honor, lounged at the far end of the table, some forty feet from Hieronymus. His brother Epicydes was on his left with Hannibal the Carthaginian naval officer beside him. Other guests filled out the table, none of whom I recognized. Because of his allegiance to Rome, Laius had not been invited. 
 
    Shortly after our arrival, Damarata prompted Adranodorus with what appeared to be a kick under the table. Swallowing a grimace, he lifted his cup in the direction of the new king. “Let’s raise a drink to King Hieronymus. Grandson on one side to Hiero. Grandson on the other to Pyrrhus. To the king with the most noble bloodline in the world.” 
 
    The reference to King Pyrrhus made Hieronymus sit up like a purebred dog hearing its name. Pyrrhus’ ferocity in battle was often compared to that of Alexander, and his bloodline was said to stretch back to the legendary Achilles. 
 
    From the far end of the table, Hippocrates upped the ante. “One major difference splits the ancestry, Adranodorus. Hiero liked his Romans, and Pyrrhus all but conquered them.” Laughter burst out down the length of the table.  
 
    Hippocrates was a charming individual. That was clear to me right away. He and his brother had long black hair, curled in the style of the Canaanites. Hippocrates had a full beard with no mustache. Epicydes was clean shaven. They were handsome men with olive skin, dark eyes, and thick, powerful bodies built of careers soldiering. Both wore their decorative armor that night and could not have looked more impressive. 
 
    Speaking in beautiful Greek, Hippocrates addressed the young king as though an old friend. “What say you, Hieronymus? Which grandfather most suits your rule?” Hippocrates tilted his head, aiming just one eye down the table, grinning with mischief and wine. 
 
    Everyone turned to the end of the table. The boy king responded to all the attention with an idiotic smile. His eyes were blank as ice. A drool of wine hung from the down on his chin. 
 
     At that moment a herald announced the arrival of the two Roman envoys from Lilybaeum. The din of noise abruptly hushed to quiet as the dignitaries strode into the room. An older, heavy-set man led the way, wearing a red cloak over a white toga. He was completely bald, with a closely-cropped white beard and a proud bearing. Behind him was a soldier, half his age. A long scar creased the soldier’s cheek and ran down along his neck. A war-pocked gladius hung from a baldric at his hip. 
 
     Hieronymus’ inane smile turned crooked. He stood up on his seat, and with obvious intent to insult, replied, “Why Hippocrates, if you ask me who is my favorite grandfather, I believe it must be Pyrrhus—because of his politics.” 
 
     The older Roman proceeded down the length of the table, glaring at the drunken guests. “Stop this embarrassment to the memory of your great king. There can be no doubt as to who is Syracuse’s most important ally. You can’t remember back forty years, King Hieronymus, but Sicily was at the center of a war much like the one waged now. Hiero made a wise decision then. Syracuse became what it is today because of his enduring friendship with Rome. I come here today to remind you of that.” He paused to take deliberate notice of the Carthaginians in the seats of honor. “Rome requests this opportunity to renew the arrangements made by your grandfather. We seek Syracuse as an ally today and forever.” These last words came out one at a time, taut and sharp. 
 
    Hieronymus remained standing on the couch, a half-filled goblet sloshing in his right hand. “Instead of my seal on a piece of paper, I believe my condolences would be more appropriate. I’ve been told that the Roman armies have suffered some serious losses of late. You might like to recount the battles of Lake Trasimene or Cannae for me. Perhaps the reports I heard were exaggerated. Knowing the truth about those battles would certainly help me decide which way I should cast the support of Syracuse.” He lifted the goblet and took a long, deep swallow, the red wine spilling from both sides of his mouth. 
 
    The envoy bristled. “The roots of loyalty should run deep, not follow the whim of one battle or another when there is an entire war to be fought.” 
 
    Prodded by Damarata, Adranodorus pointed his cup in the direction of Hippocrates. “My friend, please tell this poor uninformed Roman what has been going on in his homeland while he sleeps in Lilybaeum.” 
 
    Many at the table laughed at this, but Hippocrates lowered his eyes momentarily, then allowed a thin smile. “One would have to be an ambassador to the moon to miss what has been going on in Italy. Hannibal is rapidly proving that he is the greatest general the world has ever seen. He demolished the army of Publius Scipio in Trebia within a month of bringing twenty-six thousand men through the Alps. The following spring, at Lake Trasimene, he lured Flaminius into one of the prettiest ambushes you ever saw—another whole army destroyed and hardly a casualty to the Carthaginian side. Then there was Cannae!” He turned to his brother. “What say you, Epicydes? You were there.” 
 
     Epicydes had big teeth that dominated his face when he spoke. “Fifty thousand dead!” he said, all glittering teeth and a mouth full of venison. “The armies of two consuls spread three bodies deep across the battlefield. Enough Roman blood spilled to fill her public baths twice over. It’s only a matter of time before Hannibal will march in triumph through the gates of Porta Latina.” 
 
    Hippocrates’ eyes sparkled. “And it seems you Romans perform some unusual rites after your losses. Correct me if I’m wrong, but wasn’t there a rather extreme supplication to the gods following Cannae?” 
 
    Epicydes took the cue. “They buried a pair of Gauls and a pair of Greeks alive in Rome’s cattle market, hoping to improve their fate.” He laughed in derision. “And they call us barbarians!” 
 
    Hippocrates fixed a firm look at the envoy, then Hieronymus.  “Only a fool would give aid to Rome at this point. Her generals are so afraid of Hannibal all they want to do is play hide and seek.” 
 
    The Roman envoy made no acknowledgement of the brothers’ commentary. “As I said, there is yet an entire war to be fought, your majesty. I advise you to do nothing that would impair our existing treaty. Your kingdom and your people are at risk.” 
 
    This last statement brought a chorus of laughter from the pro-Carthaginian gathering. 
 
    Hieronymus struggled not to laugh himself. “I appreciate your opinion, old man. I will take the matter to my advisors.” 
 
    Adranodorus and Zoippos lifted their cups. Adranodorus grinned. “Be sure we will give it full consideration.” 
 
    By now I was filled with my own anger. I held Hannibal responsible for the loss of my parents and considered Carthage my personal enemy.  
 
    “I have a question for you,” continued the king, still standing on the couch and looking down on the envoy. 
 
    “And that is?” asked the Roman, tense with contempt. 
 
    “Almost a year ago, many months before my grandfather passed away, at the time when it first became known that he was ill, you sent a squadron of fifty ships to our waters. It lingered offshore for a week before turning around and returning to Lilybaeum. I’m wondering why that squadron was here?” 
 
    The envoy nodded that he recalled the incident. “We heard a false report that the king had died. We were concerned that negative elements in Syracuse might take advantage of the situation.” There was some murmuring in the group. The soldier accompanying the envoy let his hand slide down to the handle of his gladius. The envoy spoke directly to Hieronymus. “When we learned that the report was false and that King Hiero was alive, those ships were called back.” 
 
     Hieronymus scowled. “You mean, you doubted that I might be able to conduct business here by myself. That the hand of Rome might be necessary to help me with my decision making.” He looked to the end of the table seeking approval for his performance. “As you can see by this gathering, I don’t need your support or your advice. There was no reason for your ships to be here before, and there’s no reason for you to be here now. I have no more business with Rome and no treaty to review.” 
 
    The soldier stepped up closer to the envoy. The older man, clearly outraged by the insolent youth, summoned all his verve and restraint. “If that is what you wish, your majesty, I can only hope that you will be in a more receptive mood when we come again.” 
 
     “Your reception will be no different than it was today,” said Hieronymus with the stone cold finality of complete inebriation. “There is no reason for you to return.”  
 
    Adranodorus lowered his head to hide his pleasure. 
 
    The ambassador glared at the king as would a father an unruly son. “I don’t think you understand the implications of that reply.” Then the two Romans brusquely turned away from the table and marched in long matching strides out of the hall. 
 
    Silence held two beats, then Hippocrates lifted his cup in the direction of Hieronymus. “Well done, your majesty.”  
 
    Hippocrates dominated the rest of the evening, entertaining the young king with stories of Hannibal’s exploits and Rome’s ineptitude. 
 
    When Archimedes decided it was time to leave, I offered him a hand. Hippocrates rose to meet us. He introduced himself politely to Archimedes. My master gave the Carthaginian no acknowledgement and made to leave without a response. Hippocrates placed his huge hand on Archimedes’ shoulder and introduced himself at a higher volume, but with no loss of manners. Archimedes apologized for his hearing and deigned to hear out the Carthaginian. 
 
    “You have a reputation for working miracles with your machines,” said Hippocrates with a remarkably pleasant smile. “I’m here in Syracuse for a while. I’d enjoy the opportunity to view some of your work.” 
 
    Archimedes reluctantly agreed to a visit, then muttered to himself all the way back to the tower. 
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    The day after King Hieronymus had so unceremoniously dismissed the Roman ambassador, Syracusan envoys sailed for Africa to finalize the terms of alliance with the Carthaginian Senate. The proposal that had tentatively been agreed upon in Syracuse called for Carthage to supply land and sea forces to expel the Romans from Sicily. Once this was completed, the treaty gave the city-state of Syracuse control of all of Sicily east of the Himera River, roughly half the island. Carthage would get the rest. 
 
    Hippocrates and Epicydes remained in Syracuse, steadily increasing their influence over Hieronymus. Much as Adranodorus and Zoippos had, the two Carthaginians drank with the young king and filled his head with ambitions and lust. They talked about the victories gained by Hannibal, his strategies and his courage. They talked about the wartime exploits of Hieronymus’ grandfather Pyrrhus and how that same soldier’s blood was in him. They told Hieronymus his destiny was to eventually rule all of Sicily, just as Pyrrhus had, and that was possible if he listened to their advice. Which the boy did, gradually drawing away from Damarata and his uncles, falling fully into Hannibal’s web.  
 
      
 
    Archimedes had seen enough of the inner workings of Syracusan politics that evening with the new king to understand that war with Rome was now inevitable. He instructed me to store an emergency supply of food in the workshop. I obtained a small cart and over the next month gradually acquired a cupboard full of provisions—wheat, barley, dry beans, pulled venison, and dried fruit. During these trips to town I deliberately steered clear of Moira’s grandfather’s fruit stand and instead focused on the faces in the crowd, hoping to find Adeon. Moira’s sharp words still rang in my ears from the day I had offered to help her, and I couldn’t bring myself to face that kind of rejection again. 
 
    One afternoon while I was out running errands, I heard my name called. 
 
    “Timon,” the voice called out again. 
 
    I turned to look into the crowd behind me. 
 
    “Timon, it’s me!” Moira came running down the street, her black hair flying. “Where have you been? It’s been ages since you’ve come by.” 
 
    “I—I’ve been working,” I stammered, looking into her black eyes and noticing for the first time that she had a light sprinkling of freckles across the top of her cheeks. “After our last encounter, I wasn’t really certain if you wanted to see me again.” 
 
    Moira’s eyes diverted to the ground. When they rose to meet mine, she batted her eyes in a way I thought would surely stop my heart. “I’m sorry, Timon. I was just so upset about what had happened to our fruit that I couldn’t contain myself.” She kicked at the ground with her sandal. “I had no one to lash out at and suddenly there you were.” She looked to the ground again, then gazed into my eyes. “Can you forgive me?” 
 
    I was helpless before her appeal. “Yes,” I heard myself say. “That was a very bad day. I had thought of you as a friend, but after that I wasn’t sure any more.” 
 
    She took my hands in hers. “I understand.” She turned one way and then the other in her girlish way, allowing me to notice how her tunic lay on her body. She was almost as tall as I was, but not as skinny. “Come, you must see,” she suddenly exclaimed. “Our stand is repaired and entirely replenished. The figs are especially sweet.” She took a glance at my cart. “What’s all this?” 
 
    “Things I bought for my master,” I said. 
 
    “You’re a slave?”  
 
    It was something that had never come up in our few encounters. The implications were manifold—and it struck a nerve. “Only because of the war,” I snapped. 
 
    A moment of tension left us staring at each other. Something passed between us—an insight into each other. 
 
    “That’s the same reason I live with my grandfather.” She bit her lower lip. 
 
    Both of us had been orphaned by the war. Neither of us wanted to talk about it. We stood there awkwardly. 
 
    Moira was the first to recover. “So what’s all the stuff?” 
 
    I had no intention of telling anyone what Archimedes had predicted, but I felt a need to share something with her. “There’s a chance we will go to war with Rome,” I whispered. “My master wants extra food in case of difficulties.” 
 
    “Do you think so? Really? War?” she asked anxiously. 
 
    “I’m just following my master’s request. I know nothing more than that.” 
 
    “But no one can get into this city. That’s what everyone says.” 
 
    “Perhaps there’s no danger then.” 
 
    But my words had scared her. She stared at me. 
 
    “Please don’t say anything about this, Moira. It could cause undue panic. Besides there’s every chance my master is wrong,” I added, though I was sure he wasn’t. 
 
    Moira nodded. 
 
    “Are your figs really as good as before?” I asked. 
 
    “Follow me to our stand and you can sample them.” 
 
    “Then you can grab me by the wrist and call me a thief?” 
 
    She and I both laughed. But I couldn’t go. I had a cart full of supplies to take back to the island. We said good-bye and went off in opposite directions. 
 
      
 
    As I climbed the tower stairs, feeling unusually good, I heard the faint sounds of a flute coming down the staircase. The music got louder at each landing. The tune was very simple, but beautiful, lilting and ethereal. It reminded me of the music my father had played on his monochord. 
 
    I entered the workshop expecting to see a musician, but it was Archimedes. He stood at the window, playing a simple pan pipe. I sat down at my desk quietly to listen. 
 
    The music was lovely. I remembered my father telling me that the monochord’s harmonics were based on the ratios of string lengths—one to two, two to three, three to four, and so on. It seemed likely that the flute’s five pipes had been cut to lengths matching those ratios as well. My father had played his monochord as a way to relax in times of stress. I imagined that was the same for Archimedes. 
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    Early one morning, when the sun was just four or five diameters above the horizon, Archimedes asked me to light an oil lamp and close the window shutters. He also had me draw the wall drapes across the door and the south and north windows, leaving the east window shuttered but not covered by the drapes. A cork, about the diameter of my thumb, had been inserted in the east window’s shutter at the level of my chest. Archimedes pulled out the cork. A beam of direct sunlight came through the hole, projecting a bright circle of light the size of a lemon on the drapes covering the opposite wall. 
 
    Archimedes took a thin sheet of lead from the workbench and fastened it to the shutter so that it covered the hole. The sheet of lead, which was no larger than the sole of my sandal, had a very small hole in it, made with a leather worker’s needle. 
 
    Archimedes blew out the lamp. The workshop became completely dark except for a thin ray of sunlight that cut across the room. A dot of light, smaller than an olive, appeared on the west wall. The motes of dust in the air were all that allowed us to see the faint ray of light. 
 
    Archimedes was only a vague shadow in the darkness. He inspected the hole where the sunlight came in, then walked the length of the ray to the dot of light on the drape. Seemingly satisfied, he returned to the window. “This, Timon, is where geometry begins—a point.” He placed his index finger over the hole in the sheet of lead, making the room entirely dark. “And a perfectly straight ray.” He removed his finger, allowing the narrow streak of light to slice across the room once more. “These are the physical embodiments of our geometric ideals—and fundamental to the study of optics.” 
 
    Archimedes took a handful of flour from one of the sacks in our cupboard, stood at a location midway along the ray, and clapped his hands together. The flour particles turned the faintly visible ray of light into a white line cutting through the darkness. He got up close to the ray and used the crystal lens to examine it. Then he ran his hand along the ray without touching it—as if it were something hot. 
 
    Archimedes took a flat piece of polished bronze from the workbench. Using the metal plate as a mirror, he deflected the beam of light around the room, as if it were a plaything, something he could inspect and explore, much as he had with the candles and the wooden partition. 
 
    “Watch the angles of reflection, Timon.” He turned the bronze plate slightly one way then the other. Because of the flour, the bent ray of light looked as if it had been drawn in the air. “The laws of optics derive from the laws of geometry,” he said. “This is what our work will be about in the coming months.” 
 
    That he said our work meant a lot to me. He truly did consider me something more than a slave. 
 
    Eventually the sun rose high enough in the sky that it no longer shone directly through the hole in the shutter, and there was no ray of light that streaked across the room. But the hole itself was still visible as a spot of light, and some indirect sunlight did filter into the room. 
 
    Archimedes got up close to the shutter and used the crystal lens to examine the hole where this diffuse sunlight came through. After a moment he turned to me. “There is something unique about passing light through a small hole. It tends to focus the light in some way. Aristotle spoke of this effect, and if I’m not mistaken, we should be able to observe it here. Get the canvas screen and go to the middle of the room.” 
 
    I took the screen from the workbench and went to the middle of the room. 
 
    Archimedes stood beside the hole in the shutter. “Hold the screen up in front of you at the level of the hole and walk straight toward it, very slowly.” 
 
    I held the white screen at my chest. Immediately I noticed shadowed streaks of light on the canvas. As I moved closer, the streaks grew brighter and seemed to move across the screen in wide angles. When I was five feet from Archimedes, he told me to stop. 
 
    “Hold the screen still. Right there.” He came up close to me. “There’s something here on the screen, Timon.” He inspected the screen with the lens. “But my eyes aren’t good enough to see it, even with the lens. Let me hold it.” 
 
    We exchanged positions, and he took the screen. 
 
    “What do you see, Timon?” 
 
    There was more than just white light on the screen. It took me a moment to decipher it, but I was looking at an image. A moving image! “I see clouds and the sea. And buildings. That are upside down!”  
 
     “Yes, yes,” said Archimedes excitedly. 
 
     “What is this? Where does this picture come from?” 
 
    “It’s coming through the hole. Somehow the tiny hole reconstructs the light into whatever is on the other side. Open the shutter. Look for yourself.” 
 
    I cracked open the shutter to peer outside. “That’s just what I saw,” I said, “but it’s reversed top to bottom and right to left.” 
 
    “Much as we saw with the candles.” 
 
    “Is this magic?” I asked in awe. 
 
    “No, it’s a natural effect. It’s optics. Close the shutter and tell me what you see as I come closer to the window.” 
 
    With each step he took toward the window, the image got smaller and clearer. “I can see people in the distance walking. I can see the roof of the Temple of Apollo. Every detail. All the color.” I could barely believe what I was seeing. 
 
    At a very close distance, the image blurred. Closer still, it couldn’t be seen at all. 
 
    Archimedes gave the screen to me and asked me to move back from the window to a position where I thought the image was at its optimum in size and clarity. 
 
    I did this as best I could. 
 
    “Now stay there, and hold still.” Archimedes placed the lens over the tiny hole. “Does that change the image?” he asked. 
 
    I had to hold the screen off to one side to look at it. “No, it makes it blurry.” 
 
    He moved the lens a short distance from the hole. “How’s that?” 
 
    “Better—and no longer upside down!” 
 
    “Yes, yes, I wondered about that.” 
 
    Archimedes continued to move the lens, forward and back, gradually bringing greater focus to the image. 
 
    “Right there!” I cried out. “That’s as clear as if it were painted on the canvas.” 
 
    “Yes, even I can see it!” Archimedes exclaimed. “Little by little, Timon, I think we will learn how this works. Somehow the tiny hole aligns and reverses the rays of light. Adding the lens does the same, increasing the clarity and flipping the image right-side up.” 
 
    “But how does it make a picture?” 
 
    “I’m not sure,” said Archimedes, “but I believe the geometry will tell us.” 
 
    Archimedes made me promise not to say anything about what we had done, then told me to pull back the drapes and open the shutters. By the time I was done, he was staring out the east window deep in thought. It seemed the demonstration had sparked an idea in him. He didn’t tell me what it was, but he was so preoccupied with the thought that he didn’t say another word to me the rest of the day. 
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    Two days later Archimedes asked me to deliver a letter to the courier and to take a set of drawings to Orestes the woodworker. The first errand would take me to the palace and the second would take me out of Achradina. It meant a chance to stop by the market to see Moira. 
 
    The letter was to Diocles of Arcadia. I had finished copying it that morning. I didn’t understand all of it, but it contained descriptions of our experiments with the beam of light and some questions about conic sections. Archimedes had entered into a flurry of letter writing since Hiero’s death. It seemed there were several geometric problems he felt great pressure to solve and share with his friends before the war came to Syracuse. Copying these letters was tedious, but it greatly increased my understanding of the work I was doing with Archimedes. 
 
    As I left the tower on my way to the courier, I saw Plato across the yard, hunkered down on all fours. Except for the twitching of his tail, he was completely still and appeared to be staring at something. I went over to see what it was. 
 
    As I got close, Plato glanced at me over his shoulder, as if I were interrupting, then returned to staring at a small rose bush a foot or so in front of him. I knelt down beside him to see what he was looking at. Within the branches of the rose bush was a mouse, watching Plato as intently as Plato was watching it. 
 
    After a moment, I concluded that Plato must have been chasing the mouse, and that the rodent had sought protection from the cat among the thorns of the rose bush. And it was working. Plato could not get at the mouse with his teeth or his claws. 
 
    I’d never seen such a thing and knelt there watching for quite a while, thinking how funny it was. The mouse made two forays from the bush, but Plato blocked its escape immediately both times, sending the mouse scurrying right back into the sanctuary of thorns. When I finally did leave to run my errand, I knew that the cat’s patience would outlast the mouse’s, and that the mouse would eventually be Plato’s  meal.  
 
      
 
    I went to the palace courier first, then headed north on Via Intermuralis, up onto the plateau to the woodworking shop. When I gave the drawings to Orestes, I mentioned that I occasionally worked with his wife. He smiled and said he knew. Cales was there and for the first time I was properly introduced to Lavinia’s son. 
 
    From the woodshop I went directly to the market. I was excited, but also anxious. As much as I wanted to see Moira, she’d proven unpredictable. She also knew now that I was a slave, and I didn’t really know what that might mean to her. I skipped and dodged through the crowd until I got close. Then I slowed down, not wanting to give away how eager I was to see her. 
 
    Both Moira and her grandfather were helping customers when I walked up. Moira finished with her sale first. As the customer turned away, I sputtered out, “How—how are your dried figs?” 
 
    Moira broke into a big smile, causing me to stare down at my feet. 
 
    “What? Are your sandals too tight?” she teased. 
 
    “No,” I replied, finally looking up at her. “I, uh—” 
 
    Moira broke into laughter. “Timon, you’re funny. Would you like a few figs? Or did you come just to see me?” 
 
    “Both,” I blurted out. “Two coppers worth.” 
 
    She laughed again. “Two coppers worth of me won’t get you much,” she said with a sly smile that was miles beyond me. “But it will get you thirty figs.” 
 
    “That would be perfect.” 
 
    She counted out thirty figs in a way that let many more fall into my hands. I put them in my pocket and was suddenly stuck. I wanted to stay and talk to her, but there were other customers and I didn’t want to be a nuisance. 
 
    Moira was way ahead of me. She lowered her voice. “Do you know where the auctions take place?”  
 
    All too familiar with the spot, I nodded.  
 
    “Wait for me there,” she whispered, then turned to the next customer. 
 
    Despite my one horrible memory of the place, I went to the wooden platform on the west edge of the market. There was no auction that day, so I sat down on a nearby bench and ate three figs as slowly as I could. Quite a long time passed. I grew impatient and a little angry. I didn’t want to leave, but I also couldn’t wait all day. I’m sure my head was down, staring at my toes, when something small struck me on the shoulder. I looked up, but didn’t see anything. Then something landed in my lap. It was a fig. I stood up and Moira jumped out from behind the platform, laughing. 
 
    “I had you, Timon! I had you!” 
 
    I was so glad to see her I didn’t care if the joke was on me, and I laughed just as hard as she did. 
 
    “Sorry I took so long,” she said. “My grandfather keeps a close eye on me. I had to make up a reason to leave.” 
 
    “What did you tell him?” 
 
    “Nature was calling.” 
 
    It took me a second, then the two of us were laughing again. 
 
    “Catch me,” she said, taking off at a run. 
 
    “What?” I called after her with no choice but to chase her. 
 
    We ran through the market, just being silly, playing hide and seek, and gawking at the various things people had for sale. It was fun and exhilarating and just the kind of nonsense I needed.  
 
    But as suddenly as it had started, it was over. Moira said she’d run out of time. She took off at a run back to her grandfather’s stand. It was all I could do not to run after her. But I needed to hurry also. I jogged in ecstasy down Via Intermuralis to the Achradina gate. I showed my note from Archimedes to the guards and was soon skipping up the stairs of the tower. I hadn’t had such an exhilarating day since being taken from Croton. But more importantly, I had a friend!  
 
      
 
    When I entered the workshop, Archimedes was using his lens as a magnifying glass to help him write a letter. There was a letter on my desk to be copied—and something else. Four small rodent feet were arranged in a pile on top of the letter. I looked up and there was Plato, napping on the south window sill with his front paws curled beneath his chest. He opened his eyes halfway to meet my gaze, then closed them again to settle back into his nap. 
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    Finally the grief of losing my parents and the trauma of my kidnapping were giving way to the passage of time. I still wanted very much to find Adeon, but since meeting Moira it didn’t seem quite as urgent. More importantly, I had begun to feel good about myself. 
 
    The threat of war, however, seemed to build day by day. A second Roman emissary from Lilybaeum came to Syracuse. The king refused him an audience, infuriating the Roman Senate and increasing tensions in Sicily. There seemed little doubt we were headed for trouble. 
 
    Then, against all reason, Hieronymus demanded a change in the original agreement he had made with Carthage. He didn’t want just the eastern half of Sicily; he wanted the entire island. It had once been Pyrrhus’ kingdom—was that not his destiny also? Again, against all reason, Carthage accepted this request. It seemed impossible that they could do this in good faith, but the Carthaginian Senate was fully aware of who was advising Hieronymus. The boy was being played like a lyre. Each string plucked was a step deeper into the Punic trap. 
 
    Rome soon learned of this new arrangement. Worried this could lead to attacks on Roman settlements in Sicily, the Roman Senate sent another envoy to Syracuse. The day the envoy arrived, Hieronymus, in a rare moment of sobriety, called for a meeting of the city council—the first since his coronation. Several of the council magistrates advised reconciliation with Rome. Adranodorus alone spoke in support of maintaining the alliance with Carthage. Hieronymus made no commitment to either, but drank that night with the two Carthaginian brothers. They promised him support from Carthage should a conflict arise and reassured him that Carthage would win its war with Rome. 
 
    The next day Hieronymus returned to his insulting ways. He told the envoy he would abide by the agreement his grandfather had made only if Rome would return all the tributes Syracuse had paid since the treaty was first signed fifty years ago. Rome considered this a declaration of war. 
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    A few weeks after Archimedes had performed the demonstration with the beam of light, he gave me the two wooden forms that Orestes had made. One was a hemisphere; the other was a flatter, parabolic shape. I was assigned the task of making two concave bronze mirrors using these forms. It was a complicated process that began with building sand molds from the forms, followed by the melting and pouring of bronze into those molds, and ultimately a long period of polishing the interior surfaces to make them reflect. 
 
    I had never worked with bronze before. Archimedes usually gave his work orders to the best craftsmen in the city, but he didn’t want these mirrors seen outside his workshop. He told me to do the best job I could. “I know this work is new to you, Timon. Take your time. I will advise you. These are prototypes. I don’t expect them to be perfect. They only need to roughly demonstrate what I hope to prove with geometry.” Then he added what had now become a recurring stipulation. “You are not to speak of this work to anyone.” 
 
      
 
    Three days later I was packing oiled sand into a wooden box to build a mold for the hemispherical form. Archimedes sat at his desk, painstakingly scratching out a proof on a piece of papyrus with the aid of the crystal lens. At the far end of the workbench, Plato sat with his ears pointed straight outwards, making him look like an owl. Suddenly his ears stood straight up. He jumped from the table and disappeared into the collection of tools and machines that cluttered the floor. 
 
    A moment later I heard the footsteps of a single individual slowly climbing up the stairs. I called to Archimedes so that he might put his lens away. He paid no attention. We rarely had visitors. Laius came by no more than once a month. Tacitus Maso, captain of the garrison, had checked in only twice during all the time that I had been there. Could it be someone from the kitchen staff? They had never come to the workshop before. I quickly went to Archimedes and touched his shoulder. 
 
    “There’s someone coming, sir.” 
 
    He immediately put the lens away, then returned to his work as if he didn’t need the visual aid. 
 
    The footsteps reached the landing. A firm knock rattled the door. I looked to Archimedes. He paid it no mind. The knock came again. I got up and opened the door. Hippocrates stood on the landing, wearing a black leather cuirass and matching kilt. His eyes sparkled as if he recognized me from the birthday party, now more than a month past. “I’ve come to see Archimedes. Would you announce me to your master?” 
 
    The Carthaginian was a large, imposing man, probably not yet forty years old. As I crossed the chamber, he walked into the room. I dutifully tapped Archimedes on the shoulder, knowing full well he was aware of our visitor, then spoke into his ear. “Hippocrates has come to see you, sir.” 
 
    Hippocrates was inspecting the apparatus around the room. He gave the terrella a quarter turn and smiled. He picked up a compound pulley from the workbench, then approached Archimedes, who stood. 
 
    The mathematician spoke in his deep sonorous voice. “I have forgotten many things, Hippocrates, but I do remember your saying you’d like to visit.” 
 
    Hippocrates nodded. “I have admired your work, Archimedes, since I was a boy. I lived in Syracuse when I was very young. I was there when you demonstrated the value of compound pulleys”—he lifted the one in his hand—“by towing a fully loaded warship from the water by yourself.” 
 
    Hippocrates was extremely articulate. You could feel his intelligence and culture. The Romans called the Carthaginians barbarians, but Hannibal was not a barbarian, and neither was Hippocrates. 
 
    “That’s very kind of you,” replied Archimedes, clearly uneasy despite the man’s impeccable manners. “I thought that had been forgotten.” 
 
    “I will never forget it,” said Hippocrates. He crossed the room to the terrella. “May I?” 
 
    Archimedes nodded. 
 
    Hippocrates gave the large globe a full turn. Then another. He faced Archimedes. “The motion of the planets?” 
 
    “There aren’t many men who could make that connection, Hippocrates. Is it something you think about?” 
 
    “Only for navigation. No grand philosophy.” 
 
    I had learned from Laius that Hippocrates’ great grandfather had been exiled from Syracuse seventy years earlier for murdering Agatharchus, son of then King of Syracuse, Agathocles. Now it seemed that the great grandson was playing the same game of royal politics. 
 
    Hippocrates noticed the hemispherical form on the table beside the wooden box I had packed with sand. Archimedes gave me a look. 
 
    Hippocrates picked up the form. “What have we here? Something new?” 
 
     “Something old, I’m afraid,” lied Archimedes. “A toy that my slave is making to amuse the king.” 
 
    Hippocrates put it down. “Adranodorus told me that you were once the chief engineer in Syracuse. And that you did the outfitting of the battlements throughout the city. He said you built catapults and other war machines. One day I would like to take a tour of the fortifications with you.” He paused to glance at the diagram on Archimedes’ desk. “I can see that you are busy now. Would you mind if I came back another time to review the city’s defenses?” 
 
    Archimedes had no choice. He said that would be fine. Hippocrates stayed a while longer, quietly looking at all the things in the room, clearly trying not to disturb Archimedes, who had gone back to his proof. Then the Carthaginian walked out. 
 
    What could have been explosive had turned into nothing. 
 
    I think I was as surprised as Archimedes. Hippocrates had been friendly and polite. Like his introduction after the birthday dinner, he was all manners. But there was no mistaking it. The visit wasn’t innocent admiration of Archimedes. Nor was it simple curiosity. He was working on Archimedes just as carefully as Hannibal worked on the leaders of the cities he hoped to bring over to the Carthaginian side. Hippocrates knew that Archimedes could be useful to Carthage and was deliberately courting his favor. 
 
    Despite Hippocrates’ manners, Archimedes seemed disturbed by the visit, particularly the request to review the city’s defenses. Once the Carthaginian had left, Archimedes quit work on the proof. He paced and muttered to himself the rest of the morning. All signs pointed to a conflict by spring. Sicily would become yet another front in the war with Hannibal. 
 
    And it wasn’t just Archimedes who was worried. War was on the lips of everyone in Syracuse and anyone within sight of the city walls. Though I had no real affinity to Rome, my experience in Croton set me hard against Hannibal and the Carthaginian cause. Hippocrates embodied all that had destroyed my life, and now it seemed my master was about to become one of his strongest assets. 
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    A few days after Hippocrates’ visit, I went down to the pantry before the evening meal. I recognized Eurydice’s stutter before I reached the bottom of the stairs. None of us had seen Eurydice since she’d told us of her pregnancy, but she had just arrived with three other slaves to help with dinner and deliver a special meal for Archimedes. Her surprise appearance brought everyone to life. The central feature of the reunion was Eurydice’s belly. It had grown, and she looked much happier than when we’d last seen her. 
 
    Lavinia held Eurydice at arm’s length and looked her up and down. “There was some doubt when we last saw you, but not anymore.” You would have thought Eurydice was her daughter the way she beamed with pride. 
 
    “What do you plan to do with it?” asked Agathe. “Poke out its eyes and leave it outside?” 
 
    Lavinia puffed up. Even with her speech impediment Eurydice spoke before the pastry chef had the chance. “N—n—no, A—A—Agathe,” she stuttered as badly as ever. “I—I  wa—wa—want to raise this ch—ch—child.” 
 
    Hektor put his hand over his mouth so he wouldn’t say something awful. His heart had been broken by the tragic fate of this lovely young woman, who struggled so badly to speak that it was difficult for him to watch. 
 
    Lavinia turned to Hektor. “Turn away, Hektor. You too, Timon. I want to see this belly. I’ll tell you if it’s a boy or a girl.” 
 
    Hektor reluctantly turned his back. I did the same. The oohs from the women made it clear when Eurydice’s garment had been lifted. I could only imagine Lavinia stroking her hand across Eurydice’s stomach, somehow trying to divine the baby’s gender. 
 
    “A boy! Yes, that’s what it will be,” Lavinia exclaimed. Hektor and I turned around just as Eurydice covered herself. 
 
    “All the more valuable to the king,” Agathe said, her eyes narrow. 
 
    “Arggggh, this makes me sick,” Hector snarled. He stomped out of the room and up the stairs. 
 
    Eurydice started to cry. Lavinia wrapped her arms around her. Agathe prodded me with the tray of food that Eurydice had brought. “Take this and go.” 
 
    I gladly left. I ran into Hektor on the ground floor. He spat as I walked by. “The son of a monster,” he muttered. “That’s what it’s going to be. The son of a monster.” 
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    Beyond Archimedes’ interest in pure mathematics and geometry, the activities in the workshop were focused on two projects. I was making two bronze mirrors, and Archimedes was teaching himself to cast glass beads. 
 
    The capacity for transparent media to bend light was long known—who hadn’t extended a stick into a shallow pool and seen it bend? Like Archimedes’ crystal lens, a bead of molten glass had tremendous magnifying power. It was not as easy to use as the round lens, but small things could be seen with increased clarity and detail through a well-made transparent bead. Exploring these physical concepts, which seemed like magic to me, occupied Archimedes in his later years nearly as much as the solving of complex geometric proofs. 
 
    Surely part of this drive was his failing vision. He was a man of detail who could no longer see anything up close. He wanted to use the tools of geometry and mathematics to design a lens that would allow him to see. Unfortunately, with his advancing age, the closer he got to a solution the more he needed my assistance. 
 
    The workshop had a large walk-in hearth on the north wall. Archimedes had built a small, highly efficient furnace inside the hearth. Though the winters in Sicily were mild, Archimedes did get cold at times, and the furnace allowed me to build small fires to keep the workshop warm. It was also equipped with a bellows and could get as hot as any blacksmith’s fire when the wood was properly cured and I really worked the bellows. Archimedes used this furnace to melt bronze for small casting projects—like tiny gears or the mirrors I was making. Now he was using it to melt silicates, adding magnesium and lime to make clear glass. 
 
    Glass making was an ancient art. Glass artisans kept their formulas secret, particularly for clear glass, and Archimedes was no exception. He had learned to make glass from the masters in Alexandria when studying at the library. Now he began to apply what he’d learned to vision. He was already using the crystal lens to help with writing and detail work, but it was awkward and imperfect. This inspired him to try his hand at crafting clear glass beads. He followed his special recipe, then pulled out threads of molten glass and twisted them into irregular spheres. It was difficult for him because of his vision. I often helped. There was a great deal of trial and error, entailing many hours of work. 
 
    At this same time, I had begun the final polishing of the bronze mirrors. I mixed an extremely fine grade of sand into a wet paste, then used it to buff the surface with a piece of linen. It was hard work, and I did this for hours on end. 
 
    Early one afternoon I presented Archimedes with the two finished mirrors, each with a diameter comparable to that of a muskmelon.  They were the first real pieces of scientific equipment that I had made for Archimedes, and I was anxious for his response. I placed the polished bronze bowls on his workbench. “I believe these are done, master.” 
 
    Archimedes put down the bead he was working on and picked up one of the mirrors. He held it at arm’s length, turning it this way and that. He laid it on the table and ran his finger tips over the polished surface. Then he used the crystal lens to inspect it as closely as possible. When he had completed this process with both mirrors, he stood, and with no comment on the work, took them across the room to a patch of sunlight coming in through the tower’s south window.  
 
     “I want you to observe this closely, Timon,” he said. “The pattern of light should tell us how accurately you’ve reproduced these curves.” 
 
    He began with the hemispherical mirror. Kneeling down, he positioned it in the sunlight so that the light reflected from the concave surface created a patch of light on the floor—like any reflection of sunlight off a bright object. I knelt down beside him to get a closer look. As he turned the mirror in the sunlight, changing the shape of the patch of light, Plato appeared out of the shadows. He sat beside me watching the spot of light dodge and dart around like a moth. 
 
    Archimedes asked me to get a piece of firewood and to put it on the floor. He moved the bronze mirror forward and backward, aiming the reflected light at the piece of wood, trying to bring the patch of light to as small a diameter as he could, just as he had with the crystal lens. The spherical mirror was not very good at this. The best Archimedes could do was an imperfect disk of reflected light about the size of a lemon, not nearly small enough to burn the wood. 
 
     “Notice, Timon,” he said. “I can’t bring the sunlight to a sharp enough point to concentrate the heat. This is suggested by Diocles’ geometry. He says a parabolic surface will yield better results. Let’s try the other mirror.” 
 
    He put the spherical mirror down and picked up the significantly flatter parabolic mirror. Again he caught the sunlight in the glistening bowl of bronze and aimed it at the piece of wood lying on the floor. As he had before, he turned the piece of bronze slightly this way and that, trying to concentrate the light into as small a spot as he could. Gradually he was able to draw this patch of light into a tiny point with a slight flare off to one side. Suddenly smoke began to rise. I could smell the wood kindling—then a flame arose. “Do you see that, Timon? It does focus the light, but imperfectly. That little flare off to one side is the telltale. The light should come to a sharp point. Your mirror is quite a good first attempt, but it needs refinement.” Archimedes turned the mirror, moving the point of light along the piece of wood very slowly, leaving a trail of smoke and a line of charred wood in its wake. 
 
    I sat there watching, saying nothing. Plato got up close enough to sniff at the curls of smoke and poke at the spot of light. He quickly pulled his paw back when he felt its heat. 
 
     “There’s a fundamental difference between these two mirrors. One focuses to a point, the other to a disk.” Archimedes stood. “Diocles’ geometry tells us that there is something special about the parabolic curve. We often try to fit our descriptions of physical reality to perfect shapes like circles and spheres. But the world doesn’t seem to behave that way. Natural relationships are more complex, like these second order curves.” 
 
    He paused, pondering what he’d just said, then looked at me. “I don’t want you to say anything to anyone about what you’ve just seen, Timon. I would have preferred not to show you, but you have become my eyes. My work cannot proceed without you. You needed to know how to refine these mirrors. The closer you are to perfect, the tighter that point of light will become. What we see with this first parabolic mirror is almost a point, but not quite. I want you to perfect this mirror using this technique, then make five more just like it.” 
 
    I nodded in awe. 
 
    Though he rarely changed his facial expression and seemed somber and thoughtful all of the time, when he did get excited it showed in his one good eye, the right one. It gleamed now as though the ideas incubating in his head were shining outward. This bright eye of insight and wisdom was eerily matched by the milky white one brooding beside it on the left. It added a mysterious, almost numinous quality to Archimedes’ presence—that was made all the more profound by the magic of his work. 
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    Work with Archimedes could be exciting, but for the most part my tasks were highly repetitive. The polishing of the mirrors and the rewriting of his letters was good work, but it was tedious. My social life, if you could call it that, was limited to trips to the kitchen and running errands in town. The kitchen provided a good diversion, but the trips to town kept me going. 
 
    During one of my trips to the market, toward the end of my first year in Syracuse, Moira asked me to wait for her at the auction stage. She would make up an excuse to tell her grandfather and be there as soon as possible. 
 
    The few times we had done this, we had just walked around the market, laughing at almost anything. We were young. She was thirteen. I had just turned fourteen. But this time when Moira arrived at the stage out of breath from running, she announced, “I need to show you something.” 
 
    “I don’t have much time,” I said.  
 
    “Then we’ll have to hurry. Come on!” She grabbed my hand and pulled me up from where I sat. We took off at a run, headed east across town through alleys and side streets to the Hexapylon at the north end of Via Intermuralis. 
 
     “Are you afraid of the dark?” Moira asked, slowing to a walk. Both of us were breathing hard. 
 
    “Not so much,” I said, thinking it a strange question to ask in the middle of the day. We were very close to where Achradina’s west wall met the city’s northern perimeter. There were no shops or houses, and at that moment, no other people. 
 
    Moira dropped to one knee. “Look here.” There was an iron grate in the street. I knelt down beside her and peered into the hole covered by the grate. It was dark except for a hatched patch of sunlight on the floor below. 
 
    “What is this?” I asked. 
 
    She was one step ahead of me. “I’ll take you down there to see.” 
 
    “Why? What’s down there?” But she was already headed over to a cutout in the perimeter wall. 
 
    I followed her into the little alcove. She was kneeling on the ground. “I found this opening last year.” She used her fingers to lift a stone that was set into the pavement. “Help me with this.” 
 
    I took hold of the stone from the opposite side. We lifted it up and pushed it out of the way. At first all I saw was a dark hole, but as my eyes adjusted, I could see that this was part of the same subterranean chamber we’d viewed through the grate. 
 
    “What is this?” I asked again. 
 
    “I’ll show you.” 
 
    I looked on in disbelief as she lowered herself into the narrow opening feet first. “You’re really going down there?” 
 
    “It’s easy. There’s a ladder.” 
 
    “You sure?” 
 
    “I’ve been down here three times before. It leads to a tunnel. I think it connects to others that extend beneath the entire plateau.” With that she disappeared into the hole. 
 
    What choice did I have? I followed her down the ladder twenty feet to the floor of the chamber. We stood in the rectangle of light coming in from the opening above. Off in the distance, I saw light coming through the grate we’d looked through from the street. Farther south, beneath Via Intermuralis, I could see light from another grate and beyond that, another. Otherwise it was damp and cool—and smelled musky. “What are these tunnels?” I wasn’t particularly happy to be down there. 
 
    Moira laughed. “I don’t really know. I think they’re very old. I’ve never seen anyone else down here.  Let’s go down to that first patch of light. You can get a better sense of them from there.” 
 
    She started off in that direction. I hesitated, then hurried after her, unnerved by the vast extent of darkness. Then I saw her silhouette beneath the first grate. I started to run, but tripped and fell. The tunnel floor was wet and sticky. 
 
    Just as I reached the patch of light, Moira took off again. 
 
    “Now to the second one,” she shouted. 
 
    “Wait,” I called after her, but it was too late. I hurried after her again, catching her at the second patch of light. 
 
    “I’ve never been farther in than here,” she said excitedly. The next grate was a much longer distance away. “Let’s go one more.” She gripped my hand tightly, leading me deeper into the chamber. 
 
    “What if it suddenly gets dark outside?” I asked as she tugged me along. “We won’t be able to see at all?” 
 
    Moira just pulled me ahead, all the way to the third grate. The street was busier there and we could hear the voices of people above. 
 
    Our faces were illuminated by the daylight coming in from the grate. We were very close together and still held hands. “This is pretty amazing, isn’t it?” she asked. 
 
    It was exciting, but I was frightened too. “Yes,” was my reluctant reply.  
 
    “Let’s go one more, Timon,” she said letting go of my hand. 
 
    “One more?” 
 
    But she was gone. I couldn’t see her at all. I ventured again into the darkness. I went slowly, waiting to see her appear in the next patch of light. It seemed to take forever. When I reached the patch of light, Moira still hadn’t arrived yet. I stood there terrified that I’d get lost or that she was in danger. I was afraid to call out her name. I whispered instead. No answer. She must be playing a game with me. She must be! But time dragged on. I wanted to go back the way we’d come, but I couldn’t leave without her. I called out again, louder. No answer. I finally yelled, “Moira, where are you? Don’t play this game.” 
 
    No answer. 
 
    Now I was really worried. What could have happened to her? I yelled again at the top of my lungs. 
 
    A male voice sounded from somewhere farther south in the tunnel. “Who’s there?” 
 
    I saw a torch coming my way in the distance. The light showed how incredibly long and intricate the system of tunnels was. 
 
    “Who’s there?” came again from the man carrying the torch. 
 
    I ducked out of the light. Someone grabbed my hand, and I cried out. 
 
    “Did I scare you?” whispered Moira, now pulling me back to where we’d entered. “I was beside you in the dark all along.” 
 
    The man was closer now and shouted at us again. “What are you kids doing down here?” 
 
    “Run straight to the patches of light,” whispered Moira. “But avoid them as we get there.” 
 
    The man behind us was running now too, but we were way ahead. When we reached the ladder, Moira went up first. I hurried up after her. The man must have seen us climbing. He shouted at us, but we were already out on the street. We slid the stone back over the hole and ran down Via Intermuralis without looking back. We didn’t stop until we were off the plateau and outside the Achradina gate. 
 
    We were out of breath and gasping. Moira glistened with sweat. She pushed her hair back behind her ears. “Well, was that fun or what?” Her dark eyes sparkled. 
 
    “Scary is what it was,” I said. “What if that man had caught us? And why did you disappear like that?” 
 
    “For fun,” she laughed. “What’s more fun than a thrill?” 
 
    I looked at her, still annoyed, but now that the risk was over, I found myself enchanted by her adventurous spirit. “Nothing,” I admitted, giving in to laugher also. 
 
    “I need to hurry back,” she said. “I’m really late.” 
 
    “I am too.” I looked to the gate. “This is the way I go.” 
 
    “You live in Achradina?” she asked. 
 
    “On the island,” I said. “In the tower.” 
 
    “Really? Can you take me there one day?” 
 
    “Maybe,” I said, knowing it would be next to impossible. 
 
    My hesitation made her laugh again. “Timon, you’re a funny one.” She leaned into me and kissed me lightly on the cheek. Then took off at a run down the street. 
 
    My feet didn’t touch the ground all the way back to Ortygia. 
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    I was late getting down to the kitchen that evening. The place was so busy no one noticed my arrival. One after another, five female slaves hefted platters laden with bowls of stew from the counter and headed to the barrack mess. Archimedes’ tray of food hadn’t been prepared. Agathe was standing over a cauldron ladling out bowls of stew that smelled heavily of mutton. 
 
    I approached Agathe. “Is there a tray for Archimedes?” 
 
    She turned on me angrily. “Can’t you see I’m busy? That old man can wait. These soldiers won’t.” She put one hand on her hip and waved the ladle menacingly with the other. “And since when do slaves tell me what to do?” 
 
     “I wasn’t telling you…” 
 
    “You’ll have to wait your turn,” she said abruptly. “And that could be awhile.” 
 
    I was in such a good mood I just smiled and nodded. 
 
    Hektor looked our way. “Just slop him a bowl of what you’re giving the soldiers, Agathe. Hieronymus has no more idea who Archimedes is than you do. I’m surprised meals for the old man come at all.” 
 
    Lavinia looked up from the dough she was rolling out for pie crusts. “The reason those meals come over from the kitchen has nothing to do with the king and everything to do with the women cooking them. I don’t have the slightest idea who the bearded fellow in the tower is, but I have no problem with Timon getting something special.” 
 
    Hektor looked at me with a grin and winked. “So, Lavinia, you’re saying the slave is more important than the master.” 
 
    Lavinia ignored the comment, but Hektor’s full attention was on me. He came up close and gave me a lopsided grin. “Timon, you look like you just ate a mouse.” 
 
    “What do you mean?” I flushed, knowing exactly what he meant. 
 
    His eyes narrowed and his grin curled to the left. He leaned over so he was looking at me eye to eye. “You got a girl?” 
 
    The odor of garlic and stale wine nearly made me gag. I looked away and scuffed at the ground with my right foot. 
 
    “You get laid?” 
 
    “Better than that,” I replied with a big goofy smile. “I got a kiss.” 
 
    Hektor rolled his eyes. “Get back to me when I can smell her on your fingers.” 
 
    I wasn’t entirely certain what he meant.  
 
    Agathe came to my rescue with a tray. “Here, take this. Now get out of here.” 
 
    It all bounced off me like flowers. I was in love. 
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    I stood at the workbench, buffing the second of the five concave mirrors Archimedes had requested. Archimedes used a compass to draw a circle on a piece of papyrus. Plato, lounging on the east windowsill, suddenly stood up. There was a knock on the door. Before I could put aside the mirror, Laius came into the chamber. He hadn’t been to our workshop since the death of Thraso. He looked even worse than then. 
 
    He went straight to Archimedes’ desk. 
 
    Archimedes looked up, the baggage of age beneath his eyes. “Laius.” He smiled weakly. “Don’t worry, I’m not expecting good news.” 
 
    Laius sighed. “And I don’t have any. I’m saying good-bye.” 
 
    “Good-bye? What has happened, my friend?” 
 
    Laius shook his head. “Hieronymus has given two thousand men each to Hippocrates and his brother Epicydes. They are leaving tomorrow to clear the nearby towns of Roman garrisons. Soon after, the king will be taking a larger force to Leontini. This is nothing less than war with Rome.”  
 
    Laius walked over to the hearth. He placed his hand on the mantle and leaned forward so his head rested on his forearm in a pose of utter exasperation. “It’s lunacy, Archimedes. This whole city has gone insane, and Hippocrates is at the center of it, invisibly orchestrating everything.” He stared into the hearth for some time.  
 
    “It’s not safe here for me anymore,” he said finally, dropping his hand from the mantle and turning to face Archimedes. “I’m taking my family to Corinth. I have a house there. You are welcome to come with us. But it would have to be done in secret—and soon.” He looked at me. “Timon would also be welcome.” 
 
    I thought first of my safety, then of Moira, and then of Adeon. 
 
    “Your offer is much appreciated,” replied Archimedes. “But no. I’m an old man. I cannot waste the time to move, nor am I willing to take a long trip by sea.” 
 
    “But war is certain, Archimedes. Surely you must see that. You will be at the center of it.” 
 
     The mathematician nodded gravely. “I do see that, Laius. And because of my machines, Rome will never take this city by force. There will be a siege followed by a long, painful blockade. And still I intend to stay.” 
 
    “But you will be enabling Carthage and Hannibal!” 
 
    “I will be defending Syracuse.” Archimedes lowered his eyes. “I care not one whit for either Rome or Carthage.” 
 
    Laius came back across the room. “If you came with me, you’d have the freedom to do your work.” 
 
    Archimedes was a man in pain. He had long rejected the Platonic Ideal, but it was something he continued to debate within himself: Did using the numbers or the geometry for material needs vulgarize the science? His applications had led to machines of war. I hadn’t seen them yet, but I knew of them. Didn’t that debase the work? Didn’t that mean Plato was right? These kinds of questions weighed heavily on Archimedes all the time, but for all the anguish they caused him, he seemed to have made up his mind, and he continued the work. I believe he felt that engineering applications were inevitable. He had seen into the potential of mechanized devices and could not resist the temptation of exploring it further. Some part of him might have even wanted the challenge of the coming siege. “No,” he said. “I will stay in Syracuse. It’s my home. I have lived here. I shall die here.” 
 
    Laius gave a sigh of resignation. “No matter who controls Syracuse, I’m sure they will know who you are and recognize your importance. You will be treated well.” He put his hand on Archimedes’ shoulder. “My family and I will be leaving in two days. But I will see you again—after the war is over.” 
 
    Laius turned to me. “Timon, you’ve heard all that I’ve said. I’m sorry you have to remain here. It seems this war is following you. Perhaps it’s following all of us. Good-bye.” 
 
    I bade him farewell, and he was gone. 
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    The morning after Laius’ good-bye, I went down to the pantry barely awake, and nearly stumbled into Lavinia when she greeted me with a cup of hot kykeon. Agathe sat in the shadows on a bag of barley, curled around her own cup, gripping it with two hands. Hektor had skipped the kykeon and was already into the wine. He was counting potatoes and putting them in a sack. He didn’t look up right away. When he did, he gave me a lascivious grin. “Made any progress with the mud wrestler?” 
 
    In the early days, this would have sent me into a slow boil. Now I knew this was Hektor’s way of saying good morning, and in my case, a generous allowance of familiarity with a slave. I could either ignore it, which would lead to more teasing, or reply in some equally puerile manner—which was really what Hektor wanted. 
 
    Before I could respond, a moan came from the stairway to the tunnel. Eurydice, her face as white as milk, pulled herself up the last of the stairs. “My—my water broke. The ba—ba—baby’s coming,” she managed to stutter before slumping to the floor. 
 
     Lavinia was at her side immediately. 
 
    Agathe began giving orders. “Timon, get me some clean linen from the closet. Hektor, get some hot water. There’s a pot out there already over a fire.” 
 
    I piled an armload of linen towels on the big table in the middle of the room. Agathe quickly spread them out. “Now get her up here.” 
 
    Lavinia had Eurydice sitting up when Hektor returned from outside with a steaming pail of water. He put down the pail and helped Lavinia lift Eurydice onto the table. We all crowded around to see how she was. 
 
    “Give me some room.” Agathe spread out her arms, elbows first. “I’ve got a baby to deliver.” 
 
    Eurydice was delirious. “You—you—you are the o—on—only ones I c—c—could trust.” 
 
    Lavinia pushed extra towels beneath Eurydice’s shoulders and head for support. 
 
    “You men, back off,” Agathe demanded. She bent Eurydice’s legs at the knees and threw back her dress. Blood and water had stained her undergarments.   
 
     For once Hektor seemed at a loss. “Do you know what you’re doing, Agathe?” 
 
    “Better than you! Now stand back.” 
 
    Lavinia pulled Eurydice’s dress all the way off, while Agathe removed Eurydice’s undergarments and tossed them aside. I saw the bulge of a bloody head in the nest of Eurydice’s maiden hair. Although Eurydice was a beautiful woman, this was more anatomy than I wanted to see. I quickly looked away.  
 
    “This thing’s happening all of its own,” shouted Agathe. “Bring one of the oil lamps over here. Where’s that water, Hektor?” 
 
    The baby was halfway out by the time I could get the lamp. Agathe attended to the delivery as if she’d done it a hundred times before.  
 
    “Lucky she didn’t lose it in the tunnel,” was Agathe’s dry appraisal as she pulled the baby all the way out, with the bloody umbilical cord trailing back into Eurydice. 
 
    “And it’s a boy!” Lavinia beamed. “Just like I said.” 
 
     Agathe bit the cord free, held the bloody little elf up by his feet, and welcomed him to his new world with a spank. The little boy spit up some brown fluid, took his first breath, and let out a wail. 
 
     Within the dim halo of yellow light, Agathe used the water to clean up the mother and son. She laid Gelo, as she dubbed him, on Eurydice’s chest, then covered the new mother’s legs and abdomen with clean linen. Lavinia piled more towels under Eurydice’s back and shoulders so she could sit up. 
 
    Eurydice was exhausted, but no longer hysterical. The baby lay sprawled on her bare torso. She gently stroked the back of his head. “I—I  was afraid they would ta—ta—take him from me. One—one of the ha—hand—handmaids overheard the king ta—ta—talking. It seems Hier—Hier—Hier—the king g—g—got word that one—one of the maids was pr—pr—preg—with child. He—he—he took no interest in this—I’m sure there was m—m—more than one—un—until he heard that—t—t—that one was about to d—d—deliver. Now he w—w—will want to see the baby.”  
 
    This drew everyone in closer. 
 
    “He wants to know the sex,” said Agathe, eyes agleam. 
 
    “Did he see that you were pregnant?” asked Hektor.  
 
    Eurydice shook her head. “N—no. I d—don’t think so. Bu—but—but all the a—a—atten—attendants kn—know. He—he—he will hear about it.” Her voice rose in pitch. She hugged her newborn tighter and began to cry. “He—he can’t kn—know about this—this ch—ch—child. He—he c—can’t.” 
 
     “Do you think he wants the child for his own?” asked Lavinia.  
 
    “I’d say the king’s likely to kill the little thing if he finds out it’s a boy,” Agathe said darkly. “He’s become so fearful of assassins, he won’t want any heirs at all. Even an illegitimate one.” 
 
    “S—s—so w—wh—what will he—he d—do?” Eurydice sobbed, gripping the baby with both arms. “The—there is n—n—no way to hide him in the sl—sl—slave quarters. I—I—I’m n—n—not even sure what the—they will do w—w—with me now,” she stammered with great effort. “I—I—I can’t g—g—go back there with a—a—a baby. W—wh—what can I do?” 
 
    We all looked to Hektor. We knew he had once been sexually attracted to Eurydice, but since the rape that had transformed into a protective fatherly love. “What if I took the child,” he said suddenly. “What if I took him to my home and cared for him?” 
 
    “And what will your wife think?” demanded Agathe. “That the child is yours!” 
 
    Hektor knew this was true. “Well, we have to hide the baby somewhere.” 
 
    “I will take him,” said Lavinia. “My daughter Dara just lost one of her own. Her breasts are still full with milk. It’s the best place for him.” 
 
    Eurydice let out a long, sad sigh. “B—b—but how w—w—will I e—ever s—s—see him?” 
 
    “We’ll find a way,” said Lavinia, her mind seemingly made up. “Anything will be better than letting that monster on the throne get his hands on him.” 
 
     “Who else knows you came here this morning?” asked Hektor. 
 
    “No—no—no one. B—b—but everyone kn—kn—knew I was due. The—there w—w—will b—be questions.” 
 
    “Say that it was a girl and you left it out to die,” said Agathe. 
 
    “Or it miscarried,” offered Lavinia. 
 
    “Yes, that might work,” followed Agathe. For once, the two women seemed to be hearing each other. 
 
    Eurydice bowed her head and kissed her new son. 
 
    “We’ll make it look like a miscarriage,” continued Agathe. “We’ll use one of the piglets we put aside for dinner and wrap it in the afterbirth. The slaves that come from the palace will never know the difference. But we must quickly hide the child. They’ll be here soon.” 
 
    “But where?” chorused from Lavinia and Hektor. 
 
    “In my room,” I offered caught up in the excitement. “No one will ever look there.” 
 
    Everyone stared at me. Agathe nodded slowly. “That could work, but then you’ll have to watch him this afternoon.” 
 
    “And if you’re discovered, you’ll be in just as much trouble as the rest of us,” warned Hektor. 
 
     I nodded, not really knowing what I was getting myself into. I had never taken care of a baby in my life. 
 
     “After dinner, I’ll sneak him off the island,” said Lavinia. 
 
    Eurydice looked lost and helpless. 
 
    “It will be fine, Eurydice,” said Agathe. “We’ll leave you on the table until the other slaves arrive. We’ll give them a glimpse of the bloody piglet and tell them you miscarried. Then we’ll have one of them take you back to your quarters. You’ll be able to rest there.” 
 
    “B—b—but when c—c—can I see him? H—h—how will I f—f—feed him?” 
 
    Lavinia stroked Eurydice’s forehead, trying to ease her fears. “You’ll have to let that go for now. He’ll be fed and have plenty of love.” 
 
    Agathe wasted no time. She took the baby from Eurydice, swaddled him in a towel, and handed him to me. I waited at the bottom of the stairs as Hektor went up to the ground level and distracted the sentry with conversation. Fearing the baby might cry out at any moment, I quickly hurried up the tower stairs. Before I knew it, I was alone in my room with him. Lavinia came up shortly afterwards with a tray of food for Archimedes. She handed me the tray and stayed in my room while I took it upstairs. 
 
    After dinner Lavinia bundled little Gelo in her clothing and smuggled him off the island without a question asked. 
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    No one seemed to doubt the miscarriage. Eurydice was put to bed in the slave’s quarters and given a short break from her duties. We told the slaves that morning that the baby had been a boy to prevent the need for examining the corpse. This was Hektor’s idea. It was a calculated risk that failed. 
 
    Two days later Archimedes sent me into town with another set of drawings for Orestes. I dropped off the plans and went straight to the market. 
 
    On the way, I heard the gossip. An illegitimate son had been fathered by the king. Some said the child was still alive, others said it was stillborn. One rumor said the king was offering a large reward for information about the child—whether alive or dead. Another said the king was going to have the entire city searched for newborns. 
 
    This last piece of information upset me badly. I wanted to run back to Ortygia and warn Lavinia right away, but I also wanted a chance to see Moira. A week had passed since she’d taken me into the tunnel, and her kiss still burned on my cheek. A light rain began to fall as I entered the market. I saw Moira from a long distance off. She broke into a smile when I approached her stand. 
 
    “Did you hear about the search for the king’s illegitimate son?” she asked right away. 
 
    I felt the blood drain from my face. 
 
    Moira didn’t miss it. “What is it, Timon?” 
 
    I had no intention of saying anything about the baby, but I couldn’t hide how much it was bothering me. Moira came up close and took my two hands in hers. Her grandfather had noticed my arrival and was watching us. 
 
    I looked into her black eyes wanting so badly to kiss her that I thought my toes would curl. Instead I hung my head not knowing what to say. 
 
    “Timon, what is it?” 
 
    I was stuck. She’d seen the impact of her question on me. She knew I knew something, but she didn’t know about my pledge of silence. “I can’t say anything,” I muttered, digging my hole a little deeper. 
 
    She peeked over her shoulder at her grandfather. He was busy with a customer. “You know about the baby?” 
 
    “I’ll be at the stage.” I let go of her hands and turned away before she could ask another question. 
 
    This was the first time I had been the one to suggest a meeting. I didn’t know if Moira would come or if she could even invent an excuse to get away, but I knew she’d seen right through me. I wanted to explain myself, and yet I also wanted to get back to the island to warn Lavinia about what I’d heard. 
 
    When I reached the stage, two soldiers were leading a man onto the platform with his hands shackled behind his back. A crowd quickly gathered. A herald announced that the man was to be flogged as a traitor. He’d spoken out against King Hieronymus’ execution of Thraso. Someone whispered it was the first public flogging in Syracuse since before Hiero II’s reign. 
 
    The soldiers tied the man to a post with his hands up over his head. They ripped the clothing from his back and proceeded to flail him with a leather strap imbedded with metal studs. 
 
    The flogging got ugly quickly. I had never seen such a thing. If I hadn’t been waiting for Moira, I would have left immediately. Instead I stood some distance off, looking in the direction I expected Moira to be coming from. 
 
    Time dragged on one savage lash at a time. On two occasions the man shrieked so loudly I impulsively turned to look at him. The second time the sight was so awful I involuntarily stared, trying to decipher what I was seeing. Long bloody strips of skin hung off his back like loose shreds of clothing. The crowd cheered with each lash, adding to the horror of the awful spectacle. 
 
    Some fifty lashes later, the soldiers carried what looked to be a corpse from the platform. As the crowd dispersed in the warm rain, Moira came out of the throng. Her hair was wet and pushed back from her face. 
 
    “What was that?” she asked. “Why are you so pale?” 
 
    I explained what had just happened without going into the gory red details. She didn’t seem as upset by the flogging as I was, but she also hadn’t witnessed it. 
 
    Feeling sick to my stomach, I sagged onto the bench beside the platform. 
 
    “Do you know where the baby is?” she hushed as she sat down beside me and dropped a handful of figs in my lap. I could see rain drops intermingled with the freckles scattered across the bridge of her nose. She squeezed up close. “It’s a boy, isn’t it?” she asked. 
 
    I put a finger to her lips. “Don’t say another word. I’m pledged to silence.” I imagined myself being flogged for what I knew about Eurydice’s child 
 
    She started to speak. 
 
    I held up my hands. “No more questions. Not a word of this to anyone.” 
 
    She was as serious as I had ever seen her. It allowed me to see beyond the cute imp that she was to the pretty young woman that she would become. 
 
     “Is it a boy?” she asked as though her life—not mine—depended on the answer. 
 
    I squeezed my eyes shut and nodded. 
 
     She took hold of my hand excitedly. 
 
    “Please,” I begged, “not another word.” 
 
    She whispered into my ear. “I’ll bet I can get you to tell me the whole story.” 
 
    I looked at her angrily. “No, you can’t.” Then I thought of the kiss she’d given me and how close her face was to mine now. 
 
    She smiled as though she’d read my mind. “But I respect your pledge,” she said, touching me on the tip of my nose with her index finger, “for now. You can tell me all about it when the danger has passed.” 
 
    I nodded, overcome by her graciousness. We walked back to the market sharing the figs, then parted before reaching her grandfather’s stand.  
 
  
 
  


 
 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    CHAPTER 38 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    I didn’t need to warn Lavinia about the search for the king’s son. When I went down to the pantry that afternoon everyone was already talking about it. Agathe stated her opinion as I came off the last stair. “They’re going to question every young woman in town and send a soldier into every household, looking for any sign of an infant.” 
 
    Hektor saw me standing at the bottom of the staircase. His eyes darkened. “You haven’t said anything, have you, Timon? Somehow the king knows something.” 
 
    “No,” I lied, proving to myself that I had no honor. I had been entrusted with a secret and had blabbed to the first person who’d asked me. Worst of all, it was a girl I wanted to impress. How could I have trusted a wild girl like Moira to keep it to herself? 
 
    Hektor glared at me as though he were reading my mind, then turned away when Lavinia spoke. 
 
    “They will start by questioning the chambermaids. I’m sure of that. If the king is serious, he will interview them himself. Surely he must know where he scattered his seed.”  
 
    Hektor scoffed. “Let’s hope our young king was so drunk he’s lost track of which holes he’s filled.” 
 
    “Let’s hope Eurydice can stand up to a grilling.” Agathe looked right at me. “For our sake as well as hers.” 
 
    With the child hidden at her daughter’s house, Lavinia was the one in the most danger, but Hektor seemed more upset. “Too many of the palace staff know that Eurydice was pregnant. And most of them know she’d been accosted by the king. But only a handful were told about the miscarriage.” He slammed his fist on the counter. “Mark my words, in the end we will be the ones paying for the actions of that monster.” 
 
    Agathe and Hektor were certain the king would kill the infant if he found it. Somehow I felt that I was partly to blame. Looking back, it was unlikely that my few words to Moira would have gotten to the palace or anyone who mattered. At the time, however, I felt like a traitor and a fool for having said anything at all. I imagined soldiers coming into the kitchen and taking all of us to be tortured. That was the reputation our young king had acquired in less than a year on the throne—quick to torture, quick to execute, and quick to mount the chambermaids. 
 
      
 
    I slept little that night. Throughout the next day I expected to hear that Eurydice had confessed or that they had found Gelo. Two days later, we learned that the interrogation of the palace slaves had begun. So far nothing had come out. The whole thing hovered over us, more immediate and more personal than the anxiety generated by the impending war. While I went about my work wondering if I would be implicated, the rest of the kitchen staff assumed their days were numbered.  
 
  
 
  


 
 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    CHAPTER 39 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    A week after the birth, without any notice, Lavinia didn’t come in to work. Hektor didn’t remember her ever missing a day. “If she’s not here, it must be something bad.” 
 
    “Must have something to do with the child,” growled Agathe. 
 
    I suspected the same. 
 
    Hektor shook his head. “I don’t know who I’m more worried about—that baby, Lavinia, or myself. They could be coming for all of us at any moment. And I don’t like the way Hieronymus treats his enemies.” He reached for his cup of kykeon, finished off what was left, and refilled the cup with watered wine. 
 
    We were on edge all day waiting for Lavinia to appear. She never did. I worked that morning and evening to fill in. Hektor drank way too much, and Agathe muttered constantly about Eurydice and little Gelo. She even showed some slight sentiment for Lavinia. Whenever a slave appeared from the palace, Agathe prodded them for gossip. Nothing came up about the baby or Lavinia. Most of the talk was about the war. 
 
    “If she’s not here tomorrow morning, I’ll go to Orestes’ woodshop and see what I can find out,” I volunteered at the end of the day, though I would need a letter from Archimedes to leave Achradina. 
 
    Hektor said he could do it when he went shopping for vegetables. 
 
    It wasn’t necessary. Lavinia was there at the usual dark hour the next morning. But our concerns had been real. Lavinia explained her absence over several cups of kykeon. 
 
    “Two nights ago,” she began, clearly as eager to tell us as we were to hear, “word got around that the king’s guard would be going through the homes in our neighborhood the next day. It wasn’t announced, it just got out. And while everyone was certain this was because of the missing baby, no one really knew for sure.” She paused to sip from her cup. Agathe, Hektor, and I huddled around her, sitting on bags of grain, hanging on her every word.  
 
    “Dara lives with her husband a few blocks from my house in the Tyche district. She came running over after I’d gone to bed and woke me up with the news. She had little Gelo in her arms and was crying. She was certain Gelo’s red hair would be a giveaway. Orestes was still awake. He settled Dara down and came up with a plan.” Lavinia took a deep breath, as if reliving the tension of that night. 
 
    “Dara would take the child home and go about life as usual—as best she could.” Lavinia tilted her head—as though she could never be too sure about her daughter. “Orestes and Cales would go out to scout the neighborhood at daybreak, looking for the king’s guard, trying to determine which house, ours or Dara’s, would get searched first. Orestes figured we could move the baby from one house to the other and back, avoiding the search parties at both ends.” 
 
    “So what happened?” asked Hektor. 
 
    Lavinia shook her head. “Not what we expected.” She grinned at the three of us holding our cups of kykeon, our faces glowing yellow in the otherwise dark basement room. “The king’s guard was out at daybreak. Orestes and Cales were ready, but the guard broke up into four groups, two soldiers to a team, going in four different directions. There was no way Orestes could guess which of the two houses would be searched first, so he decided to wait outside Dara’s house. Cales remained out in the neighborhood, hoping to give his father any kind of advance notice he could. 
 
    “Cales saw two of the soldiers go into Orestes’ woodshop. They searched it and went on. They were still several blocks from Dara’s home, so Cales grabbed his father’s tool bag from the shop and flagged Orestes down in the street. They both went to Dara’s house and hatched a scheme. They would take the tools out of the bag and put Gelo in. Orestes would carry him back to the shop like a load of tools and no one would be the wiser.” 
 
    “And it worked?” pried Hektor. 
 
    “Barely,” exclaimed Lavinia. “Orestes was headed down the street when he spotted a team of guards coming his way. They would pass within a few feet of him. The child had cried out several times already. Twice Orestes had to open the bag to quiet him. There was no telling when this might happen again, but Orestes had no choice. He couldn’t just reverse direction. Then the soldiers passed. Gelo was quiet and all went well. The soldier’s searched Dara’s house and found nothing. But there were some tense moments.” She shook her head. “Has anyone seen Eurydice?” 
 
    “We’ve heard nothing,” said Hektor. “We don’t even know if she’s been questioned.” 
 
    “Then it isn’t over,” said Agathe. 
 
    We looked at each other, knowing she was right. 
 
  
 
  


 
 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    CHAPTER 40 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    The announcement came the next day. I heard it in the pantry before sunrise when the first group of slaves arrived from the palace. King Hieronymus was preparing to leave that afternoon for Leontini with fifteen thousand soldiers. Hippocrates and Epicydes had secured three cities in southeast Sicily in the two weeks they had been gone. Prompted by the success of these men and the flattery of his uncles, Hieronymus was now out to prove himself a warrior king. 
 
    Leontini was twenty-five miles north of Syracuse, protected by a small Roman garrison. With an overwhelming advantage in numbers, the sixteen-year-old king would seize the city and earn his due laurels. This was a flagrant thumbing of his nose at Rome—and signaled imminent trouble for Syracuse, and yet another poor choice by the young regent. But the war be damned. I thought of it as a reprieve. If the king was engaged in war, the search for baby Gelo might be forgotten. 
 
      
 
    Archimedes sent me out that morning to pick up a letter and to retrieve some materials from Orestes. I didn’t have any money to spend, but I rushed across the city to the market anyway. I would visit Moira, then pick up the woodwork. I’d get the letter on my return to Achradina. I was in good spirits for all the reasons the rest of the city was on edge. 
 
    At the guard stations, along Via Intermuralis, in the milling market crowd, everyone was talking about the same thing—King Hieronymus’ first military campaign. Some felt as he must have—that his bloodline made him invincible, that he was a natural born general living out his destiny. Others saw it as I did; he was a spoiled boy playing soldier with an entire city at stake. Some people clowned about it in the streets, waving sticks like swords and wearing their goat skin caps backwards, pretending to be the king. It made for a carnival atmosphere, but behind it all steeped apprehension for a coming war. 
 
    Moira spotted me in the crowd as I hurried down the market aisle to her fruit stand. Her face immediately lit with a smile, and she raced up to me in a way that caught her grandfather’s eye. 
 
    “Moira,” he called out after her, “where are you going? There’s work to do.” 
 
    “I’m not going anywhere, Grandfather. This is my friend, Timon, the fig thief.” She laughed and danced a little jig around me. 
 
    “I’m not a thief,” I said, looking at her grandfather, and then at the frolicking Moira, who seemed so much more fun than anything else in my life. 
 
    “And what do you think, Mr. Thief?” asked Moira. “Our king is going to war.  Isn’t that silly? Why, he’s no older than you are!” 
 
    “Stop, Moira,” her grandfather commanded, “not another word about the king.” 
 
    “You stop, Grandfather.” She put her hands on her hips, playfully angry. “We have a paying customer here. He wants thirty figs.” She attacked my hand with her fingers as though she were going to pry out two copper coins. 
 
    I pulled back, trying to show respect for her grandfather. “I’m sorry, Moira. But I don’t have a single copper today.” 
 
    “Then why are you here?” she teased. 
 
    I blushed. “I was just walking by.” 
 
    The old man turned away to help a customer. Moira laughed. “You weren’t just passing by.” She took a fig from the jar beside the stand. She came up close to give it to me. “Any news about the baby?” she whispered, suddenly serious. 
 
    “Not another word,” I gasped, touching a finger to her mouth. “Not now, not here.” 
 
    Two more people stopped at the stand. Her grandfather became impatient. “Please, Moira, we have customers.” 
 
    She whispered. “Can you meet me at the auction stage in a little while?” 
 
    I had two errands to run, but there was no way I could refuse. “If you hurry, yes.” 
 
      
 
    I waited on the bench beside the auction platform longer than I wanted. I was very anxious by the time Moira came running out of the crowd. She sensed it immediately and took my hand, pulling me to my feet. 
 
    “Where are we going?” I asked. 
 
    “To my favorite place in the world.” 
 
    “How far is it? I’ve got errands to run.” 
 
    “I don’t want to give it away. We’ll go as fast as we can.” 
 
    This was so typical of Moira. I think it was what I loved most about her. No matter what we’d done in the handful of times we’d been on our own, it had always been an adventure—and like today, pressed up against a shortage of time. 
 
    Once we were through the market crowd, we began to jog down Via Intermuralis through Neapolis, all the way to the south gate. I’d never left the city since coming to Syracuse, and I hesitated when Moira started out the gate. “I’m not certain this is a good idea, Moira. Are you sure they’ll let us back in?” 
 
    She thought I was being silly. “My grandfather and I come in and out of this gate all the time. The guards know me. They won’t trouble us.” She grabbed my hand. “Come on, we don’t have much time.” 
 
    Still I resisted. “But where? How far are you thinking of going?” 
 
    She made a face. “It’s best as a surprise. We can be there in no time if we hurry—and back just as soon.” She tugged on my hand and I gave in. 
 
    Once out the gate, we ran west along the walls of the city until we reached a stone bridge. The bridge took us south over the Anapus River into the farmland. I was about to resist again, thinking we were going too far, when we passed a small hillock. A valley opened up to the west. At the far end, nestled into the hills, sitting on top of a two-tiered stone plinth, was the Temple of Zeus. 
 
    I had seen the temple many times from the staircase above Neapolis, but up close, it was even more impressive. Like most temples in the region, it was a rectangular building circuited by Doric columns, peaked by a roof of terracotta tiles. I stood at the bottom of the east stairway looking up at the gigantic temple. Two enormous chariots, sculpted in stone with a driver and two horses each, bracketed the top of the stairs. 
 
    Moira skipped up the stairs ahead of me. I raced after her, so absorbed in the adventure I forgot about the time. At the top of the stairway, I stopped cold. A fifty-foot marble statue of Zeus, clothed in a golden robe and golden sandals, sat before me on a cypress throne, inlaid with precious stones and fine metal work. Zeus gripped a long, golden scepter in his left hand. An ivory statute of the Winged Victory, that was nearly as tall as Moira, stood like a doll in his right.  
 
    Moira came up beside me. “Well? Was the secret worth it?” she teased. 
 
    “Oh, yes,” I said, wondering to myself what was more beautiful—the temple or Moira. “I should have trusted you.” 
 
    “And why wouldn’t you?” she laughed. “Look to the sea.” 
 
    It was a view fit for Zeus himself. Built on a rise at the end of the valley, the temple looked east over an expanse of lush farmland to Syracuse’s Great Harbor and the Mediterranean Sea. To the north was the fortress of Syracuse. For the first time I saw the entirety of the magnificent city. Its colossal, crenellated walls stretched for miles along the southern perimeter to Fort Euryalus in the west. The top three floors of the tower on Ortygia stood out over the island’s protective walls in the east. 
 
    “Our farm is out there,” said Moira, pointing to the south toward a cluster of small buildings in the distance. We stood there awhile, just taking in the magnificent view, until Moira turned and took off at a run. I chased her around the columns until we were both hot and sweaty. If there was a priest in the temple, he must have been too busy to notice. 
 
    Moira suddenly came to a stop at the top of the stairs on the north side of the temple. A light breeze blew up the stairway. We stood beside each other, turning this way and that, allowing the upward draft to cool us from our horseplay. 
 
    “Now that we’re away from the market, can you tell me about the baby?” Moira asked. 
 
    I shook my head. “I’m bound by a pledge. I promise to tell you when I can. But not yet.” 
 
    She gave me a stubborn look. “Alright, I can wait.”  
 
    A gust of wind blew up the staircase. It lifted our tunics out from our bodies and high up our legs. For Greeks the naked body was a common sight, but my eyes lingered on Moira’s thighs and abdomen in a way I couldn’t resist. She saw that I was staring and pushed her tunic down against the wind, then darted off to the other side of the temple. 
 
    We chased each other around the temple far too long. All of a sudden we both knew that we had overstayed and took off at a run back to the city.  
 
    As Moira had promised, we had no trouble entering the gate at the south end of Via Intermuralis. We walked north on this main thoroughfare hand in hand and began to talk. I told Moira about the night I was kidnapped. Up to that point neither of us had spoken in any detail about the loss of our parents. I had been thinking about telling her the story ever since our trip into the tunnel, but it was more than just confiding in her. I wanted her to know about Adeon. Working at the market, she saw a lot of people and that could be helpful. 
 
    “Adeon is my one hope for learning more about my parents,” I said. “I’ve been trying to find her since the day I was sold. The man who bought her was tall and had a very distinctive red birthmark on his right cheek. I believe he lives in the city. Is there any chance you might have seen him?” 
 
    Moira stopped walking. “I have seen him,” she said. “Several times.” 
 
    “At the market?” 
 
    “Once there, but many times in Neapolis.” 
 
    “Where?” 
 
    “It’s a place I often go. The public garden.”  
 
    “How long has it been since you last saw him?” 
 
    “A fortnight,” she said, squeezing my hand, feeling my excitement. 
 
    “Take me there.” 
 
    “Now?” 
 
    For once I heard hesitance in her voice. I wanted to go immediately, but how could I? “You’re right. We’re both late already, and I have two errands to run.” We were still holding hands. “The market is on the way to where I’m going. I’ll walk you there.” 
 
    I pressed her for more information as we walked. “Do you know where this man lives? Or what he does?” 
 
    Moira shook her head. “I’ve seen the man. That’s all. But I’ve seen him at the garden several times. It may be near his home or just a place he regularly goes.” 
 
    “Can you tell me where it is?” 
 
    “I’ll draw you a map.” Moira knelt on one knee and drew with her finger in the street. “This is the rim of the plateau,” she said as she stretched out a line in the dirt. “Do you know the stairway above Neapolis?” 
 
    “Yes, of course.” 
 
    “The garden is right here.” She made a circle in the dirt. “Not far from the bottom of the stairs.” She looked up at me. “It’s easy to find.” 
 
    I nodded. “I’ll look for it the next time I’m running an errand. We could both go if you’re free.” 
 
    She stood and we continued walking. When we were almost to her grandfather’s fruit stand, Moira stopped. “Maybe this is a good place to part ways,” she said. “I’m late and it might look better if...” 
 
    “I’m not with you.” 
 
    She smiled, then leaned over and kissed me on the cheek. There was a brief moment when our eyes met before she turned away. I watched her run down the aisle to her grandfather’s stand. Even at a distance I could see her grandfather’s angry reaction. I knew I was partly to blame. 
 
      
 
    A small stack of intricately cut pieces of wood were waiting for me at Orestes’ shop. Orestes put them in a cloth bag, and I headed to the palace courier in Achradina, tremendously excited that Moira had seen the man I had been trying to find for more than a year. 
 
    As I neared Achradina, the gates swung open. The royal trumpets sounded, crisp and loud. Five standard bearers cantered out on gleaming black horses. King Hieronymus followed in his chariot drawn by four white horses. It was the same chariot I’d seen before, but this time the king was dressed for war with a golden breast plate and helmet. He raised his sword as he exited from the gate and thundered up Via Intermuralis in my direction. A full company of armed soldiers on horseback followed him. I backed into an alley to watch them pass. The entire length of the street was filled with cavalry, riding four abreast and shaking the ground as they galloped by. I had never seen such a thing up close. Tens of hundreds of soldiers followed, marching in formation. They continued northward onto the plateau and out the Hexapylon. The bystanders who had ridiculed Hieronymus all morning now cheered the boy king, urging him to put his name alongside those of Achilles, Pyrrhus, and Hiero II. 
 
      
 
    The letter I retrieved from the palace courier was from the Greek city of Samos, which meant communication from Archimedes’ longtime friend and colleague Conon. Rarely did anything animate Archimedes more than letters from other mathematicians, but Conon’s were his favorite. They invariably contained a new proof or a review of one of Archimedes’. These letters between Archimedes and Conon, and others, represented the leading edge of mathematical research and contained the most advanced arithmetic methods of the time. To Archimedes these letters were everything and meant more to him than food or wealth. 
 
    When I returned to the tower, I gave the letter to Archimedes. “From Samos,” I said, thinking only about seeing Moira again. 
 
    Archimedes needed the crystal lens to read anything now, but he didn’t use it in the presence of anyone other than me. He might have asked me to read him the letter, but he so enjoyed correspondence from Conon that he preferred to read it slowly by himself. He got the lens from its box, then carefully opened the sealed document. Holding the lens between his forefinger and thumb, he leaned over and went at it one word at a time. It took him quite a while to finish. I was standing across the desk when he put the letter down and gazed off to his left. He stared into space without moving for so long I was afraid he’d turned to stone. He finally stood and walked over to the east window and looked off in the direction of Samos. 
 
    The letter lay open on his desk. It was written in Greek and consisted of only five lines. I read them upside down. I am very sad to inform you, Archimedes, that my father has died from an infection in his lungs. He left some papers that he asked me to send to you. Once I have a chance to do an inventory, I will send them on to Syracuse. It was signed by Conon’s son. 
 
    After a while, Archimedes returned from the window. There were no tears, no visible sign of the emotions that must have filled him. I stood at his desk, the letter open beside me. 
 
     “Timon,” he said, “didn’t you say your father was a member of the Pythagorean School.” 
 
    I nodded. 
 
    “Did you know that Pythagoras was from Samos?” 
 
    It seemed that he knew I’d read the letter. “Yes, my father spoke of him frequently.” 
 
     “Pythagoras was a favorite of Conon’s—and mine. What did your father tell you about him?” 
 
    “My father said Pythagoras lived a hundred years before Socrates, and that he traveled almost half his life in search of knowledge. He went to Egypt and learned the geometry of the pyramids.” 
 
    Archimedes nodded. 
 
    “He also went to Babylon and to India to speak with the philosophers there. That’s where he learned the system of numbers.” 
 
    Archimedes nodded again. 
 
    “When Pythagoras returned from the east, he didn’t go to Samos. He went to Croton, where he began his school. It was dedicated to the advancement of those two ancient sciences—the system of numbers and geometry. This is what my father hoped to revive.” 
 
    “More than the advancement of these sciences, Timon, the unification of them.” 
 
    I wasn’t sure what Archimedes meant. 
 
    “My friend Conon,” he said with a tremor in his voice, “referred to it as the cipher of form and figure. Did your father ever talk of this?” 
 
    I shook my head, no. 
 
         “It began as a challenge from Pythagoras to his students. If you can find a way to unite the form—the geometry—and the figures—the numbers, he said, you will have a tool with which to open all the secrets of the universe. The work of Euclid, formalizing geometry, was the beginning, the first big step to solving Pythagoras’ challenge. My friends and I have been adding the numbers to Euclid’s elements of geometry, one proof at a time. Conon was the driving force behind this effort.” Archimedes looked off toward the east window for some time. He spoke without turning his head. 
 
    “Conon and I became friends many years ago in Alexandria. For almost forty years now, we have exchanged proofs and writings aimed at the union of the numbers with geometry.” He faced me, his one eye deep and sad, the other blank white. “Of late, we’d been working on a method of exhaustion to determine the area of complex geometric shapes. Recently I’ve had a breakthrough. It’s a way of dividing an irregular shape into many tiny regular shapes. It’s only an approximation, but as the pieces get smaller and smaller the accuracy increases. I call it infinitesimal summation. Think of Zeno’s paradox,  and the man advancing to a wall, half the remaining distance at a time. I’ve been preparing a demonstration of it for Conon this past week.” His voice grew emotional. “I know of no one else who is capable of following my argument. I will miss Conon as a friend, but even more as a colleague and fellow pioneer in this work.” 
 
         Archimedes finished this statement with tears in his eyes. Suddenly he waved his hand for me to leave him alone. As I left the workshop, I looked back over my shoulder. The great mathematician had laid his head down on the workbench.  
 
          I went to my little room and sat on the cot. Plato joined me. I remained there for quite some time, stroking his smooth coat and wondering how I might console my master. After a while, my thoughts returned to the man with the birthmark on his cheek—and Moira—and how the wind had blown her tunic up above her thighs. Plato looked up at me. I’m not sure if cats smile, but his eyes squeezed shut and I think he gave me a little grin. 
 
  
 
  


 
 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    CHAPTER 41 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Five days after the king left for Leontini, I went down to the pantry in the afternoon. Hektor was the only one there. He sat unsteadily on a bag of wheat, holding a cup of wine in one hand and a two-handled amphora in the other. 
 
    “Hieronymus was murdered,” he said with a sloppy grin, tipping a little more wine from the amphora into his cup and nearly tipping himself off the bag of grain. “The bastard maker is dead.”  He said it viciously and with pleasure. 
 
    I’m sure my mouth fell open. I had no affection for Hieronymus. But I hadn’t wanted him dead. He was a boy of my age who had been thrown into a difficult situation. Everyone around him sought to use him, not help him. Surely there was a sad side to it. Not that sad though. He wouldn’t be looking for Eurydice or her son any more. I could thank the assassins for that. 
 
    As usual, the kitchen staff and royal attendants already knew the story. Hektor related it to me, brimming with wine. I would learn the details later when I studied the history to write this narrative. 
 
      
 
    Hieronymus had used a much larger force to overwhelm the Roman garrison at Leontini. The outcome was never in question, and the city fell in two days. But the morning after the capture of the city, as Hieronymus strode across town to the forum to introduce himself to his new subjects, a cadre of Roman sympathizers within the king’s own personal guard killed him in the street. One of his slaves escaped and ran back to Syracuse with the news. He went straight to the slave quarters in the palace. By late afternoon, the story had percolated through the slaves to the palace staff, up through the officers of the guard and finally to the royal family. 
 
    Damarata took it very badly. She burst into tears and ran sobbing to her sister Heraclia. But the tears were not for Hieronymus. They were for fear of her life. With the death of her nephew, it could be argued that Damarata became the queen and Adranodorus the king. In a sense, the assassination saved them the trouble of trying to marionette a difficult puppet. One would imagine that this is what they had wanted all along—the fabulously wealthy city of Syracuse all to themselves. However, the assassination also meant that the pro-Roman cadre, contained for the last year, had gained the courage to draw blood. And they were likely not done. 
 
    Damarata impressed this on Adranodorus. They had until the troops returned from Leontini—a  few days, perhaps a week—to gain the support of the city council and secure the throne. 
 
      
 
    That afternoon, while anointing Archimedes with scented olive oil, I told him of Hieronymus’ death. I did the anointing about once a month. It was one of the few luxuries Archimedes allowed himself. He would remove his toga and sit on a stool while I rubbed the oil into his aging skin. 
 
    As little attention as the great man paid to politics, he fully understood the implications of the boy king’s death. “There will be civil war,” he said. “The mob will prevail. No one will be safe.” 
 
    After what I had already seen in the streets of Syracuse, Archimedes’ appraisal rang true. I got down on my knees to rub the oil into his calves and feet. His skin was thin and creased like wrinkled papyrus. The oil brought back resilience and luster. 
 
    As I completed his left leg, I heard the sounds of clanking armor and marching soldiers coming from outside. With Archimedes’ permission, I went to the north window. A stream of soldiers was filing across the drawbridge onto the island. Pack animals and carts followed, loaded with what looked to be sacks of grain. I turned to Archimedes. “More soldiers are coming to the island.” 
 
    He nodded his head. “It’s already begun. The royal family will come here for safety.” 
 
    No sooner had he said the words than voices began echoing up the stairwell, followed by the steady thud of feet and the clang of metal on metal. I looked to Archimedes. 
 
    “Ignore them,” he said. 
 
     I knelt beside him and began oiling his right leg. 
 
    The door to the workshop was partway open. Adranodorus and five soldiers, one them Tacitus Maso, appeared on the landing. Adranodorus and the tall, angular captain came into the room. Adranodorus knew Archimedes in a distant way. He looked ill at ease and distracted. He walked up to Archimedes, who was drawing geometric shapes in the oil on his left thigh. 
 
     Adranodorus, the would-be king, was the antithesis of Hippocrates. For all the dread Hippocrates’ presence held and all the duplicity of his words, the Carthaginian had some noble elements. He was a man who could give and command respect. If he were an animal, he would be a black panther. Adranodorus, on the other hand, combined the character of a money changer with the arrogance of a position gained by marriage. He looked and acted like a weasel. 
 
    Adranodorus shot quick glances around the room, assessing the tools and inventions as though they were junk. Then he faced Archimedes. His tongue flicked out and ran across his upper lip. “The king was assassinated in Leontini this morning, Archimedes. Do you know what that means?” 
 
    Archimedes continued to draw designs on his thigh. 
 
    Adranodorus leaned up close to the scientist and repeated what he had said. Archimedes remained absorbed in his drawing. Adranodorus glared at me, then turned back to arguably the most powerful man in the world, sitting there naked and frail. “The king was assassinated. Do you know what that means?” 
 
    Archimedes slowly lifted his eyes to Adranodorus. “I don’t believe anyone can predict what the king’s death will bring. Though I doubt it will be good.” 
 
    Adranodorus was so distracted that Archimedes’ answer seemed to fly past him. “Damarata and I are the heirs to the throne. Not everyone will be pleased by this—particularly those who were behind the assassination.” He looked over his shoulder at Tacitus. It seemed more an act of anxiety than an acknowledgement of support. “The army will return from Leontini within the week. We are not quite certain where their allegiance will be.” His eyes shot from side to side. “How secure is this island?” 
 
    Archimedes answered without looking up. “As secure as our provisions. No one can get in.”  
 
    Adranodorus walked over to the north window. He gazed out over the city. It was still peaceful. Word of Hieronymus’ death was not yet common knowledge. 
 
    “Damarata and I will be taking up residence in the captain’s quarters.” He spoke staring out the window and stroking his mustache, so agitated as to be difficult to watch. “My niece Harmonia and her husband Themistos will be on the third floor. My sister-in-law and her children will be staying with them.” He turned away from the window. “Hieronymus’ death will stir up the populace. I’m concerned for my family’s safety. We will hold out here until we’ve judged the mood of the people—and completed a proper coronation.” 
 
    Archimedes lifted his head. 
 
    Adranodorus smiled, pleased to see he’d finally gotten the old man’s attention. “We just added a second company of soldiers and extra provisions to the island. We’ve also secured the royal treasure.” His grin didn’t mask his nerves. Dots of moisture beaded at his hairline. He addressed Tacitus. “Are your soldiers trained to man the defenses?” 
 
    Tacitus had been at attention since he’d entered. “They are, sir.”  
 
    Adranodorus flicked out his tongue like a reptile sensing what was in the air. Then he began to pace, his hands clasped behind his back. “Until things are settled, Archimedes, there will be no more coming and going from the island. Not for you or your slave.” He cast a dark eye down at me oiling Archimedes’ calf. “For your safety, you will be restricted to the tower’s top two floors. There will be two guards outside this door and two on the landing below.” With that, he strode from the room. The captain followed him out. 
 
    When I could no longer hear the men descending the stairs, I looked up at the white-haired mathematician. His one good eye swung to me. 
 
    “Should Adranodorus become king, he will give Syracuse’s support to Carthage,” I said. “You will be under the command of Hippocrates if war breaks out, and he will be following the orders of Hannibal. That can’t be!” My outburst was way out of line, especially for a slave, but I hated Hannibal. 
 
    Archimedes understood all too well. “I know what your feelings are, Timon,” he said. “But with Hiero gone, I have no political leverage at all. I have seen too many wars to imagine that one side has more virtue than the other. And you are correct. If there is a war, and there will be, the defenses that I added to this city will play heavily in the outcome.” He paused and lifted his eyes as though thinking back in time. 
 
    “When I first agreed to fortify the city for Hiero, I hoped that by creating the perfect defense I could stop all efforts to take this city. I saw the promise of an enduring peace. I even imagined that all cities could be fortified in this way. Sieges of any kind would be a thing of the past. War would cease, except on the battlefield. Women and children would remain safe within city walls. The application of science would not, as Plato suggested, remove man from the ideal, but instead it would enable him to achieve the ideal. That is what I’ve believed all of my life.” Archimedes sighed, “I’m not so sure anymore.” 
 
      
 
  
 
  


 
 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART III 
 
      
 
    AN EXPERIMENT IN DEMOCRACY 
 
      
 
      
 
    “I’d rather be a slave on Earth for another man, than rule the underworld and all the breathless dead.” 
 
                      -Ghost of Achilles to Odysseus 
 
                                                           Homer, The Odyssey. 
 
      
 
  
 
  


 
 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    CHAPTER 42 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    We learned later that two high ranking officers in Syracuse’s militia had orchestrated the assassination of Hieronymus. One of the conspirators was Theodotus, the same man who had been tortured by the young king’s henchmen eleven months earlier. The other, Sosis, was one of the militia’s most capable soldiers. They returned to Syracuse the night of the murder with twenty of the militia’s cavalry. The rest of the army remained in Leontini to secure the city. Theodotus led the small contingent through the Hexapylon, proudly carrying Hieronymus’ blood-stained mantle and golden diadem as proof of the king’s death. They galloped through the city with torches, bringing the populace out into the streets. Theodotus announced the death of the tyrant and called for the lives of the rest of the royal family—just as Damarata had feared. 
 
    An armed mob, led by Theodotus, swarmed across the city to Achradina. Theodotus ordered the guards to open the gates. The crowd pushed through, filling the agora up to the palace stairs, calling for leadership and accountability. When no one came forward at the palace, the enraged mob began pounding on the doors, prepared to break them down. 
 
    Theodotus climbed halfway up the Altar of Concord to get the attention of the crowd, then called out at the top of his lungs, “We’ve come too late. The royal family isn’t in the palace! They’ve taken refuge on Ortygia. What further indictment do we need? It may be that Hieronymus was about to give our city over to Hannibal, but he was little more than a puppet manipulated by the rest of his family.” 
 
    The mob was largely working class and uneducated. Many of them had supported Carthage because they believed Hannibal would win the war. But these same people were easily swayed by immediate events and a convincing speaker. 
 
    Theodotus was more than up to the task. Following his announcement, he made the case for supporting Rome. He rekindled memories of Hiero and better times. He lied about the status of the war in Italy and invented messages he had supposedly received from the battle lines. He called for a rejection of the royal lineage, and spoke to the ideal of democracy and government by the people. “This is what Hiero always hoped would be in Syracuse’s future—a true democracy! And yet, since his death, the tyrants have taken over. The city council has met just once. What a travesty! I say we call the city magistrates together in the morning and ask them to determine the best way to proceed.” 
 
    By this time the crowd had calmed. Theodotus seemed to speak with reason. The call for a meeting of the city council, which Theodotus knew would favor allegiance to Rome, seemed sensible and right. Slowly the crowd dispersed, anxious to see the matter resolved in the morning. 
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    While the guards would not allow Archimedes to leave the top two floors of the tower, they recognized that I had to go outside to help in the kitchen and to empty the chamber pots. The morning after Adranodorus and the royal family had moved into the tower, I went down to the pantry before daylight as I always did. 
 
    I heard Hektor cursing from the ground floor landing. When I reached the pantry, he stood with his hands on his hips, glaring at Lavinia and Agathe. He turned at the sound of my footsteps. “Timon, you’re part of the kitchen crew now. Adranodorus flooded the tunnel to the palace last night, cutting off underground access to the island.” He had drunk heavily the day before and the pantry smelled like a tavern. “We’ve got twice as many soldiers to feed and none of the slaves to help.” 
 
    Lavinia was in no better mood. She had not been allowed off the island the evening before and had spent the night in the pantry sleeping on bags of grain. The added stress didn’t help with her tolerance of the always edgy Agathe. Their code of mutual silence gave way under the increased pressure. I spent much of the morning listening to Agathe and Lavinia spit at each other like cats. 
 
    The situation was bad. Everyone was upset by the extra work and the lack of help. Anxious about the prospect of defending the island, the soldiers were nearly as difficult, snapping at our slow service and complaining about the food. As busy as we were that morning, I did manage to get in a few words with Lavinia while we kneaded bread. I asked her about Eurydice. 
 
    “I’ve had no word from her since the birth, Timon. I’ve been seeing Gelo every day, but who knows when I’ll get off this island to see him again.” She turned from her work and looked at me. “Still, I’m more concerned for Eurydice than I am for the child.” 
 
    “Why is that?” 
 
    “The assassination. If violence breaks out in the city, a pretty young slave like Eurydice will become sport of the worst kind.” 
 
    Hektor, already back at the wine, overheard us talking and sidled up to the table. “Any young girl is at risk—no matter what she looks like. But I like our chances better than the royal family’s.” He ran his index finger across his throat and made a ripping sound out the side of his mouth. “I have no idea what Adranodorus was thinking when he walled himself in here. He would have been a lot smarter to have gathered up his family and left Syracuse altogether.” 
 
      
 
    Midmorning the Achradina gate was opened to the public after thirteen months of being closed and guarded. I watched from the tower’s north window as citizens from all over the city began to assemble outside the council chambers. The city magistrates arrived soon afterward. They invited Theodotus and Sosis to take part in the meeting. Behind closed doors, it became a trial of the late king. 
 
    Theodotus defended the assassination. Hieronymus was a self-centered tyrant who had jeopardized the safety of the city with his drinking and poor decisions. He was unfit to rule and had to go. The council agreed with Theodotus on this, but when he argued that the rest of the royal family should also be executed, he got more resistance than he had expected. A long, heated discussion ended in a compromise. The council would send three of its members to Ortygia as emissaries. They would give Adranodorus a chance to peacefully give up the island and all claim to the throne.  
 
    Following the meeting, one of the council members, a man by the name of Polyaenus, came out to address the anxious crowd. He stood at the base of the Altar of Concord, where the impassioned Theodotus had spoken the night before, and explained the council’s decision with utter calm and reason. “Those of you who have known slavery, know the horror that it is,” he began, speaking at a volume just above his normal voice so that the crowd would have to be quiet to hear him. “Those of you who have never been slaves have no idea what that means. It is the same with civil strife. All of you but the very oldest, like myself, have only known a life of peace in Syracuse. There has been no real upheaval for nearly two generations thanks to the wise rule of our late King Hiero, so you don’t know what terror you beckon when you take to the streets as a mob. 
 
    “I approve,” he continued, “of your willingness to take up arms to protect what is yours, but I’m not convinced it’s necessary. The council has decided on a less violent path. They will send representatives to Adranodorus this afternoon. We’ll give him a chance to explain his actions and reveal the intentions of the royal family. If his words show that he still has his eyes on the throne and the kind of tyranny we witnessed under Hieronymus, then I say, yes, gather up your weapons and fight with all that is in you to regain the liberty he would take away.” 
 
    Polyaenus’ words were received well. The crowd accepted the decision of the council. Three representatives went to Ortygia. A meeting took place with Adranodorus. He was given a choice—either give up all claim to the throne or hold out on the island. He told the representatives he would give them his answer the following morning. 
 
      
 
    That night as I lay in bed, I could hear voices below me. The garrison captain’s bedchamber was directly beneath mine. Only the thick plank floor separated the rooms. At first I couldn’t understand what I was hearing, but the longer I listened the more I could decipher. I gradually realized that it was a woman and a man, Damarata and Adranodorus, in an argument of escalating volume. 
 
    Judging from the three times I had seen Damarata and Adranodorus together, I assumed that Damarata was the real force behind Adranodorus’ quest for the throne. Damarata wanted to be queen, and her voice dominated the argument, which had become so loud that I could pick out entire phrases. 
 
    Adranodorus seemed to think that he should accept the offer from the city council. Damarata argued vehemently against it. “Don’t you see? We’re the ones in control here, not them. With the royal treasury at our disposal, all we need to do is get word to the army in Leontini. We can buy their loyalty. With the army on our side, it would be easy to overpower the council and the handful of officers in command.” 
 
    “But we’ve only got until tomorrow.” 
 
    “Stall them. They can’t get in here. We’ll send a secret envoy to Leontini tomorrow. We could know in three days.” 
 
    “I don’t like it. What if our envoy is poorly received? Should word come back of an attempted bribe, we’ll never leave this tower alive.” 
 
    “You’re a coward, Adranodorus.” 
 
    “No. I have a plan. The real power resides in the people of the city. They may be momentarily swayed by Theodotus and believe that Rome is a better ally. But given the chance, I think I can convince them that supporting a winner is a smarter way to go. If we give in to the council now, I might get that chance later.” 
 
    Damarata was enraged. Her voice came through the floor so clearly she may as well have been standing beside me. “There is only one way,” she announced like it was law, “for a monarch to leave his throne; not on horseback, but dragged feet first!” 
 
    Adranodorus stood his ground. “You may be ready to die, but I’m not. I’ll speak to them in the morning.” 
 
    It surprised me that he had that much backbone. 
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    Adranodorus met two representatives from the city council at the island gate shortly after dawn. Ten of his most trusted guards encircled him as he walked with the representatives past the palace to the north end of the agora and the city council chambers. Along the way, bystanders fell in behind him, building in number and displaying open hostility. When Adranodorus reached the council chambers, the magistrates came out of the building one by one, followed by the military officers, Theodotus and Sosis. 
 
    Syracuse was a Greek colony steeped in Greek culture and founded on a long intellectual tradition of democratic thought. The forum was where opinions were voiced and debated in public trial. Sometimes an individual might just want to speak his mind without expecting an outcome. At other times a vote might be taken. Actions could be set in motion right away. It was a raucous and sometimes brutal form of democracy. In Syracuse, the Altar of Concord at the north end of the forum served as the public pedestal for this kind of debate. 
 
    Adranodorus stood at the base of the altar, his guards on either side of him. A huge crowd surrounded them. The magistrates, all in white togas, moved through the crowd to the front so that they stood in a line facing the speaker. Sosis and Theodotus, in decorative armor, were also up front, at one end of the string of council members. 
 
    The buildup for this confrontation had been percolating in the city since the previous afternoon. Some people had been waiting in the forum since dawn. Others had spent the night. Hektor attended; I watched from the tower. 
 
     The crowd was agitated and anxious. A few isolated voices called for Adranodorus’ head. Though he was not hated in the way Hieronymus had been, he was recognized as the strongest voice in the boy’s ear. And it had been a tough year in Syracuse under the young king’s rule. 
 
    Adranodorus was not a fool. He hadn’t risen to power in Syracuse without talents. He was a capable administrator and a fair orator. In the company of his wife, he tended toward deception. He was always working an angle. On his own, however, he had more spine than was otherwise apparent. He had defied Damarata for this one chance to speak to the council and the gathered populace. Knowing that his life depended on his performance, he chose his words carefully. He began with an apology, then proceeded to explain his position with a series of lies. 
 
    “I gathered my family and took refuge on the island not for privacy but for security. Once I saw that swords had been drawn, I feared for the lives of those whom I hold dearest. After the death of Hieronymus, I didn’t know where the bloodshed would end. I worried that other members of the royal family or those in our service would also be murdered for their association with the king and his actions. But when it became clear that the liberators’ intentions were honorable and their interests were in the general good, I had no fear in surrendering myself, my family, and all that I have been entrusted with, because surely we all know Hieronymus has received just punishment for his excesses.” 
 
    Adranodorus looked directly at the two assassins, not ten feet from him. “You, Theodotus and Sosis, have done a great service to our people.” Hektor told me later that you could almost hear his teeth gnash as he spoke the words. “But please understand, your actions were only the first step toward the realization of a noble objective. Our city is still in great danger, and if we don’t immediately address the need for peace, our freedom will have no meaning. 
 
    “Trusting that your motives are pure, and liberty and freedom are your goals, as our great King Hiero would have wished, I want to help you achieve these worthy ideals.” He raised the key to the treasury in his right hand and the key to the island in his left so that everyone could see what they were. Then, with exaggerated deference, he laid the keys at the feet of Polyaenus. “For the good of us all, the city is yours.” 
 
    Even from my vantage point in the tower window, I could hear the crowd’s cheer. Adranodorus had more than pacified the riotous mob—one that had come to see an execution; he had won them over. He returned to the tower and dismissed the soldiers he had brought to the island. 
 
    The next day a general election was held to fill five vacant council seats. As on the day before, but without daggers or swords, the populace gathered at the Altar of Concord to create an independent government run by the people. Adranodorus’ performance the previous day had been so persuasive that he was nominated for the first council position. Themistos won the second. Theodotus, Sosis, and another member of the pro-Roman cadre by the name of Sopater filled the remaining seats. The council was heavily stacked in favor of Rome. Even with the election of Adranodorus and Themistos, there was little doubt that Hieronymus’ alliance with Carthage would be annulled. 
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    For two days the kitchen staff had worked overtime to feed twice the usual number of soldiers and prepare special meals for the royal family. When the soldiers left the island and the royal family returned to the palace, no one celebrated more than Hektor. 
 
    “Thank the gods, Adranodorus is gone,” Hektor announced as I entered the kitchen to help with the evening meal. He lifted his cup of wine in my direction and took a drink. “I heard what he said in the forum yesterday. It was a full load of crap.” 
 
    Across the kitchen, Lavinia blended flour for bread. “Imagine if the royal family had stayed for two months instead of two days.” 
 
    Hektor choked on his wine. “Don’t even mention it.” 
 
    “We should just be glad that boy is off the throne.” 
 
    Hektor wiped his mouth with the back of his hand. “Adranodorus and Damarata would be worse.”  
 
    I approached Lavinia. “Can Eurydice see her child now?” I drew an ellipse in the flour. 
 
    Lavinia slapped my hand away. “More than that I hope.” 
 
    “Does it matter that Hieronymus was the father?” 
 
    “You thinking of crowning an even younger king?” Hektor laughed and tossed down what remained in his cup. 
 
    “I just wonder who knows.” 
 
    Agathe came in from the garden with a basket of thyme. “Only us!” Eurydice was behind her.  
 
    Lavinia didn’t even take the time to dust off her hands. She embraced Eurydice like a long lost daughter. “Eurydice, how are you?” She held her at arm’s length to look at her. “What are you doing here?” 
 
    “I—I—I had to t—ta—talk to you.” 
 
    Lavinia stepped back from Eurydice. “But how did you get in?” 
 
    “I—I—I came through the g—ga—gate. I—I t—t—told them I w—w—worked in the k—kit—kitchen and that the t—tu—tunnel was fl—fl—flooded.” 
 
    “Of course,” said Lavinia. “They would have seen you working here before.” 
 
    “I w—w—would so—so like to see my son. Lavinia, when c—c—can I see him?” 
 
    “Soon. We can arrange a visit,” said Lavinia. 
 
    “D—d—do you think I—I could ha—have him b—b—back?” Eurydice looked to us for support. “I c—c—could raise him in the sl—slave qua—qua—quarters.” It was half question, half her deepest desire. 
 
     Agathe shook her head. “Not with his bloodline.” 
 
    “B—b—but no one k—kn—knows.” 
 
    For once Lavinia agreed with Agathe. “I don’t think so, Eurydice. The boy is better off in my daughter’s home.” 
 
    Eurydice didn’t want to hear this. She was nearly crying. “I—I—I just want to see him. And I—I—I m—m—must feed him.” She clasped her hands to her breasts which were large with milk. “I—I’m tired of squeezing the m—m—milk out. My ni—ni—nipples hurt.” 
 
    I thought I heard Hektor take a deep breath.  
 
    “If you feed him once, you’ll never let him go,” said Agathe. “You’re better off forgetting him. You can have other children.” 
 
    Eurydice began to cry. Lavinia embraced her again, hushing her sobs. “You’ll see him. Maybe tomorrow or the next day. Then we can make a decision about his future.” 
 
    Eurydice eased out of Lavinia’s arms. Even a hug seemed too much for her sore breasts. “I s—s—suppose you’re right,” she said, wiping the tears from her cheeks. “W—wh—what kind of life ca—ca—can I give a boy as a—a—a slave? Be—be—besides the pa—pa—palace is so—so tense right now. The ro—ro—royal f—f—family is under a l—l—lot of pr—pressure.” 
 
    “That’s for sure.” Hektor tried to take a sip from his empty cup, then frowned. “I heard it in the market today. The council wants to draft a new treaty with Rome. And everyone knows where Adranodorus stands on that.” 
 
    “This city doesn’t know its ass from its elbow,” said Agathe. “Expect the worst and you won’t be far from wrong.” 
 
    Hektor refilled his cup from the amphora. “I’m just glad those extra soldiers are gone.” 
 
    “You’re just glad that bottle has a hole in it,” nagged Agathe, handing me a tray. “Take that to your master, then get back down here. We might have fewer people to feed, but we’re still short on staff.” 
 
    Hektor called after me. “Timon, you ever find out if that girl you were wrestling with has a hole in her?” 
 
    I could hear his laugh echoing up the stairwell all the way to the third landing. What an ass he could be. 
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    Hippocrates and Epicydes were commanding separate forces in another part of Sicily, well south of Syracuse, when they learned of the assassination. Their soldiers immediately demanded that they go back to Syracuse. 
 
    No one could have been more upset by this turn of events than Hippocrates. He had all but completed his task of placing Syracuse under Carthaginian control. It was a testimony to his determination, and the importance of Syracuse to Hannibal, that Hippocrates and his brother did not simply leave Sicily to rejoin the Carthaginian forces in Italy. Instead the two brothers boldly returned to Syracuse along with their troops. 
 
    Looking back after nearly fifty years, I am still amazed by the Carthaginians’ temerity. Almost all of the city council and certainly the three officers who had been elected to the city council—Theodotus, Sosis, and Sopater—knew who the two brothers were. That they weren’t thrown into prison the moment they rode into the city seems impossible. Hippocrates, however, was a man who could tell many lies—and like Homer’s Odysseus, he could tell them well. In Syracuse’s fledgling democracy beguiling rhetoric counted for a lot. 
 
    It cannot be overstated that Hippocrates was an exceptional individual, albeit in my mind a charter member of the dark side. He had so much confidence in himself that he would take on long odds, much like Hannibal, as a matter of course—mostly because he knew he had the gall and the wit to get away with it. 
 
    Upon entering Syracuse, Hippocrates and his brother went straight to the city council and appealed for protection. Hippocrates contended that they were envoys from Hannibal and should have diplomatic immunity. Anything they had done while in Sicily had been on orders from Hieronymus when he was still the king. Now they wished to return to Hannibal’s camp in Apulia. Because of the upheaval in Leontini after the assassination, Hippocrates told the council, the roads north of Syracuse were filled with Roman soldiers. He asked if he and Epicydes could be escorted to Locri with an armed force. This request appealed to the council because it meant the two brothers would be leaving on their own accord. Had they been imprisoned or executed, Hannibal might have sought retribution. The magistrates were simply glad to be rid of them, even if it meant providing an escort. 
 
      
 
    That same week I completed the last of the six parabolic mirrors. They were small, not much larger than my open palms placed side by side. Archimedes had me assemble a round wooden scaffold, about the size of a shield, built from the pieces of wood Orestes had given me two weeks earlier. 
 
    I attached the six mirrors so that each could be adjusted, up or down, left or right, by two screws. Then I mounted the scaffold on a wooden tripod with a pivot so the entire array of mirrors could be turned and aimed. 
 
    I presented it to Archimedes in the early afternoon. He told me to place the array in the patch of sunlight coming through the south window, and to position it so that it reflected the sunlight onto the east wall. When I did this, six overlapping disks of light, each about the size of an apple, appeared on the stone wall. 
 
    Following Archimedes’ instructions, I fine-tuned the aim of each mirror with the screws until the six disks of light became just one bright circle. 
 
    “Now slowly draw the entire frame back, Timon, so that you make that circle of light as small as you can.” 
 
    I scooted the frame away from the wall, causing the circle to decrease in diameter. When the circle got very small, and I had made a few more minor adjustments to the individual mirrors, the wall began to steam. Archimedes told me to ease the frame back a little bit more, and to continue adjusting the mirrors, until the circle became a tiny dot. Archimedes knelt beside the wall and used a stick of wood to touch the dot of light. The stick burst into flame before I could count to three. 
 
    We exchanged a look. Archimedes was as impressed as I was. “Can you imagine what an array of fifty mirrors might do?” he asked. 
 
    I nodded my head in wonder. 
 
    “We are only just beginning, Timon, but we are learning how this works,” he said with unusual animation. “Come look at this.” 
 
    He went over to the abacus. He stood on one side of the workbench. I stood on the other. He dampened and smoothed the sand in the abacus, then used his wooden stylus to draw the cross section of a parabolic mirror—a simple curved line. “The work of Apollonius in Alexandria and Diocles in Arcadia,” he said, “provides the geometric basis for what we just saw.” 
 
    [image: ]  
 
    [image: ] 
 
    He drew five parallel lines in the sand. “Imagine these are rays of sunlight. When they strike the mirror, they are reflected and meet at a single point.” He extended the lines to a central point. “The distance from the center of the mirror to this point is called the focal length. Diocles’ work allows us to calculate this distance for any parabolic curve. The greater the curvature, the shorter the focal length. The flatter the curvature the longer the focal length. This is our key design parameter.” Archimedes stopped. He looked at me hard with his one eye. “Can you understand this?” 
 
    “Yes, I think so.” 
 
    “Good. Now disassemble the array and put the pieces away so that no one can recognize how they go together.” 
 
    He read the question in my eyes. 
 
    “It’s important to me, Timon, to see these optical principles proven by physical demonstration. Unlike my colleagues, I believe these devices, these applications, can lead us to further insight. But the way that we do this—that we do it at all—must remain secret.” He looked at me and he nodded. “Dismantling the device is the best way to ensure that.” 
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    A week later, Archimedes asked me to deliver more drawings to Orestes. This would be the first time I had left the island since Hieronymus’ death. I passed through the island gate and broke into a run. Today I would ask Moira to help me find the man with the port-wine birthmark. 
 
    When I reached the Altar of Concord, the forum was filled with people, talking and milling about as though something had just happened. I slowed to a walk. A man yelled out over the hubbub, “Adranodorus and Themistos are dead!” Another man said they had just been murdered in the city council chambers. The crowd seemed divided on what this meant. Why would Adranodorus be murdered after his recent landslide election? 
 
    I saw a punch thrown and a man fall to the ground. A woman screamed. Angry shouts burst out from all directions. The crowd turned into a mob and swarmed across the agora to the city council chambers to demand an explanation. I tried to go around the throng, but got caught in the pushing and shoving. Suddenly I was right there at the foot of the building’s stairs. 
 
    The doors to the council chambers burst open. Those at the front of the crowd pulled back. Two corpses were tossed out onto the stairs. Blood splattered across the white stone. I recognized Adranodorus lying face up not ten feet from me—with five dagger wounds in his chest. The mob went silent. 
 
    Theodotus and Sopater stood boldly in the doorway. Sopater spoke in a powerful voice. “These two men have been behind every criminal act, every foul deed in this city since the death of Hiero. They are dead now because it was revealed to the council last night that Adranodorus has been conspiring to overthrow the council and take back the throne that he so graciously gave up just the other day! Never has this city known a pair of scoundrels as deceitful as these. Young Hieronymus was but a plaything for these monsters. Yes, that’s right! You may be angry about their deaths right now. But you’ll be grateful when you’ve heard the whole story, their ambitions for the throne, their betrayal of trust, and their desire to please their equally deceitful wives. Mark my words, we’ve only just begun to root out the evil in this city.” 
 
    The once seething mob was still with shock. I took the opportunity to dodge my way through the crowd to Via Intermuralis. I didn’t know what further commotion these recent murders might bring, but I went straight to the market anyway. 
 
    News of the murders spread faster than I could run. Many of those who might have been at the market were coming the other way, rushing to the forum to get the details. An uneasy feeling filled the city. Some of the vendors had already taken down their booths and left the market for fear of further violence. Others were in the process. 
 
    When I reached the far end of the aisle that contained Moira’s booth, I saw that she and her grandfather were still there, attending to several customers. Moira didn’t see me coming. I was at the front of the line before she noticed. 
 
    “Timon,” she gasped in surprise—for the first time lost for words by her excitement to see me. 
 
    “Hello, Moira,” I said as calmly as I could manage. “I’m wondering how many figs I might get for two coppers?” 
 
    “Not so many,” she teased, “if it means it will be that much longer before you come again.” 
 
    Her grandfather stepped in. “Stop this silliness, Moira. One copper buys fifteen figs.” The old man who had seemed so nice the day of our first encounter scowled. “Now hurry. I want to pack up and get out of here.” 
 
    Moira looked at her grandfather. “Go home? It’s only midday.” 
 
    The old man frowned. “You heard it as well as I did. There’s been two murders. Fill this boy’s order so that we can leave.” 
 
    “I had hoped to go to the garden in Neapolis,” I said as she counted out the figs. “I’m on an errand for my master and have a little time.” 
 
    The grandfather stood close enough to overhear my last few words. “Your master?” he queried, lifting a box to begin packing. 
 
    “Archimedes is my master,” I bragged. 
 
    “Really?” said the old man suspiciously. “I thought Archimedes was dead.” 
 
    “Oh, no,” I said. “He lives in the tower on Ortygia. He’s old but still very much alive.” 
 
    “Well, Timon, perhaps you should get back to your master. He must need your help as much as I need Moira’s.” 
 
    Moira looked at her grandfather then me. It was clear she wouldn’t be going to Neapolis. 
 
    “Yes, sir,” I said, trying to be polite. I knew I could only see Moira through the good graces of this man. “You’re right. I do need to hurry. Thirty figs, please, Moira.” 
 
    As Moira dropped the figs into my hands, she whispered, “I’m sorry,  Timon. You’ll find the garden easily enough without me.” She took a quick glance around. “Is there anything more on the king’s child?” 
 
    “Moira!” her grandfather called. 
 
    “Another day,” I said, turning to go. 
 
    “You know where to find me,” I heard over my shoulder. 
 
      
 
    It was a short walk to Orestes’ shop. I dropped off the drawings, and despite the upheaval I had seen that morning, I headed south across the plateau to the stone stairway that overlooked Neapolis, determined to visit the public garden. 
 
    I ate several of my figs on the way, and though I was in a hurry, I took a moment at the top of the stairway to appreciate the view. The Temple of Zeus in the distance meant more to me now that I had been there, and made me wish that Moira was with me. But the primitive map she had drawn in the dirt was all I needed. It was clear from the top of the staircase where the public garden was. I hurried down the stairs and was soon walking into a beautifully manicured park. 
 
    A circular stone walkway lined with tropical flowers and cactus circuited the garden. Inside the walkway was a broad, green lawn, dotted with flower beds and clusters of thick laurel bushes.  
 
    Knots of people relaxed on the lawn, apparently unaware of the murders that had occurred on the other side of the city. Couples strolled around the walkway, talking or looking at the flowers. Children played games of tag or tossed balls. It was clearly a popular midday retreat. 
 
    I took two circuits around the walkway, then found a spot on the lawn and sat cross-legged watching the people, imagining that I would see the man with the birthmark at any moment. But I didn’t. Concerned about what I had seen at the city council chambers earlier, I  cut my stay short, knowing I would be back as many times as it took to find Adeon. 
 
    As I walked along Via Intermuralis, headed back to Ortygia, I heard a commotion up ahead of me. An angry crowd surged down the street in my direction, waving sticks and hand tools like weapons. They shouted slogans and pushed over carts and anything that got in their way. I slipped into a doorway and fumbled with the latch, but couldn’t get it to open. Then the mob was there, rushing by. I slumped down into the corner of the doorway and curled into a ball for protection. I managed to peer out from beneath my elbow. Scores of people with grimacing faces were pushing and shoving down the street, seemingly bent on havoc of any kind. Four men ran past me pulling ropes tied to the legs of two naked corpses that dragged in the street behind them. I turned away in dismay when I recognized the corpses’ faces. Hiero’s daughter Damarata, bald without a wig, and his granddaughter Harmonia, once so beautiful, bumped and bounced down the street like ragdolls. My stomach heaved and I gagged. I looked up in time to see a cart drawn by three men clatter past. Piled in the back of the cart like sacks of potatoes were the corpses of Heraclia and her two young daughters. I vomited out all the figs I had just eaten. 
 
    Eventually the mob passed. A few stragglers ran helter-skelter down the street, but it was over. I climbed to my feet, shaken and frightened. I trudged through debris to Achradina. The gate stood wide open. There were no guards at all. I followed Via Lata to the agora. The vendors who were usually there were gone. All of the area around the forum and in front of the council chambers, that had been filled with people earlier, was empty. When I reached the drawbridge to Ortygia, I saw that the guard had been doubled. The soldiers knew who I was and let me pass. 
 
    The city had been turned topsy-turvy. All the direct descendents of the royal family had been murdered. It was the work of the pro-Roman cadre in the military—Theodotus, Sosis, and Sopater—and had been supported by the city council. This was not the kind of democracy Hiero had envisioned. The image of his daughter and granddaughter being dragged in the street ran through my head the rest of the day and into the night. I had trouble sleeping, wondering if I would wake up to all out civil war in the morning. 
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    As I look back on these events with the advantage of the intervening years, it’s clear to me that Adranodorus was guilty and deserved what he got. His seemingly heart-felt apology in the forum had all been theater. The plot he had hatched with Themistos included murdering the entire city council. It had been prompted and supported by Damarata and Harmonia. While the brutal public display of the womens’ bodies was barbaric, the two wives were culpable. Damarata had literally nagged and bitched herself to the end of a rope. Heraclia and her daughters, however, had nothing to do with it. Their murder was the impetuous act of a bloodthirsty mob and would later be acknowledged as a terrible mistake. Zoippos, Heraclia’s husband, was in Alexandria at the time. He wisely never returned. The only remaining member of the royal family, though illegitimate, was baby Gelo—and only a handful of people knew about him. Of course, knowing the young king had taken no precautions in the spread of his seed, there might have been several other little Gelos scattered throughout the city.  
 
    It’s mystifying in retrospect that Hippocrates, the Carthaginian provocateur, survived the purge. He had been a huge influence on Hieronymus, and he had worked in concert with Adranodorus. If there was anyone else who needed to be eliminated, it was Hippocrates. 
 
    But the city council had offered Hippocrates and his brother a military escort to travel to Locri. A week had passed and they still hadn’t left Syracuse. In fact they were still on point. The death of Hieronymus had been a huge setback to their plans, but as long as the city remained in turmoil, as long as the mob ruled—and it surely did—they felt they were still players in the game. 
 
     The two brothers had made several successful raids on Roman settlements just a month earlier, and during those campaigns had earned the respect of the men they commanded, both the Syracusan recruits and the hired mercenaries. Quite a lot of this was Hippocrates. He was a talented orator who knew how to drink with his men, talk in bold terms, and manipulate through any lie he wished to tell. Since their return to Syracuse, the two brothers had hung out in the drinking establishments and infiltrated the street life, repeatedly telling fellow soldiers, Roman deserters, and the dregs of the city’s populace that Hannibal was certain to win the war. 
 
    In the days after Adranodorus’ election to the city council, Hippocrates had been in steady communication with the new magistrate. He assured Adranodorus that there was enough support within the military for a coup once the army returned from Leontini—which would be soon. Adranodorus immediately began planning for that day. In a fit of foolish bravado, however, he told a drinking partner, the actor Aristo, every detail of the plan. Aristo took the information to the city council. Adranodorus and Themistos were killed the next day as they entered the council chambers, thus beginning the purge of the royal family. 
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    The army came back from Leontini two days after the murder of the royal family. The populace was troubled and tense. The influx of fifteen thousand soldiers, many of them mercenaries, only added to the turmoil left in the wake of the brutal coup. Fearful of further unrest, the city council decided to hold an election to fill the two council positions left vacant by the deaths of Adranodorus and Themistos. Once that was done they would return to the business of running the city. 
 
    Archimedes sent me to the courier with a letter to Diocles the day of the election. I had copied the letter, so I knew it described our experiment with the focusing mirrors. The physical application had matched the geometric ideal, and Archimedes had been greatly pleased. 
 
    When I reached the agora, the seven city council magistrates had assembled at the Altar of Concord to prepare for the election. Although the royal family was gone, the administrators and staff that worked at the palace remained, now receiving direction from the city council instead of the king. I took the letter to the palace courier. He said to expect delays. 
 
    I lingered on the palace stairs as I was leaving to watch the crowd gather for the election. It was a beautiful summer afternoon, and the turnout was large, but the crowd had a rowdy feel to it and was full of soldiers, many just back from Leontini, many of them drunk. 
 
    Polyaenus, the magistrate who calmed the mob when Adranodorus had locked himself and the royal family on the island, stood at the base of the Altar of Concord and addressed the gathering. I could barely make out his words because of the noisy crowd, now overflowing the forum and filling up Achradina from the west wall to the palace stairs.  
 
    Polyaenus began with words to quiet the crowd. Then he described the election process. The city council needed two new magistrates. They would be chosen one at a time. There would be a nomination and that nominee would be given an up or down vote by those in attendance. If it wasn’t a clear majority by voice, a ballot would be taken. The council would convene as soon as the new magistrates were chosen. 
 
    “The heirs of Hiero are all dead,” Polyaenus declared with a grim finality. “The city now belongs to the people. Syracuse will have a working democracy just as Hiero always wanted. The nine-man city council will be the center piece. It will provide leadership and stability. Vote wisely today.” 
 
    The crowd became louder and more unruly as Polyaenus spoke. He called out for quiet several times and with increasing frustration. Gradually the rumbling of the crowd dropped to a murmur. Polyaenus asked for the first nomination. There was a hesitant silence. Then someone at the edge of the crowd shouted out the name Epicydes. 
 
     I assumed this had to be another Epicydes, not the brother of Hippocrates. I tried to work myself around the back of the crowd so I could see better. Polyaenus appeared not to have heard the nomination and repeated his call. Someone on the other side of the crowd yelled out Epicydes’ name again. Polyaenus still didn’t acknowledge the nomination. Another voice called out Epicydes. Several others repeated the call, all of them soldiers. It built into a chant, repeating the name Epicydes. By this time I had no doubt which Epicydes they were chanting for. Even from where I stood, I could tell Polyaenus was reluctant to acknowledge the nomination. The chant grew louder. 
 
     Fearing he might lose control of the crowd, Polyaenus turned to the other magistrates for help. Even the military officers on the council were confounded. The process was underway. The crowd could not be turned away. Most of them were soldiers supporting the nominee. To stop the election now might provoke a riot. What could they do? Polyaenus accepted the nomination. He made a call for an up or down vote on Epicydes to determine if a ballot was necessary. Well more than the majority voiced support. There was almost no dissent. Epicydes—of all people—was given a seat on the city council. 
 
    The magistrates knew that something was afoot. By plan, and by bribery—in many cases just the promise of a drink afterward, Hippocrates and Epicydes were responsible for the composition of the crowd. The brothers had been working on the local soldiers, the mercenaries, and the rabble of the town since their return to Syracuse two weeks earlier, filling them with wine and talking up the war. Now they were using this same group to manipulate the election. 
 
    Polyaenus hesitantly called for a second nomination. On cue a voice from the crowd called out for Hippocrates. This was exactly the way Hannibal had taught his agents to work—start at the top, use a lot of money, say whatever you like, and target the working class—talk of liberty, democracy, and self-government—talk of breaking away from Rome’s bridle. A few free rounds of drinks and a good orator could swing a crowd like a sail in a stiff wind. 
 
    A second voice, then a third called for Hippocrates. Polyaenus again had little or no choice. The presence of the soldiers, plus all those who just wanted someone to buy them a drink, overwhelmed the others who were there, even causing many to leave. 
 
    By now it was clear to everyone what was happening. But with the smell of blood still fresh from the recent murders, and the threat of violence thick in the air, Polyaenus continued as though willed from without. 
 
    I had heard enough. I decided to go back to the island before something worse happened. Moving through the crowd I saw Moira standing beside her grandfather. She wasn’t far away. I couldn’t resist getting closer. 
 
    I was within a few feet of Moira when I heard Polyaenus call for an up or down vote on Hippocrates. The crowd shouted out solid affirmation of the Carthaginian. At the height of the craziness, I touched Moira on the shoulder from behind. She turned around, stifled a gasp and burst into a smile. I put a finger to my lips. She smiled wider. 
 
    Due to the noise of the crowd, she had to lean close to me and speak into my ear. “Did you find the park?” 
 
    “Yes,” I said into her ear, “but I didn’t see the man.” 
 
    “I’ll go with you next time,” she assured me just as her grandfather took hold of her hand to leave. He wanted to get out of the crowd as much as I had. He turned and saw me. “Who’s this?” he demanded.  
 
    “The boy who regularly buys figs from us, Grandfather,” Moira replied as if it were nothing. “You know him. He’s my friend.” 
 
    The old man frowned. “You do not make friends with slaves.” 
 
    His words struck me like a punch in the stomach. 
 
    Moira saw it in my eyes. 
 
    “Be off,” he said to me, then pulled Moira away. 
 
    And I was off—as fast as my feet could go, hoping the wind would dry the tears before they showed on my cheeks. 
 
    At the last instant, before breaking free of the mob, I looked over my shoulder at the same time Moira chose to look back at me. She blew me a kiss. It landed on my cheek like a real kiss, leaving me momentarily free of heartache. 
 
    As I walked away, I could hear Hippocrates speaking to the crowd, talking of his childhood in Syracuse, saying that he considered Sicily his homeland and that the only goal he and his brother sought was freedom from tyranny. 
 
      
 
    The city council met immediately after the election. Hippocrates and his brother were the only decidedly pro-Carthaginian voices on the nine-man council. Despite the brothers’ presence and their clear support from a dangerous portion of the populace, the other magistrates knew they had the numbers to control any decision the council might make. Similarly, Hippocrates and Epicydes were smart enough to know it wasn’t the right time to press their agenda. With no resistance from the brothers, the council decided to send an envoy to Appius Claudius in Lilybaeum, asking for a ten-day truce and an opportunity to reopen negotiations for a long-term alliance with Rome. 
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    Although the outcome of the election left me dumbfounded, it was of no interest to the kitchen staff. None of them knew who Hippocrates or Epicydes were or even cared. I knew and I cared, but I had two other issues on my mind. 
 
    One was blown on the wind from the tips of Moira’s fingers. I wanted her intimacy in ways I had never considered before. The other was Moira’s grandfather. Because I was a slave, he didn’t want me associating with his granddaughter. 
 
    Hektor must have sensed my turmoil the moment I entered the kitchen. He let it go while we prepared the food, but after the meal was served, he pushed me off to one side of the kitchen and leaned up close to me so that our faces were no more than a foot apart. “It’s that girl, isn’t it?” 
 
    I bit back the anger that welled up in me. 
 
    Hektor saw right through it. “You’re thinking you might like to do a little diddling, aren’t you?” he grinned, drawing up closer. The smell of garlic and stale wine sweating out of him nearly made me gag. “Anything you might like to know?” 
 
    I backed up two steps, thinking he should mind his own business. Then, in spite of myself, I said, “Yes.” 
 
    His eyes went wide. 
 
    “I am a slave. She is not.” 
 
    Hektor’s eyes narrowed. This wasn’t what he was expecting. He took a deep breath, then paused like he was thinking. Finally he smiled and nodded his head. “It doesn’t mean anything. Not at your age, Timon. The only piece you’re going to get is out in the woods or in an alley. It’s got to be secret no matter who or where. Right? So class doesn’t mean anything. Get her off somewhere, away from everything else, where all that matters is you and her. Then just do it.” He gave me a wide toothy smile and exhausted his so-thick-you-could-cut-it-with-a-knife breath into my face. 
 
    This wasn’t what I was expecting either, but there was something in his advice that made sense. All options weren’t off the table. I imagined Moira and I going into the tunnels beneath the city again—where all that mattered were she and I. 
 
    “Anything else?” Hektor leered into my daydream as if he could see it all. 
 
    “No,” I said, then quickly said, “yes,” before he could turn away. 
 
    Hektor grinned like a wolf. He looked over his shoulder to see if anyone was listening, then turned back to me. “Whisper in her ear. That’s where I always begin,” he said straight-faced, beginning a step by step description of the basics of human fornication. It was way more than I wanted to know, but  proved to me how little I did know. 
 
    “And what about babies?” I asked. 
 
    “That’s her problem,” he said, turning away from me to retrieve his cup. 
 
    I thought of Eurydice’s pregnancy and little Gelo. 
 
    Hektor took a swallow of wine. “They know their rhythms. It’s up to them to get it right.” 
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    To the Roman Senate the situation in Syracuse was secondary to what was happening at home. Hannibal had been riding roughshod across the Italian peninsula for four years. He had yet to be defeated on the battlefield, and the Roman military was still employing tactical defense with protection of Rome its top priority. 
 
    I could only know such things as rumors back then, but later, during my years in Rome, and in the service of Marcellus, I would learn more of the story and the fear that gripped the Roman people. 
 
      
 
    The 295th year of the Roman Republic opened with the election of the two consuls who would share military leadership for the next year. One of the current consuls, Tiberius Sempronius Gracchus, presided over the election and its voting body, the Century Assembly. He began the process by requesting nominations from the thirty-five tribes that made up the Republic. The Aniensis tribe was called on to make the first two nominations. Their junior century announced the names of Titus Otacilius and Marcus Aemilius Regillus. Quintus Fabius Maximus, the same man who had been elected dictator in the second year of the war, and who was arguably both the most respected and the most disparaged man in Rome, immediately stood and asked for the floor. 
 
    As grim and serious as he always was, the seventy-year-old Fabius surveyed the faces of the men in the assembly like an angry father before his children. “Were these ordinary times, I would be mistaken if I tried in any way to dampen the enthusiasm with which you offer your nominations. But these are not ordinary times. We are in a war that is tasking our every resource. We are under attack by one of the most clever adversaries Rome has ever encountered. The slightest mistake in the field has invariably resulted in huge losses. 
 
    “These are not ordinary times, gentlemen,” Fabius continued with increased intensity. “We are not looking for ordinary leaders. When you put your heads together and determine your recommendations to the Century Assembly, do so with the same sense of responsibility you take onto the battlefield. Ask yourself, are the men we nominate equal to the task of confronting a general as shrewd as Hannibal?” 
 
    Fabius went on to review the careers of Titus Otacilius and Marcus Aemilius Regillus, neither of which was particularly remarkable. He then asked the assembly if these two men were equal in military acumen to Hannibal. The response was silence. 
 
    Fabius answered it. “Citizens of Rome, this is my advice to you. Imagine that you are prepared to enter battle and must choose the two men who you would want to lead you into battle. That is the way you should choose your two consuls today. Imagine men to whom your sons will be proud to swear their oath and under whose protection you will be proud to say they serve. Lake Trasimene and Cannae are bitter memories for Rome now. Let those memories serve as warnings to prevent similar disasters in the future.” 
 
     Fabius then asked the junior century to consider this advice and to make two more nominations. Titus Otacilius, on the far side of the assembly, stepped forward in a fit of rage and shouted out in the most coarse manner that Fabius was an ambitious old man who simply wanted another consulship for himself. Fabius made no effort to respond to Otacilius’ accusation and again asked the Aniensis tribe for their nominations. 
 
    The junior century said the tribe had reconsidered. The new nominees were Quintus Fabius Maximus and Marcus Marcellus Claudius. The Century Assembly then voted unanimously to accept these two men. Although Otacilius continued with his rabid criticism, the assembly believed they had just chosen the two Romans most qualified to lead. It would be Fabius’ fourth consulship. Though an older man, he was chosen for his intelligence and his calm in the face of danger. It would be Marcellus’ third consulship. He was fifty-three. He was chosen for his reputation as a soldier and his capacity to lead men on the field of battle. Several of the older members of the Roman Senate proclaimed them the most exceptional pair of consuls ever elected, referring to Marcellus and Fabius as the sword and the buckler. 
 
    On the day the two men took office, the Senate decided that Fabius would be given command of military activity on the Italian peninsula and charged with the protection of Rome. Marcellus would be sent to Sicily to confront Carthaginian forces there. 
 
    Marcellus was not in Rome at the time of the elections. He was with his two legions in Campania, having just frustrated Hannibal’s second attempt to take control of Nola. But Marcellus was ill with a lingering fever. Two more months passed before he marched west to Messana at the easternmost point of Sicily to take command of a fleet of seventy quinqueremes that had been under expedited construction in Ostia. 
 
    Appius Claudius, on the west side of Sicily in Lilybaeum, sent a five-man contingent to Messana to update Marcellus on affairs in Sicily. The report focused on Syracuse. Appius had paid close attention to the events that had occurred since Hiero’s death. When Hieronymus had taken the throne, he understood that the new king was but a boy and highly unpredictable. He knew there were others in the background pulling the strings, and that was why Syracuse’s long-time alliance with Rome had been severed. When Hieronymus was assassinated and the royal family murdered, Appius felt the tide had turned. The pro-Carthaginian faction had been removed and wiser heads were now in control. He told Marcellus that he had just accepted a ten-day truce from Syracuse’s city council and that he had sent one hundred warships there to monitor the situation. The process of repairing foreign relations had begun. 
 
    Marcellus passed this information on to the Senate in Rome, saying that he would negotiate a long-term agreement with Syracuse. 
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    Marcellus was under the impression that the troubles in Syracuse had come to an end. With Hippocrates and Epicydes now acting magistrates on the city council, nothing could have been further from the truth. Four days into the ten-day truce, a fleet of Carthaginian warships landed on the south side of Cape Pachynum. A day earlier the one hundred Roman warships sent by Appius Claudius had anchored at the north end of Trogyli Harbor. Once this became public knowledge, fear of war gripped the city. One of the leading citizens, a man by the name of Apollonides who was not a city council member, went to the base of the Altar of Concord and summed up the situation before a large gathering. 
 
    Apollonides was a clear and capable speaker, representing no particular political side. I was not present, but his words were repeated around the city over the next few days. He spoke with common sense and without excessive passion. He explained how Syracuse had become a pawn in the larger theater of the war. Whether the populace liked it or not, they were caught in the middle and had to choose a side. He said that he favored neither, but added that Hieronymus’ diplomatic insults and his attack on Leontini had not been forgotten in Rome. Should they not renew the alliance with Rome, Syracuse would be facing the prospect of war. That was not the case with Carthage, he said. Hannibal had his hands full on the peninsula. Should Syracuse cancel their current alliance with Carthage, war was not on the table. This was a significant point. The greatest leader in Syracuse’s history had died a year earlier. The city-state was in the early stages of building a democracy. It could not afford to be at war with Rome or anyone else. Reason suggested Syracuse should renew its relationship with Rome. 
 
     Apollonides’ honest appraisal resonated with a good portion of the populace and seven of the magistrates on the city council. The following day the council agreed to send envoys to Lilybaeum to negotiate a long-term alliance with Rome before the end of the ten-day truce. 
 
      
 
    After the council’s decision was made public, tensions in the city relaxed. In the kitchen, however, where there had been many changes, the atmosphere remained tense. The tunnel to the palace kitchen, thanks to Adranodorus, was filled with water and unusable. There would be no more slaves from the palace and no more special meals for Archimedes. In fact, there were no more palace slaves. The city council had freed them all after the murder of the royal family. The shortage of help meant Agathe was too busy to prepare a tray for Archimedes. Instead, I came to the kitchen before each meal and made a tray from whatever was available for the garrison. Not surprisingly, Archimedes didn’t comment on the change. 
 
    On a positive note, Eurydice, like all the other slaves from the palace, was freed. Hektor immediately hired her to a full time position in the kitchen. Eurydice’s first day of employment began at the evening meal on the sixth day of the truce. She was there when I went out to the kitchen that afternoon. 
 
    Eurydice had always seemed like an older sister to me, and I was very glad to see her. She had regained the glow that made her so lovely, but she still stuttered badly. 
 
    With great difficulty, Eurydice told me that she and Gelo had moved in with Lavinia and Orestes. She had just spent her second night with Gelo and had brought him with her to work. He was asleep on the counter, swaddled in a basket like a batch of fresh dinner rolls. 
 
    Hektor sidled up to me as I got a tray ready for Archimedes. “Used any of that advice I gave you?” he inquired with a grin, taking hold of himself through the folds of his tunic in a way that left far too little to the imagination. 
 
    The mere suggestion of Moira brought back the memory of her grandfather’s dismissal. 
 
    He read my face. “That good?” he deadpanned, dribbling a little wine into his cup from an amphora. 
 
    I heard a chirp from the baby basket and crossed the kitchen for a closer look. Eurydice joined me. She pulled back the cover so I could see the infant. 
 
    My first thought was that he resembled his grandfather. 
 
    “Do—do—do you ever want a ch—child?” she asked. 
 
    I almost said yes, but said, “I don’t know,” instead. 
 
    “I think he’s afraid to get the thing wet,” called out Hektor across the kitchen. 
 
    The comment embarrassed both of us. I stared at the baby and spoke softly so only Eurydice could hear. “I would only want a child if I were free.” 
 
    Eurydice understood too well. 
 
    Lavinia joined us and put an arm around Eurydice. She looked down at Gelo. “Just think, we’re all going home together tonight.” 
 
    Eurydice smiled as I remembered her smiling. 
 
    Agathe sidled up to the other side of the counter. The baby was starting to fuss. “And to think this tiny thing has the blood of Achilles running through him.” Her smile was cruel. “And two great kings as well. Let’s hope we can keep track of this young lad as he grows up. Maybe he’ll do those wonderful things that his father only dreamed of.” 
 
    Hektor belched loudly. “Let’s hope he doesn’t take after his father at all.” 
 
    “Hush,” hissed Lavinia. 
 
    The infant began to cry. Eurydice lifted him out of the basket and held him close to her breast. “He—he—he’s hungry.” 
 
    Lavinia stepped in right away. “Let’s give this young woman some privacy. Timon, take your master’s tray and get out of here. Hektor, there must be something in the pantry we need.” 
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    When the envoys from Syracuse reached Lilybaeum to discuss a long-term alliance with Appius Claudius, he sent them east to Messana to talk  to Marcellus. While the envoys were in transit, five representatives from Leontini came to Syracuse requesting protection for their city. Hieronymus had driven the Roman garrison out of Leontini, leaving the city without any means of defense. The people of Leontini wanted to maintain the independence that Syracuse had given them, and yet they were worried that Rome, with her soldiers now in greater number in the region, would try to reclaim the city. 
 
    This was a difficult issue for the city council and immediately became a topic of general discussion and rumor in the streets of Syracuse. How could the city-state sign an alliance with Rome and at the same time furnish one of her neighbors with a security force for protection against that same party? Hippocrates, who had said very little in his first few council meetings, suggested a solution. He would gather a small force from the collection of mercenary soldiers and Roman deserters who were currently within the city walls, many of whom had fought with him, and he would take them to Leontini to provide security. 
 
    The city council jumped at this. Though Epicydes would remain in Syracuse, his more capable brother would be gone for a period of time. The hired soldiers and deserters, the riff-raff that populated the drinking establishments and caused the most civil disturbance, would be shipped off to Leontini. What could be better? 
 
    Two days later, Hippocrates left the city with four thousand men, ostensibly headed north to Leontini. Instead, still operating on orders from Hannibal, he went west and raided two towns defended by Roman garrisons. 
 
    Marcellus learned of this just as the Syracusan envoys arrived in Messana to talk peace. He immediately sent them back to Syracuse with a simple message. The ten-day truce had been broken. If Syracuse did not send Hippocrates and Epicydes, now known to the Romans as the key political agitators, out of Sicily, Rome would declare war on Syracuse. Marcellus then assembled his two legions and marched south from Messana to track down Hippocrates. 
 
    By this time Hippocrates and his four thousand men were on their way to Leontini. Epicydes met his brother there with word from Syracuse. The city council was in communication with Marcellus and was giving every indication that they wanted nothing to do with either of the brothers. 
 
    Within the week, Marcellus and his two legions met Appius, also with two legions, outside Leontini. They launched simultaneous attacks on the city from two sides. The city walls were breached on the first assault. The fighting raged into the night. Hippocrates and his brother, seeing that the cause was lost, slipped out of town under cover of dark and headed back to Syracuse on horseback. 
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    Riding hard the next morning Hippocrates and Epicydes were stopped by a column of eight thousand soldiers coming from Syracuse to support the Roman effort in Leontini. Sosis was the commanding officer. He immediately arrested the two brothers, planning to turn them over to Marcellus as proof of Syracuse’s loyalty to Rome. 
 
    Hippocrates and Epicydes were put in restraints and moved to the rear of the column to walk with the pack animals and baggage carts. Also at the rear was a brigade of six hundred mercenary soldiers from Crete. Many of them had fought with the two brothers several months earlier in southern Sicily. Hippocrates struck up a conversation with the soldiers as they walked, and in no time was spreading lies and gathering conspirators. He told them that Marcellus had killed every last man, woman, and child in Leontini and that he intended to do the same to any city that resisted him—including Syracuse. 
 
    After a while, word passed up the column that Hippocrates was conversing with the Cretans like old friends. The soldiers ahead of them, also mercenaries, called for an abrupt halt. They demanded that Hippocrates be treated like a prisoner and not be spoken to at all. At the height of these tense reprimands, Hippocrates produced a letter, which he had written, but that he claimed to have intercepted earlier in the day. The letter was purportedly from the magistrates in Syracuse to Marcellus. It said that they supported Marcellus’ takeover of Leontini and that his slaughtering of the populace had been appropriate. It went on to say that they felt the mercenary troops were a problem for Syracuse and that the sooner they were rid of them the better off the city would be. This generated considerable discussion and distrust among the mercenaries at the rear of the column. Suddenly more than half the eight thousand soldiers had stopped marching and were debating whether they wanted to go on to Leontini.  
 
    This brought Sosis down the line on horseback to find out what was going on. When he ordered the soldiers to return to formation and continue marching, the mercenaries responded with indignation and then outright dissent. A fight broke out between the Syracusan militia and the mercenaries. The professional soldiers got the best of it. Sosis and a group of his most trusted men broke from the fight and headed back to Syracuse on horseback. 
 
    This was the kind of situation—one verging on chaos—where Hippocrates was at his best. Using his oratory skills, he quickly won over the mob of mercenaries and deserters, including some Syracusan militia, and took command. Hippocrates had, almost magically, gone from captive to commander in less than half a day. His first order of business was to return to Syracuse. Late in the afternoon of the next day, he was within a mile of the Hexapylon with a force equal in number to that defending the city.  
 
    Sosis and his small contingent had arrived in Syracuse that morning. He had already told the city council about the renegade troops headed to Syracuse. But Hippocrates had sent a messenger ahead of his men. The messenger got to Syracuse just after Sosis and wasted no time spreading the lie that Marcellus had butchered the entire populace of Leontini. The city was torn. Much of the populace felt certain that Marcellus was intent on the complete destruction of Syracuse and the murder of its citizens. Others, the military officers and the aristocrats, felt they could reason with Marcellus by pledging allegiance to Rome. As a compromise, the city council decided the city gates would be closed. Neither Marcellus nor the Carthaginian brothers would be allowed into the city. 
 
    The city gates had just been secured when Hippocrates arrived with his troops at the Hexapylon. They were denied admittance. But again Hippocrates’ infiltration had been complete. Some of those operating the gate had shared drinks with him. Others were relatives of the Syracusan deserters who had just joined the Carthaginian general. Dissention on the inside led to a breach at the gate and a complete reversal. Hippocrates and his mob of mercenaries took possession of the Hexapylon, then headed across the plateau to the city council chambers. 
 
    The pro-Roman cadre—Sosis, Theodotus, and Sopater—had gathered in Achradina with the city council. They were so certain Hippocrates could not get into the city that they had not secured Achradina. Hippocrate’s make-shift band of soldiers and misfits stormed through the gate and went straight to the city council chambers, where they slaughtered three hundred Syracusan militia, Sopater, Theodotus, and the entire city council. When the violence was over, Hippocrates stood at the Altar of Concord, and with all his eloquent deceit, addressed his soldiers and a steadily gathering crowd of city residents. He spoke of democracy, liberty, and the Roman menace. Then, with the full support of his men, he declared himself commander of all Syracusan forces. He named his brother as his second. Well-schooled by Hannibal, a determined and cunning Hippocrates had finally achieved his goal. Syracuse was his. 
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    Four legions of Roman soldiers were now assembled outside Leontini, two days march from Syracuse. Sixty quinqueremes were sitting off the coast being outfitted for a siege. Another one hundred smaller Roman warships were still anchored in the Trogyli Harbor. The Carthaginian fleet that had been on the south side of Cape Pachynum was now back in Carthage to procure more troops. A tumultuous year had passed since the death of Hiero. Syracuse had gone over fully to Carthage, and Marcellus intended to reverse that through any means necessary. 
 
    The Roman consul sent a contingent of envoys ahead of his troops with one last offer of peace. Hippocrates and Epicydes met the envoys at the Hexapylon. The envoys said that Marcellus was not there to bring war, but to bring relief. He only sought the ringleaders of the revolt. The brothers laughed at this request and told the envoys to go away. 
 
    Turning the envoys away without even letting them into the city added insult to injury. Marcellus sent three legions south to Syracuse under the command of Appius. Marcellus remained in Leontini with the fourth legion, waiting for the final preparation of his fleet.  
 
    During the years I knew Marcellus, I heard him talk about this on several occasions. It infuriated him that Hippocrates had lied about the slaughtering of citizens in Leontini. A reputation for brutality spread fast. There were some advantages to it, but none that Marcellus valued. He knew the horror of war and accepted it, but as a man of sentiment and discipline, he didn’t kill the innocent for the sake of killing. 
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    I was copying a letter that Archimedes had written to Eratosthenes when I heard footsteps coming up the tower staircase. Archimedes was using his crystal lens, working on plans for a larger array of focusing mirrors. I alerted him that we may be having visitors. He quickly put away the lens and the drawing, then moved down the bench to his abacus. I went back to my copying. 
 
    The footsteps grew louder, accompanied by the clank of swords and armor. Plato rose from the windowsill, stretched, and jumped to the floor. The door to the landing was halfway open. Plato considered his options, then disappeared behind the drapes on the south wall. 
 
    Hippocrates appeared on the landing. Five soldiers trailed after him. They stood back as Hippocrates advanced to the door. He wore a black cuirass and black greaves with a black cape. A short sword hung from a baldric at his hip. He knocked heavily on the door then pushed it open. He strode across the room directly to Archimedes’ workbench. The soldiers remained outside. 
 
    Archimedes did not look up from his work. Hippocrates stood there watching the old man twist his compass around in the sand for some time before he addressed him. 
 
    “Archimedes,” he said. 
 
    Archimedes continued with his work. 
 
    “Archimedes,” Hippocrates said again, louder. 
 
    Archimedes still made no acknowledgment of his visitor. Hippocrates slammed his fist on the workbench with enough force to make me jump. 
 
    Archimedes lifted his head slowly and put a hand to his ear. “What was that?” he asked. In spite of the fear I felt from Hippocrates’ presence, it was hard not to smile. Archimedes was a man of rare courage. He could make himself quite inaccessible regardless of the situation. 
 
    Hippocrates smiled slyly. “So good to see you, Archimedes.” His voice was raised. “I hope I’m not bothering you.”  
 
    As an answer Archimedes returned to drawing in the sand. 
 
    Hippocrates reached out with his right hand and tapped the side of Archimedes’ abacus three times with his index finger. “I would like your complete attention, Archimedes.” 
 
    Archimedes reluctantly lifted his eyes. 
 
    “There is a Roman army marching to Syracuse as we speak. They intend to attack the city. It’s my duty to organize the defenses.” 
 
    Archimedes nodded as though he had been told the time of day. 
 
    “I asked you several months ago for a tour of the battlements to inspect the weapons installations that you designed for Hiero. I would like to do that today.” 
 
    Archimedes looked off toward the tower’s east window. I knew he hated being told to do anything—much less to be told to do it right away. “I will be available tomorrow,” he said softly. 
 
    “You must have misunderstood me, Archimedes. We will be facing a very capable adversary in a matter of weeks or even days. It’s my responsibility to prepare for this, and I believe that preparation begins with a tour of the battlements. I would like to do this immediately—if at all possible.” Though his words were measured and polite, the man’s bearing suggested there was no other choice in the matter. 
 
    I could see that Archimedes was trembling, probably more from anger than fear. He stared off at a spot on the workbench, trying to ignore what could not be ignored. 
 
    Hippocrates looked over at me, then put both of his hands on the workbench, and leaned forward so that his face was very close to the scientist’s. “I would be more than willing to wait until tomorrow, Archimedes,” he said, still respectful, “but it’s more than just a tour for me. My men need training in the operation of your machines and that simply cannot begin too soon.” 
 
    Archimedes made no response. 
 
    Hippocrates pressed on. “I have been told that the fortifications are more than twenty years old. I am wondering if perhaps you haven’t had some new ideas, some advances that you might add to what already exists. Neither money nor manpower is an issue.” His voice held no threat, and yet the gravity of the man belied his tone. “I would greatly appreciate seeing the weapons that are in place now.” 
 
     Archimedes knew he could resist this man for only so long. “Very well,” he said. He stood slowly and looked over at me. “I will need the assistance of my slave to navigate the battlements.” 
 
    Hippocrates smiled. “That will not be a problem. Thank you.” 
 
    I went over to Archimedes’ side. He placed his hand on my shoulder as if he were infirm, and the two of us followed Hippocrates out to the landing where the other soldiers were waiting. These were the officers who would be supervising the men operating the machines. 
 
      
 
    The tour began on the battlements of the Hexapylon. We walked east along the top of the wall toward the ocean. The group gathered beside one of the giant torsion catapults, arguably the most impressive of the weapons Archimedes had designed. 
 
    Crude catapults had been around for several hundred years, but Archimedes had refined these catapults through the application of mathematics and geometry. He asked the soldiers to roll the catapult into position. 
 
    Archimedes described the mechanisms, then without any assistance, used a system of pulleys and a windlass to load a five-talent stone into the catapult. He pulled a lever and launched the stone so far out into the ocean that all we could see was a tiny splash of white where it entered the water. With two more stones, Archimedes demonstrated how to aim the device and adjust it for distance. “These catapults have the capacity to hit a ship at half a mile,” he said, “and if properly deployed can prevent a ship from entering the Great Harbor.” 
 
    Catapults of various sizes were situated along the battlement walkway. The smaller ones had less range, but greater accuracy. There were also a variety of ballistae. These huge tripod-mounted crossbows shot ten-foot long, metal-tipped javelins. Archimedes told the group that the ballistae had the power to propel a javelin through an ordinary metal shield and the soldier behind it, and were as accurate as a bow and arrow in the hands of a skilled archer. 
 
    Next Archimedes demonstrated something he called “the claw.” It was essentially a long lever, mounted on a pivot with compound pulleys and counter weights. The weights hung on the inside of the city wall and the wooden lever stretched some thirty feet or more outside the wall. A long chain and hook hung from the end of the lever. An additional rope with a set of pulleys ran down to the hook or “claw,” so that it could be opened or closed from above by the device’s operator. 
 
    Again Archimedes demonstrated the weapon by himself. Using levers to open and close the claw, he picked a large boulder from the surf below, lifted it in the air, and dropped it in another location twenty feet away. When Hippocrates asked him what this claw could be used for, Archimedes told him it could grip the prow of a ship, lift it fully out of the water, and drop it aft first into the sea. It seemed impossible, but after what Archimedes had already shown us, how could we not believe everything he said? 
 
    The officers’ awe increased as the tour progressed. Hippocrates’ reaction was more muted. He seemed to know these things were possible. Only a thin smile revealed his inner thoughts and the power these machines suggested to him. 
 
    After the demonstrations on the battlements, Archimedes led our group into the interior of the walls, where additional battle stations had been created at regular intervals around the city. These positions were equipped with scorpions, smaller handheld versions of the javelin-launching ballistae. Thin, rectangular windows had been cut into the walls at these stations. They were too narrow for a man to pass through, but perfectly designed for aiming and shooting the scorpions. A defender could shoot the scorpions’ metal darts at anyone attempting to scale the walls from the outside—with virtually no risk to himself. 
 
    When the tour ended, the soldiers fell silent. They had been shown weapons beyond their imaginations. One thing seemed certain. There was no way Marcellus could successfully storm the walls of Syracuse. As Archimedes had projected, we were likely headed for a long siege and blockade. 
 
      
 
    By the time we returned to the island, Archimedes really did need my assistance to climb to the top of the tower. He was tired and clearly emotionally spent as well. When we entered the workshop, he went straight to his workbench and sat down. He stared at his tray of sand without making a mark. After a while he stood and went over to the east window. He stared out at the sea for quite some time. Every now and then he dropped his head and stared at the floor. 
 
    I tried to keep my mind on my work, but his discomfort filled the room. I was so concerned that I found myself periodically looking up to make sure he hadn’t jumped out of the window. At one point he turned and met my gaze with his one clear eye. 
 
    “I feel as though I have made a huge mistake, Timon,” he said with a sigh. “From the beginning the great teachings have emphasized keeping the forms and the figures pure. Mathematics and geometry are powerful tools, but their application should be limited to the sand of an abacus. My applications have been a violation of the great teachings. I recognize the gravity of that error only now. Perhaps too late.” He hung his head so that his mass of white hair fell down around his face. 
 
    “But aren’t some of your inventions useful for things other than war?” I asked. “The water screw must be something good. The compound pulleys can save slaves the strain of moving heavy objects. Who knows, these devices might one day free the world of the need for slaves.” 
 
    He lifted his head and nodded very slightly. “That’s what I have thought, Timon. My cranes and pulleys, even these catapults that I’ve designed, I felt that they were good. Good for Hiero and good for Syracuse. But I’m not so sure any more.” He knit his brow and fixed his one good eye on me. “I’m still holding out that the defenses I’ve created will be so formidable that attacking this city—any city—will become impossible.” 
 
    I had heard him make this argument before. The first time it felt real. This second time it seemed forced, a rationalization. 
 
    “I imagine we will be finding out soon,” he muttered. He walked the length of the bench, opened a drawer, and took out the drawing of the parabolic array that he had been working on when Hippocrates had entered. “This,” he said as he unrolled the scroll, “is—or maybe was—to be my final piece of weaponry. Something so new and frightening that it would end warfare of all kinds forever with but one or two demonstrations. It’s precisely the new advance that Hippocrates is looking for. Today I’m not so sure I want to see it built.” 
 
    He rolled up the drawing and put it away, then looked at me. “Nothing that you have seen here, nothing that we do, leaves this workshop—for any reason.” He stopped to impress the importance of what he was saying, and had said several times before. “In exchange for your freedom when I die, Timon, you must promise me this.” 
 
    I nodded my head in the affirmative.  
 
    “For as long as you live.” 
 
    “Yes,” I said then—and yet now, these many years later, I am writing a narrative that will give it all away. 
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    I completed copying Archimedes’ letter to Eratosthenes the next day and was sent to the palace to deliver it to the courier. The administrator told me he had no idea when it would be put on a packet ship. From the lull of the ten-day truce, the city was in a panic, preparing for war. Everything was in anticipation of a siege. 
 
    I went from the courier’s office to the Achradina gate, then went north on Via Intermuralis to the market, thinking that I must see Moira. With war in the air, there was no telling when I would have the chance again. The streets were filled with people bustling about, making last minute preparations. Soldiers were everywhere. Men were being dragged from the drinking establishments and enlisted in the militia. I dodged through the crowd, clutching two coppers in my pocket. If Moira’s grandfather didn’t want her talking to a slave, at least I could say that I was a paying customer. 
 
    I turned into the market and stopped in my tracks. Instead of vendors and booths, I saw people setting up tents and temporary living shelters. Everyone knew three Roman legions were on their way from Leontini. The farmers and others who lived outside the city were abandoning their homes for the safety of Syracuse’s walls. They brought their chickens and goats and all the household goods they could carry. I felt certain that Moira and her grandfather must be part of this migration, but I had no idea where to find them. 
 
    I had been searching for a while when I saw Corax and his band of brigands coming my way. I made an effort to dodge out of their path, but the crowd was so thick I had nowhere to go. 
 
    One of the boys spotted me. “Isn’t that the boy with the figs?” 
 
    “Let’s get him!” Corax shouted, and suddenly they were coming after me. It was sport to them and body and limb to me. I pushed and shoved through the throng with the gang behind me. People cursed at me as I scooted between tents, over and around the odds and ends that littered the street, doing everything I could to lose the gang of boys. 
 
    Corax was the biggest and fastest. I could hear him gaining on me and urging his buddies on. I felt his hand on my shoulder. Suddenly Corax and I were tumbling on the ground. I scooted away from him on hands and knees, with people all around shouting at us. He managed to take hold of my ankle, but I kicked out of his grasp, catching him firmly in the face with my heel. 
 
    “You’re meat now!” he yelled at me. I squirmed beneath the canvas of a tent and out the other side, stumbling through a cluster of small pigs, finally escaping from the mass of people and breaking into a dead run. I didn’t slow down until I was sure I had lost Corax and his buddies. 
 
    Despite the close call and the panic I felt, I was still determined to find Moira. I headed south from the Tyche district to the garden park in Neapolis, thinking she might be there.  
 
    She wasn’t. 
 
    I spent a short time looking for the man with the port-wine birthmark, then returned to Ortygia wondering if I would ever see Moira again. With war on the horizon, her grandfather might have decided to leave the region altogether. Here it was again—the war with Hannibal. Everything was up for grabs. Today it was this way. Tomorrow that. Who could know? I went to bed that night heartbroken and angry. 
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    Marcellus knew of Archimedes’ miraculous devices, including the pulleys and levers that allowed one man to move an entire ship. Yet he still believed that the ultimate weapon was a sharp gladius in the hand of a trained soldier—because in the end, all battles, whether on land or sea, whether between many or few, came down to hand-to-hand combat. At least that’s how Marcellus saw it from his camp in Leontini the day he got word that Appius and his three legions had arrived in Syracuse. 
 
    Something in Archimedes’ science, Marcellus told me years later, reminded him of the strategies that Hannibal had introduced to the Romans on the battlefield. War was changing in more ways than one. For this reason, and for the future of Rome, Marcellus wanted to meet Archimedes. He wanted to talk to him. He wanted to see his inventions in action. Maybe they were nothing. Maybe the stories were exaggerated. But maybe they were a way to defeat Hannibal. 
 
      
 
    Syracuse would have been a difficult city to capture even without Archimedes. It was entirely surrounded by a perimeter of tall stone walls, much of it footed by precipitous cliffs or the sea. Inside those walls were no fewer than fifteen thousand soldiers. Add the unknown of the old man’s war machines, and many would have called Syracuse an impossible target to besiege. Marcellus was prepared to march on Syracuse nonetheless. He had come from Italy with all manner of siege equipment. It would be assembled when his legions made camp on the farmland outside the city. With ladders, penthouses, tortoises, ramming devices, mantlets, mining equipment, and catapults, plus the best army in the world, commanded by the most respected field officer in the Roman military, Marcellus entered into the siege of Syracuse confident of success. 
 
    What he didn’t know was that Hiero had anticipated it all. The late king had seen the power of Archimedes’ machines firsthand. A soldier of no modest capacity himself, he was able to imagine the next generation of warfare. Early on in his reign, he deliberately cultivated a friendship with his wife’s cousin Archimedes. Hiero provided the scientist with anything he could want or need—money, materials, manpower, and correspondence around the world. In exchange, he asked Archimedes to redesign the defenses of the city. He wanted Syracuse to be a citadel, so well-armed that no one would dare attack it. What Archimedes created surely surpassed Hiero’s wildest dreams. I saw it in action.  
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    Despite lingering regrets about applying the pure realm of numbers to mechanical devices, Archimedes continued work on two projects of applied optics: the perfection of a large array of parabolic mirrors and his personal quest to improve his own vision. His drawings of the array were nearly complete. He planned to break the project down into its component parts and have them made individually by different craftsmen so that no one person would know what they were for. The crystal lens allowed him to do the original drawings, but peering through the imperfect lens strained his one working eye and made the chore painfully slow, with results that were difficult to read. I had the chore of copying everything.  
 
    The frustration of working with the single lens drove Archimedes to experiment with other types of lenses or combinations of lenses to correct his vision. He had made compound pulleys, why not compound lenses? Early in the morning, six days after Appius’ arrival, Archimedes pushed all the political distractions out of his mind and concentrated on this one task. 
 
    Throughout my time with Archimedes, he had worked at making glass beads. Every now and then I would fire up the furnace and pump the bellows, and he would make small batches of clear glass, which he would fashion into beads. This particular morning, I watched as he retrieved a small painted box from a shelf on the north wall of the workshop. I had seen the box before. It contained the entire set of beads he had made, plus some others that he had obtained in Alexandria. He spilled them out on the workbench beside his abacus like a collection of precious jewels and called me to his side. 
 
    Archimedes used his wooden stylus to draw the profile of the crystal lens on the surface of the sand. Then he drew three parallel lines passing perpendicularly through the lens and converging in a single point on the other side. “This is how it works,” he said. “Light passing through the lens is focused into a point, but the rays of light don’t stop at that point.” He extended the lines in the sand. “They continue in straight lines beyond the point of focus, where they diverge and continue diverging. I want to try combining one of these beads with the crystal lens in the same way we used the crystal lens with the pinhole in the window shutter. I believe we want to place the bead just a short distance beyond the focal point.” He pointed to the location. “As we’ve seen with the candles, this will reverse the image—left to right, top to bottom. That’s what we want to explore today.” 
 
    [image: ]I nodded as though I understood more than I did. 
 
      
 
    We began by mounting the crystal lens in a wooden annulus that acted as a frame. The frame was then attached to the end of the workbench so that the lens was aimed out the north window and slightly downward. From the diameter and curvature of the lens, Archimedes was able to calculate its focal length. It was about the length of my arm. He marked that distance on the workbench as a reference point. Using a pair of small wooden tweezers, he picked a glass bead off the workbench. He held the bead, pinched in the tweezers, up close to his one good eye, and from a distance very close to the focal length of the lens, tried to look through the bead and the crystal lens at the same time. Kneeling beside the workbench, using one bead then another, he proceeded, varying the distance from the crystal lens, forward and back, hoping to bring clarity to what he was seeing. 
 
    After much agonizing effort, and quite a bit of time, he finally stood, putting a hand to his back, and shook his head in frustration. “This isn’t working. My hand is too unsteady and my eye too weak. I’m simply incapable of doing this properly.” 
 
    After a moment, he turned to me. “I’d like you to give it a try, Timon. I want you to be my eyes. Either this idea is simply wrong or the problem is my eyes and my age.” He handed me the tweezers and asked me if I understood what I was supposed to do.  
 
    “You want me to use one of the beads to look through the crystal. Sort of like looking through a small knothole aligned with a larger one.” 
 
    “And then tell me what you see.” He smiled the way he always smiled when I understood more than he had anticipated. “The beads are all slightly different. One might be better than another. Try them one by one.” 
 
    Using the tweezers, I picked a bead off the table. I knelt in front of the crystal lens and situated myself the same way Archimedes had. I began at a distance much greater than the focal length, and squinting my eye into the bead, moved closer, little by little, trying to find the lens’ focal point as Archimedes had described. At first everything was a blur. There was nothing to see. Then all of a sudden an image—of what I wasn’t sure—appeared in the crystal lens. Then it disappeared. It came and went several more times as I moved back and forth just beyond the focal length of the crystal. 
 
     I gradually began to understand what I was trying to do—catch and steady that fleeting image—whatever it was. But I couldn’t quite do it. All the while, I was telling Archimedes what I was seeing, and he urged me on, encouraging me to try other beads. I went through eight with no improvement. 
 
    I took hold of a ninth bead with the tweezers and squinted into it. With much effort I found the fleeting image. It came and went—then I held it momentarily. It looked like a stone surface—but where? It so befuddled me, I lowered the bead and looked out past the mounted lens. My line of vision was directed across the moat to the wall protecting Achradina. It seemed impossible. Could I really be seeing that distant stone wall? 
 
    Archimedes saw it in my face. “What is it? Is it improving your ability to see?” 
 
    “I’m not sure,” I said, and applied myself to the bead again. This time I managed to focus on the image long enough to decipher it. The magnification was so great it frightened me. It was like looking into a different world, a different dimension. I had the sense that I could reach out and touch the wall, even though it was well more than a hundred feet away. 
 
    I looked up at Archimedes, bewildered. “What’s far is near, master. I don’t understand.” 
 
    “Tell me exactly what you’re seeing.” 
 
    “I think I’m looking at the wall across the channel,” I said, pointing. “I’m seeing the surface very close up. I can make out the sand in the mortar between the individual stones.” 
 
    Archimedes nodded. He turned the annulus slightly to the right and adjusted its aim upward. “How about now?” 
 
    Catching that first glimpse of a distant object through the two lenses was hard; holding the image still long enough to decipher it was harder yet. But I was getting better at it. And there it was! A soldier on a parapet—upside down! I lowered the bead and looked out the window in the direction I was aimed. There were no men on the wall that I could see. I told this to Archimedes. 
 
    “I believe you are seeing beyond that wall, Timon. It’s farther than I can see, but can you make out the parapets on the wall along Via Intermuralis?” 
 
    I looked out in that direction. “I can.” 
 
    “It appears to be a straight line from the crystal lens to the parapets above the Achradina gate. Is that what you’re seeing?” 
 
    “Maybe so.” I put the bead to my eye. After much effort, I saw the man’s face. It was upside down but so clear I could guess his age. My hand began to waver and he was gone. I lowered the lens and looked up at Archimedes. The experience was so peculiar I was trembling. “I saw a man’s face in detail. His eyebrows meet over his eyes,” I said excitedly. “And yet the man is so far away, I can barely see him without the lenses. Master, you must see for yourself.” 
 
    “It takes a steadier hand and sharper eye than I have,” said the old mathematician. “You will have to be my eyes until we can find a way to mount the lenses so that I can use them.” He pointed out the east window. “What do you see looking out in this direction?” 
 
    “There’s nothing but water,” I answered. 
 
    “Let’s see if the lenses change that.” He turned the wooden annulus so that the crystal lens faced the east window. I got down on one knee and followed the same procedure I had before. My eyes were tired from squinting, and it was much harder looking off into the distance at nothing than at a specific target like a man or a wall. 
 
    After a few tries, I adjusted the frame that held the crystal. Then again. I was looking for the horizon. It took some time, but at last I saw it sail across the lens. Another slight adjustment of the frame and I had it—upside down—the water on the top, the sky on the bottom. But what was that but a vague line? I wanted a ship to watch. I stood up and scanned the sea. The only boats were in the harbor. No, maybe not. There was a faint spot, just a tiny dot, on the horizon due east. I went back to the crystal and turned it slightly. 
 
     Archimedes watched me the entire time, saying nothing, though understanding, I’m sure, exactly what I was trying to do. I wanted to see a ship pass over the horizon. I wanted to see the curvature of the Earth. 
 
    I applied my eye to the bead and sought out the dot on the horizon. Nothing. I made another slight adjustment of the annulus. Nothing. I made several more adjustments until my face ached from squinting. Then I saw it—the mast of a ship on the horizon, appearing as an inverse. I turned to Archimedes. “I can see a ship’s mast. I don’t know if it’s coming or going.” 
 
    He nodded, obviously enjoying my excitement. 
 
    After many attempts, finding it and losing it again, my  hand shaking, my eye muscles cramping, I watched the sail—upside down—climb above the horizon. 
 
    I gasped at the power of the lenses and what I was seeing. “Archimedes, it’s true. The Earth is round! I can see it even more clearly with these lenses.” 
 
    “Did you doubt me, Timon?” he laughed, finally giving in to the thrill. 
 
    I applied myself to the bead and crystal again. I wanted one more look before the in and out of focus made me vomit. This time I saw the full ship. With a Roman sail! Despite my spinning head, I steadied the lens. Another masthead appeared on the horizon to the left and another to the right. All three were Roman ships. I turned to Archimedes. “Three Roman warships are headed this way.” I pointed out to the horizon. Only a few faint dots were visible, indiscernible as ships at that distance, even from the height of the tower. “I can see the insignias on the sails.” 
 
    Archimedes’ face stiffened. “It’s the arrival of the Roman fleet. The siege is about to begin.” 
 
    “We should warn the city,” I exclaimed. 
 
    Archimedes walked away from me and gazed out the window. 
 
    “Shouldn’t we tell Tacitus?” I asked. “Right away!” 
 
    “No.” Archimedes didn’t even face me. “The ships will be visible to everyone before long.” 
 
    “But wouldn’t any advance notice be helpful?”  
 
    “Not at the cost of revealing how we know. Besides, the city is prepared. I have given them all they need to protect themselves.” Archimedes crossed the room, sat in his chair, and hung his head. 
 
    “But what good are these things, Archimedes, if you can’t tell others about them?” 
 
    The scientist had dropped deep within himself. He didn’t even acknowledge my question. For all the wonder of these looking glasses, they were to remain a secret under all circumstances. Even amid a war. 
 
    Archimedes wouldn’t allow me to leave the workshop, so I stayed at the window. Every few minutes I applied my eye to the lenses, watching three, then five, then nine Roman warships come over the horizon just beyond the range of ordinary vision.  
 
  
 
  


 
 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART IV 
 
      
 
    THE SIEGE 
 
      
 
      
 
    “It will be enough for me if these words of mine are judged useful by those who want to understand clearly the events which happened in the past and which will—human nature being what it is—at some time or other and in much the same ways, be repeated in the future.” 
 
                                           -Thucydides, The Peloponnesian War. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
  
 
  


 
 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    CHAPTER 60 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    While I was watching the vanguard of the Roman fleet through two pieces of glass, Marcellus Claudius was standing at the bow of the lead warship, staring straight ahead at the island of Sicily. The moment to launch the attack was near. His entire fleet sat ready, just beyond eyesight from the shore. He was waiting for the arrival of the haruspex and the sacrificial rituals required before each battle. 
 
    Marcellus had been entrusted with the task of securing Sicily. Leontini had been the first step. The fortress of Syracuse was next. In this fifth year of the war with Hannibal, Rome was struggling. Too many cities had sided with Hannibal already because of his successes on the battlefield. In Marcellus’ opinion, control of Syracuse was the key to all future strategy in the war. It represented the first step in cutting off supply lines to Hannibal’s army in Italy, and along with Lilybaeum, Syracuse was one of the best ports for staging a Roman invasion of Africa. Syracuse going over to Carthage would be a disaster, likely prompting a domino effect in cities across Sicily and up into the Italian peninsula. The war would be lost. 
 
    Marcellus had four legions under his command—forty thousand soldiers, half of them allied troops, half of them Roman citizens. He had a fleet of seventy quinqueremes. He had three huge sea-going catapults, each mounted on a wooden platform suspended between two quinqueremes. The inside oars on both ships were discarded, and only the outside oars were used to propel these slow and cumbersome craft. Four more pairs of ships had been fitted with platforms for wall-scaling devices called sambucas, due to their resemblance to the stringed instrument. When these four-foot wide ladders were lowered onto the walls, wicker screens on their sides and top shielded the climbers from arrows and darts. 
 
    The perimeter walls that circuited Syracuse were either very tall or built atop rocky precipices so difficult to climb that there was no way any great number of men could reasonably surmount them against resistance. However Marcellus knew two places where the walls could conceivably be stormed and scaled. One of these locations was on the city’s northern perimeter between Fort Euryalus and the Hexapylon. The other was on the east side of Syracuse along the harbor quay at the Portico of Scytice—also known as the Little Harbor. Marcellus’ strategy called for simultaneous attacks at both locations, one by land and one by sea. 
 
      
 
    Marcellus saw the hooded haruspex exit from the ship’s rear quarters. Two supplicants followed, carrying a lamb upside down by its legs. It screamed like a child as the trio crossed the deck to the bridge. 
 
    Marcellus could barely contain his frustration at the need for this kind of ritual. Three legions under the command of Appius stood in formation outside the walls of Syracuse—one to the south, two to the north—awaiting the signal to begin. As soon as the sacrifice was completed, Marcellus would give the command for the fleet to advance. When the ships reached the edge of the harbor, the legion to the south would attack. Once there was engagement in the south, the two legions in the north, equipped with tortoises and penthouses, would storm the low section of wall just west of the Hexapylon. At the same time, the fleet would strike the east side of the city where the walls came down to the water’s edge. Marcellus later told me that he had fully expected to take the city in his first assault. 
 
    The haruspex climbed onto the bridge and greeted the Roman general. Marcellus barely diverted his gaze while the augur sprinkled mola on the lamb’s back and dribbled wine on its forehead. The two assistants then stretched the lamb out on its back on the deck. The haruspex said a prayer, drew his flint knife, and cut the animal’s throat. He watched the animal bleed out, then slit the lamb from stem to stern. He reached into the warm innards like a practiced surgeon, groping for the liver. He lifted the organ from the animal, stringing out bloody strands of flesh and fiber. He cut the liver free and made a cursory appraisal. He stood and spoke to Marcellus’ back. “The gods give you their approval, General.” 
 
    Marcellus graced the man with a glance over his shoulder. “Thank the gods,” he said. No other words were exchanged. The attendants removed the gutted animal, then used three buckets of seawater to flush the blood from the deck. 
 
    Before the priest and his aides had reached their quarters, Marcellus removed his gladius from its scabbard and raised it high over his head. He stroked the air before him three times, signaling the ships on either side of him to proceed as planned. The signal was repeated throughout the fleet until all seventy ships were cutting through the water, oars pulling, sails snapping, bearing down on Syracuse. 
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    Using the lenses, I counted the warships as their masts rose up over the horizon. After a while I didn’t need the lenses. Nor did anyone else in Syracuse. The battlements quickly filled with soldiers, and the long anticipated confrontation was underway. 
 
    From my vantage point in the tower, I could watch both sides move into position. The Roman fleet stretched out in two long lines, perhaps a mile off shore. Beyond the north wall, visible only with the aid of the lenses, Appius’ two legions were ready for battle. A third Roman legion stood in formation across the farmland to the south. Eight catapults squatted behind them like huge animals. 
 
    Last-minute preparations continued atop the fortress walls. Soldiers positioned the catapults and loaded them with stones. Tens of Archimedes’ cranes swung out over the walls like monstrous giraffes. Batteries of ballistae, twenty side by side, tensed like mechanical insects, their stingers cocked and ready to strike.  
 
    Archimedes wanted none of it. He settled into scratching out a proof on a piece of papyrus. But it was living theater to me. Barely containing my excitement, I moved from window to window, watching the battle unfold. 
 
    When the first line of Roman ships got within a half mile of the shore, the single legion in the south began to march forward. I would learn years later in my talks with Marcellus that this first troop movement was a feint, designed to force defenders to move from one location to another. This strategy might have worked had it not been for Archimedes’ preparations. 
 
    As soon as the soldiers in the south began to advance on the walls, three catapults on the south battlement let go with large boulders, one right after the other. The first fell short. The second overshot the Roman line by fifty feet. The third boulder hit directly in the center of the line, causing tremendous damage. At that point, ten more catapults launched boulders. Seven were direct hits, crushing scores of men like so many ants. The diversion never had a chance. The Roman line pulled back to what was assumed to be a safe distance. Five more catapults followed with four devastating hits on the more distant line. The Romans moved back even farther. This was the first sign that Marcellus had underestimated his task. 
 
    By this time the Roman fleet was approaching the Little Harbor, aimed at a location on the quay where the ships could get close to the walls without fear of the surf. Well before these ships reached the walls, catapults on the east battlements let go with five range-finding shots. Two sailed over the second line of quinqueremes. Two others splashed amid the flotilla, and the fifth scored a direct hit, disabling and eventually sinking the vessel. 
 
    Archimedes’ mid-range catapults were more accurate than the larger ones. The pairs of ships carrying the Roman catapults were targeted first. Two were struck and sunk before they were close enough to use their weapons. The third was damaged so badly it could not participate in the battle. Two of the sambucas were similarly destroyed by direct hits. The other two managed to get beneath the arc of the catapults, but the ballistae launched their javelins with such accuracy and force that the sambucas were torn to pieces, and the ships were forced to retreat. At this point, Marcellus called off the attack and the entire fleet retreated to the south. 
 
    Appius and his two legions fared no better in the north. Archimedes understood that one of the lowest and most accessible parts of the city perimeter was between the Hexapylon and Fort Euryalus. When he designed his defenses, this portion of the battlements was one of the most heavily armed, as Appius was about to discover. 
 
    His troops received a barrage of large boulders even before Appius had given the order to charge. The trumpets’ call to attack was hardly heard over the shrieks and cries of crushed Roman hastati. When the front line broke from a march into a run, the sky darkened with an array of javelins and stones. Those few soldiers who reached the base of the wall were treated to the crane and claw. Individual men were lifted into the air some thirty or forty feet, then dropped in full armor to their death. Others were flattened by rocks dropped from above. Stunned, Appius stared out over the farmland littered with huge stones and mutilated Roman soldiers and sounded the general retreat. 
 
    I didn’t see it all first hand, but I witnessed the most impressive part—the range and accuracy of the catapults and ballistae. The quinqueremes simply had no chance of getting close enough to the walls to use the sambucas. 
 
     Archimedes never stood from his desk. I shrieked with amazement or gasped at what I saw, but the mastermind of it all never even turned his head. 
 
      
 
    After the battle, when the Roman fleet had disappeared over the horizon, all that could be heard was the sound of the city populace celebrating in the streets. I couldn’t resist saying something to Archimedes. I stood up to the workbench directly across from where he sat peering through his lens, trying to complete the proof he would eventually have me copy and send across the Mediterranean to one of the five people in the world who could understand it. After a while he looked up, one eye white with cataract, the other so intense you might think light projected from it. “And so, Timon, what have you seen?” 
 
    “That you have saved the city, master.” 
 
    He nodded slowly. “For now, perhaps.” He turned his attention back to his work. 
 
    I spoke anyway. “It was impressive, master. I don’t believe a single inhabitant of our city was seriously injured.” 
 
    He didn’t acknowledge my compliment. I returned to my desk and a letter to be copied. My head was so full of the battle and the visions I had seen through the two lenses that I couldn’t concentrate. The world had changed right before my eyes. It seemed larger and filled with possibilities. 
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    By late afternoon the Roman soldiers had settled back into their camps, and the warships had gone south to the shelter of Cape Pachynum. A city that had been in a state of fear was now celebrating. The Romans had been repelled with very little damage to the city and only minor injuries to those manning the battlements.  
 
    That evening I went down to the kitchen as I always did. Hektor, Lavinia, Agathe, and Eurydice were preparing a huge victory dinner for the island garrison. They all had cups of wine in their hands or within arm’s reach. Hektor even offered me a cup, the first I’d had since arriving in Syracuse. 
 
    Archimedes never cared when his food arrived, so I worked with the staff all through dinner that night. I had several cups of wine over the course of the meal and still managed to do my work without dropping anything. Spirits were so high among the staff and the soldiers that no one would have cared anyway. 
 
    Afterward, I sat on a bag of oats in the pantry to finish a last cup of wine before taking Archimedes his meal. Despite the victory, my thoughts had turned melancholy. I dwelled on the possibility of never seeing Moira again. 
 
    Hektor came down the stairs and sat down opposite me. “How you doing there, Timon?” he asked, a full cup in his hand and a playful look in his bloodshot eyes. 
 
    “Okay,” I said, not feeling that way at all. 
 
    “Will you be able to get upstairs with that food?” He motioned to the tray I had assembled. 
 
    “Once I’m done with this last little bit.” I lifted the cup and forced a grin. 
 
    “How are you doing with that girl?” he quizzed, leaning forward. 
 
    “I don’t know where she is.” I blurted it out. “She could be gone for good,” I added, revealing the thing I feared most. 
 
     Hektor shook his head. “No, I don’t think so. I’ve seen her since they closed the gates.” 
 
    “Where?” I gasped. 
 
    Hektor laughed. “She and her grandfather have a tent. I can’t say precisely where, but within the walls of the city.” 
 
    This was exactly what I needed to hear. I finished off my wine in a single swallow. 
 
    Hektor grinned. “You diddle her yet?” 
 
    I grinned stupid and stuck out my hand. “Smell my fingers.” 
 
    He grabbed my hand and sniffed. “Smells like dishwater to me,” he snapped, dropping my hand. 
 
    I began to giggle. He grew indignant, but before he could utter a single profanity, he burst into laughter himself. We laughed and laughed and laughed, both drunk enough to be silly. Never before or since have I laughed so hard. Then I suddenly stopped. “Where exactly do you stick your fingers to get them stinky?”  
 
    This brought another burst of laughter from both of us, but this time it was Hektor whose hysterics abruptly ended like a slap in the face. He pressed two fingers to his lips and stared into my face for longer than I could bear. Finally, he said as seriously as I had ever heard him say anything, “A woman’s anatomy is a science that few men can speak on with intelligence.” 
 
    My blank face was all the prompt he needed. 
 
    He took a slug from his cup. “Were you paying attention when Eurydice gave birth?” 
 
    I thought back to that morning. “Well, a little bit.” 
 
    “What’d you see?” 
 
    “A big patch of hair and a baby’s bloody head coming out. Then I turned away.” 
 
    Hektor nodded, took another gulp of wine, then proceeded to give me an anatomy lesson that later experience would prove to be mostly wrong. But he was pretty clear about the source of womanly odors. “It’s not from the rear,” he said firmly. “That’s something altogether different.” He nodded like he knew something he wasn’t going to tell me. “It’s the front, where that baby came out. It gets wet and sweaty when a woman gets worked up—sexually. You know?” 
 
    My blank face made him grin. 
 
    “It puts off a strong, musky odor that you’ll never forget once you get it on your fingers. It’s an aphrodisiac to a man.” 
 
    “A what?” 
 
    “Afro-dees-e-ack.” He sounded it out as deliberately as Archimedes detailed the laws of optics. “It inspires the love muscle.” 
 
    “You mean, like,” I pointed to my groin, “it gets hard?” 
 
    Hektor chuckled. “You ever see a female dog in heat?” 
 
    “They bleed a little bit from where they pee.” 
 
    “And they leave little drops of blood wherever they go. It carries a pungent smell—similar to what a woman gives off. And when a male dog smells it, it drives him nuts. He gets so horny he’d swim a river just to get at that bitch. It’s the same way with a man. Once you get it in your nose, it goes down to your balls.” He dropped his hand to his crotch for emphasis. “Just like a dog, you’d swim a river to get at that bitch.” He winked at me, then laughed. 
 
    This was profound information to me, and at fourteen much more interesting than the motion of the planets by a long stretch. I thought of the time the wind had lifted Moira’s tunic at the Temple of Zeus. “I noticed the girl’s got a little hair between her legs, Hektor,” I said with all the sobriety I could muster. “Not as much as Eurydice, but some.” I leaned forward and lowered my voice. “What’s that mean?” 
 
    A huge smile illuminated Hektor’s face and his eyes grew big and round like Plato’s. “That means she stinks.” 
 
    My mouth fell open. “Is that good?” 
 
    “You been following me at all, boy? Damn, of course, it’s good. It means she’s ready. That girl’s becoming a woman!” 
 
    I knew what he was telling me, but the wheels were turning slowly in my alcohol-enfeebled mind. 
 
    “Do you know where you put it?” he asked, serious as dirt. 
 
    “Right in the middle of that hair?” 
 
    “Close enough,” said Hektor, who then broke out into uncontrollable laughter again—which got me laughing and him laughing more. Both of us rolled around on the bags of grain laughing until I fell on the floor—causing more laughter.  
 
    Finally I climbed to my feet. “Hektor, I think my master’s calling me. I better get this food up to him.” 
 
    Hektor nodded. “And into you, too. It will help with the hangover.” 
 
      
 
    The workshop was lit by a single oil lamp when I entered. Archimedes sat before its feeble halo, head down, working. I put the tray of food on the workbench beside him. He didn’t so much as turn his head. I was tired. There was only one place for me to be now. 
 
    I ate a big piece of bread and some cheese, then slipped out the door. I went down to my room all set to collapse on my cot, but stopped short. There was just enough moonlight coming in through the landing window to see that something long and thin lay across my pillow. I approached it slowly. I stepped back when I saw that it was a snake, a Sicilian viper, dangerously poisonous, and only the third I had seen in my life. But it wasn’t moving and looked suspiciously still. I took off my sandal and tossed it onto the pillow. The snake didn’t move. I took off the other sandal and used it to prod the viper. Again it didn’t move. Good old Plato, always thinking of me. I took the dead snake by the tail and flipped it out the landing window. I went back to my cot, turned over the pillow, and fell fast asleep. 
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    After the initial shock of the failed attempt on Syracuse, Marcellus gathered his generals for a council of war. No one had an answer for Archimedes’ machines. The accuracy and range of the catapults could hold the entire Roman army at bay. One of the officers suggested attacking at night—as a way of nullifying the long-range weapons. Marcellus liked the idea. 
 
    A week later, in the hours before daylight, Marcellus again mounted simultaneous attacks from the north and the east. Under the cover of dark, the long range catapults never came into play. Roman soldiers were assembling at the base of the north wall and warships were entering the Little Harbor by the time the first alarm sounded. 
 
    I woke to the sound of shouted commands. I ran to the landing window. The garrison was being assembled at the base of the tower. I dashed up the stairs for a view of the city. What I saw in the pre-dawn gray was so remarkable that I thought I must be dreaming. 
 
    Three pairs of ships with sambucas were in position in the Little Harbor. I watched as all three raised their sambucas and dropped the protected ladders into place against the wall above the quay. 
 
    By this time the defenses were coming alive. Archimedes’ cranes swung out over the battlements as dawn was breaking. One held a large stone and dropped it on the deck of one of the ships. It broke through the decking and on through the hull, sinking the ship and dragging the platform and the sambuca down with it. A second crane used its claw to lock onto a ship’s prow. It lifted the ship straight up, halfway out of the water, pulling the platform’s planks from the gunwales and causing the sambuca to slide off into the water. A third crane caught hold of the platform between a pair of ships. When it levered upward, the sambuca, half-filled with soldiers, slid down the wall and into the water. A fourth crane got hold of a single ship and hauled it all the way up out of the water. It dangled there, twisting on the line with soldiers leaping frantically into the harbor. When the claw released its grip, the ship fell aft first into the drink. It dropped out of sight then bobbed back up like some kind of child’s toy. 
 
    At this point Marcellus called off the attack. 
 
    I couldn’t see the north side of the city, but I would learn the details of what happened later. The attack relied on tortoises—large wooden shells—to gather clusters of soldiers at the base of the wall. From there they raised scaling ladders so the soldiers could climb one after another onto the battlements. 
 
    The Romans were positioning their ladders when the defense answered. The catapults were of no value, but again the claws came into play. Light wasn’t needed to drop huge rocks straight down onto the invaders. The soldiers were crushed whether protected by a tortoise or not. Where the Romans were able to secure their ladders, the scorpions within the embrasures easily picked them off as they climbed. The defenders also extended long poles from within the embrasures, pushing the ladders backward off the wall, climbers and all. 
 
    The element of surprise and the protection of darkness did allow many more Roman soldiers to reach the base of the wall, but they suffered more casualties because the effort lasted longer and the attack pressed harder. In the end, Marcellus had no more success in the second attack than in the first. 
 
    Archimedes never came out of his bed chamber. And yet the action was so loud and raucous that he must have known what was going on. 
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    Two full days passed without any sign of the Roman forces. Archimedes had hardly said a word since we had spotted the Roman fleet through the lenses. He was clearly at war with himself over the application of mathematics to weaponry. 
 
    The morning of the third day, four soldiers came to Archimedes’ workshop. They ordered Archimedes to come with them to survey the battlements and check the condition of the equipment. I thought they would have to carry him out. Instead, a disheartened Archimedes made no effort to resist. He asked if I could accompany him. The soldiers were polite but firm. They could give him all the help he needed. I was left alone in the workshop copying his latest letter—though who could know when it might be sent? The content of the letter was so removed from what was happening in Syracuse that it was almost comic. Archimedes made no mention of his machines or the presence of the Roman army. 
 
    I was seated at my desk, absorbed in drawing a complex diagram, when I suddenly became aware of the presence of someone else in the workshop. I lifted my head and was startled by the sight of Hippocrates standing in the middle of the room not ten feet away. He wore a long black robe of the Carthaginian style, embroidered in red, with no body armor or helmet. 
 
    I immediately stood from my desk. 
 
    “You have no reason to be afraid of me, Timon,” he said evenly, further surprising me by knowing my name. He came over and looked down at the material I had been copying. “What’s this you’re working on?” 
 
    “A geometric proof to be sent to Diocles of Arcadia.” 
 
    Hippocrates nodded, then walked around the room as he had during his first visit many months before. He gave the terrella a spin, ran his hand over the surface of the water screw, picked up Archimedes’ brass compass, then came to the six concave mirrors from the disassembled array that were stacked one inside the other on the floor beside the workbench. Hippocrates lifted the one on top. He appraised himself in the polished surface, then put it back on the pile. He went over to the workbench and peered into the box of sand that Archimedes used for geometric tinkering. He drew a line in the sand with his finger. It was almost as though I wasn’t there. He inspected the tools and vises, then pulled open a drawer. This made me uneasy. I thought of the crystal lens and the collection of glass beads. But there was nothing I could say or do. 
 
    Hippocrates opened another drawer. It contained Archimedes’ most recent set of scrolls. Hippocrates took one out and unrolled it on the workbench. I recognized it immediately as the plans for a large array of focusing mirrors. I could see the Carthaginian’s brow knit as he looked over the drawing. He took out another scroll and unrolled it over the first. It was a more primitive attempt at the same device. He rolled it up and put it back in the drawer, then returned to studying the first drawing. 
 
    He looked up and saw that I was watching him. “Could this be related to the child’s toy I saw you working on several months ago?” There was nothing of force in his voice. There was no suggestion that I was merely a slave. 
 
    “Yes, sir,” I answered, surprised he had made that connection. 
 
    “But larger. No child’s toy?” 
 
    “Yes.” I didn’t dare lie to the man. For all his courtesy, the potential for physical violence seemed to hold behind every word he said, every move he made. 
 
    “Can you tell me what it does?” 
 
    I took a deep breath. “My master has made me swear never to talk about his work.” 
 
    He cocked his head and looked at me as though thinking, but he said nothing. He continued to study the drawing. I was all but shaking with fear for what might come next. 
 
    He lifted his eyes to mine again. “What has happened to the toy?” 
 
    I bit at my lower lip. “It’s been dismantled.” 
 
    This seemed to puzzle him. He came around from the other side of the workbench. “Why is that? I thought it was for King Hieronymus.” 
 
    I stared at the floor, not knowing what to say. 
 
    “Why was it taken apart?” he asked again, coming up close to me.  
 
    “I’m only a slave, sir. I follow my master’s orders. I don’t always know his reasons.” 
 
    Hippocrates frowned. “But the parts are still here?” 
 
    He surely knew; I’d seen him looking at the mirrors. “Yes.” 
 
    “Would you reassemble it for me?” It wasn’t an order, but his voice was firm and hard to resist. 
 
    “I would need my master’s permission.” I couldn’t believe my own words. 
 
    Hippocrates lifted a single finger to his bearded chin. I was so sure I was about to be struck I flinched. A little grin curled at the corners of his mouth. “But Archimedes would understand if he knew I requested that you do it.” 
 
    I gulped. “One can’t be sure.” 
 
    “But you’ll do it anyway.” 
 
    For all the gentleness of his words, he may as well have threatened to cut off my hands. I gathered up the mirrors and retrieved the pieces of the wooden frame from a box on the other side of the room. The small array didn’t take long to assemble. I found myself excited to give a demonstration, knowing that Hippocrates had surely never seen such a thing as this before. 
 
    I set the device in a patch of sunlight coming through the east window and aimed the array so that it focused a disk of light on the south wall. I found a piece of firewood and placed it against the wall where the light was aimed. Gradually I adjusted the six mirrors and the position of the array so that the disk became a point of light. The piece of wood began to smoke and char. A small flame began to dance around the point of sunlight. 
 
    The magic of it was irresistible. Hippocrates knelt on the floor to observe the burning more closely. He reached out and used the back of his hand to intercept the beam of light midway between the array and the block of wood. He moved his hand along the ray toward the wall so that the patch of light on the back of his hand grew smaller and smaller. The black hairs on his hand began to curl and singe. He suddenly pulled his hand away. A red blister the size of a copper coin appeared in the patch of burnt hair. He glared at me suspiciously. “What is this? Some kind of trick?” For the first time, the ease in his voice was gone. 
 
    I was so scared my teeth began to chatter. “I—I—I believe it’s the result of concentrating the sunlight.” 
 
    “What do you mean, concentrating the sunlight?” 
 
    I was helpless to tell him anything more. He reached out and grabbed my arm so tightly I had to grit my teeth to keep from crying out.  
 
    “Tell me what more you know.” 
 
    “Let go of my slave!” Archimedes commanded in a tone I had never heard him use before. He stood in the doorway, his right eye so alive it seemed to propel a beam of light. 
 
    Hippocrates graced me with an ugly smile, then let go of my arm. He stood up. “Your machines have been so successful, Archimedes, I thought I should stop by to see what new ideas you might be exploring.” 
 
    Archimedes came all the way into the room. “Leave my workshop.” 
 
    “Archimedes,” replied Hippocrates gently, “what kind of hospitality is that for a man who is here to praise you?” 
 
    “I have reviewed the weaponry as you requested, Hippocrates. Now please leave. I have work to do.” 
 
    Hippocrates could have crushed Archimedes with one hand and me with the other. Still Archimedes’ voice made me tremble. Even Hippocrates must have felt the old man’s intensity. He smiled right through it. “The world has never seen such weapons of war as yours, Archimedes. We are invincible in this stronghold.” He laughed out loud, free and wild. “We have grand Marcellus pulled back so far we can’t see him. We might even get some brave souls to cultivate the fields that are beneath the umbrella of those fabulous catapults.” He moved up close to Archimedes. I expected him to grab his arm like he had mine. “But I am especially interested in this little toy that starts fires.”  
 
    Archimedes’ glare met the Carthaginian’s smile. 
 
    “I saw drawings for a larger one.” The drawings were still open on the table. “I want you to build it.” 
 
    Archimedes’ expression remained unchanged. Hippocrates continued, “Marcellus can be a patient man. He will try these walls again. But if we build one of these devices,” he motioned with his hand to the array on the floor, “on a larger scale, mounted with scores of polished shields, that can set the Roman soldiers on fire, Marcellus will give up. He will run and hide and leave Sicily altogether.” Hippocrates bent over and with both hands lifted the array off the floor. He held it out toward the scientist. “Build me one of these,” he said. “Just like this only larger.” 
 
    Archimedes made no response. He had redrawn the plans tens of times in his head, refining them each time. Then he had dared to put the idea down on paper—a parabolic array of sixty burnished mirrors, focusing sunlight on a single point. It would be capable of setting wood ablaze at a hundred feet. All too aware of the success of his other machines, he wondered if he hadn’t already gone too far. Plato had voiced the same concern more than a hundred years earlier. It was why the philosopher had called the mechanics of Eudoxus and Archytas vulgar. 
 
    “Such a device cannot be built,” said Archimedes. 
 
    Hippocrates shook his head slowly from side to side. “Then why did you draw this?” He turned away from the mathematician and took the drawing off the workbench. With both hands he held it out before him. “This is a complete engineering plan. Every piece is detailed. This is genius, Archimedes. To not build this would be a crime.” 
 
    “If you want to set the Romans on fire, Hippocrates, use flaming arrows.” 
 
    Hippocrates laughed. “It’s not the fire, it’s the method that will instill fear.” He nodded as if verifying what he had said and put the plans back on the table. “Such a weapon could end war forever. Give me an order for whatever you need to make this device and it will be ours.” He stretched out this last word with a clear pleasure. 
 
    “There can be no work order for something that cannot be made.” 
 
    Hippocrates stepped up close to Archimedes and leaned into his face. “I would like you to prove that it can, Archimedes. I would like you to show me that the impossible is possible. Something I think your slave has already demonstrated today.” 
 
    The old man turned away from Hippocrates and walked slowly over to his workbench. He put his hands down on the surface as though he needed it for support. He dropped his head and stared straight down. He was in deep personal anguish and not at all afraid of Hippocrates. It was his own soul he was wrestling with. What was the meaning of science? What was the geometry really for? Was it just an intellectual crystal to be admired in the mind or a tool that could ease physical burden for all men and women? To an old man who had towed a loaded warship onto land with one hand the challenge was not missed. At one level, he did want to build the array. He did want to put the principles of geometry to work and reveal their great meaning and power. He was being given a chance to do just that. It tempted him as some men are tempted by gold. 
 
    Archimedes’ inner despair was so great that even Hippocrates seemed to feel it. He had seen this kind of profound personal presence in Hannibal—the intellectual power to compel a room full of men to silence without a word or any visible action. And Hippocrates truly did respect Archimedes. The Carthaginian agent might be brutal, but he was also capable of recognizing the transcendent. He needed Archimedes’ genius, and understood that demanding too much of the old man would only work against his purposes. Instead of bullying the scientist, he appealed to Archimedes’ vanity. 
 
    “It’s your chance to put your name in history, Archimedes. To channel the sun’s rays into a stream of fire like a god on Earth—that is your destiny.” Hippocrates grinned with confidence. “Have a work order ready for me tomorrow.” He strode from the room. 
 
    I was still kneeling on the floor where I had originally placed the array. I climbed to my feet and approached the far end of the workbench where Archimedes stood, hands on the bench, staring downward. “I’m sorry, master. He came in here without permission and began looking through the drawers. There was nothing I could do. He ordered me to reassemble the array. Please forgive me.” I felt small. History was full of slaves who had been tortured or killed to protect their master. I was fourteen, and not equal to those kinds of sacrifices. 
 
    Archimedes slowly lifted his head and turned his eyes toward me. “There’s no need for you to apologize, Timon. I’m the one who has made the mistake. I followed my pride, not my heart. That’s what hurts so much now—my weakness. I had no reason to build these machines except to prove that I could. Now that it has been done, Paradora’s box is open. The secret is out. The weapons I have built are nothing compared to what this knowledge will one day spawn. The numbers and the geometry will be perverted. They will become a way for men to increase their capacity to kill one another. And I will be credited with showing them how.” He wagged his head and looked at me sadly, his single clear eye full of feeling and emotion. “But there must be some good in it, Timon?” he asked as though I was the audience of humankind for generations to come. “There must be.” 
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    The morning after the confrontation with Hippocrates, Archimedes dictated a work order to me. When he was done, he looked at me sadly with his one working eye. “Don’t think me weak, Timon.” He tapped the work order with his index finger. “I have lectured you on the sacred nature of this knowledge. I have made you promise never to tell anyone what you have seen. Now I’m going back on those words myself.” He paused, clearly troubled. “But there’s a chance Hippocrates is right about one thing. A single demonstration of the focusing mirrors might stop all further attempts on the city—and quite possibly save lives on both sides.” 
 
    I nodded, believing it true. 
 
    He folded the work order and sealed it with a wax imprint of his ring. He handed the document to me. “Deliver this directly into Hippocrates’ hands—no one else’s. Tell him I will begin work as soon as the order is filled.” 
 
      
 
    The palace had become the center of operations for the war. Delivering the work order would give me my first opportunity to leave the island since the Roman siege had begun. I hadn’t seen Moira in over a month. If Hektor was right, she and her grandfather were living somewhere in the city. 
 
    I ran all the way to the palace thinking that every second I saved on the front end of my trip would be more time I could spend looking for Moira. All my hurrying went for naught when I was brought to Hippocrates in the great hall. He sat at a huge plank table eating his midday meal. He looked up from a half-devoured chicken with his long hair hanging in his face. His eyes lit up and he grinned, exposing bits of chicken wedged in his teeth. “So Archimedes has admitted to the impossible,” he said, accepting the document from my outstretched hand. 
 
    “He’ll begin as soon as this order is filled, sir.” 
 
     Hippocrates broke the seal with his thumbnail and scanned the work order. He looked up at me, picking at his teeth with his forefinger. “Tell him he will have all that he needs and more. I will have a work space available by tomorrow.” 
 
    I bowed and started to leave the room when he called out, “Not so quickly, Timon.” His tone made my stomach sink. 
 
     The two soldiers who had brought me in stepped into the doorway blocking my way out. 
 
    I turned slowly. “Yes, sir.” 
 
    Hippocrates wiped his mouth with the back of his hand. “Archimedes must be applying his genius to many things that no one yet knows about.” He motioned to the platter of food before him. “Take what you like.” 
 
    “I’m not hungry, thank you, sir.” 
 
    “Please tell me,” he said, as if he were an uncle or a longtime friend, “what else is our favorite mathematician working on? Tell me everything.” He grinned—like a well-fed wolf. 
 
    “I’m just a slave, sir. I don’t know all that my master does.” 
 
    “But you knew about the burning mirrors. Tell me what else you know, Timon.” 
 
    “Please, my master does most of his work with a stick in a tray of sand. I don’t know what any of it means.” 
 
    Hippocrates’ grin stiffened. The man behind the polite façade, the man you always knew was there, surfaced. He reached across the table and took hold of my tunic. He pulled me bodily across the table, up close to his face and scowled. “There is nothing more you know? Nothing? No other magic toys lying about the workshop that on a larger scale could be used to our advantage? None?” 
 
    I hoped he couldn’t read my mind. The combination of the crystal lens and the glass bead was, arguably, as important an invention as the array of parabolic mirrors. I lied with my life at stake. “What you saw yesterday is all there is.” 
 
    Hippocrates released his grip on me.  I stepped back from the table and straightened my tunic. He grinned at the chicken grease smeared on my clothing. “Keep a close eye on your master. A gold coin and your freedom for the right information.” 
 
    “Y—yes, yes, I will watch him,” I stammered. 
 
    Hippocrates tore a leg and thigh from the chicken, swung it up to his mouth, and took a huge bite. “Get out of here,” he snarled as he chewed. The soldiers stood aside. One of them stuck out his foot as I passed. I tripped and went sprawling across the floor. 
 
    I climbed to my feet amid a chorus of rough laughter. I rubbed my elbow and ran out of the palace. I was still trembling from the encounter when I reached the Achradina gate. Security had been heightened since the appearance of the Roman forces. I should have had a letter, but one of the guards recognized me as Archimedes’ slave. Archimedes’ stature had grown since the beginning of the siege. I was allowed to pass and assured that I would be let back in. 
 
    I ran north on Via Intermuralis up onto the plateau and into the Tyche district. The maze of tents had grown. The area that had once been the market was so filled with temporary structures and animals it looked like a barnyard. I stood at the edge of the tent city trying to catch my breath. I thought about Hippocrates’ offer of freedom. The two lenses would surely be the right information. The proposition gave me pause. But not for long. I had given in to Hippocrates’ pressure before and it had put Archimedes in a pinch. I wouldn’t do it again. 
 
    The morale of the people in the tents was surprisingly high. Even with the Roman fleet blocking the harbor and the Roman army blocking the roads, the successes against the siege had filled the populace with a curious elation. As I walked through the rows of tents and tethered animals, I heard the same conversation in every cluster of people I passed—awe for the weapons that guarded the city. Their fears had been dispersed. They laughed at how easily the Romans had been repelled. I felt much the same way—and was proud that I worked for the man responsible for all those marvelous machines. 
 
    I scoured the tent city for Moira with no luck. I could have spent all day. It didn’t mean she wasn’t there, but it still got me worrying. Maybe Hektor had been mistaken. 
 
    I decided to take the long way back to Achradina by dropping down into Neapolis. I would stop by the garden and take a few circuits around the walkway. If I couldn’t find Moira, perhaps I could track down Adeon. 
 
    The park was not as busy as it had been on my previous two visits. I walked twice around the park, verifying that the man with the port-wine birthmark was not there. Finally I went to the center of the park and sat down on the lawn near a cluster of laurel bushes. I didn’t really have the time, but I lay down with my hands behind my head and tried to pretend that I did. 
 
    I closed my eyes and wondered if I would ever find Adeon or the man who bought her. Would I ever hear another word about my mother or my father? Would I see Moira again? What could anyone know about the future with a war going on? 
 
    Something landed on my chest. I sat up and a little twig slid into my lap. I thought nothing of it and lay back down. As soon as I closed my eyes, another twig came out of nowhere—and landed on my shoulder. I sat up again, and was looking around, when I heard a stifled laugh coming from within the laurel bush. I crawled closer to the bush. Moira peered out at me, then burst into laughter. 
 
    “What are you doing in there?” I asked in astonishment. 
 
    “Come on in.” She pointed to a small opening in the foliage. “It’s shady and cool in here.”  
 
    I got down on my stomach and snaked along the ground into the laurel bush. Inside, the branches arched overhead and formed a little warren, private and secluded. 
 
    “What do you think?” asked Moira as I sat down across from her. 
 
    “This is wonderful!” I said, ecstatic to see her. “But what are you doing in here?” 
 
    “Hiding from the world.” She smiled like an imp. “We live in a tent in the Tyche district now. I hate it there. I run away whenever I can and come here to be alone.” She directed her eyes to a break in the foliage that allowed a clear view out. “I can see the people outside, but they can’t see in.” 
 
    “Who knows about this?” 
 
    “No one.” 
 
    “And you just sit in here?” 
 
    “Sometimes. Sometimes I watch the people and look for your man.” 
 
    “Have you seen him? This is my third time here.” 
 
    “I haven’t seen him since you mentioned it. Sometimes things are like that.” 
 
    She settled onto her side. “Lay all the way down, Timon. It’s more comfortable.” She rolled onto her back and stretched out her arms. 
 
    I lay down beside her and she rolled over toward me. “What’s that on your tunic?” 
 
    I looked at the oil stain smeared from my chest to my belly, now coated with dirt. I knew I couldn’t mention Hippocrates without more questions that I couldn’t answer. “It’s from work in the kitchen. I didn’t get a chance to clean-up.” 
 
    We looked into each other’s faces for a long time without saying anything. 
 
    Finally I asked the question that had been in the back of my mind since the last time I had see her. “Moira, does it bother you that I’m a slave?” 
 
    She gave me a look like I was crazy. “Of course not, do you think I would have asked you to come in here if it did?” 
 
    “I guess not.” 
 
    “I saw the look on your face when my grandfather said I couldn’t have friends who were slaves. I felt bad then, too.” 
 
    “I wasn’t always a slave,” I said, trying to defend myself. “I lived in Croton. Do you know where that is?” 
 
    She shook her head, no. 
 
    “Well to the north and the east,” I said. “My father ran a school and we had slaves of our own. Have you always lived here?” 
 
    Moira rolled onto her back so she was looking straight up through the laurel branches to the sky. She didn’t answer for so long I didn’t think she would. Finally, she said, “Only recently.” 
 
    Moira turned onto her side and faced me. She touched my cheek, then leaned into me and kissed me on the lips. The kiss lasted for more than just a touch. When we pulled apart, she sat up. “We’d better go. I’ve been here too long.” 
 
    Although I was enchanted by the girl, and wanted to stay there forever, I knew I had to go also. 
 
    We both crawled out of the laurel to the lawn. When we stood and looked at each other, it was as though we had awakened from a dream—and life in a city surrounded by the Roman army. 
 
    We walked back by way of the stairway. At the top of the stairs, we lingered. 
 
    “How can I find you again?” I asked. 
 
    “Our tent is near the auction stage. Just go there and look around. You’ll find me.” She touched my cheek with her hand then headed off toward the market. 
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    Marcellus Claudius was not one to give up easily. He gathered his officers after the second failed attempt on the city. They had no counter to Archimedes’ machines. A long siege and blockade seemed the only way to break the city. It could take a year or more. With Hannibal running wild in Italy, Marcellus didn’t feel he had that luxury. He was determined to make at least one more run at the city before backing off and simply starving Syracuse into submission. 
 
    In the first two attempts, the unknown had played a large part in the Roman failure. The soldiers simply were not ready for Archimedes’ war machines. The actions of the mechanical claw seemed like sorcery to them. The men were more frightened by the supernatural quality of the machines than the specter of hard combat. But Marcellus was convinced that they had seen everything Archimedes had to offer.  
 
    Marcellus took two weeks to prepare for a third attack while his fleet sat offshore south of Syracuse undergoing repairs. He called his engineers and commanders together and demanded that they come up with a strategy to confront every kind of device they had seen in the two previous efforts. The soldiers were also briefed repeatedly about what they should expect, with stress on the fact that they were facing man-made machines, not magic.  
 
    But it wasn’t just the ordinary foot soldier who had been intimidated by Archimedes’ sorcery. As Marcellus would tell me later, many of his officers said the same thing. As far as they could tell these machines were alive. Marcellus was no engineer, but he understood that pulleys and levers animated these devices, not spells and incantations. One man, one very intelligent man, was behind it all. His weapons might be impressive, but he was mortal and he could be defeated. 
 
      
 
    Meanwhile Archimedes was at work in a large warehouse at the south end of the island, supervising the construction of three large arrays of parabolic mirrors. Once he had overcome his initial reluctance, he set himself to the task with his usual energy and imagination.  
 
    I was with Archimedes from dawn to dusk for two furious weeks, recording the building process and acting as the mathematician’s eyes. Having built a smaller version of these arrays, I knew more than anyone but Archimedes about how they should be constructed. 
 
    Increasing the size of the devices made the task considerably more difficult. The one I had put together could be held in two hands. Aiming and focusing it had not been difficult, especially when the target could be moved to accommodate the position of the sun. All of this changed when the arrays weighed more than any ten men could lift and the targets were one hundred feet away—and possibly moving. A further complication was the fact that the position of the sun limited where the reflected light could be directed. This severely restricted the usefulness of the arrays. As Archimedes kept telling Hippocrates, the perfection of these weapons was really beyond his capacity. What we were building, he emphasized, would be more for show than wide ranging use. Each array would have only a small area of effectiveness, for a small part of the day, meaning the other weapons, catapults, ballistae, and claws, would have to be used in conjunction with the mirrors. 
 
    Hippocrates’ head was so filled with visions of grandeur, I’m sure he imagined we were building a powerful death ray that could cut down a line of soldiers in a single pass. That was simply not possible with the tools and skills we had. Nonetheless, the arrays looked quite impressive. The wooden scaffold stood thirty feet tall and held sixty polished, concave bronze mirrors, each about the size of a shield. The focusing capacity of the array came partially from the curvature of the mirrors and partially from the parabolic shape of the scaffold. The two together determined the focal length of the array—that is, how far from the device the concentration of the sunlight would be greatest. The flatter the curvature of the scaffold, the longer that distance was. With this in mind, Archimedes built three scaffolds, each with a different curvature. One had a focal length of fifty feet; another was eighty feet; the third was a hundred and ten feet. 
 
    Once the mirrors were attached to the scaffold, they had to be aimed, one by one, to a single point. The scaffold substructure was then mounted on a carriage with a center pivot, so the entire apparatus could be rolled along the battlement walkways and turned to catch the sun. 
 
    In the end, these bulky devices would have been extremely difficult to move or aim without Archimedes’ ingenious addition of pulleys and gears. When they caught the sun properly, however, they could heat a block of wood to flames in the count of three. 
 
    Two of the arrays were placed on the city’s northern perimeter where the walls were lowest. One was placed on the east wall, above the Portico of Scytice. All three were parked at the back of the battlements and covered with sailcloth. No one knew what they were except Hippocrates, Archimedes, myself, and the crews who built them and were trained to use them. 
 
    Once these three arrays were in place, construction began on a fourth parabolic array. The wooden frame would be hinged so that its curvature could be changed manually. This meant the focal length could be lengthened or shortened as needed, giving the array an adjustable range. This fourth array was also larger and would hold one hundred mirrors. 
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    Construction of the more complex fourth array went very slowly. Much of Archimedes’ time was spent in the workshop reviewing the geometry. I was rarely called upon for more than a redrawing of his sketches. This was a welcome relief after the hurricane of work in the previous two weeks. 
 
    I finished copying one of Archimedes’ drawings of the adjustable frame just before noon, three weeks after the Romans’ second attempt on the city. The frame’s construction involved some special parts that Archimedes wanted Orestes to make. I was sent into the city to deliver drawings of those parts. Orestes greeted me at the front of his shop and gave the plans a quick review. He never saw the final product. He only made the parts specific to his talents. Archimedes’ work crew would assemble the structure from the collection of its pieces. While I waited, I peered into the shop looking for Cales. He didn’t seem to be there. After a short time, Orestes verified that he could do the work and that the parts would be ready in a week. 
 
    I went directly to the auction stage in Tyche. Since our chance meeting at the park, Moira had occupied my thoughts night and day. I stood beside the stage and stared into the sea of tents. Just knowing the general area of her tent did not make it easy to spot. When I didn’t see her right away, I methodically scanned the rows tent by tent. I saw her grandfather first, sitting on a fruit crate in front of a makeshift tent, but I didn’t see Moira. I got closer, trying to get a look inside the tent without her grandfather noticing me. The tent appeared empty. I hung around for some time without seeing Moira, and finally concluded that she might be at the garden in Neapolis. 
 
    I headed across the plateau and went straight to the cluster of laurel bushes in the center of the park. Moira wasn’t there. I stayed a while to look for the man with the birthmark, hoping that Moira might show up. I came up empty on both accounts and left Neapolis despondent. 
 
    My route back to the island was across Neapolis to Via Intermuralis, then north to Achradina. On my way, I heard a ruckus coming from one of the alleys off Via Intermuralis. I looked down the alley and saw a man hitting a youth with a crutch. 
 
    “Father, stop, stop,” the youth was crying, lying on the ground, his arm up to protect himself. I should have moved on, but I stayed and watched. The man looked like a veteran. He was missing his leg below the knee and had several scars on his face and arms. The youth managed to gain his feet and get away. He came running down the alley toward me. It was Corax from the street gang. 
 
    “What are you staring at,” he spat at me as he dashed by. 
 
    “One bully getting beaten by another,” I yelled back at him. 
 
    He shouted something unintelligible over his shoulder before disappearing down the street. 
 
      
 
    I went down to the kitchen late in the afternoon that day. Since the freeing of the palace slaves, the kitchen staff had been reduced to the original crew plus Eurydice. If the work got too heavy, I was called on to help. 
 
    I was feeling quite low because I hadn’t found Moira, and the mood in the kitchen did nothing to help. Lavinia silently rolled out dough. Agathe stood beside one of the fire pits watching five skewers of pigeons. Eurydice cut vegetables. Hektor was tasting wine, and periodically exhausting gas. But something more than Hektor’s wine-rotted intestines was in the air. Curious about what was wrong, I wandered over to help Eurydice, who was halfway through a basket of carrots. She gave me a look, then glanced at Lavinia. It was all the hint I needed. 
 
    For quite a while no one said a word. Eurydice and I finished with the carrots and moved on to potatoes. Then I heard her. Lavinia stood at the bread table, staring down at the dough, crying. I couldn’t imagine what was bothering her. I had seen her husband earlier that day. Nothing was said then.  
 
    I looked to Eurydice. Without a break in her slicing or her usual stutter, she whispered, “Cales joined the militia.” 
 
    Cales was seventeen. It was the age when young men joined the military. I would have expected this to be hard on Lavinia, but the history between Agathe and Lavinia and the terrible damage the war had done to Agathe’s husband made it worse. Now they both had sons in the militia, and Syracuse was at war. 
 
    “Lavinia,” Hektor said, crossing the kitchen, “we have food to prepare.” 
 
    Lavinia didn’t move. I watched Agathe watching Lavinia. She was sure to say something nasty. Eurydice and I exchanged a glance. 
 
    Lavinia had stopped crying, but her head was down and her hands gripped the edge of the table as if she were holding on for dear life. Hektor, who rarely cared what he said or how he said it, was at a loss. “Maybe a little wine would help?” He put his cup on the table beside her. 
 
    Lavinia took a deep breath, then reached for the cup and tipped it over. The wine ran across the table and dribbled over the edge. Lavinia turned and faced us. Red wine stains streaked across the front of her apron. 
 
    Agathe said what we were all thinking. “That looks like blood.” 
 
    Lavinia burst into tears. Hektor cursed. Eurydice and I concentrated on cutting potatoes. 
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    Marcellus used the cover of night for his third attack on the city. I was asleep when I heard the alarm. I ran from my room up the stairs to the workshop. Two pairs of warships were in the Little Harbor by the time I reached the north window. Sambucas lay flat on the platforms between them. Ropes from the ends of the sambucas were attached with pulleys to the ships’ masts. I watched the soldiers hoist the huge, protected gangplanks into an upright position. 
 
    Defenders scrambled along the battlements. A crane swung out over the wall and hooked its mechanical talons to the prow of one of the ships. But the Roman soldiers were prepared. Three of them leapt onto the thick ropes that opened and closed the claw. The soldiers quickly severed the ropes with their swords, disabling the claw. 
 
    Teams of archers advanced to the bows of all four warships. They let go with their arrows all at once, clearing two spaces on the ramparts of defenders. The sambucas dropped into those spaces. Roman soldiers scurried up the gangplanks as two more cranes swung out over the walls. One dropped a large boulder over one of the ships, but missed its target. The second gripped a sambuca in a location where no Roman could reach its rope lines. The crane pulled the sambuca from the wall and twisted it in half. The whole thing, soldiers and all, went crashing into the harbor. A third claw managed to hook onto the platform supporting the other sambuca. For a second time, the soldiers cut the lines before any damage could be done.  
 
    I heard the scrape of sandals on the floor. Archimedes came through the doorway. He crossed the room and stood beside me at the window. Without a word, we watched the battle unfold from the best vantage point in the city. 
 
    From what I could see in the dim morning light, this attack seemed more artfully conceived than the first two. Twelve quinqueremes were now aligned along the quay. Their decks swarmed with teams of soldiers, some ready to climb the sambucas, some shooting arrows to clear the ramparts, others simply there to disable the claws. 
 
    The poor light made it difficult for the defenders to aim the scorpions and ballistae. The huge number of darts coming from the embrasures took its toll, but one after another, Roman soldiers reached the battlements—something that had never happened in the two previous attacks. 
 
    As a crease of light appeared on the eastern horizon, the sound of footsteps on the stairs thudded through the background of war cries and agonizing screams. Hippocrates appeared on the landing. Five guards were behind him on the stairs. He swooped into the room with his black cape wafting out behind him. He was dressed in full battle attire—a leather cuirass, a kilt of thick leather straps, bronze greaves, a crested helmet, and a long sword. Hippocrates shot a hot glance at me, then barked, “The sun will be up soon, Archimedes. Let’s give these Romans a show they’ll never forget.” 
 
    Archimedes turned slowly and faced the huge Carthaginian who positively glowed with the flush of battle, his usual calm ignited with the energy of war. “I’m not feeling well this morning, Hippocrates. My eyes are strained from the burden of work.” His voice was deep, but barely above a whisper. He turned to me. “My slave must come with us. He knows the mirrors. He will act as my eyes.” 
 
    Hippocrates scowled at me like I was nothing. “So be it. Let’s get going.” 
 
    I stood at Archimedes’ side. The old man put his hand on my shoulder and I led him to the stairs. Hippocrates followed us out. 
 
      
 
    The siege was in full flower by the time we reached the east battlements. I could see the tower across the channel and the window where Archimedes and I had watched the attack begin. We went straight to the array above the quay at the Little Harbor.  Because of its location, it would be the first mirror to catch the morning sun. The Roman warships were clustered below. 
 
    I stood with Archimedes and Hippocrates beneath a wooden structure set back from the battlements to protect us from the arrows that sailed over the wall from below. Ten soldiers stood guard around us. Sailcloth still covered the array. Archimedes stepped from beneath the wooden structure and used a brass device to measure the angle of the sun. It was just five diameters above the horizon, not nearly high enough for our purposes. 
 
    The fighting grew fierce. By bringing such a large number of quinqueremes up close to the wall and aggressively disarming the claws, the Roman soldiers were able to reach the battlements for the first time. Three sambucas leaned like gangplanks against the wall. Some of the Roman soldiers carried wide planks of wood instead of shields. With these a man could cover the scorpion-filled embrasures as others climbed past on the sambucas. Knots of soldiers fought sword upon sword up and down the battlement walkway. Men on both sides fell to slashing steel. 
 
    All through the early morning, Hippocrates paced anxiously. Every few moments he’d turn to Archimedes, a single question in his war sparked eyes: Is the sun high enough yet? Each time Archimedes shook his head, no. The device had limitations. He had told Hippocrates that from the beginning. 
 
    The fighting raged on. Bloody corpses lay scattered across the walkway like slaughtered cattle. I found myself staring at a severed arm. The index finger slowly opened and closed as though beckoning. 
 
    Steadily the sun climbed higher in the sky. Finally at midmorning, Archimedes gave the signal. Soldiers yanked the sailcloth from the array. Four men put their shoulders to the carriage and rolled the device up to the edge of the battlement. Despite the danger, Archimedes advanced to the edge of the wall to supervise. I was at his side, hardly daring to breathe as he called out his orders. He had the operator aim the array downward at two quinqueremes with a sambuca raised between them. It took the operator only a moment to catch the sun. I saw the spot of light streak across the ships. It came to a point on one of the furled sails, not sixty feet away. By the count of three the canvas burst into flame. 
 
    Archimedes directed the guards to push the carriage twenty feet farther south on the battlement walkway. The operator pivoted the array to target a sambuca. The reed-covered gangplank erupted into flames almost immediately. 
 
    I could see the tribunes at the helms of the ships on either side of the burning gangway. They were staring in terror at the array of mirrors as though it were the eye of Jupiter himself. Roman soldiers began screaming of sorcery. One by one, they shed their armor and dove from the ships into the water. When a second ship burst into flames, I heard the Roman trumpets sound the retreat. Because the ships were packed so tightly beneath the walls, they struggled to turn. The cranes dropped one large stone after another into the building hysteria. Three ships went down. Those that made it out to open water became targets for the catapults. Four, five, then six ships were hit and sunk. Less than a third of the fleet managed to limp off to a distance beyond the catapults’ range. The damage to the Roman fleet far surpassed that of the earlier attacks. 
 
    Hippocrates didn’t stay to watch the two burning ships founder. He directed Archimedes north along the battlements, headed to the Hexapylon, a distance of about three miles. Archimedes tottered behind me in his usual way, a hand on my shoulder. An impatient Hippocrates would have none of it. He called for a litter and had him carried at double time down the walkway. 
 
    When we reached the Hexapylon, we found Epicydes there in his battle armor, more animated and seemingly more comfortable in the midst of combat than at any other time I had seen him. He greeted his brother with a smile of long gleaming teeth and a report on the action up to that moment. 
 
    Like the warships, the Roman forces had crept up to the walls under cover of darkness. By the time the first alarm sounded, they were already throwing up scaling ladders. As the defenders hurriedly deployed, Roman catapults to the north let go with a barrage of rocks that sailed over the city’s walls, tearing through the Tyche district like marauding bulls. Only quick action by the cranes and smaller ballistae kept the Roman troops from overwhelming the battlements. With the light of day, Archimedes’ huge catapults came into play, peppering the Roman artillery with uncanny accuracy. 
 
    Now, with the sun straight overhead, the battle seethed at the base of the wall. The defenders were so badly outnumbered that the situation appeared more serious than what we had seen on the east side. The soldiers on ladders fought for every step upward. Even when they were targeted by the scorpions’ darts and threatened by the cranes from above, they made headway. A group of Roman soldiers rolled a penthouse up to the wall close to where we stood. 
 
    Without any prompting Archimedes ordered the sailcloth removed from the nearest array. The mirrors glittered in the sunlight like giant gold coins. Our crew pushed the array to the edge of the battlement. Shouts of fear broke out from the Romans at the mere sight of the gleaming weapon. Archimedes directed the operator to target the three-story penthouse some eighty feet away. The angle was difficult, but the target was large. I saw the dot of light streak across the wooden structure, then back across, then hold. The penthouse siding began to smolder and char. Smoke rolled up the side; flames followed. I could hear the men choking inside. Some burst out the rear entry. Others leapt from the top with their hair on fire.  
 
    Archimedes, his white hair and beard wildly disheveled, pointed to a tortoise at the base of the wall. The operator cocked the array at a sharp downward angle. The dot of light appeared on the top of the protective wooden shell. It burst into flame. The men below threw it  aside. The beam of sunlight then streaked across the mass of soldiers themselves. One by one, as the array slowly pivoted, men screamed and their clothing burst into flame. The horrified Roman soldiers turned to run even before the trumpets sounded for retreat. 
 
    The third attack lasted much longer than the first two, but the devastation to the Roman forces was far greater and the infusion of fear more complete. The mirrors did little more than what archers with flaming arrows could do, but the mystery they inspired was profound. Judging from what I saw, it wasn’t clear if the Romans understood how the mirrors worked. From their perspective, it must have appeared that the mirrors themselves were the source of the fire. It was an impressive display. Marcellus would not attempt another all out attack on Syracuse again. 
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    By evening the victory was being celebrated all over Syracuse—except on the top floor of the tower on Ortygia. Archimedes sat in the corner of the workshop, staring at the floor. He hadn’t touched dinner and had remained as still as stone since returning from the north wall.  
 
         I was overjoyed with the success of the parabolic mirrors. Of all the weapons, they were the only ones I had helped make. I was proud of my contribution, and yet I wasn’t celebrating either. I knew that the tent city in Tyche had been subjected to innumerable catapult strikes. There was every chance that Moira had been caught in the devastation. I lay in bed that night fearing the worst. 
 
      
 
    When I entered the workshop the next morning with a tray of food, Archimedes sat just as I had left him the night before, head down, staring at the floor. From all appearances, he hadn’t moved all night. Here was as intelligent a man as anyone knew, perhaps the smartest man who had ever lived, and he was in absolute turmoil for having converted the pure knowledge of mathematics into machines of war. I knew there was a part of him that believed in the work, but there was another part of him that could not forget the three hundred year-old Pythagorean pledge of silence. After the demonstration of the focusing mirrors, he knew the secret was out. The world had been changed forever, and he was the one responsible. 
 
    Although packet ships had not sailed from Syracuse in more than a month, Archimedes continued to write letters. Ten undelivered letters lay on a shelf beneath my desk waiting to be sent. Another five were stacked on top to be copied. I sat down to work on these letters. 
 
    Something lay on top of the stack. I nearly brushed it off with the back of my hand. Instead I bent down to get a closer look. It was small, green, and rounded. I picked it up and squeezed it. It was soft and squishy. I immediately dropped it back onto the desk. It was an organ from a rodent—a lung or a heart or a spleen! And yet, as disgusting as it was, I knew it was a gesture from my friend the cat. 
 
    I looked around the room. Plato sat upright and noble in the north window. He graced me with a haughty look, then turned his attention to watching seagulls. I crossed the room to where he sat. Plato tolerated a pat on the head and my words of appreciation. 
 
    Archimedes did eventually come out of his trance. He paced around the workshop, ending up at the window where Plato had been. The old man stood at the window, staring out over the city for a long time. Then he left the chamber, presumably to go to bed. 
 
  
 
  


 
 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    CHAPTER 70 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    After several days had passed and there had been time to reflect on what had happened, it was clear the parabolic mirrors had served their purpose. Although there were only three and their application to actual battle targets was limited, the sight of them setting fire to ships and men had crippled the Romans’ morale. Compared to the cranes or the catapults, the mirrors were sorcery. The soldier conceded to the mathematician. Marcellus pulled back his forces and set up a blockade, determined to starve Syracuse into surrender. 
 
    Marcellus knew this would be a long and difficult task. Much of the winter grain had been harvested and stored before Appius’ arrival a month earlier. The city was also large enough that it had several small orchards and extended vegetable gardens within the perimeter. Add the moody sea to the east, and sealing off Syracuse’s two harbors with a string of warships was imperfect at best. Some supplies would get through. 
 
         To increase the efficiency of the blockade, Marcellus decided to put pressure on other targets in Sicily. He and Appius would split their forces. Marcellus would march south with one legion, while Appius would remain outside Syracuse to manage the blockade with three decimated legions and what remained of the fleet. 
 
    A week after the failed third assault, Marcellus set off with ten thousand men to secure as many cities in the region as he could. Helorum and Herbesus were the first cities on his list. They submitted as soon as Marcellus and his army appeared outside their gates. Megara was next. The militia there didn’t back down so easily, but they also didn’t have an Archimedes within their walls. Marcellus decided to make an example of Megara for the rest of Sicily. It took him just three days to overrun the city. He allowed his men to pillage and loot at will. Then he installed a permanent Roman garrison and continued his campaign. 
 
      
 
    Meanwhile news of Hippocrates’ successful defense of Syracuse had reached Hannibal at his camp in Apulia. He knew Marcellus through his own encounters with the man and was surprised that such a capable general had been held off so easily. But what captivated Hannibal most were the stories of Archimedes’ weapons. The reports from Hippocrates were almost too fantastic to believe. Hannibal began to sense a victory in Syracuse. He sent one of his most trusted generals, Himilco, to Carthage with a request for immediate support. Hannibal asked the Senate to amass the largest force possible and send it to Sicily. 
 
    Two weeks after Megara fell to Marcellus, Himilco left Africa with thirty warships and one hundred transports. The transports carried twenty-five thousand foot soldiers, three thousand cavalry, and twelve elephants. Although it was the beginning of fall and a time of year when sea travel on the Mediterranean began to decline for the winter, the winds were favorable and the crossing was made in just two days. But when the fleet reached Sicily, strong winds from the east forced Himilco to wait out the weather on the south side of Cape Pachynum. 
 
    When the delay reached three days, Himilco assembled his troops on the cape and began the march north to Syracuse. Along the way he restored Carthaginian garrisons to the cities of Heraclea and Agrigentum. 
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    The city of Syracuse seemed to breathe a sigh of relief. Archimedes’ weapons had held off the Romans. Their camp to the south was visible from the battlements, but a good two miles from the city walls. Their camp to the north was outside Leon, five miles away. The Romans applied no direct pressure to the city itself aside from patrolling the perimeter on horseback. 
 
    Within the city, stores of food were carefully conserved. On occasion provisions slipped through the blockade, and as yet, there was no reason for panic. City life proceeded almost normally. The common belief among the populace and the soldiers in the garrison was that the blockade couldn’t last.  
 
    Hippocrates had his own network of informants. He knew Himilco was bringing fresh troops from the south, and that Marcellus would return to Syracuse as soon as he learned of it. He also knew that Carthage, under the direction of Hannibal, was sending yet another fleet of warships to Syracuse under the command of Bomilcar, admiral of the Carthaginian navy. Everything was shaping up for a major confrontation within the next few weeks outside Syracuse. Although the war in Italy had settled into a defensive stalemate, the battle for Sicily had opened a volatile new front.  
 
    Hippocrates and Epicydes decided that they didn’t need all of the soldiers they had accumulated within the walls of Syracuse. The city could be defended with a third the number because of the efficiency of Archimedes’ weapons. They assembled an army to join Himilco and prepare for Marcellus’ return. 
 
    In a move entirely unexpected by the Romans, Hippocrates rode out of Syracuse in the middle of the night with ten thousand foot soldiers and five hundred cavalry. He picked the weakest point in the ring of Roman roadblocks and forced his way through. He was gone and headed west before Appius could stop him. Epicydes stayed in Syracuse to manage defense of the city. 
 
      
 
    I learned of Hippocrates’ departure the following morning. The kitchen staff was talking about it when I entered the pantry. The morning conversation had always centered on personal issues, meals for the upcoming day, or gossip from the palace. But things changed when Lavinia’s son joined the militia. Conversation now focused on the war. 
 
    “Cales left last night with his company,” lamented Lavinia as I poured myself a cup of warm kykeon and settled onto a sack of oats. 
 
    Agathe had the same information. “He’ll be traveling with Phocis.” 
 
    Lavinia sat up. “What do you know? When will they be back?” 
 
    “I wouldn’t worry too much about when they’ll be back, Lavinia—just if they’ll be back.”  
 
    Lavinia turned away, knowing this was true. 
 
    Hektor changed the subject with what was probably the only thing he could have said to get the women’s attention. “I’m getting divorced.” 
 
    “What! On what grounds?” demanded Lavinia. 
 
    “I caught Dora with a soldier.” 
 
    “You caught them together?” Lavinia didn’t believe it. Hektor’s wife was enormously fat and quite shy. 
 
    “Not exactly.” 
 
    “Then what?” 
 
    “I overheard some of the soldiers talking about her over dinner.” 
 
    This drew Agathe into the conversation. “Have you confronted her?” 
 
    “Yes. She denied it of course.” Hektor stood up abruptly. He wasn’t answering any more questions. He headed out of the pantry to the kitchen. 
 
    Lavinia followed him up the stairs. “I don’t like talk of divorce any more than I like this horrible war, Hektor. What’s going on?” 
 
    Hektor’s curse echoed down the stairwell. 
 
    Agathe looked directly at Eurydice. I expected a caustic remark. “Let’s go outside,” was all she said. 
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    During the first two weeks of the blockade, I spent much of my time with Archimedes at the warehouse, where he encountered one difficulty after another in the construction of the fourth parabolic array. He was either in the warehouse making tiny adjustments or at his desk, writing letters that could not be sent. 
 
    One morning Lavinia brought word that her husband Orestes had finished the parts he had been asked to make prior to the Romans’ last assault. The message included an apology for its taking so long. His shop had been damaged during the Roman catapult barrage. 
 
    I was sent to Orestes’ shop to retrieve the parts that afternoon. Both the island and Achradina had been locked up tight since the third attack. It was the first time I’d had a chance to leave Achradina to see how badly the tent city had been damaged. The report from Orestes was not encouraging. 
 
    Expecting the worst, I took my time walking to the Tyche district. I approached the area that had been the market from the east. I could see the tents from a distance. My first impression was that it had not been as bad as I feared. But as I got closer, I could see that what had been a ragtag assortment of shelters prior to the bombardment had been rebuilt on the cratered ground with leftover scraps of canvas and rubble. Boulders of various sizes dotted the area. Well more than half the tents were gone. Many of the inhabitant wore bandages or exposed vicious new scars. One young boy approached me for a handout. I gave him a copper coin. I described Moira and her grandfather and asked him if he had seen them. He couldn’t give me a coherent answer. Instead he babbled on about the horrors he had seen and the number of dead that had been removed. 
 
    I trudged through the war zone, peering into the tattered tents. Some contained invalids lying on the ground. Some held handfuls of children peering back at me through hollow eyes. Some revealed just the backs of soldiers, their asses bare, as they pleasured themselves between the legs of women they had bought for a crust of bread or a sip of wine, often with a child sitting alongside, vacantly watching. 
 
    It got so bad that I couldn’t bear to look into the beseeching eyes or stomach the foul deeds any longer. I grew increasingly uncomfortable, even afraid for my own safety. Finally it was too much.  
 
    Without any sign of Moira or her grandfather, I continued on to Orestes’ shop. Orestes was out front on a ladder, replacing damaged tiles on the shop’s roof. Still he greeted me with a smile and stopped his work to retrieve a box of very small and intricately carved, wooden machine parts. He apologized again for the delay, but there was no need. I had seen first-hand what this portion of the city had been through. 
 
    “I sure could have used Cales this week,” Orestes said. 
 
    “I know someone else who misses him pretty badly.” 
 
    Orestes nodded. “It’s been hard on Lavinia.” He looked around. Broken buildings outnumbered the whole. “This place looks pretty good now compared to what it was.” He shook his head sadly. “I guess I should be thankful no one was here when the shop was struck.” 
 
    I thanked him for his work and paid him. I went straight to the garden in Neapolis. I hoped I might find Moira there, but didn’t. I crawled into the laurel bush warren anyway and cried. I felt certain Moira was dead. How strange, I thought; despite all the horror I had seen that afternoon, the uncomfortable fact was that we were winning the war. 
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    Dinner was almost prepared. All the serving trays were lined up on the tables ready to be carried into the mess hall, when one of the drawbridge guards ran full speed across the yard to the barracks. 
 
    Hektor called out to him as he sprinted past. “What’s the hurry?” 
 
    “The militia’s third company took a bad hit outside Acrillae,” he yelled back over his shoulder. 
 
    Lavinia and Agathe were on opposite sides of the kitchen. Agathe said it first. “That’s our sons’ unit!” 
 
    “No!” Lavinia screamed. She ran after the guard, following him into the mess hall, where he was briefing Tacitus Maso on what he had heard. 
 
    “It was three days ago,” reported the guard, panting from the run. “They’d been out five days and were setting up camp. The Roman general Marcellus was on his way back from Megara with a legion of soldiers. The Romans caught them by surprise. Marcellus butchered half of them and captured most of the rest.” 
 
    “What about Hippocrates?” asked Maso. 
 
    “He got away with a good portion of the cavalry. Some of the others scattered across the countryside. I’m guessing they will be filtering back one or two at a time over the next few weeks.” 
 
          This was the first real setback of the war. The third company was made up of friends and family throughout the garrison. Lavinia fell down on the mess hall floor, wailing and pulling out her hair. Finally, two soldiers lifted her to her feet and escorted her back to the kitchen. She simply stood there shaking. Agathe embraced Lavinia and held her while she cried. Agathe made no sound, but tears rolled from her eyes. 
 
    No one dared voice the slightest optimism. It was possible one or both of their sons might straggle back home, but it seemed cruel at this point to express any such hope. 
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    The season for sea travel was rapidly coming to an end. Bomilcar caught perfect weather and made the crossing from Africa to Syracuse in three and a half days with fifty-five warships. When he arrived, blustery conditions prevented the Romans from engaging them in a full scale encounter. His fleet slipped into the Great Harbor without the loss of a single ship.  
 
    The Roman Senate was not to be outdone. They sent thirty Roman quinqueremes to Panormus with a legion of soldiers. Over the next two weeks, the fleet would accompany the soldiers traveling east along the coast of Sicily to Messana and then south to Syracuse. 
 
    Appius was southwest of the city, entrenched in the hills beside the Temple of Zeus. Marcellus had returned and was camped to the north, near Leon. The Carthaginian general Himilco, who had been joined by Hippocrates, was camped up the Anapus River, west of Syracuse. All the parts and pieces of a large battle were within half a day’s march of each other. When assembled, thirty thousand Roman and allied Latin forces would be faced off against thirty thousand Carthaginians, mercenaries, and allied Sicilians. Bomilcar’s fleet occupied the Great Harbor; an opposing fleet would soon arrive at the north end of Trogyli Harbor to join the rest of the Roman naval forces. The stage was set for the massive confrontation Hippocrates had anticipated.  
 
      
 
    Marcellus remained determined not to give up the blockade. He was well-positioned to prevent all land entry to the city. He’d deliberately had Appius build his camp into the hills where no army could dislodge him without huge cost. Himilco’s only offensive option was to lure Appius into battle in the farmland south of the city. But this would expose the Roman flank to the Carthaginian forces within the walls of Syracuse. There was no incentive for Appius to take that risk. For a week neither side made a move. Bomilcar saw the stalemate, and fearing he might get trapped in the harbor by the larger Roman fleet, took advantage of the wind and sailed out of the harbor bound for Africa. 
 
    The situation diffused. Appius was called to Rome to stand for his consulship. He was replaced by Titus Quinctius Crispinus. The following month came and went with nothing more than a handful of skirmishes. The big battle never took place. Both armies settled in for the winter. The populace of Syracuse remained hostage within the city’s walls, at the mercy of two armies wedged into the landscape like interlocking pieces of a puzzle. The long, hard months of the blockade had begun. 
 
    During this time, I rarely left the island. Security at all gates was heightened. With the palace functioning as the center of military operations, Achradina was now off-limits to all but the military. It was possible for me to leave the island, but I was required to have a letter from Archimedes if I wanted to go through the Achradina gate. Our warehouse was thoroughly stocked. There was little reason for me to leave the island, except my desire to see Moira. 
 
      
 
    With Hippocrates outside the city, Epicydes acted as dictator. His focus was considerably different than his brother’s. After Marcellus’ three failed attacks on the city, defense became less of a concern. More important issues for Epicydes were morale within the city and the rationing of supplies. He paid no attention to Archimedes, and as soon as Archimedes understood this, he stopped working on the adjustable array and concentrated on proofs and letter writing. 
 
    Unfortunately, Archimedes’ vision had continued to weaken. He could scratch lines in the sand to help him think through a proof or he could use the crystal lens and with great difficulty write them out on papyrus. But his handwriting had deteriorated with his vision. More and more, he would simply dictate his letters to me. 
 
    A few letters managed to get through from the outside, but Archimedes never knew for certain if the letters he sent out were received. He had been reduced to an ivory tower scholar, pouring over work that might never be seen by anyone else but me. 
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    As the weeks passed, life in Syracuse steadily became more austere. All meals on the island were reduced to military rations. While the overworked kitchen staff was fine with this, Hektor got bored. He couldn’t have cared less about the war. His divorce had gone through and he had other things on his mind. He stepped up his drinking and entered into an untoward courtship of Eurydice. 
 
    We were cleaning up after dinner one evening. Hektor by this time of day—on any day—was useless for anything but foul humor. Before the flooding of the tunnel, slaves from the palace had always washed the kitchen utensils. Now the staff did the work. It was nothing new for Eurydice or me, but Lavinia and Agathe thought it was beneath them. Agathe complained as a matter of course. 
 
    The kitchen had two sinks. One was attached to the tower wall and beneath cover. The other stood alone out in the open. Lavinia and Agathe were at this second sink. The uncertainty surrounding their sons had created a bond between them. Nothing was said, but it was clear that things had changed. I was at the other sink with Eurydice. She was doing the washing. I did the sorting and drying. Hektor approached us drunkenly and told me to go help Lavinia and Agathe. He would take over the drying. 
 
    I was surprised that Hektor had decided to join in, and thought little else of it, but Agathe knew immediately what was happening. 
 
    “Keep an eye on our friend Hektor,” she said, accenting the word friend. I wasn’t sure what she meant. Lavinia seemed to understand right away. 
 
    The three of us stood side by side at the outside trough. Hektor and Eurydice stood at the other sink with their backs to us, maybe twenty feet away. While Hektor engaged Eurydice in conversation, with her only nodding or giving short responses, Agathe and Lavinia exchanged whispers. 
 
    “He’s up to no good,” said Agathe. 
 
    “Keep an eye on his left hand,” Lavinia added. “He’s not even using the towel.” 
 
    I didn’t say anything, but I was catching on. Sure enough, Hektor’s left hand slid around Eurydice’s waist. Eurydice stiffened at his touch. Little by little, Hektor’s hand slipped down Eurydice’s hip until he cupped her right buttock in his palm. Eurydice looked off to her left, clearly uncomfortable, but Hektor’s hand remained where it was. Agathe and Lavinia fumed beside me. Even I began to get anxious. 
 
    Like a large insect, Hektor’s hand gradually crawled across Eurydice’s backside until his middle finger settled into the crease in her buttocks. While all of us stared at his hand, Agathe cursed under her breath. 
 
    Hektor’s hand dipped a little lower.  His middle finger pushed the cloth of Eurydice’s dress up between her legs. Both of Eurydice’s hands were in the dishwater. She turned her hips one way then the other, trying to show her discomfort, but Hektor’s hand stayed to its purpose. 
 
    “That bastard,” spat Agathe. 
 
    Eurydice made a muted whine and with a wet hand pushed Hektor’s hand away in as inoffensive a way as she could. All the while the wet dishes that Eurydice was cleaning were piling up on the table in front of Hektor. 
 
    But Hektor had no interest in drying dishes. His hand immediately returned to Eurydice’s right cheek and again began its downward crawl like a giant spider. 
 
    Watching made me cringe, but Lavinia and Agathe were beside themselves. When Hektor’s finger found its way back between Eurydice’s legs, Agathe lifted a large pan full of dirty water from the sink. In five long strides she crossed the kitchen, and pretending to trip, threw the water onto Hektor’s backside. 
 
    Hektor exploded with a loud curse. He turned on Agathe, who was sprawled on the ground, and let go with a stream of foul language. Agathe snarled back that it had been an accident. They went back and forth with vicious accusations. Amid the violent exchange, Agathe turned to Lavinia and me and gave us a wink.  
 
    The ugly spell had been broken—for that day anyway. Hektor, as angry as I’d ever seen him, ordered me to dry the dishes and stormed out of the kitchen, presumably to the pantry and a refill of wine. 
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    Archimedes had not worked on the large parabolic array in nearly a month. He was content to bury himself in geometric riddles and deny that he had anything to do with the war machines that were mounted on the battlements of Syracuse. As far as he was concerned, he wasn’t needed any longer. The soldiers had learned how to operate the weapons. His job was done. 
 
    Epicydes seemed to be of the same mind. He and his brother were different in this. Epicydes had never come to Archimedes’ workshop or gone out of his way to speak to the mathematician. Science didn’t interest him. The weapons worked and that was all that mattered. This might never have changed except that Hippocrates had not forgotten. He, like Hannibal, understood that Archimedes might be the difference in the war. He sent a message through the lines to his brother, asking him to check the progress of the new array. A few days later, two soldiers came to the workshop and escorted Archimedes to the warehouse where the project remained uncompleted. I accompanied him. 
 
      
 
    The warehouse was on the tip of Ortygia, near the Fountain of Arethusa. Archimedes walked between the two soldiers with a hand on my shoulder. We passed the Temple of Athene on the way. Out on the spit with waves crashing all around, it was one of the most dynamic settings for a temple that I have ever seen. 
 
    The warehouse was unlocked, but guarded by six soldiers. Epicydes was there waiting and led us inside. The huge array lay flat on the dirt floor with about half of its one hundred parabolic mirrors in place. 
 
    Epicydes was a shorter, stouter version of his brother. He had grown a beard like Hippocrates’ and cut his hair short since the last time I had seen him. While Hippocrates was renown for his subtlety, Epicydes was noted for his heat in battle and his ferocious appetite for carnage once the blood began to flow. He had no patience for charm. 
 
    “Welcome, Archimedes,” he said, “my brother has recently inquired about the progress of your work.” He used an open hand to direct attention to the mirrors scattered around the circular scaffold. Four of the guards stood behind him. 
 
    “Tell Hippocrates that I have proceeded as far as possible,” said Archimedes. ‘The task is beyond me. I can do no more.” 
 
    Epicydes came up close to Archimedes. “My brother is convinced that you can do anything. Keep at it.” He pronounced these last three words with a visible gnashing of his long teeth. 
 
    It made no impact on Archimedes. He addressed the Carthaginian general with his usual profound earnest. “This project needs an accuracy we can’t attain with the means we have available. The work is demanding enough in its engineering, but we don’t have tools equal to the precision called for.” 
 
    It wasn’t clear if Epicydes understood the implication. He wasn’t as comfortable with technical concepts as his brother. It made a very bold man hesitant. “Do what you can. Hippocrates wants something he can use in the field by spring.” 
 
    Archimedes continued in his soft, low voice, a grandfather speaking to a group of children. “I have no interest in building weapons anymore, Epicydes. For your brother or anyone else.” He scanned the soldiers before him as though from the height of a great mountain. “You may do what you want with what is here. I’m through with it.” 
 
     “You would be wise to reconsider,” Epicydes said, clearly unprepared for this kind of resistance. 
 
    “I already have. I want no more part of this war.” Archimedes put his hand on my shoulder to show that the interview was over. He directed me to lead him from the building. 
 
    Two soldiers blocked the doorway. I expected an ugly confrontation. 
 
    Epicydes spoke out. “Let them go.” The guards stepped aside. 
 
    We walked back to the tower without disturbance. Archimedes’ hand remained on my shoulder the entire way. I could feel that he was still trembling from the confrontation.  
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    The Roman blockade was able to seal off entry to Syracuse by land, but not by sea. The wind held the key to the Great Harbor, not Marcellus. Over time, ships both large and small gained entry. This didn’t mean life inside the city was easy. Conditions were grueling for the poor, but the essentials did get through to the wealthy and the military. Epicydes never considered surrendering the city for lack of supplies. 
 
    This frustrated Marcellus no end. He was convinced Syracuse was critical to Roman success in the larger war. He maintained the blockade through the winter, hoping that something might change. During this time Himilco and Hippocrates, knowing their troops couldn’t get past the Roman camps, retreated to Agrigentum for more comfortable quarters. In a sense, both sides admitted to a stalemate, but the stakes were so high that neither was quite ready to give up. 
 
      
 
    In the spring a group of noblemen who had been exiled from Syracuse by Hippocrates came to Marcellus’ camp outside Leon. After being interrogated by the guards, they were escorted to Marcellus’ tent. They told him they wanted their city back. The said they could get support from within. They could gain control of one of the gates, and with proper timing, they said, Marcellus could have access to the city. 
 
    Already tired of the blockade, Marcellus agreed to work with the exiled noblemen. Unfortunately, all of these men were well known within the city. They would be arrested as soon as they presented themselves at the gates. One of the noblemen, however, had escaped from the city with two of his personal slaves. It was decided to use one of the slaves as an agent. 
 
    The following day, the slave approached the Hexapylon. He told the guards that he supported Carthage. He had run away from his pro-Roman master and needed sanctuary. He was allowed in. 
 
     Over the next two weeks, the slave spoke with other slaves he knew in the city.  He told them they would be freed if they helped him in his plan. One by one, he gathered a group of eighty defectors, prepared to risk their lives to commandeer the Hexapylon in the middle of the night and allow a thousand Roman soldiers into the city. After they had agreed on a night, one of the slaves slipped out of the city to notify Marcellus that a plan was in place. Two torches waved from the top of the Hexapylon would signal that the gate was in their control. 
 
    The day before the Hexapylon was to be taken, Epicydes learned of the plan from a slave, Attalus, who resented not being invited to join the conspiracy. All eighty slaves were rounded up that night and executed. The following night, a thousand Roman soldiers stood in formation until daylight waiting for a signal that never came.  
 
      
 
    I didn’t know about the failed conspiracy when it happened. Word of it leaked out weeks afterward. Those were especially lean times on Ortygia. Kitchen work and copying occupied almost all my waking hours. I only had a few opportunities to leave the island and none to leave Achradina. I often thought of Moira. Six months had passed since I had last seen her. I didn’t even know if she’d survived the Roman catapults. Much like my mother, Moira had become someone it hurt to think about. 
 
    Food preparation had deteriorated from Hektor’s creations to bare sustenance. The soldiers weren’t starving, but we were cutting it pretty thin. Getting the most out of what we had became the guiding principle. Hektor took to this with surprising flair. He prided himself on his knowledge of plants and herbs. He claimed certain combinations of herbs aided digestion. Others added nutrient value to the grains that were the bulk of what we ate. He kept a larger force fed with less through intelligent cuisine, or so he said. 
 
    Agathe didn’t believe a word of it. She claimed that everything Hektor said or did was part of an elaborate scheme to seduce and—now that he was divorced—marry Eurydice. Each passing day seemed to bear this out. Tensions rose in the kitchen. Hektor’s humor became more caustic; Agathe’s comments more acid. Work became harder because the good spirit we’d had was lost to Hektor’s unbidden hunger for Eurydice. 
 
    Eurydice, inured to life as a slave, was an easy target. No part of her body was not groped over the period of any week. Agathe and Lavinia, now linked by shared grief, were all that kept Hektor in check. 
 
    At least once a day, Hektor would arrange the work so that he was with Eurydice, while the rest of the staff was working on chores of their own. At these times, Lavinia and Agathe were at their most vigilant, always keeping an eye or two on Hektor. 
 
     One afternoon Agathe was managing two fire pits, grilling a sturgeon that Hektor had caught off the rocks at the tip of Ortygia. Lavinia and I were marching around the quern milling barley, and Eurydice was hunkered over the big cutting board, chopping onions, garlic, and basil leaves from the kitchen garden. 
 
    Suddenly Hektor was standing beside Eurydice. From where I was, walking in circles around the mill stone, I only caught sight of them through half of a turn. This meant that when I was seeing them, Lavinia wasn’t, and vice versa. Agathe had to turn her head to see them, which she did just about as often as she could. 
 
    Hektor began by complimenting Eurydice on her work. He gave her a few tips on how to tilt the knife just so for cutting garlic and went on at length about the beauty of her hair. Then he was touching her, gently at first on the arm, before moving on to her shoulder and back. 
 
    Lavinia and I took turns watching this progression. I could measure Hektor’s advances by the expression on Lavinia’s face. Hektor took great pleasure in stroking Eurydice’s ample posterior. Eurydice allowed this out of necessity, but whenever his fingers got into the act, she would push him away or find a reason to turn aside. If this didn’t suffice, Lavinia or Agathe would find a way to intervene that seemed like part of the work. Hektor knew what they were doing, but it had evolved into a kind of game in which Hektor deliberately pushed the limits. 
 
    I saw Lavinia’s eyes widen, then her mouth open. Half a turn later, the same happened to me. Hektor had lifted his tunic to the top of his thighs. His right hand was underneath, too clearly fondling himself, while his left hand stroked Eurydice’s bottom. Eurydice certainly knew he was touching her, but she didn’t know what he was doing behind her back. 
 
    The quern stopped when I had a full view. Lavinia had already seen too much. From the expression on her face I thought she was going to vomit. Agathe had no such weakness. She strode across the kitchen and levered the butcher knife out of the chopping block. Hektor, transfixed with pleasure, had no idea she was coming. Raising the knife over her head, Agathe took two long strides and thwacked the knife into the table where Eurydice was dicing onions—about a foot from Hektor’s elbow. It made Eurydice jump, but Hektor may have stained his tunic. 
 
    “Here’s the butcher knife, if it will help, Eurydice,” Agathe said as though it were nothing. 
 
    Hektor straightened his clothing and hustled out of the kitchen in the direction of the latrine, mumbling to the gods. 
 
    Agathe took a well-deserved bow. 
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    Spring turned to summer. The blockade, though imperfect, steadily added to the tensions within the city. My life changed little. The copying grew tedious, and Hektor’s lewd behavior became painful to watch. But I had no right to complain. A large portion of the populace was starving; I had food. 
 
    One afternoon during this increasingly difficult summer, while I copied a geometry proof and Archimedes sat at his desk deep into another, I heard a sound in the tower stairway. A scrape? A sandaled footstep? Plato, sunning on the south windowsill, cocked his ears. 
 
    I could always recognize soldiers on the stairs because they made no effort to be quiet. The thud of feet and clank of armor was a giveaway. Hippocrates was capable of stealth, but Epicydes was not. I wondered if Hippocrates could have returned to apply pressure to Archimedes?  
 
    I heard it again. The light scrape of leather on stone. Or was it the movement of a window shutter? Plato leapt off the sill. He crossed the room cautiously. I stood up, eyes on the door. The door pushed open wide enough for an eye to peek through. Someone was there. I froze where I stood. The door swung open a little wider. Plato darted away. 
 
    “Moira?” I said barely as loud as a breath. I put a finger to my lips and took a quick look over my shoulder. Archimedes was on the other side of the universe. I tiptoed out to the landing. 
 
    Moira was wearing a long, pale blue chiton, a sign that she had passed her fourteenth birthday and was now considered a woman. Her hair was collected in a bun on top of her head and covered by a scarf that matched her chiton. She burst into a smile. “This is where you live? Up in this tower?” 
 
    I put my finger to my lips again. It had been many months since I’d seen her. She was taller and there were new curves to her body. “Yes, my room is on the floor below,” I whispered, thrilled that she was there—that she was alive! “How did you get in?” 
 
    She ignored my question and peered into the room through the door. “What’s all that stuff in there?” 
 
    “Too much to explain,” I said. “But how is it that you are here? Achradina is closed up tight.” 
 
     “It was harder getting away from my grandfather than getting through the gates.” 
 
    “But how did you do it?” 
 
    “I used my charm,” she said with a smirk. 
 
    “What about getting onto the island? You had to get past the guards there, too.” 
 
    “I told them I worked in the kitchen.” 
 
    Why not? That was how Lavinia and Eurydice got in. “And the guard at the entry to the tower?” 
 
    “He’s a lout. He didn’t even see me slip past.” She laughed, then put a hand over her mouth. “Enough questions. Don’t you want to know why I’m here?” 
 
    “Well, to see me, I hope.” 
 
    “More than that. I saw the man with the red mark on his cheek.” 
 
    “Where?” 
 
    “At the garden just a few days ago. I followed him.” 
 
    “And you know where he lives?” 
 
    “Yes, that’s what I came here to tell you. I can take you there.” 
 
    “But I can’t leave here without permission—and there are the guards.” 
 
    “If it’s important to you, you’ll find a way. I found a way to see you.” 
 
    “It is important to me. As important as seeing you now.” 
 
    “Then there should be no problem.” 
 
    “But I have a master, and work that I must do.” 
 
    “And I have a grandfather and chores that I must do.” 
 
    “So what’s your grandfather thinking right now?” 
 
    “Nothing,” she said, coming up close to me, turning her head as though she were trying to see inside my eyes. “Because he thinks I’m somewhere else.” She skipped away to the stairwell window. “My, what a wonderful view you have.” 
 
          I was still thinking about how I could slip off the island and out of Achradina. 
 
    “I can see the Temple of Zeus!” Moira exclaimed. 
 
    “And the Roman camp.” I went to her side and pointed to the southwest. 
 
    She turned to me “What do you do here?” 
 
    “I work with one of the greatest mathematicians in the world.” 
 
    “Mathematician? What’s that?” She turned away before I could answer and looked inside the workshop through the partially open door. “Is that him with the white beard?” 
 
    “Yes. Don’t go in!” 
 
    But it was too late. She slipped into the room and hid behind the heavy maroon curtains that hung all around the room. 
 
    I went into the room after her, but couldn’t see where she was. I looked over my shoulder to see if Archimedes was watching, then prodded and poked my way down one wall and up the next without finding her. All of a sudden she appeared beside the door and darted back out to the landing. 
 
    When I caught up with her, she was sitting on the stairs. I sat down beside her. Plato came out of the workshop and sat behind us.  
 
    “You never told me about King Hieronymus’ baby,” said Moira. “Surely it must be all right to talk now?” 
 
    “It’s still a secret.” 
 
    “But Hieronymus is long gone. What’s the worry?” 
 
    “It’s the child’s safety that’s at stake.” 
 
    “I’ve been more than patient, Timon. Come on, you can tell me.” 
 
    I looked down at my feet. She nudged me in the ribs, and I looked up at her. “I need your absolute promise. You can tell no one—even if you don’t see the reason for secrecy.” 
 
    “I promise.” 
 
    I told her the story of Eurydice and baby Gelo. 
 
    “So what does it matter if anyone knows?” 
 
    “Moira, please. Who knows what resentment might still exist for Hieronymus and anyone related to him? No one needs to know.” 
 
    “I won’t say a word.” 
 
    Neither of us said anything for a while. I broke the silence. “Where are you living now?” 
 
    “In a tent with my grandfather.” 
 
    “How did you survive the catapults? I saw what they did to the tent city.” 
 
    “It was horrible. I saw a man crushed by a rock not thirty feet from where I stood. I took my grandfather into the tunnels for safety. He’s not doing very well right now. We stood down there in the dark an entire day expecting the city to be overrun.” 
 
    I told her about the focusing mirrors. “I doubt the Romans will ever try attacking the city again.” 
 
    “I just want it to end,” she said. “I need to get my grandfather back to our farm.” She stood up. “And I need to get back to him.” 
 
    “I want you to show me where the man with the birthmark lives. I can’t go now, but maybe another day. How can I find you?” 
 
    She skipped down three stairs and faced me. “Our tent’s not far from where it was before—still quite near the auction stage.” 
 
    “How can I see you without your grandfather knowing?” 
 
    She came back up two stairs. “Take a chance. I did.” She gave me a peck on the cheek and danced down to the next landing. “Good-bye,” she called out. 
 
    And that was it. She was gone. I stood there breathless on the stairs, my cheek still warm from her kiss, my heart throbbing with wonder and excitement. She’d found the man who had bought Adeon! 
 
    “Was there really a girl here?” I asked Plato. 
 
    He looked up at me as if he understood my question, and without a word reassured me that Moira’s visit had been real. 
 
     I ran up to the landing window and looked down at the drawbridge. I saw Moira cross the yard. She walked right up to the two guards. They let her pass as though they knew her. I knew I would have to take a chance and visit her as soon as possible. 
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    All through the spring and now into the summer, Hannibal had been in communication with King Philip of Macedon. Four generations removed from Alexander the Great, Philip was a longtime adversary of Rome and a potential ally in Carthage’s war. Hannibal approached him on the topic of Syracuse. 
 
    Hannibal currently held almost all of southern Italy except Rhegium and parts of Lucania. The pivotal piece of the puzzle was Syracuse. If he could secure Sicily, he would have Rome on two fronts. And yet, after a year of siege, Syracuse was still wedged between two armies, and there was no telling how long the blockade would continue. Hannibal instructed Epicydes to open a dialogue with the Macedonian king. He thought Philip might be enticed by the vast wealth that sat in Syracuse’s treasury.  
 
    Epicydes asked a Spartan by the name of Damippus to go to Macedon as his envoy. Damippus was a well-spoken and intelligent man with many connections in Greece. Epicydes told him to offer Philip a large sum of gold to help break the Roman siege from the outside. Eager to leave the embattled city, Damippus accepted the request. 
 
    The plan, however, never got very far. A Roman warship caught Damippus trying to slip through the blockade at night in a fishing boat. After close questioning, Damippus was delivered to Marcellus. Being a Spartan probably saved his life. The Romans, though bitterly distrustful of King Philip, did seek friendly relations with Sparta. Poor treatment of Damippus would be counterproductive. Add that Damippus was a close friend of Epicydes, and the situation eventuated the first non-hostile talks between the two parties since the siege had begun. A meeting was arranged to discuss a ransom. 
 
    Epicydes, accompanied by twenty armed militia, met a Roman tribune and ten soldiers outside the city walls, just east of the Hexapylon. The first meeting went well, but the two sides could not agree on a ransom fee. When the soldiers returned to Marcellus with Epicydes’ offer, the tribune also mentioned that the walls at the meeting place were lower than anywhere else he had seen. Marcellus told him to extend the talks as long as possible, and to make a detailed evaluation of the walls at the subsequent meetings. 
 
    During the second meeting, the tribune had one of his men count the courses of stone that made up the wall and estimate the height of each course. When they returned, again without an agreement, the tribune brought a reasonably accurate calculation of the wall’s height. After two more meetings, the Romans exchanged Damippus and seventy-three other prisoners of war for a large payment in gold. 
 
    Marcellus filed away the information about the low portion of wall, but assumed that Archimedes had recognized the vulnerability of this part of the perimeter and had provided it with appropriate defenses. Simply storming the wall was not likely to work. But when he learned from his agents that the Festival of Artemis was three weeks away, and that a city-wide celebration would take place for three days, he wondered if this might not provide just the opportunity he needed. 
 
      
 
    Damippus’ capture and ransom became part of the city gossip in the days afterward, but had little impact on life in the kitchen. Our primary objective was to make the most out of what food we had. On occasion a rare shipment of grain did slip into the harbor, but we still had to cook as though what we had in the pantry was all there was—and those supplies were running thin. Hektor’s obsession with Eurydice made for a thicker stew than what we were able to put in the pot. 
 
    I don’t know what Hektor expected, but he touched Eurydice’s bottom so often it seemed that the rest of the crew’s duty was to stand guard over it. Eurydice would brush his hand away as nonchalantly as she could, and Hektor would simply put it back. Lavinia’s face invariably lit bright red. Agathe contemplated mutilation. But Hektor was the boss, and no one dared to confront him directly. 
 
    One day, after being hectored all morning, Eurydice actually slapped the chef’s hand. The spank of her hand on Hektor’s drew everyone’s attention. I winced, afraid Hektor might hit Eurydice. Lavinia froze, and Agathe lifted a frying pan from the fire. 
 
    At just that moment, a gaunt young man in soldier’s attire came around the corner of the tower into the kitchen. Agathe dropped the frying pan and crossed the kitchen in six long strides. She took the young man in her arms. “Phocis, my son!” With tears of joy rolling down her cheeks, she held him back to see his face. She counted his ears, then his fingers and toes. “Thank the gods. You have been spared.” 
 
    The youth—he was only three years older than I was—was crying as well. “Some of us weren’t killed when the Romans surprised us,” he said with difficulty. “I’ve been held as a prisoner until today. I was part of the exchange for the Spartan.” 
 
    The color had drained from Lavinia’s face. “And Cales? What of Cales?” 
 
     Phocis lowered his head momentarily. “We became friends on the march out of the city. We knew our mothers worked together.” He looked straight at Lavinia. “I’m sorry. He was killed in our first action.” 
 
    Lavinia clenched her jaw to keep from wailing. She struggled to speak. “Did—did he show courage?” 
 
    Phocis nodded. “I was there. He bravely took on two Roman soldiers, but was overpowered. I spoke to him at the end. He told me if I ever made it home I would have two mothers. He made me swear to tell that to both of you.” 
 
    Lavinia embraced him and sobbed. 
 
    Agathe turned her eyes to the ground. 
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    A week had passed since Moira’s visit to the tower. I spent part of every day looking out the north window to see if she might be coming again. Moira had looked so beautiful in her chiton that she was all I could think about. And the more I thought about her, the more obvious it became. I had to go to her. I had to see if together we could locate Adeon. 
 
    The guards at the island drawbridge knew me from my duties in the kitchen and would let me pass, but leaving Achradina was not so easy. Under Hiero’s rule, the gate was always open. During Hieronymus’ reign, and now during the blockade, Achradina was maintained as a separate fortress and papers were required to come and go. Lavinia and Eurydice left the island and passed through the Achradina gate each night and returned each morning. As part of the kitchen crew, they carried papers from the garrison captain. I needed something in writing from Archimedes if I wanted to leave the east side of the city. 
 
    And here was the temptation. Archimedes’ writing was so bad now that I copied everything he wrote. This meant that when he gave me a note to leave Achradina, I would have copied it or it had been dictated to me. Who would ever know if I simply wrote the note myself? I would be breaking my code of honor as a slave. But I was no slave! And if Moira could risk coming to the island, then I could surely forge a document that might help me find out more about my parents. The vision of Moira standing on the landing in her chiton was all the additional inspiration I needed. 
 
      
 
    The day of my planned departure, I started my copying immediately following the morning meal. After completing a letter I had begun the day before, I forged a note from Archimedes describing a need for me to go to Orestes’ woodshop. I signed Archimedes’ name. 
 
    Midafternoon, quite a while before I would normally go down to work in the kitchen, I quietly slipped out of the workshop. I stood on the landing for as long as my patience would allow, waiting to see if Archimedes would notice. But he kept no track of my whereabouts and just didn’t seem to care if I was there or not. When I peeked back into the room, his head was down and he was peering through the crystal lens. 
 
    I hopped and skipped down the stairway to the ground floor. The sentry made no comment as I exited the tower headed to the drawbridge. A hello to the guards was all I needed to pass through the gate. 
 
    I walked as fast as I could, past the palace and through the agora, which no longer contained a market of any kind. I slowed down as I approached the Achradina gate to disguise my excitement. I felt confident my letter would pass and that the trip would go smoothly, but I was—and still am—inherently an honest person. The forgery did not sit well with me. While my heart was racing, my conscience was screaming. I walked up to the guards as though I was just another slave performing the duties dictated by his master. The guards were mercenaries and had no idea who I was. They didn’t even take note of Archimedes’ name at the end of the document. They simply waved me through. Gaining admittance on the way back was arguably a bigger issue, but I put it out of my mind. 
 
    I walked north on Via Intermuralis as casually as I could until I knew the guards could no longer see me. Then I took off at a run, knowing I only had so much time before I would be needed in the kitchen. 
 
          I hadn’t been out of Achradina in many months. The city was filled with refugees and the foot traffic on Via Intermuralis moved slowly. I dodged in and out of the crowd, going as fast as I could. I climbed to the top of  the plateau and headed straight for the tent city and the auction stage. 
 
    The last time I had been to the tent city it had been in shambles. It was larger now. Makeshift vending stalls had sprung up. It was a city within a city, composed of immigrants from the surrounding farmland and itinerant poor. Families sat before little campfires, roasting acorns over the coals or turning small, long-tailed creatures on skewers. Rough, desperate men moved through the crowd like hungry animals, looking for anything they could snatch. Mercenary soldiers stood around the perimeter, gawking at the conditions, laughing at people’s hardships. The place felt dangerous to me, as though a brawl could break out at any moment. I kept an eye out for Corax or others of his ilk as I walked through the rows of tents.  
 
    Worried what Moira’s grandfather would say if he saw me, I wondered if maybe a hat or different clothing might make me harder to recognize. I approached a beggar. He was missing both ears and sat with his legs crossed before a pile of old clothing. He looked up at me with wild eyes and a crooked, toothless smile. I gave him the only copper coin I had for a ragged woolen cloak and a beat-up goatskin cap. Though it was a warm day, I wrapped the smelly old cloak around my shoulders. I pulled the cap down to my eyes and trudged on, peering this way and that,  hoping to blend in. 
 
    I worked my way to the auction stage. Four swarthy mercenaries sat on its front edge, their legs dangling over the side. They were passing a jug, laughing and looking for trouble. I pulled my hat down even lower, not wanting to make eye contact with them, and trying to disguise the fact that I was looking for someone. 
 
    One of the soldiers called out in a language I didn’t recognize. I wasn’t sure if he was addressing me. Another man turned and made a gesture like he knew the soldier. He pointed to the nearby tents. I couldn’t help looking where he pointed. I saw the old man first, then Moira. They were standing out front of their patchwork tent with four tall jars, presumably selling what was left of their dried fruit. Moira wore the same chiton I had seen her in before. It was worn and plain, but she couldn’t have looked more beautiful to me. 
 
    I waited until her grandfather was occupied with a customer, then approached her. With my cloak and hat, she didn’t seem to recognize me. “Do you have two coppers worth of figs?” I asked. 
 
    As soon as I mentioned figs, her mouth opened in a great smile.  She glanced at her grandfather. He was still occupied. 
 
    “That would be thirty figs,” she said giving me a wink. “But they aren’t as good as you’re used to. They’re the last we have.” 
 
    “I’m sure they’ll be fine.” I heard the mercenaries on the stage laughing. I dropped my voice to a whisper. “I don’t really have any money today. Is there any chance you can show me where the man with the birthmark lives?” 
 
    Her eyes met mine. “I was waiting for you to risk a visit.” She reached deep into the jar and withdrew a handful of badly mutilated figs to continue the charade. “Wait at the top of the stairs to Neapolis. I’ll be there as soon as I can.” 
 
    “I’m short on time. Please hurry.” 
 
    Her grandfather had completed his transaction and was watching us. I took the figs and quickly walked away. 
 
      
 
    I stood at the top of the stairway overlooking Neapolis hoping that I might soon be talking to Adeon. This came with a flutter of trepidation. What if she told me my parents had been murdered? It didn’t matter. I had to know one way or the other. 
 
    Moira didn’t take long. She came running up, out of breath. 
 
    “How did you get away so quickly?” 
 
    “My grandfather gets tired easily. He takes naps. I pretty much do whatever I want. How did you get out of Achradina?” 
 
    I bowed my head, not proud of what I’d done. “I forged a letter from my master.” 
 
    “So you took a chance for me, then I shall take a chance and visit you again.” She reached out and took the cap off my head. “Where’d you get this?” 
 
    “A beggar,” I said, taking the cloak off my shoulders and tossing it aside. “I guess I don’t need this stuff anymore.” 
 
    Moira sniffed the cap. “You’ll certainly smell better without this.” She held her nose and theatrically dropped it on the cloak. 
 
    “If you do come to the tower again,” I said, “please be very careful. My master is kind and absent-minded, but I wouldn’t want him to see you.” 
 
    “Don’t worry,” she said, “I can be pretty sneaky when I want to.” 
 
    “I’ll bet,” I laughed as we skipped down the long staircase. 
 
    But I sobered quickly. I was anxious about what lay ahead. Moira seemed to understand, and she was all business. We ate the figs as we walked. She took me to a large home quite a distance from the garden. 
 
    “That’s where I saw him go,” she said, pointing to the house. “I didn’t stay, so I can’t be sure if he lives there or was just visiting.” 
 
    “But you followed him here from the garden?” 
 
    Moira nodded. “It was kind of fun making sure he didn’t notice me. Now what?” 
 
     “I’d like to walk around the house. If this is the right place, I might see Adeon working.” 
 
    Moira and I approached the house. It was similar to Laius’—two stories with no windows on the first floor. We crept along the side of the house to the back, looking for the slaves’ quarters. A wooden rail fence ran around the perimeter of the property. We slipped between the rails into the backyard. There was no activity in the building that appeared to be the slaves’ quarters, so we edged  up closer to the house to see if we could get a look into the kitchen. Two women stood at the hearth. Neither was Adeon. 
 
    I looked to Moira. “Maybe I should just go up and ask them if she works here?” 
 
    A man’s voice behind us answered. “If who works here?” It was the man with the port-wine birthmark. He was tall, maybe as old as forty-five, and not happy to find intruders. “What are you kids doing here?” 
 
    “I’m sorry, sir. I—uh—I came here looking for someone.” 
 
    “So I gathered.” He sounded angry. “Who?” 
 
    “A slave I saw you buy at an auction almost two years ago. Her name is Adeon.” 
 
    “And why would you care what slaves I have? What are you up to?” 
 
    I looked at Moira, then back to the man. “She worked in our home for several years before you bought her.” I told him the story of the kidnapping. 
 
    The man wasn’t entirely convinced. “You’re not trying to reclaim her, are you? Because that won’t work. I bought her fair and square.” 
 
    “No, no. I just want to ask her about my parents.” 
 
    He thought about it, then called to one of the women by the hearth. “Go get Adeon. Have her come out here.” 
 
    My heart suddenly shot up into my throat. Moira touched me on the shoulder. The man looked us over suspiciously. Then I heard voices coming from the house. Adeon recognized me right away and came running. 
 
    “Timon, Timon,” she cried, “I wondered if our paths might cross again.” She was a young woman, just over twenty. She hugged me like a  long-lost brother. “How is it that you are here?” 
 
     “I’ve become a slave too.” I began to tell her my story, but the man was losing patience. 
 
    “Get to the point. I don’t have all day.” 
 
    I looked at Adeon. “You were there when my parents were attacked. What happened to them?” 
 
    Adeon looked at the ground. “Your father died that night from the knife wound. Your mother was badly beaten—so was Lucretia. We all were.” 
 
    Even though I had seen my father stabbed and thought he must be dead, the confirmation of his death hit me harder than I had expected. “What about my mother?” I asked. “Is she still alive?” 
 
    “She wasn’t killed that night. That’s all I know. Like you, she was taken away to be sold into slavery.” 
 
    I couldn’t imagine my mother as a slave. “She’s not here in Syracuse, is she?” I gasped, nearly in tears. 
 
    “No, you and I were sent here. The intruders sold your mother and Lucretia to another slave dealer. I believe he took them to Rome.” 
 
    “Rome,” I repeated. I didn’t know what to think or say. I don’t know how long I stood there silent. 
 
    Adeon’s master suddenly spoke out. “All right, you’ve gotten the information you wanted. My slave has work to do, and I’m sure you do too. Take your leave.” 
 
    Adeon led us through the house to the front door. I thanked Adeon and said good-bye, not knowing if I’d ever see her again. 
 
    Moira and I walked back the way we came. Neither of us said anything until we reached the bottom of the stairway to the plateau. 
 
    “Are you okay, Timon?” she asked. 
 
    “I’m not sure.” 
 
    “You should be glad that your mother’s alive. At least there’s a chance you can find her. My mother is dead and I’ll never see her again.” 
 
    “But my mother may be in Rome. And I’m a slave, stuck in a besieged city.” 
 
    “You never know. Things change.” 
 
    “I just can’t believe that she’s a slave.” I thought of Hektor fondling Eurydice. “I can’t bear the thought of her being mistreated.”  
 
    Moira nodded sadly. 
 
    We trudged up the stairs in silence. I was running late. “We should part here, Moira,” I said at the top of the stairway. “Thank you for helping me find Adeon.” 
 
    She touched me on the cheek with her hand. “You’ll see your mother again, I know you will.” 
 
    I could only nod. She turned to go her way. I went mine. After a few steps, I called back to her. “Come visit again.” 
 
    “I will!” she shouted over her shoulder. 
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    A couple of days later, while I was copying a proof, Archimedes retrieved his pan pipe from the shelf behind the drapes on the north wall. It had been a long time since I had heard him play. He went to the east window, and seemingly gathering his inspiration from the heave of the sea, began a long, haunting tune. I forgot the letter and allowed the music to transport me. I remembered my father’s demonstration on his monotone. Tears formed in my eyes as I thought of those times my mother played for my father and me. I needed to get to Rome. Somehow, someday, I would go there and find my mother. 
 
    I don’t know how much time had passed when I heard the sound of heavy footsteps on the staircase. Whoever it was had reached the landing and stopped. Archimedes didn’t seem to notice and continued playing. 
 
    The door was ajar, but I couldn’t see who was on the landing. I wondered if it could be Hippocrates—or Moira! My heart began to pound, but I didn’t move. 
 
    After a while, Archimedes stopped playing and returned the flute to the shelf. I had not heard the person outside the door descend the stairs. Whoever it was had remained on the landing throughout the song. The door swung open slowly. Tacitus Maso came into the workshop. He took a glance at me and went directly up to Archimedes who was standing before his abacus. 
 
    Tacitus was not someone I knew well. His hard face offered little expression at all, much less a smile. “Archimedes,” he said, standing right before him, and speaking loudly to be sure to get his attention. “I have served as captain of this garrison for more than four years. As you know, things are changing. I don’t know how much longer I will be stationed here on the island.” 
 
    Archimedes nodded. 
 
    Tacitus went on. “There is one thing that I will miss more than anything else—not the sea, not the temples, not the good years of King Hiero’s rule, but your flute playing.” I could not see his face. His words were unemotional and even. 
 
    Archimedes nodded again. 
 
    “I have heard you play only a handful of times. It has always deeply moved me. I couldn’t resist coming up here today to listen on the landing.” He bowed, then turned and walked out. 
 
    Archimedes cocked his head as though thinking. After a moment he turned to me. “Timon, are you familiar with Pythagorean harmonics?” 
 
    My last conversation with my father was already on my mind. “Yes, sir, I am.” 
 
    “I think music might be the most powerful of all mathematical applications.”
  
 
    I was cleaning up the kitchen that night when I noticed a half bag of wheat berries that hadn’t been taken back to the pantry. I hoisted the sack over my shoulder and headed to the tower, knowing Hektor and Eurydice had gone ahead of me with other dry goods left over from the meal. 
 
    Halfway down the stairs I heard Hektor’s voice. His soft tone and carefully chosen words stopped me short. 
 
    “Eurydice, you are the most lovely woman I have ever seen.” I could barely hear him. He spoke with a pronounced drunken sincerity. “I know the incident with the king has left you uncertain of men. You may also feel it has damaged you and made you less desirable.” 
 
    Hektor paused, but I heard no response from Eurydice. I slid the bag of wheat off my shoulder and let it rest on the stairs. 
 
    Hektor continued. “Right now, you and Gelo are living with Lavinia. Lavinia is a good woman and I’m sure she and her husband make you feel welcome—especially since the loss of their son.” 
 
    I crept down two more stairs and peeked into the pantry. In the dim yellow light, I saw Hektor standing before Eurydice. She was backed up against the far wall, probably anticipating more unwanted attention. 
 
    “I’m well paid as a chef. I have a large home, four slaves, and no children.” He knelt, a little awkwardly because of his weight. Having watched him take liberties with Eurydice for so long, I expected him to lift her dress. 
 
    Instead he bowed his head. “I would like your hand in marriage. I want to take you and your son Gelo into my home. I want to give you the best life possible.” He looked up at her. “Will you marry me?” 
 
    Even in the poor light I could see the change in Eurydice’s expression. Maybe it was shock or maybe relief. But it wasn’t love. She responded so quietly I couldn’t hear the words, but it was clear what her answer had been. 
 
    “But—but you wouldn’t have to work here anymore. For the first time in your life things would be done for you. You would have slaves of your  own.” 
 
    Again her response was too quietly spoken for me to hear. 
 
    I feared that Hektor might get violent. Instead he said that he loved her. He was on the verge of tears. I lifted the bag of wheat and began backing up the stairs, embarrassed for eavesdropping. 
 
    I heard Hektor come up from the pantry after I had reached the second flight of stairs. When I was sure he was gone, I took the bag of wheat down to the pantry. 
 
    Eurydice was still there. I didn’t say anything. I just put the wheat away and turned to leave. 
 
    Eurydice stopped me. “Y—y—you overheard?” 
 
    I nodded. 
 
    “I d—d—didn’t m—mean to hurt him.” 
 
    “I know.” 
 
    “I—I just ha—haven’t liked the w—way he has continued to—to touch me when h—he must kn—kn—know I d—don’t like it.” She continued to look at me for support. 
 
    “It’s all right, Eurydice. You did the right thing. But don’t be surprised if he asks again.” 
 
    Looking very distressed, she nodded. 
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    Archimedes had withdrawn into the deepest recesses of his mind. He spent almost all of his time at his abacus perfecting a method of calculating the area of irregular shapes by breaking them down into many small regular shapes. He wrote scores of unsent letters to his friends about this work. Whenever I got caught up with my copying, I would go to the north window and stare down at the drawbridge, hoping that I would spot Moira on her way to see me. She had done me a great favor. I thought about her day and night. 
 
    A few days before the Festival of Artemis, Epicydes summoned Archimedes to the palace. Two guards came to get him, and despite Archimedes’ request, I was left behind. I finished the last letter in my stack shortly after he left and soon found myself at the window, looking down on the gatehouse across the moat. The angle wasn’t good, but I could see the two guards who manned the drawbridge. 
 
    As I was watching, they both became alert and glanced at each other. A young woman approached them. I held my breath. The distance was too great to see in any detail, but from the color and simple style of her chiton, I knew it had to be Moira. The woman and the guards exchanged a few words, then the three of them moved back into the shadows beside the entryway. Some time passed. I grew concerned that they had caught Moira at her game. 
 
     I retrieved the ivory box from Archimedes’ workbench and took out the crystal lens and the best glass bead. I stood at the window and held the crystal at arm’s length and the bead to my eye. It was hard to bring an image to focus, but I had learned to be patient. I found the shadows. With the lenses I could see into them. Focus came slowly.  It was Moira. She stood in front of the two guards. Her back was bare. The top of her chiton was off her shoulders and down around her waist. The guards’ hands were reaching out to her. Both of them were touching her and laughing as if it were a great joke. I abruptly lowered the lenses and walked away from the window, my stomach in a knot. That was how she had gotten in. She had let those men touch her. I quickly put away the lenses wishing I had never seen them. 
 
    That was the kind of girl she was, I thought—lots of fun, but a flirt, too familiar with men. All her dancing and skipping around was a tease. When I thought of the little kisses she had given me and the familiarity she had allowed those men, I got so angry I began to cry. 
 
    Then I realized she would be climbing the tower stairs at any moment. I wondered what thrills she might offer the tower sentry.  
 
    I dried my eyes on the sleeve of my tunic and tried to gather myself. I went out to the landing to meet her. After a moment, I heard her light footsteps on the staircase. I ran back into the workshop to hide. After what I’d just seen I couldn’t face her. I ducked behind the workbench, but couldn’t make myself stay there. I went back to the landing. She was nearly there. I retreated again to the workshop. 
 
    Then she was standing in the doorway. I stared back at her from the far side of the room. She grinned at me like she always did, full of mischief and allure. I stood my ground, unsmiling. She skipped into the room, right up to me, and stuck her face up close to mine, turning her head this way and that, trying to break my rigid glare. Finally she stood back, hands on her hips. “What’s the matter, Timon? Aren’t you glad to see me?” 
 
    “I don’t know.” My voice gave way with emotion as I said the words. 
 
    She gave me a quizzical look. “What is it?” 
 
    I bit my lip. I wanted to yell at her. I found myself staring at her chest. I had never really thought about her breasts before. They weren’t just little buds anymore. I imagined them bare. I wanted to see them. I was so confused I couldn’t speak. 
 
    “Timon, stop it. Tell me what this is or I will leave.” 
 
    “Leave,” I said. 
 
    This surprised her. 
 
    “Leave,” I said angrily, “Or lower your chiton.” 
 
    “What are you talking about?” 
 
    “You let those men at the gate feel you all over. I saw it.” 
 
    Her face went blank. She shook her head from side to side. “No you didn’t.” 
 
    “But I did! I saw it all.” 
 
    She looked out the window, down at the gate to the island. “How could you know such a thing?” 
 
    “What does it matter? I want the same.” I reached for her breasts aggressively. 
 
    “Stop, Timon.” She pushed my hands aside and backed away. “You don’t understand.” 
 
    “No, I don’t. Why those men and not me?” I turned away, confused and hurt. 
 
    Neither one of us moved for quite some time. Finally Moira came halfway toward me. “Timon, I let those men touch me because it allowed me to see you. That’s all.” 
 
    I stared out the window at the sea. 
 
    “Timon, please, listen to me. Those were only hands on my body. I have learned that there are times when giving a man his pleasure might save your life. It’s really nothing but a touch.” 
 
    I wasn’t sure what she was telling me. I turned to face her. 
 
    Her eyes filled with tears. “I don’t know all your experiences as a slave, Timon. Maybe some of them were very bad and you will never want to talk about them.” She looked down at the floor. “I spent several weeks in the custody of soldiers. When I was a child and my mother was still alive. The men played games with me they shouldn’t have.” 
 
    She came up close to me. “If touching me is all that you want,” she said angrily, “then go ahead!” She lowered her chiton so that her breasts were bare. 
 
    I turned my head away. This wasn’t what I really wanted. I wanted not to have seen what I had seen.  
 
    Moira lifted her dress back on to her shoulders. “When you forged that letter to visit me—which I thought was so wonderful—didn’t you go against the voice of your conscience?” 
 
    Reluctantly, I nodded.  
 
    “Was that any different than what I did?” 
 
    I lowered my eyes. 
 
    “Will you hold me?” she asked. 
 
    I reached out for her and hugged her tighter than I had ever hugged anyone. And she hugged me back, as if she would never let go. 
 
    We didn’t talk much during the rest of her stay. We stood side-by-side at the window, holding hands and staring out at the sea. I don’t know how much time passed, but all of a sudden I became aware of footsteps on the tower stairs, slow and purposeful. 
 
    “My master is coming! Quick Moira, hide behind the curtains near the entry like before.” I hurried her across the room and grabbed a broom. I could hear Archimedes on the landing below. I lifted the curtain, and she ducked behind. “My master has poor eyesight. When he enters the room, just slip out the door behind him.” 
 
    Moira pushed her head out past the edge of the curtain before I could walk away. “I wanted to remind you that the Festival of Artemis is coming. The entire city will be open for three days. Even Achradina and the island. Meet me at nightfall the first day of celebration—at the entry to the tunnels.” 
 
    She touched two fingers to her lips and touched my cheek. 
 
    Archimedes teetered onto the landing. Moira ducked behind the curtain, and I began sweeping the floor—something I rarely did. As usual, he made no acknowledgement of me or why I might be sweeping, and wandered over to his desk. Moira peeked out from the curtains. I motioned for her to go. She waved good-bye, then tiptoed out to the landing and disappeared. 
 
      
 
    All through the preparation of dinner that evening I couldn’t get the image of Moira’s bare breasts out of my mind. Until that moment in the tower, I couldn’t have imagined anything better than her kiss on my lips. But seeing her being touched, and then seeing her breasts had caused a fundamental change in me. I was overcome with the desire to touch her body. I wanted to know her smell. 
 
    Hektor, of course, could see it in me. All night he watched me. When our eyes met, he would wink or nod. With Hektor this kind of familiarity invariably led to questions about my sexual experience and one-on-one educational sessions about women. After watching him with Eurydice, I wasn’t so sure he knew anything about women beyond his own lust. And still, on this evening, I did want to talk to him. 
 
     As often happened, the kitchen clean-up ended with Hektor and an amphora of wine. Eurydice and Lavinia always left as soon as work was over, and Agathe and I didn’t linger long after that. But on this evening, I hung back. I even ventured down into the pantry where Hektor would be putting the finishing touches on his day’s drunk. 
 
    Only one dim oil lamp was burning in the shadowy chamber. Hektor sat beneath it with his cup, lost to the world. When he saw me edge off the last stair into the room, a huge smile expanded beneath his bloodshot eyes. He wiped his hand across his face. “Have a drink with me, Timon.” He pointed to the amphora on the floor. 
 
    I filled a cup and sat down on a bag of wheat opposite him. He lifted his glass. I returned the gesture. 
 
    Without any prompting, Hektor began to talk about the very thing I wanted to ask him about. “The Festival of Artemis is coming up,” he said, nodding his head with a special insight. “I’ve heard that Epicydes has obtained a large quantity of wine. Because times have been so hard, he plans to give it freely to the populace to help them celebrate.” 
 
    “When does it begin?” I already knew, but wanted to encourage him. 
 
    “At sunset four days from now.” He took a sip from his cup. “I’m not sure if we’ve really celebrated Artemis since you’ve been here—what with the king’s death, and then the assassination and the blockade. This one,” he nodded for emphasis, “will be wild.” 
 
    “I remember the festival in Croton. Aren’t slaves free for the duration?” 
 
    Hektor’s eyes hung low, and his curly hair lay plastered flat on his head with the sweat of a long day of drinking. But my question brought some life to him, reawakening the big, sloppy grin. “Oh, yes! Slaves are free. And the entire city will be open. Everyone will drink. The girls,” he leaned toward me with his head lowered like a glowering bull, “lose their inhibitions. Anything goes.” 
 
    He watched me turn this last statement over in my mind. “What about the mud wrestler? You gotten any further than a kiss?” He raised his left eyebrow. 
 
    I took a sip from my cup. “She wants to meet me on the first night of the festival.” 
 
    Hektor’s smile went from sloppy to knowing. He licked his lips. “Something tells me you’re about to get dipped.” 
 
    My mouth fell open. “Dipped?” 
 
    Hektor laughed. “You’ve got something to look forward to now, Timon.” 
 
    “What? You think so?” 
 
    Hektor gave me a long up and down nod. “Oh, yeah. I think so.” 
 
    “But she’s just a girl.” 
 
    “Does she bleed?” 
 
    I gulped. “She wears a chiton.” 
 
    “She bleeds.” 
 
    I was aghast. I had never thought of it that way. But the mystery of it was dawning in me all of its own. 
 
    Hektor could see it. “Just remember,” he chuckled, “pull it out before it spits.” 
 
    “I’m not so sure about all this.” 
 
    “I am.” Hektor raised his cup to me. “It will be your night to become a man.” 
 
  
 
  


 
 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    CHAPTER 83 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    I could think of nothing but Moira in the days leading up to the Festival of Artemis. What I’d seen of her through the looking glasses hurt in ways I had never experienced before. But it also made me think of her in ways I hadn’t previously. What had Hektor said? Anything goes during the three days of the festival. There would be sports and competitions throughout the day, then all of Syracuse would go crazy at night. Wine would be given away. The stress of the siege would be put aside in an all night saturnalia. More importantly, I would be released from all but my morning duties for three days, and at sunset the first evening, I would meet Moira as a free man. 
 
    As luck would have it, on the morning of the festival’s opening, Archimedes completed a proof he had been working on. Though mail in and out of Syracuse was suspect at best, he gave me the proof, a very complicated one with many diagrams, and requested I have it copied by the end of the day. He wanted it sent to Eratosthenes in Alexandria as soon as possible. 
 
    Archimedes rarely made these kinds of demands of me. I was sure he had no idea the festival began that day, but this put me in a bind. I had until sunset that evening to finish the copying, or I would be working by the light of an oil lamp while Moira waited for me at the north end of Via Intermuralis. 
 
    All through the day I applied myself to the work, not nearly making the progress I needed. While I watched the sun move across the sky, my mind swam with visions of Moira waiting for me, then going off with someone else when I didn’t show up. No, this wouldn’t happen. I promised myself I would get the proof done with time to spare. 
 
    But when the sun began to settle on the western horizon, I was still struggling badly with some of the more complex diagrams. I thought of reminding Archimedes about the festival or telling him that it might be weeks before the letter could be sent. I even considered just walking out. I would have the right. Slaves were released from their duties at sunset. But I couldn’t do that to Archimedes. I had too much respect for the man and his work. 
 
    As daylight faded and oranges and reds streaked across the western sky, my anxiety took over. My writing showed it. I was trying to work too fast. I simply was not going to be done in time. I wanted to scream. 
 
    I got up from my seat and crossed the room to where Archimedes was working. I stood there a short time without being noticed. I couldn’t bring myself to ask outright. I was just wasting time. I went back to my desk and the diagrams. 
 
    Then out of nowhere—after I had all but given up, Archimedes looked up from his abacus and addressed me from across the room. “Timon,” he said in his deep resonant voice. “Doesn’t the Festival of Artemis start today?” 
 
    I looked up at him with my eyes so wide open I thought they’d fall out. “Yes, master, it does.” 
 
    “Do you plan to join in?” 
 
    “I’d hoped to,” I heard myself say quietly, instead of shouting it. 
 
    The old man nodded. “How close are you to done?” 
 
    “Not close enough, master. It will take me quite a bit longer.” 
 
    He seemed to consider this. Then he looked out the window at the setting sun. “Well, another day won’t hurt. This evening is for you. You can finish the copying tomorrow.” 
 
    I thought I would melt I was so relieved. “That’s very kind of you, master.” 
 
    “No,” he said. “It’s tradition.” He reached into the folds of his toga and withdrew a few coins. “Take these, Timon. Enjoy yourself.” 
 
    I walked across the room. He held the coins out in his palm. Two coppers and—I couldn’t believe it—a silver Egyptian stater, with the image of Ptolemy stamped on one side.  He dropped the coins into my hand. 
 
    “Thank you,” I said bowing my head. Then, as quickly as I could, I cleared my desk and bounded out of the workshop, down the tower stairs—there was no sentry at the door—and out into the yard. Free at last! 
 
    It was a warm, still summer evening. The sun had just set and the sky shone steel blue in the east. The garrison soldiers were already off duty, partaking freely of the wine supplied by Epicydes. The drawbridge guards remained at their stations, but they too had wine. I strode through the gates with just a nod. They raised their cups as I passed. I could feel it. The party was underway. 
 
    Achradina was similarly open. Two guards sat at the gate with a cask of wine and filled the cups of those that came and went. These guards, however, weren’t drinking and had opened only one of the gates. 
 
    Dusk settled over the city as I ran up Via Intermuralis, dodging through swarms of people to its northernmost end, knowing I was late. 
 
    Epicydes knew the mental state of the populace. He had contributed one thousand casks of wine to ensure the gaiety of the festival. And once the mood took over, everyone’s secreted-away reserves came out. Drunkenness was everywhere in the streets. People leaned out of windows and shouted. A naked man ran down the street trailed by five barking dogs. Another teetered out of an alley, so drunk he wove from one side of the street to the other. Finally he fell to his knees and vomited. Every shop, every house was alive with party and drink. Women shrieked with delight. Men shouted obscenities. I saw things in the alleys among adults I had never seen before. Wickedness and debauchery descended on Syracuse like a blight of the mind and body. 
 
    The streets weren’t as crowded at the north end of Via Intermuralis. It was dark by the time I caught sight of Moira. She was alone, pacing back and forth. 
 
    “Timon, you’re here!” she shouted when she saw me. 
 
    “I’m sorry I’m late,” I apologized, trying to catch my breath. 
 
    For a moment we just stood there, looking at each other. Then Moira asked, “Would you dare go into the tunnels again?” 
 
    “At night?” Hektor’s words anything goes ran through my mind. “Wouldn’t we need a torch or an oil lamp?” 
 
    “I have a better idea.” Moira grinned and held out a ball of yarn. 
 
    “What’s that for?” 
 
    “You’ll see.” She led me over to the little alcove in the wall. We got down on our knees, lifted the paving stone, and laid it to one side. Moira climbed into the hole. 
 
    “But we don’t have any light.” 
 
    “Do you know the story of Adriadne’s thread and the Minotaur’s labyrinth?” 
 
    “Not really,” I answered, but she was already gone. 
 
    I climbed in after her. She was waiting for me at the bottom of the ladder, no more than a silhouette in a sea of black. “Now what?” I asked. 
 
     “I’ll tie the end of this yarn to the ladder. Then we’ll go as far into the tunnel as this ball of yarn will let us, knowing we can follow the string back any time we want.” 
 
    “No tricks like before. No disappearing.” 
 
    “No tricks, I promise.” She tied the yarn to the ladder and took my hand. Slowly we edged out into the darkness, Moira unraveling the yarn as we went. 
 
    I was surprised how long the ball of yarn was. I kept expecting Moira to say it had run out, but we continued deeper into the dark. We got in far enough to see the first grate as a gray square above us. A moment later Moira stopped. “That’s the end of the yarn.” 
 
    “So now we go back?” 
 
    “No, silly. Hold the end of the string for me.” She handed it to me and let go of my hand. 
 
    “What are you doing? Don’t go anywhere.” 
 
    “I won’t. You’ve got the string. You’re safe.” She stood right next to me. I heard a rustling. “Take this,” she said, handing me a soft bundle of cloth in the darkness. 
 
    “What’s this?” 
 
    “My chiton,” she whispered. 
 
    “Oh—” 
 
    “Now it’s your turn. Hand me the string.” 
 
    “My turn?” 
 
    “To remove your tunic.” She used her fingers to dig the string from my hand. 
 
    “Uh—you won’t run off?” 
 
    “No, how could I? You’re holding my chiton.” 
 
    I let go of the yarn and was lifting my tunic over my head when the sound of voices came from the south end of the tunnel. Far away we could see the dim light of moving torches—two, three, four of them—coming our way. We were so surprised we just stood there watching until I recognized one of the voices. Corax! His gang was having their own fun exploring the underground on this night when anything goes. 
 
    “Moira, put your chiton back on.” I handed it to her. “I know those boys. We don’t want them to see us.” 
 
    She quickly pulled the chiton over her head. 
 
    I took her hand. She was shaking. “Are you all right?” 
 
    “Those boys scare me.” 
 
    I thought of the time I saw Corax beaten by his father. “Me too. Let’s get going.” 
 
    We quickly began winding the yarn back into a ball. But the boys with torches were coming faster than we could go in the dark. As brave as she usually was, Moira was clearly afraid of Corax’s gang and she tugged too hard on the yarn, trying to go faster. The string snapped. Suddenly we were standing in the dark with no line to follow. 
 
    “What now?” she whispered. 
 
    “Just keep going in the direction we’re headed,” I said, pulling her along. 
 
    But the torchlight was catching up with us. One of the boys yelled, “I see shadows moving up ahead!” 
 
    Corax called out. “Hey! Who’s up there?” 
 
    “It’s a girl!” shouted one of the other boys. They started running after us. 
 
    The closer they got, the better we could see and the faster we could go. But we couldn’t outrun the light for fear of tripping. 
 
    “I see the ladder,” said Moira. 
 
    “So do I. Go for it.” I let go of her hand and we both sprinted for the ladder. I let Moira go up first. The gang was so close they could see me. 
 
    I heard Corax yell, “Hey, that’s the kid who kicked me in the jaw. I owe him one.” 
 
    I practically leapt up the ladder. Moira and I pushed the stone back in place and took off at a run down Via Intermuralis. I glanced over my shoulder. Corax stood at the end of the street, waiting for the others, but we were too far ahead and were soon deep into the safety of the crowded street.  
 
    When we got off the plateau we slowed to a walk, out of breath and breathing hard. 
 
    “That was close,” I said, pushing my hair out of my face. 
 
    “Too close.” She squeezed my hand. “Those boys are mean.” 
 
    “Don’t I know it. I’m thirsty. What about you?” 
 
    Moira’s face lit up. “Let’s find some wine.” 
 
    “It’s everywhere on the street. I passed a tavern on my way to meet you. They were giving it away.” 
 
    The tavern wasn’t far off. Moira waited on the street while I went in. 
 
    I had never been in a tavern before. It was full of older men, drunk and talking loudly. I pushed up to the counter where the barkeep was handing out one cup of wine after another. I took one quickly for myself, then reached for a second for Moira. The barkeep grabbed my wrist. “Gotta pay when you take two at a time,” he growled. 
 
    I had seen others taking three at a time and not paying. But I didn’t want to argue. I reached into my tunic and withdrew my three coins. I opened my palm to pick out a copper. The barkeep snatched the stater. “This will do just fine,” he said and turned away. 
 
    I called after him. He didn’t even look back. I knew I’d been had. 
 
    I went out to the street fuming. Two fat, drunk men had pinned Moira against the building. They were laughing and poking at her. The night was becoming one bad encounter after another. 
 
    I put down the wine, picked a good-size stone from the street, and threw it at the men. It hit one of them solidly on the shoulder. Both of them turned to see where it had come from. Moira broke away. Even with me carrying the cups of wine, we easily outran them. South two blocks, right into an alley, behind a building, then out on the street again. We lost them and about half the wine. We fell together laughing, excited at yet another narrow escape. 
 
    We lifted our cups in celebration of the night, touched them in a toast, and took long swallows. 
 
    We continued south on Via Intermuralis, sipping wine and dodging drunks, excited to be together with a full evening ahead of us. 
 
    “Let’s go into Achradina,” said Moira. “I know the rest of the city inside out, but I know little of Achradina.” 
 
    “I know it well. And there are casks of wine at the gate. The guards will fill our cups as we enter.” I laughed at the thought of it and so did she. 
 
    We walked hand in hand to the Achradina gate. The guards greeted us with wine. We strolled into the wealthiest district in the city as though we were king and queen. We continued south to the agora. Revelers filled the forum. Five men stood at the Altar of Concord, shouting at the boisterous crowd, talking nonsense and philosophy all spun together with wine. 
 
    Moira and I sat at the base of the colonnade sipping our wine, watching as if it were the theater. 
 
    “Do you think we could get up on of the battlements?” Moira asked. “I’ve never done that. I want to look out at the sea and the stars.” 
 
    “I’ve been there. I know the way.” I took her hand and led her to the tower at the northeast corner of Achradina. There was usually a guard at the tower entry, but not that night. We climbed four flights of stairs and peered out at the battlement walkway. We didn’t see anyone. We leaned out a little further, looking left and right. There was no one else as far as we could see. 
 
    We crossed the walkway to the stone ramparts and gazed out through a crenellation in the battlement. There was no wind at all. The sea was hauntingly still and glassy, reflecting a sky full of twinkling stars and a smiling crescent moon. 
 
    We walked south along the battlements toward Ortygia. I pointed out the silhouette of the tower in the distance. Just about the time we were beginning to think we could walk all the way around the city on top of the wall we saw two guards ahead. We ducked into the shadows and listened to them. They were talking about their wives and sounded drunk. We crept back the way we had come. 
 
    Side by side we stared out over the Trogyli Harbor. I couldn’t help looking at Moira’s face. Her skin glowed in the moonlight. I wanted to kiss her cheek. Before she had always kissed me. 
 
    We stood there quietly, not quite touching shoulders, while I summoned the courage to kiss her. Moira took my hand and turned to me. “You saved me from those awful men, Timon, and those boys. Thank you.” She leaned forward and kissed me on the lips. 
 
    I bowed my head in humility. 
 
    “Timon,” she said softly. 
 
    I looked up into her eyes. 
 
    “When I removed my chiton in the tunnel, I wanted to let you do what you asked about before.” 
 
    “What I asked about before?” 
 
    She smiled at my innocence, then let go of my hand. She stood back from the battlements and slipped her chiton off her shoulders. Even in the dim moon shadows, her nipples stood out dark and erect. My heart was pounding. I reached out with one hand and touched her as in a dream. 
 
    She took my hand from her breast and drew it down to her hip. I leaned into her. We kissed fully for the first time. Her tongue slipped in and out of my mouth. I wrapped my arms around her, pulling her close, feeling her skin against mine. 
 
     “Timon,” she whispered. “You have touched me. I want to touch you.” 
 
    I stood back as she lifted her chiton back onto her shoulders, then with both hands she lifted my tunic up above my waist. She took hold of me with one hand, gently at first, then pumping with purpose. It happened quickly. 
 
    She used my tunic to wipe her hand. She did it so casually it was unsettling. “Older men are not so easy,” she said, seeing me watching her. 
 
    I saw someone much older in her face. I straightened my tunic, remembering what I had seen through the two lenses. 
 
    Even in the dim light she could see the change in my expression. “I told you of my life before,” she said. “I did things I’m not proud of.” There was no give in her voice. It was a fact of her life. She nodded sadly. “I know it spoils me in some ways, but don’t hate me. You were the first one I wanted to touch.” 
 
    I did hate her. And yet I didn’t. My experience as a slave had been free of physical abuse, but I knew such things happened. I thought of Eurydice. I thought of awful Hieronymus. I thought of the willful actions of Hektor. Moira could not be blamed. “I don’t hate you,” I said. “I hate the war.” I looked out at the gently heaving sea. I felt that same heaving in my heart. 
 
    Moira touched me on the cheek so that I looked into her eyes. “If you let me, you will be pleased by the things I know how to do.” 
 
  
 
  


 
 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART V 
 
      
 
    THE DEATH OF ARCHIMEDES 
 
      
 
      
 
    “Archimedes possessed so high a spirit, so profound a soul, and such treasures of scientific knowledge, that though these inventions had now obtained him the renown of more than human sagacity, he yet would not deign to leave behind him any commentary or writing on such subjects; but, repudiating as sordid and ignoble the whole trade of engineering, and every sort of art that lends itself to mere use and profit, he placed his whole affection and ambition in those purer speculations where there can be no reference to the vulgar needs of life; studies, the superiority of which to all others is unquestioned, and in which the only doubt can be whether the beauty and grandeur of the subjects examined, or the precision and cogency of the methods and means of proof, most deserve our admiration.” 
 
                                                                  -Plutarch, Lives. 
 
      
 
  
 
  


 
 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    CHAPTER 84 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Eleven months had passed since Marcellus’ last attack on the walls of Syracuse. No one thought that he would be foolish enough to try again—not the city’s residents, not the military officers, and certainly not Epicydes. The focusing mirrors were simply too formidable. 
 
    But Marcellus had not given up. He had maintained a vigilant study of everything that went on in Syracuse for a year and a half. He had even gained valuable measurements of the walls during the ransom of Damippus. When his agents verified that Epicydes was opening a thousand casks of wine on the first night of the Festival of Artemis, he settled on a plan. If he couldn’t breach the walls by storm, he would by stealth. 
 
      
 
    In the predawn hours after the first night of celebration, while all of Syracuse either slept off their drunkenness or lay in it, Marcellus sent a thousand of his best men to the low spot in the city’s perimeter just east of the Hexapylon. They crept up to the base of the wall, carrying ten ladders built to the height of this specific location. Sosis, the same soldier who had been part of the assassination of Hieronymus, and ever at the center of things, was the first up a ladder. On surmounting the wall, he saw that the nearest guards were one tower away to the west. He motioned for ten more men to join him. They slipped into the shadows and crept down the wall, over and around the ballistae and catapults, to within a few feet of five guards—then sprang out of the darkness and killed them with their daggers. After the night of revelry, the guards’ screams sounded like shrieks of ecstasy and caused no alarm. Sosis signaled to the men on the ground to begin climbing the ladders. They in turn signaled to Marcellus, who stood ready a mile to the north with two legions of foot soldiers. 
 
    Sosis and his ten men continued west on the battlements toward the Hexapylon. They encountered and killed a second cluster of sleepy guards and moved on. The rest of the advance contingent climbed the ladders ten by ten and filed out along the battlements, crippling Archimedes’ war machines as they went. Meanwhile, Marcellus advanced with his twenty thousand foot soldiers, as quietly as possible, to the Hexapylon.  
 
    Sosis and his men were already there. They tip-toed down the parapet stairway and slit the guards’ throats. Sosis broke the lock on the postern gate and swung it open. Marcellus’ men poured into the city down Via Intermuralis, spreading out across the Tyche district, trampling through the tent city, encountering only the slightest resistance. 
 
    The slumbering populace awoke to the roar of war. Those who ran from their homes were cut down in the streets. Those who stayed in bed were slaughtered between their sheets. The guards on the battlements broke from their stupors to see two Roman legions within the city perimeter and another thousand Roman soldiers spreading out along the battlements destroying the defenses. Fearing all was lost, some of the terrified defenders leapt from the walls to their death. Others ran from their duty stations back to their homes. 
 
    On the west side of the city, Philodemus of Argos, captain of Fort Euryalus, made a foray with three hundred militia out onto the plateau. What he saw in the pre-dawn gray were twenty thousand Roman soldiers ransacking the city. There was nothing left to save. He retreated with his men to the sanctuary of the fort. 
 
      
 
  
 
  


 
 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    CHAPTER 85 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    When Epicydes was awakened in the palace with word of the attack, he thought it was only a minor break in the defenses. He told his officers to assemble the garrison on Ortygia. 
 
    The sound of battle trumpets startled me to consciousness. I had no idea what they meant, but realized immediately that I had overslept and that I should be down in the kitchen helping with the morning meal. I’d had a lot of wine the night before—and a lot of Moira. I had done with her what makes a youth think he has become a man, but I felt so weak and rubbery as I climbed from bed that I thought I might have become a salamander. 
 
    I stumbled from my bedroom to the clank of armor and officers’ commands. The garrison was assembling outside the barracks, but it was Moira that centered in my mind. I wanted to see her again—immediately. 
 
    When I reached the ground floor, the tower sentry stopped me. He told me that the Romans had breached the wall in the Tyche district. The garrison soldiers were leaving now to confront the invaders. He said there would be no morning meal and told me to return to the top of the tower to see to the safety of my master. 
 
    I sprinted up the stairs to alert Archimedes. I found him silhouetted in the north window. 
 
    “The Romans have entered the city!” I exclaimed. 
 
    He faced me. “I know, Timon.” His voice was heavy with weariness. 
 
    From the height of the tower, we could see over the walls of Achradina to the plateau. Dawn cast long shadows across the city. The red plumes on the helmets of the Roman soldiers stood out in the distance like torches lit by the sun. They were everywhere. My heart sank. 
 
    “How can this be?” I asked. “The night was full of celebration just hours ago.” Below I could see the garrison filing off the island. 
 
    “We lowered our defenses, Timon, and the Romans took advantage. The next trumpets you hear will be calling for our surrender.” 
 
    “But what of your weapons?” 
 
    “Catapults and cranes cannot operate themselves.” 
 
    He was right. The battlements had been all but empty. Moira and I had seen it. The guards were either drinking or asleep. They hadn’t seen us. How could they have noticed the invading Romans? 
 
    We watched Tacitus Maso march the garrison militia through Achradina and out the gate. They turned north on Via Intermuralis at triple time. A much larger Roman force was coming down off the plateau toward them. The militia abruptly reversed direction, running like a mob back through the Achradina gate. We watched the gates swing shut behind them, while Carthaginian mercenaries filled the battlements along Via Intermuralis, carrying small ballistae and scorpions. 
 
    Archimedes turned to me. “It won’t be easy for them to get in here. But they will.” 
 
  
 
  


 
 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    CHAPTER 86 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Marcellus looked out over Syracuse from the top of the Hexapylon, the highest elevation in the city. The operation had been a success. His troops now occupied commanding positions in both the Tyche and Neapolis districts. The Carthaginians still held Fort Euryalus and Achradina, but the momentum of the siege had turned.  
 
    From where he stood, Marcellus could see the full circumference of the walled city and the extent of its paved streets and palatial residences. Its five huge temples glowed pink in the low angles of the morning sun. He knew that Syracuse was one of the jewels of the world, and that he would soon give it over to his army for plunder. In many ways it seemed a terrible waste. 
 
    Marcellus noticed a vulture spiraling down from overhead. It dropped out of the sky, wings spread, and came to rest on a decorative parapet about fifty feet east of where he stood. The huge black bird stretched and fluttered its massive wings as it settled onto its perch. Looking upward, Marcellus saw twenty more circling above. These birds had learned to follow the Roman legions, knowing at some point there would be carrion to feed on.  
 
    Marcellus watched a second vulture land on another parapet, closer than the first. To a Roman, birds of any kind were living portents. Much of the science of the haruspex, the official Roman soothsayers, came from watching birds and interpreting their actions—how they flew, what they ate, when they built their nests. But no bird in Roman lore was held in higher esteem than the vulture. It did not eat the corn or peck at ripening fruit or make prey of any living creature. It did service to all other animals by living off the dead and cleaning the earth of putrefying waste. The vulture had a certain nobility, too; it would not touch the carcass of another bird. It would not eat its brethren. The sight of a vulture by any Roman, even denying Marcellus, was a powerful omen. 
 
    ‘So black vulture,” Marcellus said aloud to himself, “I will give the spoils of Syracuse to my men, and the gods will give the spoils of my men to you.” Marcellus advanced to the center of the huge gated arch and raised his right arm. Forty trumpeters stretched out along the wall to his right and left. They stepped up to the edge of the battlement and lifted their trumpets. When Marcellus lowered his arm, the trumpets sounded, declaring the Roman victory and calling for Syracuse’s surrender. 
 
  
 
  


 
 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    CHAPTER 87 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Sickened by the sights I had seen from the tower, I went down to the pantry. I knew that the soldiers would eventually need to be fed. But no one was there. I went out to the kitchen. Agathe knelt by one of the fire pits, applying an ember from the hearth to a stack of kindling. She looked over her shoulder as I approached. 
 
    “Where’s Hektor?” I asked. 
 
    “Passed out drunk at his home,” she snapped. 
 
    “What about Lavinia and Eurydice?” 
 
    “For all we know they’re dead. No one can be on the streets, much less get into Achradina. We’re stuck here until the Romans take us or the old man in the tower comes up with another miracle.” 
 
    Agathe turned back to the fire and blew on the ember. A trail of smoke rose out of the kindling. She stood up. “Well, don’t just stand there. Get the other fires started. We’ve got to get some food ready for these soldiers. They’re on duty around the clock now.” 
 
    I couldn’t help asking again. “You haven’t heard anything from Lavinia?” 
 
    Agathe, who had grown considerably more tolerant of Lavinia, expressed her fears the only way she knew how, snarling anger. “How could I? We’re sealed in and they’re sealed out—or dead. Get to the fires. Then go down to the pantry. I need two bags of barley. That’s something I know we have in quantity.” 
 
    When I turned to get an ember from the hearth, Hektor appeared from behind the tower and stumbled awkwardly into the kitchen. He leaned on a table to maintain his balance. I had never seen him look so bad. 
 
    Agathe glared at him. “Get out of here until you’re sober, Hektor. We’ve got work to do.” 
 
    Hektor grinned like a monkey. “I got married last night.” 
 
    Agathe looked to the gods for relief. 
 
    “To Eurydice,” he continued with a big smile. 
 
    “What!” snapped Agathe. “She’s been putting you off every day since you hired her.” 
 
    Eurydice came around the corner of the tower. She held her two-year-old son’s hand. Agathe’s mouth fell open in a mixture of disbelief and relief. 
 
    “What more could a woman want?” Hektor beamed with the certainty of a drunk. “A man of position and wealth. A father for her child.”  
 
    “You mean the last living heir to the throne!” Agathe understood that Eurydice’s night on the island with Hektor likely saved her life, but she still didn’t like the marriage. 
 
    Hektor scratched at the bird’s nest of his tangled hair. “What’s going on? Where’s Lavinia?” He looked around. “Who’s making breakfast?” 
 
    Eurydice came all the way into the kitchen. “Wh—wh—where’s Lavinia?” 
 
    Agathe looked at the floor. I think she wiped a tear from her eye. When she lifted her head, she shouted at me. “Timon! Don’t just stand there. Get that barley!” 
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    Marcellus had secured the center of the city by noon. He sent three exiled Syracusan noblemen, the same ones who had sponsored the failed conspiracy of slaves in the spring, to Achradina to offer terms of surrender. The majority of the soldiers in this easternmost portion of the city were mercenaries hired by Epicydes. Some were Syracusan militia, including the garrison from Ortygia, and some were allied soldiers from other parts of Italy who had traveled with the Roman army, but had since deserted to the Carthaginian side. No matter what the arrangements for surrender, the mercenaries and deserters knew they would not escape with their lives. Their only hope was to defend their position or fight their way out. 
 
    When the noblemen approached the walls along Via Intermuralis with a contingent of Roman officers, the soldiers inside targeted them with ballistae, making it impossible for the group to get within yelling distance of the walls without risking their lives. The noblemen returned to Marcellus and told him they had been refused. 
 
    Marcellus decided to try the west side of the city. He assembled half his troops outside Fort Euryalus, then sent Sosis to request its surrender. Philodemus met him at the gate. He told Sosis he needed more time to make a decision. When Sosis reported this to Marcellus, the Roman general interpreted it as a stalling tactic. Both he and Philodemus knew that Hippocrates and Himilco would be coming from Agrigentum with their armies as soon as they learned of the Roman incursion. 
 
    Marcellus had to act quickly. He expected the arrival of Himilco within the week. With two heavily defended forts on either side of the city refusing to surrender, Marcellus might soon find himself trapped within the walls of Syracuse. He immediately set his men to building a camp on the plateau between Tyche and Neapolis. Using bricks from the homes and buildings that had been damaged by the Roman catapults, the soldiers built a fort on the most easily defended ground. At the same time, Quinctius Crispinus strengthened the defenses of his camp south of the city. Any army coming from Agrigentum would encounter Crispinus before they reached the walls of Syracuse. 
 
      
 
    On the second day of the occupation, a group of wealthy noblemen from Neapolis approached Marcellus. They pleaded with him not to burn the city and to spare the lives of the innocent citizens. Marcellus, a man of sensibility, agreed that no citizen or free man would be harmed, but that all else—material belongings of any kind and slaves—was open to plunder by his soldiers. 
 
    Later that day, Marcellus gave the orders to his tribunes. The soldiers were only to kill those who were Carthaginians, mercenary soldiers, or traitors to Rome. He also told them he wanted all the Greek sculpture protected, and that the Greek scientist Archimedes should be found and brought to him. “I have heard he lives on the island,” he said, “but he could be anywhere. Be extremely careful with this old man,” he emphasized. “He is far more valuable as an asset than a corpse.” More than anything else that he might personally gain from the siege of Syracuse, Marcellus wanted an opportunity to talk to Archimedes. 
 
    While some of the soldiers guarded the camp, the rest roamed the city to collect their pay. Marcellus’ promise to the noblemen was mostly respected, but the sacking of Neapolis and Tyche was complete. The soldiers atop the walls of Fort Euryalus watched the looting in horror. They were low on food and were completely surrounded. With outside communication cut off, they had no idea when support from the south would get there, if it came at all. 
 
    The next morning Philodemus sent a message to Marcellus with reconsidered terms for surrender. He would give up the fort if he and his men would be allowed to cross the city and return to the command of Epicydes in Achradina. To Marcellus, this seemed more than a fair exchange. With control of Euryalus, the risk of being pinned down in the city would be eliminated. He would have full command of the west and could focus his attention on investing Achradina. Philodemus and his garrison moved to Achradina that afternoon. Before they left, they destroyed all the catapults and other advanced weaponry. 
 
      
 
    That evening, while carrying some leftover dry goods down to the pantry, I ran into Hektor on the stairs. I tried to get out of his way, but he stepped in front of me. I moved aside, but again he blocked my way. He grinned at me through the blur of a day of drinking. “Have a cup of wine with me, Timon,” he said in a way that left me no choice. 
 
    He prodded me down the stairs and pointed to a sack of barley. He filled an amphora from a cask, then poured us each a cup. He sat down opposite me and narrowed his eyes as though he were trying to read my mind. I knew exactly where this conversation was going before he said a word. 
 
    “Now that I’ve got a family to go home to,” he began, slurring all the words together so that I could barely understand him, “I don’t have time for every detail, but I have to ask—did you get it wet?” 
 
    If I hadn’t known Hektor so well, I wouldn’t have had any idea what he was talking about. But with the look on his face, I think I could have figured it out even if he’d asked in Egyptian. Still I had no interest in talking about it. I took a small sip from my cup, delaying the inevitable. 
 
    He leaned forward, “Well, did you?” 
 
    Hiding behind my cup, I nodded ever so slightly. 
 
    His face expanded into a big, sloppy smile and his eyes lit up like a child’s. “What’d you think? You might have been missing something, right?” 
 
    Anger began to build in me. I nodded again from behind my cup. 
 
    “How many times you do it?” 
 
    I pressed the cup against my lips as if trying to prevent myself from speaking. 
 
    Hektor turned his head and looked at me from several angles. Even as drunk as he was he could see that I was in turmoil. “What’s the matter? What happened? Couldn’t you get it up?” 
 
    I stared down at my cup. 
 
    “Well? What’s the matter?” 
 
    “I may never see her again.” 
 
    Hektor nodded twice, not quite sure what I meant. 
 
    “I—I don’t even know if she’s alive.” I started to cry. I had been thinking about Moira all day. 
 
    “Now, now, Timon, you don’t know anything for sure.” 
 
    “Hektor, I saw it from the tower. The Tyche district is now a Roman camp. How could she have escaped?” 
 
     “You never know,” he said, more drunk than hopeful. “Take another drink of wine. That’ll help.” 
 
    I wiped my eyes and took another sip. We sat there sipping wine in the dim yellow light of the pantry for a long time. Hektor filled my cup twice before he got back to what interested him most. He looked at me really hard. “How many times did you do it?” 
 
    “Once,” I admitted. 
 
    Hektor nodded with interest. “Was she a virgin?” 
 
    This question dropped me straight into another pit. “I don’t know.” 
 
    “You would know, Timon. Even you. She would have bled.” 
 
    “I didn’t see any blood.” 
 
    Hektor shook his head. He took a sip of wine, then narrowed his eyes at me once more. “Did she suck it?” 
 
    He had me. The wine was doing its work. I nodded. 
 
    “Did you have to ask her?” 
 
    “What?” I asked, puzzled. “What does that mean?” 
 
    This got him laughing. He could barely get the words out. “Did you have to ask her to suck it?” 
 
    I couldn’t believe it. What was he suggesting? I shook my head, no. 
 
    “Did you have to pay her?” 
 
    “No! She’s my friend.” 
 
    “Quite a friend,” said Hecktor, laughing again. 
 
    I almost joined in. Then I realized Hektor was the perfect one to ask. “She had experience, Hektor. She told me she was taken as a child. Men taught her to do things. Is that so bad, Hektor? Is it?” 
 
    He wasn’t expecting this. His grin washed away and his face grew serious. “No,” he said. He tossed down a last swallow of wine and  stood up. “Finish that up. I’ve got to go.” 
 
    I drank what little wine remained in my cup. He gruffly took my cup and stalked out of the room. Suddenly alone, I trudged up the stairs to my bedroom. As I lay down to go to sleep, I realized why Hektor had given me such an abrupt answer. Moira’s experiences in her childhood were not all that different than Eurydice’s experience with Hieronymus—and that memory still pained him. 
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    Two days after the surrender of Euryalus, Epicydes came to the tower. Archimedes stood before the east window dictating a letter to me. Between phrases, I heard the soldiers on the stairs. Plato leapt from his spot on the windowsill and ran out of the room. He must have slipped down the stairs as the six men reached the landing.  
 
    Epicydes strode in alone, wearing a black leather cuirass and kilt. He looked both emotionally worn and agitated. “Archimedes,” he called out so loudly that even my master couldn’t pretend not to hear him. 
 
    Archimedes turned from the window and faced the Carthaginian. 
 
    “We’re expecting a major offensive here in the next week. I want you to inspect the catapults and ballistae.” 
 
    “I’m done with the work of war,” replied the disillusioned old man with a grim detachment even Epicydes couldn’t miss. 
 
    Epicydes came up close to him. “The Carthaginian fleet is on its way. We need to insure their safe entry to the harbor. Your weapons can do that.” 
 
    “You don’t need me for such things anymore, Epicydes. Your men know the weapons now as well as I do.” 
 
    “Should this effort fail, you, as well as the rest of us, will be at the mercy of the Roman general Marcellus. He will likely kill us all. As I said, your assistance is requested. Please, reconsider.” The words belied the force behind them. 
 
    Archimedes shook his head. “Regardless of the outcome of your offensive, it will not favor those of us who have lived here all our lives. Roman soldiers or Carthaginian soldiers, I see them as equal evils. I want no part of your war.” 
 
    The two men stood three feet apart. I thought Epicydes might strike Archimedes, but Epicydes clearly had orders from his brother to treat Archimedes with utmost care. The huge Carthaginian abruptly turned away from the scientist. He paced back and forth across the room, evidently considering his alternatives. He suddenly stopped and glared at Archimedes. “Don’t press your luck, old man! You need me as much as I need you.” He turned away and strode from the room.  
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    The city was quiet during the week after Philodemus surrendered Euryalus. Marcellus installed a garrison in the fort and deployed his troops for the defense of the city and the containment of Achradina. I watched much of it from the tower, and not without some apprehension. I still hated Hannibal and the Carthaginians, but I believed what Epicydes had said to Archimedes. A Roman success was clearly at odds with my life. 
 
    No mail came in or out of the eastern portion of the city. Archimedes continued with his proofs, but stopped writing letters. Instead of copying text, I worked for Hektor in the kitchen or idled at the windows of the tower, wondering about Moira’s fate, and thinking about the possibility that my mother was in Rome. 
 
    At times I used the crystal lens and the clear bead to gaze into the city. This was always with a bit of hesitation. It seemed like every time I looked out into the invisible distance I saw something I wished I hadn’t. But the application of the lenses was something that still held Archimedes’ interest. With his weak eyes, however, he couldn’t bring a distant object into focus. Sometimes in frustration, he would give the lenses to me to execute specific experimental tasks. He’d ask me to scan the horizon and to describe the most distant things I could see. On clear days, he’d have me look at the peak of Mount Etna. At night we’d look into the sky. He asked me questions about the surface of the moon or the color of Jupiter. There were also times I directed the lenses to the plateau, looking for Moira. The height of the plateau limited what I could see, and yet, on some days, if the light were perfect, I could make out individuals. The lenses gave me the capacity to spot Moira, but I never did. 
 
    One afternoon, when the light was just right, Archimedes asked me to try a few experiments with the lenses so he could calibrate their strength.  
 
    We went to the window in the landing. He asked me to focus on a point of land on the coast, far to the southwest. He said he knew the distance to within a foot. I took the crystal lens in my right hand and held the bead with the wooden tweezers in my left. I got down on one knee, rested my right hand on the window sill, and peered into the crystal through the bead. Finding the sweet spot in the crystal lens was always a challenge. When I finally steadied an image, I wasn’t certain what I was seeing. After a moment, I realized I was watching some faint disturbance on the horizon. A cloud of dust perhaps. Squinting into the clear bead, I trained the lenses on the cloud of dust as long as I possibly could. 
 
    It was difficult to decipher upside down, but after a while I realized that I was watching the van of an approaching army. I couldn’t be certain that it was Himilco, and yet who else would be coming from the south? I immediately told Archimedes. He wasn’t surprised. He said that was part of the reason he had me looking in that direction. As before, when I had spotted Marcellus’ fleet coming in from the east, he had no intention of reporting this to Epicydes or anyone else. But he did allow me to continue watching, and before nightfall, I was able to recognize individual soldiers and horses. A huge army was headed to Syracuse. 
 
    Himilco, Hippocrates, and some twenty-five thousand foot soldiers arrived that night. They camped on the south side of the Great Harbor. 
 
    By sunrise everyone in the city knew they were there. From the tower, I watched Roman soldiers deploy along the battlements. At the same time, the Carthaginian army assembled in battle formation before their camp. It was no more than posturing. Nothing happened that first day. 
 
    Because of Epicydes’ comments earlier, Archimedes anticipated the arrival of a Carthaginian fleet as well. All through this first day and the morning of the second, he had me focus the lenses on the eastern horizon. Sure enough, from masthead to bow, one hundred Carthaginian warships appeared on the horizon the second day. The wind was just right; too strong for the Roman ships to lie at sea, but perfect for the Carthaginian fleet to slip into the Great Harbor with only minor interference from the Roman warships. Once the Carthaginian ships were inside the harbor, the ballistae and catapults on Ortygia prevented the Romans from pursuing them. 
 
    Midmorning the following day, I heard the trumpets call the island garrison to arms. From the north window, I watched the soldiers assemble and march over the drawbridge to join a larger force in Achradina. Using the lenses, I could see Epicydes on a spirited chestnut charger, sword upheld, riding back and forth before the amassed soldiers, shouting out instructions. 
 
    I went to the window on the landing. The Carthaginian troops on the south side of the harbor had assembled in front of their camp. The warships that had spent the night in the harbor were moving in close to shore and, one by one, anchoring. With the aide of the lenses, I could see the decks filling with archers and Balearic slingers. Sometimes using the lenses, sometimes not, I went from window to window, watching the drama unfold from the safety of the top floor of the tower. 
 
    The battle began in the south. The last of the ships had set anchor at the edge of the harbor. Archers and slingers stood on the decks ready to stop Marcellus’ troops from leaving through the south gate. Himilco gave his men the signal to advance on Crispinus’ position in the hills. I ran to the north window. Epicydes opened the gates to Achradina and stormed out with his troops onto Via Intermuralis. The Carthaginians were mounting a three-pronged attack designed to prevent Marcellus from coming to the aid of Crispinus. 
 
    From my perspective in the tower, it looked like the strategy might succeed. But the fleet never came into play. Crispinus’ men repelled the Carthaginian attack, then charged from their camp, chasing Himilco’s army back across the battlefield. 
 
    Meanwhile Marcellus never tried to leave the city. He focused on staunching the attack coming from Achradina. Epicydes’ effort to create a distraction was short-lived. He was lucky to get back within Achradina with as many men as he did. 
 
    By late afternoon the battle was over. Although the outcome favored the Romans, both sides took serious losses. The armies settled back into their camps, and the Carthaginian warships moved back out into the center of the harbor. 
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    For the next two weeks, there was little combat action. I saw several confrontations between foraging parties in the open farmland between the Carthaginian camp and Crispinus’ camp, but they never amounted to anything more than minor skirmishes. 
 
    Bomilcar’s fleet had little to no effect on the failed Carthaginian offensive, but it was salvation to the besieged. Several of the ships carried grain and dried meat. Those supplies were offloaded to Ortygia and distributed to all the military kitchens. Epicydes paid for the delivery with gold from Hiero’s treasure. 
 
    For the past two months, we’d had little more than barley gruel and fish caught off the shore of the island. The arrival of fresh supplies provided a temporary lift to the beleaguered kitchen staff, but the general mood was the lowest it had ever been. 
 
    Hektor was doing more of the kitchen work than he liked, and the wine stores were running thinner and thinner with water. Without drink, Hektor complained louder and more often. Agathe hardly ever talked, except in outbursts. The fate of her new friend Lavinia weighed heavily on her, making her anger deeper and more volatile. Married life didn’t seem to agree with Eurydice. She’d lost the last of her glow. Her once placid silence had become a sullen withdrawal. Gelo was with her throughout the work day. He was wild and fun, but a handful. I dreaded each kitchen shift and thought constantly of that last night with Moira, not knowing if I would ever see her again. Even if she were alive, I might never make it off the island anyway. More and more, the sanctuary of Ortygia seemed like a prison. 
 
      
 
    At a time when each new day seemed darker than the previous and the atmosphere in the kitchen was oppressive, two-year-old Gelo was a ray of light. He had tremendous personality for such a young child, and we affectionately referred to him as the little king. He laughed and pranced all day it seemed, entertaining himself and the kitchen staff with his antics. He was clearly a smart and talented boy. 
 
    Gelo—unfortunately if you asked Hektor—had Hieronymus’ red hair, which had grown long and curly. He also had his father’s green eyes, but not the narrow face. Instead he was blessed with Eurydice’s round features and large eyes. Robust and active, he was everyone’s favorite—except Hektor’s. I believe Hektor’s inability to embrace this wonderful boy was the source of Eurydice’s deepest sorrow. 
 
    Three weeks after the failed Carthaginian offensive, with all the troops still in place, Gelo took ill. He had been irritable and listless all morning. When we were assembling supplies for the evening meal, he complained about his stomach, then just lay on the ground and fell asleep. He was out of the way so we went about our business and completed the meal. 
 
    Before we took the food to the mess hall, Eurydice roused Gelo. When she helped him stand up, he abruptly vomited. 
 
    Agathe loved Gelo as much as anyone. She came to Eurydice’s side and put the back of her hand to his cheek. “Oh my,” she exclaimed, “this boy’s on fire.” 
 
    Gelo roused somewhat with the attention, but his eyes drooped and his expression was as serious as an old man’s. Agathe asked him to stick out his tongue. This would normally inspire some kind of funny face out of Gelo, but today his tongue emerged slowly, coated and thick. 
 
    Agathe’s expression soured. Hektor and I came in close around Eurydice and the little king. “I’ve lived here all my life,” said Agathe. “Every few years the fever comes with the thick tongue and the vomiting. We need to cool him down right away.” 
 
    Since her successful delivery of Gelo, Agathe had become our authority on health issues. Hektor and I quickly cleaned our biggest pot and filled it with cold water. Eurydice stripped the boy of his clammy clothes and placed him in the pot, while Agathe headed off to the garden for some special herbs. 
 
    Gelo’s fever didn’t let up. For five days, Agathe and Eurydice tended to him with baths and herbal compacts and teas. Agathe said the fever always came at the end of the summer, when the lowland swamps dried into puddles and the tiny little flying insects, the konopus, were everywhere at night. 
 
    Although no one said it, I believe we all feared that the boy would die. Gradually, however, the fever did subside. But it was a long time before the little king was prancing and laughing like we were used to. Agathe insisted that all that saved him were the herbs and the fact that both of his parents were native to the region. Native blood, she claimed, gave him the strength to survive an illness that would surely kill outsiders. 
 
      
 
    As Agathe predicted, Gelo was not the only one to get the fever. Within a week of Gelo’s illness, the fever spread to the Carthaginian camp south of the Great Harbor. Soon the Roman troops were suffering too. Crispinus abandoned his camp and moved his army into the city. Bomilcar took advantage of a favorable wind and set sail for Carthage with his entire fleet to get away from the konopus. 
 
    Agathe prepared an oily salve that she cooked for two days. She told us to smear it on our bodies during the day and with extra care at night to keep the insects away. I shared the salve with Archimedes. He was well aware of what it was and had me close the window shutters at night to keep the pests out. 
 
    We were spared from the fever, perhaps by Agathe’s salve, but more than half the garrison came down with the illness. Most of them were locals, and though they got very sick, only a few of them died. The soldiers from other regions fared much worse. The Carthaginians and the foreign mercenaries camped in the lowlands outside the city were hit the hardest. 
 
    In a period of three weeks the entire Carthaginian camp was wiped out—including Himilco and, yes, Hippocrates. Ironically, the most formidable of men, the subtle Hippocrates, who had fought in perhaps a hundred battles in hand-to-hand combat, was taken down by an insect no larger than a mustard seed. No soothsayer, no reader of omens, could have predicted so unlikely a turn of fate. 
 
    It was a time I’d rather forget. From the tower windows I could see the smoldering fires of burning corpses in the south. The air smelled of putrefying flesh and bitter smoke for weeks on end. Within the city there were fewer konopus and better ways to avoid them. Still, I saw cart after cart of the dead wheeled across the plateau and out the Hexapylon to be burned or buried. 
 
    All military operations ceased for two months. Nature had entered the fray and put a stop to the madness of men. 
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    As the summer turned to fall, the plague lifted. Syracuse seemed a city of the dead coming to life. With the Carthaginian fleet gone and their army decimated, it seemed only a matter of time before Epicydes would have to surrender, but he still had a huge quantity of gold in the treasury. He felt that the Roman army had been gravely weakened by the plague and had not been rebuilt. Another Carthaginian offensive might break the siege. For a second time, he used Hiero’s treasure to lure Bomilcar back from Carthage. 
 
    A week later, Bomilcar left Carthage with one hundred and thirty-five warships. An additional seven hundred transports brought mercenary soldiers and supplies for the besieged. This time, however, his luck with the winds faltered. He quickly crossed to Sicily, but strong easterly winds forced him to take shelter on the south side of Cape Pachynum. 
 
    The east winds continued for an entire week. Epicydes, fearing that Bomilcar would return to Carthage, slipped out of Syracuse on a small ship. He followed the coast south to Pachynum to convince Bomilcar that he must act now or not at all. 
 
    Marcellus was fully aware of the Carthaginian fleet in Pachynum. Rather than let them wait out the weather and then land troops and supplies in Syracuse, he sent one hundred ships from his blockade south to Pachynum to confront Bomilcar. They anchored on the north side of the cape. For two days the rival fleets waited each other out. On the morning of the third day, the east winds finally subsided. Bomilcar made the initial move, sailing east as though preparing to round the cape. Instead—some say for lack of courage, others say because the wind favored the fleet to the north—Bomilcar continued east, away from a confrontation. He eventually turned south and returned to Carthage. After nearly two years, the siege was finally coming to an end. 
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    Hippocrates was dead, Epicydes had retreated to Agrigentum, and the Carthaginian Senate had given up on Syracuse. But three Carthaginian officers still remained in loose command of two thousand ragged soldiers defending the besieged and starving districts of Achradina and Ortygia. 
 
    When Marcellus learned of Bomilcar’s departure, he realized that the nature of the siege had changed. It wasn’t Rome against Carthage. It was the Roman army cleaning up the mess Carthage had left behind. What remained was a pack of caged refugees divided into three elements—the remaining Syracusan population, the Sicilian allied militia, and the remnants of the mercenary force originally organized by Epicydes and Hippocrates. 
 
    Achradina and Ortygia were essentially separate strongholds, connected by a drawbridge. The Carthaginian officers ran military operations from the palace. Their men were professional soldiers, and they were armed with the most sophisticated weapons in the world, now mounted in the battlements along Via Intermuralis. 
 
    The island garrison had grown from the one hundred soldiers when I first arrived to three hundred, and included a well-trained contingent of mercenaries as well as the local militia. The island battlements were equipped with all the various ballistae of Archimedean invention, along with several large catapults capable of controlling entry to the Great Harbor. Also in the arsenal was the fourth array of mirrors, though it remained unassembled in the warehouse. Ortygia was all but impossible to take by force. The city’s two most valuable possessions—Hiero’s treasure and Archimedes—were secured there. With its own kitchen and barracks, it could hold out as long as our provisions. 
 
    Marcellus knew that routing these renegade soldiers out of Achradina and Ortygia would be costly in Roman lives and time. He was putting together a plan of attack when an independent contingent of Sicilians from several towns in the region came to him offering to mediate a surrender. They recounted what Marcellus already knew. Syracuse had been caught in the middle of someone else’s war, and  Hieronymus was a child who had been manipulated by Hannibal through Hippocrates. Neither the actions of Hieronymus nor Hippocrates represented the desires of the people of Sicily. But now that both of these tyrants were dead, would he, Marcellus, allow them to negotiate a peace with those remaining in Achradina? Maybe they could save the city from the ruin of a continued siege. 
 
    Marcellus had little to lose by working with these envoys, but he made his terms of surrender clear. All that had belonged to the royal family would be Rome’s. That included the city’s treasure, the Greek sculptures, the decorative fountains, and even the stones from the temples. The citizen’s lives would be protected, but their personal possessions would be subject to the plunder of his soldiers. 
 
    The envoys approached the Achradina gate. Because several of the envoys had friends and family in the besieged district, they were allowed inside. The envoys waited at the base of the Altar of Concord while the forum filled with people. A good portion of those in attendance were not soldiers, but rather residents of Achradina or the island. Even Hektor attended. I watched from the tower’s north window. 
 
    An envoy from the nearby town of Thapsus spoke first. He had a good reputation in the region and knew many of those present. He told the gathering of the talks with Marcellus and the terms of surrender. He explained that those remaining had little chance of surviving the siege. With Carthage no longer sending ships and supplies, they would soon starve. He reminded them that Hieronymus had been drawn into the war by Hippocrates. All of their troubles, he continued, could be traced to the influence of Carthage. 
 
    The envoy’s speech generated a great deal of emotion in the crowd. The populace and the mercenaries began talking among themselves, asking who they were fighting for and why they were there. 
 
    The three remaining Carthaginian officers had been standing on the outer edge of the agora, watching and listening. All of a sudden ten mercenaries burst out of the crowd and attacked the officers. The crowd cheered as the soldiers slaughtered the Carthaginians, scattering pieces of their bodies across the forum pavement like chunks of raw meat.  
 
    The envoys could not have hoped for a better outcome. They organized the gathering into a democratic meeting. Three magistrates were chosen to represent the whole, and a plan for surrender was devised. This process took all night. The next morning the envoys and magistrates left Achradina to meet with Marcellus. 
 
    Marcellus drew up a treaty that afternoon, and the magistrates returned to Achradina. They called a second meeting in the forum and began the process of ratifying the agreement. 
 
    Midway through the reading of the treaty, however, several of the mercenary soldiers became angry. The real refugees of the war, the mercenaries and the deserters, suddenly realized that the only rights talked about in the document were for citizens of Syracuse. There was nothing about the treatment of foreign soldiers. Word began to spread through the forum that Marcellus would kill the outsiders and let the locals go. One of the mercenaries strode up to the Altar of Concord and struck down the magistrate with his sword. A fight broke out. In the melee the mercenaries killed the other magistrates and anyone who objected. The mercenaries took charge of the besieged zone. They appointed six commanders to organize their men in six different sectors. All talk of surrender ceased. These men were fighting for their lives and nothing anyone could say or do would change that. 
 
      
 
    Marcellus was back to square one—though not quite. He had the experience of too many failed negotiations. From the moment the Sicilian envoys appeared in his quarters, he began to double down on his strategy. In the back and forth process of the talks, the envoys’ escort had included one of Marcellus’ most trusted allied soldiers, a Spaniard by the name of Belligenes. During one of the trips to Achradina, Belligenes met a fellow Spanish mercenary, Moericus, who was one of the soldiers on Ortygia. They talked about the war that was going on in Spain. Belligenes told Moericus he would be better served by returning to Spain and fighting for his country—as he, Belligenes, was planning to do. He also told Moericus that he could help him escape from Syracuse and gave him directions to the barracks in the Tyche district where he stayed. 
 
    The connection would prove fateful. Moericus was one of the six mercenaries named to command the defenses. He was in charge of the southern tip of Ortygia and the large catapults that guarded the entrance to the Great Harbor. 
 
    In the days after the murder of the magistrates, Moericus began to have misgivings. For him, Syracuse was clearly a dead end. He wanted to go back to Spain to support his countrymen. He discussed the situation with his brother, who was also in the mercenary force. Together with two more Spanish comrades, they hatched a plan to sabotage the island’s defenses. There was a small gate near the Fountain of Arethusa on the harbor side of Ortygia. What if they left this gate open one night so that a small Roman force could gain access to the island? Moericus put the plan in writing and sent it with his brother across enemy lines to Belligenes. Belligenes took the plan directly to Marcellus. It was exactly what Marcellus had hoped for. The next day Moericus’ brother returned to the island with all the information Moericus needed to carry out the betrayal. 
 
  
 
  


 
 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    CHAPTER 94 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    The murder of the Carthaginian officers and the interim magistrates plunged the besieged zone into lawless chaos. The remaining collection of mercenary soldiers became a brutal gang, killing anyone who disagreed with them. 
 
    The regular hours in the kitchen fell apart. We served only one meal, a barley gruel at midday. When I wasn’t helping prepare this meal, I stayed in the tower for my own safety and out of loyalty to Archimedes. I knew the highest authorities treated him as carefully as a rare bird. Even Epicydes hadn’t struck him when he refused to cooperate. But these mercenaries were a different lot. Nothing in their actions could be predicted. If they had been smart, they might have tried ransoming Archimedes. I doubt they knew who he was or understood his value. Archimedes was a treasure to the world, and I made it my responsibility to make sure he lived through the transfer of power that was soon to come.  
 
      
 
    We’d had no new stores of food since Bomilcar left for Carthage. Only our last sacks of barley remained in the pantry. Fortunately, Archimedes had thought ahead and stored some food in the workshop. I cooked an occasional meal on our small furnace. It seemed the greatest of luxuries at the time. 
 
    Although the chickens and goats had been eaten long ago, the garden was still intact. Hektor swore that its modest output was the difference between living and dying at the end. We scavenged everything out of it we could. The root crops were the last to go. Hector’s turnips were as sweet as fresh apples to someone who had been eating nothing but barley for the past month. 
 
    I remember going into the kitchen and rolling those last turnips onto the big chopping block. Eurydice came forward and  announced in a long, hesitant stutter that she was pregnant. Hektor was the most shocked of all, but he was elated. I saw Eurydice smile the way she used to. Agathe managed a dry congratulations to Hektor, then hugged Eurydice as if she were her own daughter and brushed away tears of joy. “Gelo,” she said, releasing his mother, “you’re going to have a little brother or sister.” 
 
    The little king didn’t do a lot of talking yet, but I think he got the idea. He threw up his arms and did a little jig. 
 
    It was a rare moment of high spirits in the kitchen. 
 
      
 
    Late that night, a merchant vessel filled with five hundred hand-chosen soldiers slipped across the Great Harbor to the tip of Ortygia. Moericus met them at the little gate opposite the Fountain of Arethusa. He led them to a place to hide until dawn. 
 
    At the break of day, Marcellus staged three separate attacks along Achradina’s west wall. This engaged the entire mercenary force. Fighting became so intense that the mercenary leaders called for support from the garrison guarding Ortygia. As soon as these soldiers left their posts, Moericus informed the waiting Romans. They stormed across the island and into Achradina, attacking the mercenary defenses from behind. At first chance, they commandeered the gate and Marcellus’ troops came rushing in. 
 
    The conflict didn’t last long. The mercenaries quickly lost their spirit for the fight. Many leapt from the battlements or ran out the gate hoping to escape. By midday, the siege was over. The entire city was finally under Roman control. Once again the civilian populace sent representatives to Marcellus to discuss the terms of surrender. This time it was Marcellus who spoke first. 
 
    “In my estimation, all the services supplied to Rome by King Hiero in his fifty years of rule do not equal the disservice incurred against Rome by the tyrants who have controlled this city the last two years. Even the riches of Syracuse,” he added, “are not more than what it cost Rome in men and materials to take this city. 
 
    “You have asked me for leniency. You have asked me to spare your beautiful city. My terms remain the same. The lives of your citizens will be spared, but everything that belonged to the royal family goes to Rome. I will have the homes of those Syracusans who fought for Rome guarded, but all else will be plunder for my men.” 
 
    The representatives had no choice. They somberly accepted the terms. A quaestor was sent to Ortygia with an armed guard to secure the royal treasure. Then Marcellus gave the order to sound the trumpets. The soldiers were free to loot the great city. 
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    Archimedes and I had seen enough from the tower windows by midday to know the plundering had begun. He had me burn his letters and drawings in the furnace. He seemed unconcerned about the loss of his work or what would happen to him, but he saw that I was terrified.  
 
    “The Romans will be coming for me very soon, Timon. This is surely the first place they will look. They will not hurt me, but they will take you as plunder. I suggest you leave the tower right away. Run, hide, do whatever you can to save yourself.” 
 
    I knew he was right. I could already see the Roman soldiers rampaging through the opulent homes in Achradina. Shrieks cut through the distance. Frightened citizens ran in the streets with their children in their arms. Soon the soldiers would be streaming onto the island. The homes of the wealthy would be of the greatest interest, but the tower would be an attraction as well. I had dreaded this moment for months. “Are you sure? You don’t need me, master?” 
 
    Archimedes smiled despite all that was going on. “No, I am fine. Go now while there’s still a chance to get out of the tower.” 
 
    I didn’t argue. I took off at a run, stumbling on the landing, then dashing three stairs at a time down to the first floor—with no idea where I would go or what I would do. The door to the tower was wide open. I thought to run outside, but I heard voices coming from the pantry—one was Hektor’s. I scrambled down the stairs and caught myself on the last step. 
 
    Three Roman soldiers stood in the middle of the room with their swords drawn. Hektor held a meat cleaver and stood between the soldiers and Eurydice, who was pressed up against the wall behind him. Agathe cowered in the far corner, holding a crying Gelo in her arms. 
 
    Hektor brandished the meat cleaver and shouted threats. But he had no chance. One soldier made a feint. Hektor swung the cleaver wildly. A second soldier plunged his gladius through Hektor’s midsection and pushed him to the floor. With one foot in the center of Hektor’s chest, the soldier withdrew his sword, then plunged it in again. The third soldier advanced on sobbing Eurydice. He tore her chiton from her body. She screamed and sank down the wall. Agathe, still holding Gelo, went for the meat cleaver on the floor. The second soldier stepped on her hand as she took hold of it, then sent her sprawling with a kick. Amazingly she managed to protect the child in her tumbling fall. Hugging the little king to her breast, she scrambled to her feet and bolted for the stairway where I stood frozen in terror. She grabbed me by the wrist and yanked me up the stairs. 
 
    Agathe went out the front door. I could see clusters of soldiers running through the courtyard. Agathe was low reward, but I was a young slave and would be fair game for abuse. I panicked and ran up the tower stairs.  
 
    When I reached the workshop, Archimedes was sitting at his desk, calmly drawing figures in his abacus. Plato sat stoically in the north window, watching the action below. I rushed across the room. 
 
         “They’re on the island, master! There were three soldiers in the pantry. One of them killed Hektor!” The image of the soldier ripping off Eurydice’s chiton flashed through my mind. “It’s only a matter of time before they’ll be up here.” I was out of my mind with fear. I remembered the bodies of Damarata and Harmonia being dragged through the street on ropes. I remembered my father being stabbed in our home in Croton and my mother being beaten. 
 
    Archimedes stood and put a hand on my shoulder. “Timon, listen to me. I intend to wait for them. I am an old man and my fate is sealed, but maybe there’s still a chance for you. Their attention will be on me. If they don’t see you right away, if you’re hidden, you might be overlooked.” 
 
    I nodded, not feeling very hopeful. 
 
    “Behind the drapes.” He pointed to the south wall. “There’s a shallow alcove. Duck into it and pull the drapes over you.” 
 
          I crossed the floor and lifted the drapes. I had seen the cutout before. I could just barely fit in. From inside I asked, “Can you tell that I’m in here, master?” 
 
    “No,” he said as I came out from behind the drapes. 
 
    Still I knew it was a long shot, and I’m sure Archimedes knew that as well. The Romans would tear the room apart piece by piece, looking for anything of value. The drapes might only give me a few minutes’ reprieve. 
 
    Archimedes began to pace around the room, tugging absently at his beard with his right hand. 
 
    “What is it, master?” 
 
    “Timon, you have been a great help to me. Your copying was of immeasurable value. You are smart and thoughtful. I very much want you to have a life beyond this day.” He stopped his pacing and turned to me. “Should they uncover your hiding place, Timon, there might be a way that my science can help you.” 
 
    Sounds of commotion and the clanking of men in armor filtered up the stairway.  
 
         Archimedes lifted his gaze to the heavens and breathed a heavy sigh. “Pythagoras, I may have learned to manipulate the numbers better than you, but I didn’t have the wisdom to keep them in my head.”  
 
    I heard footsteps on the stairs, then slamming doors. It sounded as though the soldiers were rummaging through the rooms on each floor as they ascended. “Quickly, master, what is it?” 
 
    The old man peered at me with his one good eye. “If you are in danger, tell them you know one of the greatest secrets man will ever know.”      
 
        The sounds were one floor closer. Plato leapt from the window and disappeared into the shadows. “What secret?” 
 
    “Tell them the Earth moves. Tell them it’s round and revolving, and travels in an orbit around the Sun.” 
 
    “I know we talked about this before, but how will I make anyone believe me?” 
 
    “Tell them I told you, and that I said it was important.” He smiled as though both our lives weren’t in the balance. I heard the soldiers two floors below. 
 
    “And if that doesn’t work.” He crossed the room to his desk and retrieved the ivory box. He took out the crystal lens and the best glass bead. He offered them to me. “Tell them to take you to their general. Show him how these work.” 
 
    I heard a door slam on the floor below, but didn’t accept the lenses. “Master, you need the crystal lens to see.” 
 
    “No, I’m done with writing. I can do everything I need to in my head. Take them. They could save your life.” 
 
    I took the lenses and gripped them tightly in my right hand. “What if they won’t take me to their general?” 
 
    “Then show the soldiers. Do what you must.” 
 
     I nodded, took two steps toward the south wall, then stopped. “Are you certain, master? Is my life really worth these precious secrets? Didn’t you tell me never to speak of them?” 
 
    Archimedes smiled. “Timon, it might be a mistake to give away the secret of those lenses, and, yes, this knowledge could be misused. But even with the lenses in their hands, it will take the slow Romans a thousand years to decipher the geometry behind them. Surely in that time, man will have deciphered this knowledge anyway.” He touched me on the cheek with his hand, a gesture of kindness he had never shown before. “Now go hide. I will busy myself with some geometric puzzle and hope to divert them from you.” With these final words, Archimedes returned to his desk, and I slipped behind the drapes into the alcove. 
 
           A moment later I heard the soldiers’ footsteps on the last flight of stairs, then the clank of armor on the landing. The door latch rattled. The door creaked as it swung open. Through a break in the curtains I saw two soldiers come into the room. Though their backs were to me, I recognized them as two of the three I had seen in the pantry. One approached Archimedes. The other peered around the room looking at all the strange machines.  
 
    Archimedes focused on his work as though they weren’t there. The soldier closest to him called out loudly. “Be thou Archimedes?” He held a blood-stained gladius at his side. 
 
    Archimedes made no response as he used a small wooden compass to turn a circle in the sand. 
 
    “Be thou Archimedes?” demanded the soldier moving up closer to the desk. “Answer me!” 
 
    Archimedes made no acknowledgment. The soldier smacked the desktop with the flat of his sword to get the old man’s attention. “Are you Archimedes?” 
 
           Archimedes lifted his head slowly. “I am,” he said soft and low, his mismatched eyes enough to unsettle anyone. 
 
    The soldier turned to his companion. “Tell the general I’ve located Archimedes. I’ll get the old man moving.” 
 
    The other soldier turned—looked directly at the break in the drapes where I hid—then hurried out of the room and down the stairs. 
 
    The remaining soldier put his sword in its sheath and warily appraised Archimedes, who had returned to drawing in the sand. The soldier moved up closer, leaning over the desk to see what the scientist was doing. Archimedes drew another circle with the compass. “Stop, old man,” commanded the soldier. “It’s time to go.” 
 
     “I’ll just finish these circles,” Archimedes replied. He moved the compass to a third location in the abacus. 
 
    “Stop now, I said!” 
 
    Archimedes turned the compass through a half circle. 
 
    “Stop!” demanded the soldier again. I could hear the fear in his voice. He must  have imagined Archimedes to be a sorcerer. “Not one more mark!” 
 
    Archimedes stayed to his purpose, completing the third of three interlocking circles in the sand. The soldier slapped the compass from his hand, sending it skittering across the floor. 
 
    Archimedes looked up in time to see the soldier draw his sword. He put up his hands but to no avail. The soldier plunged his gladius deep into the chest of the great geometer, then abruptly pulled the sword from Archimedes’ body and backed away—as if he’d stabbed a vicious animal and expected it to make some final reflexive attack before dying. 
 
    Archimedes gasped. He put his hands over the pulsing wound at the center of his chest, sucked in one last breath, and fell sideways to the floor beside his desk. 
 
    The soldier stepped backwards to the center of the chamber, staring at the dead mathematician as though he might magically arise. Gradually he edged up close to the body. He prodded it with his foot. Then he used the tip of his sword—once, twice, with force a third time. 
 
    Convinced the one-eyed monster was dead, he sheathed his sword and stalked about the room, inspecting the various contrivances, taking care not to get too close for fear they might be booby-trapped or hexed. He came to a stop before the terrella. Beside it were Archimedes’ best compass and astrolabe. Both were made of polished bronze and finely engraved. He studied these items for some time before reaching out and giving the terrella a spin. He jumped back when all the other orbs began to move. Like a child, the brute soldier watched the terrella turn. When it stopped, he stepped up and set it spinning again.  
 
         I watched all of this from within the cramped cubby hole, clutching the lenses in my sweaty palm, trembling with fear, and fighting back tears for the loss of my master. 
 
         The soldier gave the terrella one last spin, then continued around the chamber. The mechanical devices were interesting, but the soldier seemed intent on finding some more acceptable form of plunder before anyone else arrived. 
 
    Having inspected all the open surfaces, the soldier approached the drapes hanging on the wall opposite where I hid. He pushed them aside and looked behind. He saw nothing of value. He moved down the wall a few feet and did this again, uncovering the shelves where Archimedes stored his blank scrolls. The soldier swept his hand through the scrolls, knocking them to the floor. Nothing there was worth taking. He moved on. 
 
    It was clear now that he was going to go all the way around the room like this, lifting the drapes and looking behind. Eventually he would find me. I watched him work his way across the north wall. He found nothing but ordinary stores—the dry goods I had bought in preparation for the siege and odd bits of brass and wood. Twice he looked over his shoulder at Archimedes’ corpse as though fearing the mathematician might come back to life. Then he proceeded to the west wall to continue his search.  
 
         I had to act quickly. I slipped from the cutout, pressed my back against the wall, and began to slide along behind the drapes toward the east corner—in the opposite direction the soldier was circuiting the room. I hoped to stay one wall ahead of his search so that his back was always to me. 
 
    Because I was moving behind the drapes, I had to judge the soldier’s movements by the sound of his sandals scraping on the floor and his rough handling of the drapes and things behind. I held my breath and scooted sideways toward the east wall. When I reached the corner, I realized I would soon come to a window and a wide opening in the drapes. Somehow I would have to cross that opening without being seen. 
 
         Trying to hurry, I inadvertently scraped my sandal over a pebble on the floor, causing a slight scratching sound. The room suddenly became completely quiet. The soldier had stilled himself to listen. I didn’t dare breathe. I heard him draw his sword. 
 
    “Is someone here?” he called out from across the room. “Who’s here?” 
 
         There was a moment of silence, then a dull clank, followed by a ripping sound. Then again. He was using his sword to cut through the curtains in case someone—like me!—might be hiding behind them. I could hear it plainly. He would probe with the tip of the sword then rip downward through the drapes. He was coming in my direction. I was too afraid to move. 
 
    With each poke and rip, it seemed my heart would stop, then start again. On the next probe, not ten feet from where I hid, there was a yowl. Plato! I heard the cat leap to the floor, then scurry out of the room. “Just a damn cat.” The soldier laughed out loud. 
 
    I took a breath. Plato had saved me! 
 
    But the soldier was still only a few feet away. Suddenly he cursed. His gladius clattered to the floor not far from my feet, with the handle just under the edge of the drape. I moved the two lenses into my left hand, thinking I might be able to grab the sword with my right. But before I could reach down, the soldier took the drapes in both hands and yanked. Ten feet of curtain tore from the wall. There I was as plain as day. The soldier’s sword lay on the floor halfway between him and me. 
 
    The soldier’s momentary surprise gave me enough time to drop to one knee and snag the sword. But even as my fingers wrapped around the handle, his foot was on my back pinning me to the floor. With a leering grin, he easily pried the sword from my hand and stood back. 
 
    “Stand, slave,” he commanded. “Let me see you,” he said with an ugly excitement, fully aware that I was fair game. 
 
          I stood slowly. The soldier appraised me. I knew the Roman taste in plunder. Once they had smelled blood, their lust was for domination of any kind. 
 
    He put his hand on my head and pressed me down to my knees. He put the gladius in its sheath, then used two hands to unlace the loin piece beneath his leather kilt. In full armor, he exposed his penis. It was as thick as my forearm. Looking down at me, he said, “Make it hard with your mouth.” 
 
    The man’s groin reeked of ripe body stench. What choice did I have? I glanced at the tower’s east window just a few feet away. 
 
    “Do this part well and save your backend,” the soldier jeered. 
 
    An image of the Latin boy diving from the slave ship into the sea flashed across my memory. Should this window serve as my sea? Then I remembered Moira saying she had learned to overcome the revulsion of these acts in order to live another day. 
 
    He gripped my shoulders and pushed his groin into my face. “Take it in your mouth,” he bellowed. 
 
    When I hesitated, he pounded the top of my head with his right fist. Both lenses fell from my hand. The little bead landed beside my right knee, but the crystal hit the floor with a clear ring. The soldier pulled back at the sound. We both watched the crystal roll on its edge, out across the floor, cutting three wide spiraling circles, one within the other—like water down a drain—until the lens fell flat, clattering onto the floor. 
 
    The soldier let go of me. He took a step toward the lens. As he stared down at the clear crystal, I grabbed the glass bead and slipped it into the pocket of my tunic. 
 
    The soldier picked up the crystal and studied the perfectly polished biconvex disk. “Well, I wonder what precious stone this might be?” he muttered. “Did you steal it from your master?” 
 
          I was too frightened to say anything. 
 
    “What is this, boy?” he shouted, coming up close to me and sticking the disk in my face. 
 
    There had been a lot of noise outside in the yard, and we had both been so caught up in the moment that neither of us heard the step-by-step clump of men coming up the stairs. 
 
    “Tell me!” demanded the soldier, reaching back to strike me. 
 
    Just then four men reached the landing, stopping the soldier cold. A powerfully built middle-aged man in polished bronze armor and the purple cape of a Roman general strode into the room. Two centurions were behind him. The soldier who had gone to get the general remained on the landing. 
 
    The soldier before me was still exposed. He hastily girdled himself and came to attention. “Marcellus, sir.” 
 
    Marcellus appraised the corpse. Then he scanned the chamber—the mathematical instruments, the machine parts, the terrella, and me on my knees. His attention returned to the body lying on the floor, a growing pool of blood beside it. 
 
    Marcellus walked up to the corpse, one eye wide open, the other white. He knelt beside the body and looked into the frozen face of the mathematician. The general shook his head in grief and disgust, then closed Archimedes’ eyes with two fingers. He knelt there unmoving and silent, long enough to say a prayer. 
 
         Marcellus stood and addressed the soldier standing at attention. “How is it that this man is dead?” 
 
    “He was dead when I entered, sir. The slave was sacking the place. I found this large gem in the boy’s hand. I think he killed his master for it.” He handed Marcellus the polished disk. 
 
          Marcellus took the lens and turned it over in his hand. Then he called for the soldier on the landing to come into the room. 
 
    “Didn’t you tell me that Archimedes was alive when you were here?” 
 
    There was a long pause, then a firm, “Yes, sir,” from the soldier. 
 
    Marcellus glared at the foot soldier. 
 
    “Sir, he was casting some kind of spell. He was drawing symbols in the sand. I had no choice.” 
 
    I expected Marcellus to strike him. Instead he turned aside in disgust. “Take this man out of here.” 
 
    The centurions marched the soldier out of the room. The other soldier followed them down the stairs, leaving me alone with the general and the corpse. 
 
    Marcellus turned to me. His left hand hung by his side, holding the crystal lens. “What service did you provide for Archimedes?” 
 
    “I was his eyes,” I said with a clarity that belied my state of mind. “He could barely see. I copied all that he wrote.” 
 
    “What is your name?” 
 
    “Timon Leonidas, master.” 
 
    “I am not your master, Timon. I am Marcellus Claudius, commander of all the Roman forces in Sicily.”  
 
    “Yes, sir.” 
 
    “Are you Greek?” 
 
    “With Etruscan blood. Yes, sir.” 
 
    “Do you know the science that Archimedes practiced?” 
 
    “Somewhat, yes.” 
 
    “Do you know geometry?” 
 
          “More than most.” 
 
    Marcellus nodded. His eyes fastened again on the body of Archimedes. “I regret that such a great man has died today. And I fear that it is my own fault. I told my soldiers that he must be spared, but I should have taken greater care.” There was emotion in his voice, and sincerity. I had already begun to sense the character of this noble Roman general. 
 
    “He was known as the most clever man in the world. I wanted the opportunity to talk to him,” he said wistfully. 
 
         He knelt again beside Archimedes’ body and touched his brow. “What wonders must have been in this man’s head?” He said this to the air as much as to me. He reached out and lifted Archimedes’ limp hand. “What fabulous machines could he have yet built?” Marcellus looked up to the ceiling and closed his eyes. I saw a tear run down his cheek.  
 
         After a moment, Marcellus stood up. He turned to me as though he had forgotten I was there. “What is this disk?” he asked, holding it out to me. 
 
         I wasn’t sure what to say. I had already decided not to reveal the secret of the two lenses unless my life was on the line. “A burning glass, sir.” 
 
    “Did you steal it? 
 
    “No, sir. It was a gift to me from my master.” 
 
    “How is it used?” 
 
    “May I show you?” 
 
    He handed me the disk. I went over to a patch of sunlight coming through the south window. A piece of wood was on the floor nearby. I knelt on the floor and pulled the piece of wood into the sunlight. Marcellus stood beside me. I caught the sunlight in the lens and brought it to focus on the piece of wood. It started to smoke, then flame. I did this again at another location on the piece of wood. I looked up at Marcellus who was clearly impressed. “It concentrates the sunlight into fire.” 
 
     “Is it the same principle used to burn our ships?” 
 
    “Yes, but that was with mirrors,” I replied, already feeling more comfortable with the man. 
 
    I gave him back the lens. He looked at it a second time. “Could you build such mirrors?” 
 
    I shook my head. “No.” I had some idea but not the capacity to engineer them. “I don’t know those secrets.” 
 
    Marcellus nodded. “What else did this man teach you?” 
 
    “That the Earth is round and it’s moving,” I answered, thinking I sounded like a fool. 
 
    “It’s moving?” The Roman general’s brow furrowed. 
 
     “It revolves around the Sun,” I added. 
 
    “The Earth is moving around the Sun?” he said to himself. Caught by the thought, he wandered to the south window and looked into the sky. “But the Sun is the one that passes across the heavens.” He looked back at me. “You’re sure this is what Archimedes said?” 
 
    “Yes, sir. That’s a model of it.” I pointed to the terrella. “Much that he said, sir, I couldn’t understand.” 
 
          Marcellus looked over his shoulder to the corpse once again. It was clear he had really wanted to talk to Archimedes, and for the moment, I was all that he had. Suddenly Marcellus’ face went cold. I followed his eyes to the doorway. A sallow man in a white hooded robe stood like the image of death in the entryway. Behind him was a young priest, also in a white robe, bearing a small flint knife on a white linen cloth. 
 
    The priest strode across the chamber and stared down at the corpse. “I thought you ordered your men to take Archimedes alive.” 
 
    Marcellus ignored the question. “I’m in no mood for words from the gods, augur.” 
 
          Ignoring Marcellus, the haruspex reached out to touch the drapery that hung throughout the chamber. He held it between his fingers, feeling the softness, as though it were a garment he might buy. “This moment is full of meaning, General.” He noticed me kneeling on the floor and smiled. “Surely this slave has a liver to offer the gods.”  
 
    Marcellus drew his gladius. “Maybe it should be my liver that we inspect?” 
 
    The haruspex answered with more sarcasm. “What is it, Marcellus? Are you just too fond of this boy? Perhaps I should open the old mathematician? We might learn the entire future of the world with the organs of a man as special as Archimedes.” He raised his eyebrows. 
 
    Marcellus came up close to the haruspex and pressed the gladius blade sideways against the priest’s chest. “Get out of here! We don’t need the gods’ measure of this moment. They’ve already spoken!” 
 
         The haruspex spun away from the enraged general and skulked out the door. He took one step down the stairs, then turned back to Marcellus. “It’s a grave mistake, General, to insult the priesthood. Here you may get away with it, but wait until you return to Rome.” The man continued down the stairs with his companion trailing behind. 
 
         Marcellus stared down at the workbench. Such was the heat in his eyes I expected the wood to burst into flame. After a long moment, he lifted his head and looked at the terrella. He crossed the room, and as everyone who saw it had, turned the largest globe with his hand. All the others orbs moved along their defined paths. He looked out the window at the sun, then back to the slowly turning terrella, then to me. “You’ll be coming with me.” 
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    Marcellus had always admired the Greek thinkers. Though he was no true student of their work, he was familiar with the most notable Greek writers and many of the plays. He didn’t know the mathematics, but he respected it. He had seen first-hand what the application of geometry could do. He also knew what the death of Archimedes meant to science. I saw it in his face that day: Marcellus had taken Syracuse, but he had lost its greatest prize. 
 
    After I had shown him how the burning glass worked, Marcellus realized I knew quite a bit about Archimedes’ work. I don’t think he fully understood the implications of what I told him about the motion of the planets, but he knew it was important. And he trusted that it was a truth, passed down to me by Archimedes, and that it could be proven by the cipher of numbers. The mystery of this attracted him. He wanted to know more about Archimedes and his science, and he knew that I could tell him some of it. Instead of casting me out as plunder for the soldiers, he took me to the palatial home in Neapolis that served as both his quarters and the center of military operations in Syracuse. 
 
    I was given a clean tunic and a chance to wash up. I cried over the washbasin. I had just seen Hektor and Archimedes killed in cold blood. I had watched a soldier with lust in his eyes rip off Eurydice’s clothing. And deeper down, I grappled with the likelihood that I would never see Moira again. 
 
      
 
    Marcellus was not a man of excess. Although he was a wealthy man and accustomed to the good life, when he was with his men, he refrained from luxury. That evening, however, celebrating the end of the siege, Marcellus had a private dinner with his son Marcus, who was then a centurion in the Roman army. I was both surprised and humbled that Marcellus invited me to join them. 
 
    I crossed a starlit courtyard to the dining room. They were lying on couches when I came in. Two oil lamps lit a table full of food—roast lamb, potatoes, Sicilian sweet onions, goat cheese, chestnuts, rye bread, and an amphora of wine from Apulia—all quite extravagant for someone who had been eating little more than barley for two months. 
 
    Marcellus lay at the head of the table with Marcus on his right. Both were casually dressed in linen tunics. Marcellus’ was decorated with purple embroidery on the sleeves and hem. I bowed as I approached the table. Marcellus introduced me to Marcus only by my name. I sensed that Marcellus had already told his son of the circumstances under which he had found me. I took the divan at the end of the table opposite Marcellus and busied myself with eating, and listening to a father and son from one of the most important plebeian families in Rome talk about the siege. 
 
    Marcellus was fifty-five years old at the time. A lifetime of war had given his face a deep, troubled seriousness. The lamp light exaggerated the deep lines and creases. He was not so much handsome as imposing. 
 
    Marcus was a young man, twenty-four years old. He was extremely handsome and had a gallant presence of his own. I would later learn he was a formidable soldier, with a body not quite as thick as his father’s, nor as seemingly indestructible. He was of finer material with a lively, rather than ponderous intellect. If his father was polished bronze, Marcus was all silver and gold. 
 
    Marcus shared his father’s manners and was cordial to me immediately. Neither of them showed the slightest concern that I was a mere slave dining with Roman gods. Despite several opportunities to be drawn into their discourse, I was determined to show my respect by keeping quiet. When everyone had eaten their fill and the amphora passed freely, Marcellus addressed me directly. “Where did you receive your education, Timon?” 
 
    “From my father, sir. He was a teacher at the Pythagorean School in Croton.” 
 
    “How did you come to be a slave in Syracuse?” 
 
    I related the story of my father’s death and my mother’s enslavement. It was the first time I was able to do this without getting caught up in my emotions. 
 
    Marcellus merely nodded and took a sip from his cup of wine. There would be few times in the next five years when I would see him so relaxed. “How would you judge your abilities in mathematics, Timon?” 
 
    “Prior to my time in Syracuse, my father would have called me very capable. After the three years I spent with Archimedes”—I saw that moment again when the soldier plunged his gladius into the frail old man—“I believe I can address some problems that even my father couldn’t. I have been very fortunate.” 
 
    “What is your age?” 
 
    “Sixteen years, sir.” 
 
    “Do you feel that you are qualified for tutoring?” 
 
    I had never given a thought to teaching. As far as I was concerned, I was still learning, but now as I looked at Marcellus and then Marcus, I realized that the entire meal had been leading up to this question. “Yes,” I said, my confidence fortified by drink. 
 
    “Would you consider becoming a tutor for Marcus?” Marcellus asked. 
 
    “I would be honored.” 
 
    Marcellus took another drink from his cup. “I need a scribe for the second cohort in the Eighteenth Legion. I want someone who can speak and write both Latin and Greek.” 
 
    I nodded. “I am proficient in both.” 
 
    “What would you think of joining the Roman army as a secretary? And in your spare time tutoring my son Marcus in mathematics and geometry? You will earn the pay of a regular solider and be a free man.” 
 
    “To be free would be enough, sir.” 
 
    Marcus lifted the amphora of wine and refilled each of our cups. Marcellus raised his, as did Marcus. “To the second cohort’s new secretary,” he toasted. “And a free man.” 
 
    I raised my cup, hardly believing what had just occurred, and took a long swallow. 
 
    “I’m also interested in these sciences, Timon,” said Marcellus. “I’m certain they could be helpful to a field marshal. If you were to give Marcus a lesson tonight, how would you begin?” 
 
    I loved the question. It revealed the depth and curiosity of the man, and reminded me of that fortuitous day when Laius purchased me for Archimedes. “Geometry relies on a few basic axioms upon which everything else is built.” I took a piece of bread and smeared it across my plate, spreading an even layer of brown gravy over the ceramic surface. “You start with a point,” I said, making a dot in the gravy with the tip of my finger.  “Two points make a line.” I made a second dot with my finger and drew my finger through the gravy to the first dot. I looked at the two men. 
 
    Marcellus nodded. Marcus smiled and did the same. 
 
    “A point and a line.” I made a third dot and connected it to the ends of the line to form a triangle. “Define a plane.” Their looks were of uncertainty. “A plane,” I repeated, gliding my open palm over the surface of the table, “is a flat surface like a table top. Or the floor.” I tapped my foot. 
 
    “Go on,” said Marcellus. Marcus nodded. 
 
    “Now if we have two planes.” I got up and walked over to one of the room’s walls. “Like the floor and this wall, we define a space. A three-dimensional space. A width, a length”—I  pointed to the ceiling—“and a height.” 
 
    “A space,” said Marcus. 
 
    “Yes. A plane has area like a piece of cloth.” I came back to the table. “But a space has volume like an amphora.” I lifted the decanter. “So the essential parts of geometry are a point, a line, a plane, and a space. Does that make sense?” 
 
    Both men nodded. 
 
    I knew from experience that this was not as easy to understand as it sounded. I didn’t want to confuse them, but I decided to try one more concept. I used the bread to sweep the plate clean of my previous marks. “There are several different shapes in geometry.” I drew a circle and a square and a triangle. 
 
    “I thought that was a plane?” Marcellus asked. 
 
    “Well, yes. My first example of a plane was three-sided, but really any flat shape—like all of these….” 
 
    “Defines a plane,” finished Marcus. 
 
    Marcellus looked at his son. “You’re following this?” 
 
    Suddenly I wondered if I had just failed my first test, and if my freedom would be lost as quickly as it had been won. Marcus burst into laughter, probably at the expression on my face. “More than that, Father. I find it interesting. Have some more wine. You too, Timon.” He topped off my cup. Marcellus put a hand over his. 
 
    I took a sip, and when I put my cup down, more than slightly loosened by the wine, I asked my first question of the evening. “Sir, what will become of the man who killed Archimedes?” 
 
    Marcellus’ face stiffened. He paused long enough to make me wonder if I should have asked. He would later tell me no moment in his career had saddened him as greatly as the sight of the famous mathematician dead on the floor that day. 
 
    “I haven’t decided,” he finally said. “He disobeyed orders and then lied to me about what had happened. He’s in irons now.” He glanced briefly at his son. “I’m also strongly against older men forcing themselves on younger ones—slaves or otherwise.” 
 
    I looked down at the gravy smeared plate. The memory of the soldier’s groin pressed into my face—the smell, the repulsion—rose up in my mind. I swallowed to keep my meal down. When I looked up, I saw that Marcus had lowered his head also. 
 
    Marcellus stood. “I have things I must attend to. Timon, you will stay in these quarters tonight. Marcus will introduce you to the quartermaster tomorrow. You’re part of the Roman army now. There is an honor to uphold.” 
 
    I nodded, wondering about the commitment I had just made. 
 
    Marcellus reached into the pocket of his tunic. He withdrew the crystal lens. “I believe this is yours,” he said, handing it to me. 
 
    I nearly gasped at seeing it again. I thanked him. 
 
    Marcellus touched his son on the shoulder. “I’ll leave you to get acquainted with your tutor.” He walked out of the room. 
 
    I looked at Marcus. “Was I out of order, asking about the soldier?” 
 
    Marcus gave me his most serious look of the evening. “Under other circumstances, perhaps. Tonight, in this setting, no. My father is in a particularly good mood. His hesitation was something else. It had to do with me.” 
 
    I already liked Marcus and felt confident he would not be uncomfortable with a tutor nearly ten years his junior. He would also prove to be a man of unusual candor. 
 
    “When I was your age, there was a situation,” he said, “between a particularly brutal and licentious tribune by the name of Gaius Scantinius Capitolinus and me. He sought me out several times in the public baths and made comments about my beauty.” Marcus turned his face out of the light. “I believe it was as much to insult my father as to intimidate me.” Marcus paused to take a sip from his cup. “One afternoon Capitolinus did to me what no man should force upon another. My father learned of it, but not from me. He was so angry he called Capitolinus out in the Senate and announced what he had done. 
 
    “Capitolinus was a cunning man,” Marcus continued. “He laughed at the accusation. In a crude and demeaning way, he denied the charges and with his wit nearly convinced the Senate that my father had made the story up for political gain. Just as it seemed Capitolinus would go unpunished for his acts and my father would be ridiculed for thinking this could happen to his son, one senator requested that the victim be questioned. 
 
     “A herald was sent to get me. I wasn’t told why the summons was so urgent. I went to the Senate chambers, unaware that my father knew what had happened. I was asked before the entire Senate to verify or deny the charges against Capitolinus. I was so humiliated by the question I couldn’t admit what had happened. I couldn’t say a word at all. But my silence, it seems, was so profound and my emotions so evident, that my saying nothing was stronger proof of the crime than any words I might have uttered. Capitolinus was publicly reprimanded and stripped of his rank. Since then there is nothing that displeases my father more than the abuse of a youth by a soldier.” His eyes lowered. “It was a very unpleasant time for me. I have always wished my father had never brought it up in public.”  
 
    I didn’t know what to say. Marcus was quite different than his father. He could talk freely about himself and his feelings. Marcellus, on the other hand, was a man of action and resolve. Over the course of Marcellus’ long career, he would attain the position of consul five times—an incredible honor. His son Marcus would hold the position twice. 
 
    When I look back, it still impresses me that Marcus told me this story during our first meeting. He might have been trying to offer me consolation for what I had been subjected to earlier in the day. I don’t know. But Marcus’ honesty and openness that evening set the tone for what would be a long friendship between us. 
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    During the next week, I accompanied Marcellus to take notes and write shipping orders, accounting for everything that would be taken from the city in the name of Rome. In all that I saw, Marcellus was always fair and just, and for the most part his soldiers respected the conditions he had established for their plunder. Anyone remotely linked to the betrayal of Syracuse’s alliance with Rome was put to death, and nothing was safe from the pillaging. Syracuse would never be the same. The temples were taken apart for the stone. The Greek statues and the paintings collected by Hiero from all over the world were packed for shipment to Rome. Hiero’s treasure would be used to pay for the siege and to continue Rome’s war with Carthage. It was not a pretty sight to someone who had seen Syracuse in her finest hour. Marcellus was making Syracuse pay for her error in judgment. 
 
    Marcellus held a funeral for Archimedes the following week. Marcellus invited the remaining aristocracy of Syracuse and ordered the attendance of all his soldiers who were not on duty. 
 
    The body was taken to the royal family’s ancestral tomb outside the city and buried beneath a memorial stone, which would later be inscribed with a sphere inside a cylinder, as called for in Archimedes’ will. I made a special request to attend the ceremony. 
 
    To my surprise, I met Laius Aufidius at the funeral. We spoke briefly. He had returned to Syracuse when he heard of Marcellus’ success. I told him how Archimedes had died and that I was now a scribe in the Roman army. 
 
    “I don’t intend to stay in Syracuse, Timon,” he said. “I came back to see what was left of our city. It’s worse than I expected. In a few days, I will return to Corinth to rejoin my family.” On parting, he told me I was lucky to be alive. 
 
    I thanked him for giving me to Archimedes. 
 
    All through the funeral I thought about my father and the gift of geometry that he had given me. I thought about all that I had learned from Archimedes and how it would have made my father proud. But most of all, I had to keep reminding myself that I was no longer a slave. 
 
    But as I would soon learn, being in the army did not mean I was entirely free. As a military scribe, I slept in the barracks and ate with the soldiers. My experience working with the kitchen staff made the transition to the army easier than it might have been. I was good at keeping my mouth shut. 
 
    For six weeks I worked morning to night with the quaestor, preparing a preliminary inventory of the spoils and the army’s resources. Once that was completed, I did have a small amount of time each day to myself.  
 
    My first free afternoon, I went to look for Moira. Five months had passed since the Festival of Artemis and the most memorable night of my life. It was highly unlikely she had survived the invasion, but I needed some kind of closure with Moira—no matter what it was. 
 
    My barracks were on the plateau between Fort Euryalus and the Tyche district and only a short walk from the site of the tent city. Torn canvas, broken carts, and debris were all that remained. What had been one of the most active districts in Syracuse was now a wasteland—no market, no slave auctions, no Moira. 
 
    I gave a beggar a copper coin. He said that the tent city had suffered badly the first night of the Roman invasion and that the vendors who weren’t killed had returned to their farms. 
 
    I walked from the Tyche district to Neapolis. I went straight to the laurel bush in the center of the park. I crawled into the little hiding space. I sat inside a while, thinking about Moira. I remembered her pointing out her grandfather’s farm from the Temple of Zeus. For the time being Roman soldiers were on strict orders to stay within the city limits. When that changed, I would go out to the farmland. Instead I cut across Neapolis to where Adeon had lived. 
 
    The plundering soldiers had left Neapolis in ruins. When I reached the home of the man with the birthmark, I knocked on the front door. 
 
    I waited on the doorstep for some time before I heard someone coming. I stood back as the door swung open. Adeon’s master glared out at me. 
 
    “What do you want?” 
 
    “Do you remember I came here during the summer looking for Adeon?” Behind him, I could see that the front room was bare, stripped of furniture and artwork. “Is she here?” 
 
    “Why would you care?” he snarled. “She was taken by the soldiers along with everything else I owned. Who knows where she is now?” 
 
    “I just wanted to—” 
 
    Before I could finish, he slammed the door in my face. 
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    Although Syracuse had fallen to the Romans, Epicydes was still in Agrigentum with a force of several thousand mercenaries. During the winter he was joined by the Carthaginian general Hanno and several thousand more soldiers. In early spring, Hannibal sent a charismatic young Phoenician officer, Muttines, to Agrigentum with six hundred Numidian cavalry. Hanno gathered his forces and led an army of eight thousand out of Agrigentum, sacking whatever small towns he encountered, determined to maintain a Carthaginian foothold in Sicily. By the time Marcellus got word of this, Hanno was camped on the Himera River. 
 
    Not long after my visit to the evacuated refugee camp, Marcellus left Syracuse with one legion, headed south to confront this latest contingent of Carthaginians. 
 
      
 
    Because the second cohort was not part of this campaign, both Marcus and I remained in Syracuse. I hadn’t given much thought to what I would be doing or where I would be going when I agreed to take the position of scribe. When Marcellus left the city, I felt fortunate to stay behind. My duties lessened, and I had a bit more free time. 
 
    The day following the troops’ departure, I went to Orestes’ woodshop to see what I could find out about Lavinia. When I reached the shop, it was empty. The tools had been taken and all that remained was scattered on the floor. Clearly no one had come back to clean it up. I could only hope that Lavinia and Orestes had somehow survived and fled the city. 
 
    From there I decided to go to the island. I hadn’t been to Ortygia since the day of Archimedes’ death. I passed through what remained of Achradina. The market was gone, and soldiers were dismantling the agora colonnade to be shipped to Rome. 
 
    When I reached Ortygia, the gate was open. Cart after cart, laden with spoils, crossed the drawbridge. I headed to the tower. Roman military cooks were at work in the kitchen. There was no sentry at the door to the tower, so I went in. All of the rooms had been ransacked except the pantry, which had been restocked. Archimedes’ workshop was much as I had left it. The wall drapes lay in heaps on the floor. The screw to Archimedes’ water pump was out of its box and sat in the center of the room. His favorite compass was beside it. I put the compass in my pocket. 
 
    Picking through the debris, I discovered the canvas screen, my first real project for Archimedes. It had been kicked through. I also found Archimedes’ pan pipe. I blew across each of the five pipes, then put it in my pocket with the compass. The box of glass beads was in the corner on the floor. Someone had stepped on it, scattering the beads around the room like loose beans. One other bead, the best one, and the crystal lens were in a leather pouch, hanging on a thong around my neck. 
 
    The scene was so awful that I felt physically weak. I righted my copying desk and its chair and sat down. The trauma of my time in Syracuse came pressing down on me—the mass murder in the streets, the destruction of the city, the displaced people, the loss of my friends, the overwhelming horror of the war. I could not have felt worse. 
 
    I put my head down on the desk on the verge of tears—when I felt something soft glide up against my right calf. Plato looked up at me from the floor with his wide, yellow eyes. His ears stood out flat to the sides making him look like an owl. It was as though a ray of sunlight had broken through my darkness. I touched him gently on the head. He hopped up into my lap and settled down. I remembered it had taken an entire year for him to grant me this honor. I stroked him from head to tail. He purred and looked up at me with all the wisdom of a cat. Although his home has been ravaged, he had survived and so had I. 
 
    I headed down the tower staircase with Plato trailing after me. I hoped he would follow me back to the barracks, but when we went outside, he darted behind the tower and was gone. I didn’t need to worry about Plato. I knew he would be all right on his own. 
 
    I headed south from the tower to the tenement apartments where Agathe had lived. On the way, I passed the Temple of Apollo. Once the loveliest building in the city, it was now being taken apart stone by stone and loaded into carts. Half of it was already gone. I walked past the Temple of Athene, which was also being dismantled. The whole island seemed like a construction zone—or more accurately, a deconstruction zone. 
 
    The south end of Ortygia seemed largely unaffected by the two years of siege. The tenement housing and apartments were mostly undisturbed. People were going about their daily lives when I reached Agathe’s building. I saw three women hanging out their wash. One was Agathe. I greeted this woman I considered an old hag so joyously I nearly hugged her. 
 
    “And what kept you from being killed?” she asked in her wonderful way. No smile, no excitement at all. Gelo sat behind her, playing in the dirt. 
 
    “Good fortune,” I said, unable to keep myself from grinning. “I’m glad to see we’ve still got the little king.” 
 
    Gelo looked up and smiled at me. Agathe put a finger to her lips. But it was all right. The other two women would never have understood my allusion to the king.  
 
    “What about Eurydice?” I asked hesitantly, remembering all too clearly how I had last seen her. 
 
    On cue she came out of the building. She crossed the yard and picked up Gelo. She looked right at me, made no acknowledgment, and walked away with her son. 
 
    I looked to Agathe. 
 
    “She isn’t quite the same,” she said bitterly. “Too many soldiers found her appealing.” 
 
    “What about Lavinia?” 
 
    “She hasn’t bothered to get in touch.” Her tone was the same old Agathe. 
 
    I told her I had been to Orestes’ shop. She pretended not to care. 
 
    “Are you all right?” I asked, genuinely concerned. 
 
    “You fool,” she snapped. “How could anyone be all right after what’s happened?” 
 
    Agathe would never change, and like Plato she would be all right.  
 
      
 
    That night Marcus invited me to his quarters for dinner. It was a modest meal of roast quail and lentil soup, with only one cup of wine. It was the second time we had shared each other’s company outside our military duties. We were quite different, but would become like brothers. During this second meal together, however, it took some time for our conversation to become familiar. 
 
    “What are the plans for our cohort?” I asked toward the end of the meal. “How long will we remain in Syracuse?” 
 
    “When my father returns, assuming he is successful, our time here will be coming to an end. Crispinus will stay to command the garrison. The rest of us are going back to Rome, hopefully by the end of the summer.” 
 
    I immediately thought of my mother. My heart began to race. “What will we do in Rome?” 
 
    “We’ll return to our homes, and wait for orders.” 
 
    “What will happen to me?” 
 
    Marcus smiled. “Don’t worry, Timon. Between my father and me, you’re in good hands. More importantly, my father has earned himself a triumph. We will march into Rome in the only way it should be done—with the treasures of conquest and the glory of victory.” 
 
     “Will I be in the procession?” 
 
    “Of course you’ll be in it, but not as plunder.” He laughed, then became serious. “The siege has changed us all, but no one more than my father. I saw it in his eyes after our first encounter with the old man’s catapults. And again after witnessing Archimedes’ claw. When my father saw the mirrors, the change in him became profound. He knew that war was changing. 
 
    “Throughout his life he had believed that a trained soldier with a gladius and a buckler was the most dangerous weapon on Earth. ‘War will soon be in the hands of engineers,’ he said to me the night I met you. ‘Men with sharp brains, not sharp swords, will dictate the future of warfare.’ ” 
 
    Marcus paused to choose his words. “My father is not a man of religion—or superstition, Timon. Perhaps you have seen that already.” 
 
    I recalled the encounter with the haruspex in the tower and nodded. 
 
    “He told me of a dream he had. He’s more likely to deny he dreams than speak of them, but this one haunted him. He spoke of it several times over the last few months, probably only to me. 
 
    “In the dream he was on the bridge of a warship. The battlements of Syracuse were on the horizon before him. He saw long, silver projectiles propelled by fire arc across the sky. Scores of them. Wherever they landed, they exploded with more fire and destruction than seemed possible. He believed he’d seen a vision of the future. When machines, not men, do the fighting and all the world is collateral damage.” Marcus tilted his head, as if remembering the mood of his father. “It was not a dream he liked.” 
 
    “Archimedes was of the same mind,” I said. “In the end, he risked his life to resist making more machines of war.” 
 
    “Good or bad, Timon, it doesn’t matter any longer. The secret is out. From now on, machines will be more and more a part of war. That’s one reason I want you to teach me geometry and the numbers. I belong to the next generation of war, and it will be more than just weapons. It will be multiple layers of strategy—and sleight of hand. We have already seen it in Hannibal. His psychological games. His craft, his guile. Just think what he might have accomplished if Archimedes’ weapons had fallen into his hands?’” 
 
    “He would have taken Rome long ago.” 
 
    Marcus nodded. “It has taken Rome all of these years to learn that we cannot defeat Hannibal with brute force alone. Our only chance is to adapt to his way of fighting—and thinking.” 
 
     “Do you want to confront Hannibal?” I asked. 
 
    He lowered his eyes. The question obviously disturbed him. “It will happen whether I want it or not.” 
 
    “What do you mean?” 
 
    “Tracking down Hannibal will be one of the first issues my father addresses when he returns to Rome. No one seeks battle with Hannibal more than my father.” 
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    Conditions in Syracuse finally stabilized enough to lift the restrictions on Roman soldiers leaving the city. I immediately set out on the long walk into the farmland where Moira had said her grandfather’s farm was located. I followed the route Moira and I had taken to the Temple of Zeus. My stomach sank when I crossed the Anapus River. The statue of Zeus had been removed from the temple. Soldiers were there building scaffolding for more deconstruction. A string of carts carrying column rounds trailed to the harbor’s edge, where fifty Roman transports sat at anchor waiting to be filled with plunder. Magnificent Syracuse was being carted away stone by stone. 
 
    I continued south around the bend in the harbor, through the fields where soldiers from both sides had fought and died. Here and there ravens picked at the ground, looking for bits of bone. I saw three crews of farmers repairing thatched roofs and rebuilding fences. The land had been untended for almost two years. The seasons were turning, and people were eager to get back to work. 
 
    I spoke with everyone I encountered. No one had seen Moira or her grandfather. They said that many of the farmers had not returned. Downcast, I trudged back to the city. It seemed that yet another chapter in my life had closed. 
 
      
 
    I entered the city the way I had left, at the south end of Via Intermuralis. I had the afternoon off and wasn’t in a hurry, so I worked my way west to the wide stone staircase that climbed from Neapolis up to the plateau. I took each step up watching my feet. 
 
    Halfway to the top, I paused to look back on Neapolis, recalling the day three years before when Laius Aufidius had led me down those stairs for the first time. The city and I had changed a lot since then. As I turned to continue up, I saw her! Moira stood on the far side of the stairway, wearing a pale yellow chiton. I called out to her, but she didn’t seem to hear. I crossed the stairway, calling her name. Only when I was a few feet away did she look at me. 
 
    “Moira! I can’t believe I’ve found you.” 
 
    “Timon, what a surprise.” She smiled, but there was no surprise in her eyes. 
 
    “What about your grandfather? You aren’t back at your farm. I was just there.” 
 
    “My grandfather had the plague. So did I.” Seven months had passed since I had last seen her. She seemed more subdued and older. “My grandfather never fully recovered. We live in a rooming house in the Tyche tenements.” 
 
    “But you’re alive and well.” 
 
    “Apparently both of us have survived.” 
 
    “I’m no longer a slave!” I blurted it out. 
 
    She almost smiled. “Congratulations. How did that happen?” 
 
    “My master was murdered right in front of me by a Roman soldier.” 
 
         “And they let you go free?” 
 
    “I was given a position with the Roman army. I’m a scribe. I get regular pay.” I thought this would impress her, but the news caused her to step back. 
 
    “You’re in the Roman army?” 
 
    “Yes—and free!” 
 
         “Free? You’re a slave to Rome.”  
 
         “But your grandfather will let me see you now. We won’t have to sneak around to see each other.” I reached for her hand. 
 
    She leaned away. “He’s too weak to care about such things, Timon.” 
 
         “What is it, Moira? What’s the matter?” 
 
    “I have no love for Rome.” She looked away, then asked, “When will you be leaving?” 
 
    “I’m not certain.” I looked at the ground. “In a few months, I suppose. I’ll be going to Rome. It’s a chance to find my mother.” 
 
    “Lucky you.” 
 
    I didn’t understand her sarcastic tone. “What’s next for you?” 
 
    “Waiting for my grandfather to die.” 
 
    Her coldness chilled me. 
 
    She looked off into the distance. “Who knows what’s next for me?” 
 
    I took hold of her hand and led her down the stairs into Neapolis. 
 
    For some time we walked without saying anything. I was so torn I didn’t know what to say. I did want to go to Rome. I had to find my mother. But my heart raced every time I looked at Moira, watched the way her chiton moved around her body, caught wisps of her smell in the air. I wanted to hold her. 
 
    We walked for a while in Neapolis, then came to a stop for lack of direction. I couldn’t help myself. I embraced her and kissed her on the mouth. My hands went down along her hips and thighs. She stopped me. 
 
    “Maybe we should go to the garden,” she said. 
 
    We went to the cluster of laurel bushes and crawled into the little chamber beneath the arching branches. We lay beside each other for a long time. It seemed as though the rest of the world had been left outside. Little by little we snuggled closer. She allowed me to kiss her and touch her face, but nothing more. I didn’t care. I was excited just to be near her. 
 
     “I  missed you,” I whispered. “I will never forget our one night  together.” 
 
    “But you’re leaving,” she said. 
 
    “I have no other choice.” 
 
    “Nor do I have choices.” 
 
    After a while we crawled out of the thicket and walked back across the city. When we reached the barracks, we stopped. I asked her if I could see her again. 
 
    She was noncommittal. “When will you be leaving?” she asked for a second time. I had already told her I wasn’t sure. Clearly she was trying to tell me something. 
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    What had appeared to be a serious Carthaginian threat coming out of Agrigentum never materialized. Muttines had some early successes, but this inspired jealousy in the two Carthaginian generals, Epicydes and Hanno. Dissent within the cavalry and conflict at the command level left their army so disorganized when they confronted Marcellus that the battle turned into a rout. Marcellus pressed the Carthaginian forces back to Agrigentum, captured eight elephants, and killed thousands of mercenary soldiers. The uprising was over. Marcellus returned to Syracuse three months after he had left. 
 
    The job was finally done. Marcellus’ term in Sicily was coming to an end. The final packing of the spoils began and I became very busy with paperwork.  
 
    After the huge victory in Sicily, Marcellus wanted to create an impression with his triumphant return to Rome. He was a respected general among the soldiers, but not so much among the other ranking officers. The priesthood had grown to hate him for his disrespect of their rituals, and he had recently been rebuked by the Senate when he had attempted a reconciliation between Rome and a contingent of refugees from the battle of Cannae. Because of this last issue, he particularly looked forward to marching through the gates of Rome with the treasures of Syracuse. 
 
    After the humiliating defeat at Cannae, the Roman survivors had been cast out of Italy and sent to Sicily, ordered never to return. If they hadn’t given their lives in defeat, they obviously lacked courage and were not worthy of Roman citizenship—or such was the opinion of those who had not actually been on the battlefield. When Marcellus was camped north of Syracuse, a large group of these exiles had come to him and asked to be reinstated in the army. What better way to prove their courage than on the battlefield? Marcellus needed all the dedicated men he could muster, so he added them to his forces. After the siege, he sent a note to the Senate in Rome, commending the survivors’ valor and asking that they be recognized as Roman citizens. He was severely chastised for even considering such an idea. Now, about to return to Rome for the first time since this dressing down, he was determined to put on a triumph grander than any seen before.       
 
         And more than anything else, Marcellus wanted to show off the Greek artwork. After Archimedes, he considered the sculptures the greatest treasures of Syracuse. Parading this statuary, one piece at a time, through the gates of Rome would be a profound moment in the history of the city and a proud moment for his men and his command. 
 
      
 
    The Eighteenth legion, including my cohort, was returning to Rome with Marcellus. There were still remnants of the Carthaginian presence in Sicily, and enough rancor against Rome among the native Sicilians, that it was decided that two legions should remain in Syracuse under the command of Crispinus. 
 
    I received my orders four days before we were to leave. I was excited to take the cruise—my trip in the hold of a slave ship hadn’t offered much view of the sea. The more I thought about going to Rome, the more excited I became about the prospect of finding my mother. But it also meant leaving Syracuse, and if Marcellus got the command he wanted, hunting down Hannibal, I might never be back. 
 
    I needed to see Moira before I left. It had been several months since I had run into her on the stairway. I still ached for her, but she had been distant and disdainful of my position in the army. And yet, hadn’t she spent time with me in her secret place? To do that again, if even for a short time, was all that I wanted. I had to see her. I wanted to tell her one last time how much she meant to me. 
 
    I set out to find her on my last full day in Syracuse. She’d said she lived with her grandfather in the Tyche district tenements. Even before the Roman siege, it had been one of the poorest neighborhoods in the city. 
 
    The area contained many rows of low-rent apartment houses. Most of them had been damaged by the catapults. I had no street name, no number to guide me. I walked down the desolated streets for so long I lost track of where I had been. 
 
    I saw Corax. He was alone, sitting against a building, probably homeless. He didn’t see me. And I didn’t find Moira. 
 
    As a last resort, I decided to go to the garden in Neapolis. Even if she wasn’t there, I would spend some time within the laurel bushes as a way of saying my own solitary good-bye. 
 
    I walked south to the stone stairway and descended into Neapolis. Only a few people were at the park when I entered. I approached the thicket slowly, looking around to see if anyone was watching. 
 
    Just as I got down on my knees to crawl in, I heard muffled moans and sighs of pleasure coming from within the thicket. Someone was already there. I quickly stood and backed away. A moment later I saw a Roman soldier crawl out of the thicket just where I would have gone in. I pretended to be observing a bed of flowers, but I saw him buckle his girdle, then call out, “Something for your time,” before flipping a coin into the bushes. 
 
    No sooner had he walked away than a young woman crawled out of the thicket. I knew who it was immediately. She reached beneath her chiton and used a small rag to wipe between her legs. She straightened her clothing, then saw me standing there. I would have run if my legs had allowed it. Moira stuck the filthy handkerchief into her chiton before approaching me. 
 
           “It’s been a long time, Timon,” she said. “I thought you might have left already.” Her tone was slack and indifferent. 
 
         “I leave tomorrow,” I muttered, unable to look at her for more than an instant. There were leaves in her hair and soiled spots on her chiton. “I wish it had been yesterday.” 
 
          “It’s not what you think, Timon,” she said suddenly, daring to hint of remorse. 
 
            “You mean what I thought we had between us?” I said, my anger rising.  
 
    “Timon, we were friends.” 
 
    “And what was that soldier?” 
 
    She didn’t have an answer. 
 
    “I saw it,” I said with increasing volume. “I saw him throw money at you.” 
 
    “I did that because I had to!” she snapped back at me. 
 
    “It didn’t sound that way to me!” 
 
    “I need the money,” she shouted, just as angry as I was. 
 
    I glared at her and she glared at me. 
 
    “Our farm is a disaster, Timon. My grandfather is dying. I have no other way to pay for our room.” 
 
    I squeezed my eyes shut, sad and confused. “I have some money now. I could have given you what you needed.” 
 
    Moira began to cry. She reached out to embrace me. I wouldn’t accept her hug. She was dirty. She was a prostitute. I wanted nothing to do with her. 
 
    “Please, Timon, forgive me,” she pleaded, finally exposing some real feeling for me. “Can’t you understand? It’s no different than your joining the Roman army.” 
 
    I grabbed her hand and pulled her back toward the laurel bushes. 
 
    “Timon? What? What?” 
 
    I dragged her into the thicket, pushed her onto her back, and threw back her tunic. I wanted to hurt her. I wanted to take all my confused pain and thrust it into her. But there was no arousal in me. I could not fulfill my rage. I burst into tears, falling down beside her, stroking her cheek. 
 
           “I loved you, Moira,” I confessed in deep frustration. “But I’m not sure what I feel any more.” 
 
           Moira pushed her tunic down to cover herself. She looked up at me with tears on her cheeks. “I’m sorry, Timon, but I did have feelings for you—before the war.” 
 
    “It doesn’t matter. None of it matters,” I lied. “I leave tomorrow. I’ll never be back.” I stood, and like the soldier, pushed my way out of the shrubbery. As I strode out of the garden, Moira came running up from behind to walk beside me. 
 
    We climbed the stairs to the top of the plateau before stopping to look at each other again. After a moment of silence, we gazed out at what remained of one of the wealthiest cities in the world, at the battle-ravaged farmland, and at the ruins of the Temple of Zeus. Our lives were a mirror of what we saw. 
 
    “Good-bye,” I said with great pain. 
 
    “Will you miss me, Timon?” she asked, her eyes welling with tears. 
 
    “I don’t know,” was all I could say. 
 
    That afternoon killed the boy in me. I was glad that I was leaving the next day. 
 
  
 
  


 
 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    CHAPTER 101 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    We shipped out at the end of the summer. We passed through the channel at Messana on the fourth day of the voyage. Forty-nine quinqueremes, like the one I was on, and a hundred transports, all filled with booty, trailed behind us as far as I could see. Mount Etna stood off to the west, silent, snow-capped, majestic. All of Italy was to the east. I was going to Rome with a new life and the hope of somehow locating my mother. Three tumultuous years in Syracuse were left behind. I stared out at the open sea and thought about Moira. I missed her. I hated her. I wanted her. I had to leave her behind. 
 
    As the sun set and the sky bled from orange to purple, Marcus came up alongside me at the bow of the huge Roman warship. The cadence of the oarsmen pounded out a backbeat to the heave of the sea. He asked me if I was excited to go to Rome. I couldn’t deny it, I was, but I didn’t say why. I asked him what I should expect. He laughed, then became serious. “A lot of politics,” he said. 
 
    “Around the war?’ 
 
    “Oh, yes. Everyone will be talking about Hannibal.” 
 
    “How is that political? Isn’t it obvious that he must be defeated?” 
 
    Marcus frowned. “The egos of generals are involved.” 
 
    “Your father’s?” 
 
    “Some say so.” He looked down at the water, hissing and curling as the prow cut through the sea, then out to the west where the sun had been on the horizon. He spoke to the distance. “Since the second year of the war, our senate has been torn between two philosophies. Perhaps the two most respected men in Rome, Quintus Fabius and my father, have been on opposite sides of the debate. 
 
    Marcus faced me. “Through six years of Fabius’ leadership, our strategy has been based on defensive tactics. Our losses on the battlefield have been minimized. Hannibal still ravages the countryside, but he has not been able to breach the walls of Rome. To some, it seems that Hannibal is weakening, and that Fabius’ approach is working.” 
 
    “And your father grows anxious?” 
 
    Marcus nodded. “My father is a legendary figure to the citizens of Rome. He won a battle single-handedly ten years ago. It won him more glory than any soldier of our time, but has equally cursed his life.” 
 
    “I don’t understand.” 
 
    “Between our first war with Carthage and this war with Hannibal, two barbarian tribes from the north, the Insubrians and the Gaestae, united in an attack against our outposts in the Po River valley. It was during my father’s first consulship. Putting down this insurrection represented his first important command. At the time it was considered just as critical to the safety of Rome as what we see today with Hannibal. 
 
    “A huge, fair-haired Gaestae king by the name of Britomartus led the rampage. No town or settlement between Clastidium and Placentia was safe from his reign of terror. 
 
    “My father met with his co-consul Gnaeus Cornelius in the city of Acerrae where two legions were stationed. They decided that my father should set off immediately for Clastidium with six hundred lightly armed foot soldiers and a thousand cavalry. Cornelius would follow at a slower pace with the remainder of the troops. Marching night and day, my father raced to Clastidium, hoping his arrival would allay the locals’ fears. Instead he discovered Britomartus and ten thousand barbarian warriors camped outside the city. 
 
         “Britomartus saw how small the Roman force was and without the slightest preparation ordered his men to attack. He was so certain of his advantage that he led the advance of the cavalry himself. 
 
    “My father knew his men were badly outnumbered and tired from days of marching, but he quickly decided that retreating from the barbarians’ charge would be worse than standing against them. He ordered his men into battle formation. Reining his horse from one end of the line to the other, he drew the wings of his troops out as far as possible so that they could not be surrounded. Then he galloped to the center of the line. As he turned his horse to lead the charge, the beast was startled by the war cries of the onrushing barbarians and reared up on its hind legs. Fearful that this mishap might break the will of his men, my father managed to turn the horse entirely around in a circle. At the same time, he made a gesture to the sun with his open hand and shouted out a vow to Jupiter. 
 
          “Britomartus didn’t miss my father’s demonstration and directed his giant warhorse straight toward him. My father rode well ahead of his men, racing to meet the barbarian head-on. My father’s lance struck Britomartus’ breastplate, knocking him to the ground. He then leapt from his horse and slew the giant man with three plunges of his sword. With a foot on the chest of the dead barbarian king, he lifted his gladius to the sun. This stunning display sent the barbarians retreating in confusion, and sealed an unparalleled Roman victory of few against many.” 
 
           “One general killing another in battle. What a remarkable story.” 
 
           Marcus nodded. “It has happened only twice before in all of Roman history. But never with so much excitement and glory. When my father rode through the gates of Rome holding out an oak branch with Britomartus’ armor and helmet arranged on it as if it were the man himself, the city fell in love with him.” 
 
           “But how could this turn against your father?” 
 
           Marcus returned a grim smile. “In two ways, Timon. His success aroused envy among lesser men. To this day, he has enemies in the Senate and other powerful Roman circles because of his renown and the love the populace has for him.” 
 
           “And the second?” 
 
           “The sense of destiny that it instilled in my father. You can be sure that once we return to Rome, he will request a command in Italy and consent to go after Hannibal. If you want to know where we are headed from here, it’s a head-on collision with the Carthaginian field marshal. My father wants to slay a second enemy general with his own hand.” 
 
    Marcus had said this before. I didn’t understand if fully then. This second time it made a stronger impact, but nothing could have prepared me for what was coming. On the top deck of the massive quinquereme, following the west coast of Italy northward as part of a long military flotilla, I felt the world turning. I was sixteen years old, on my way to Rome and more than I could  possibly imagine. Moira was but a bittersweet memory. 
 
    Despite all that I had been through, despite all the pain, despite my father’s death and the questions that remained about my mother, I thought myself lucky. When my parents were brutalized and I was sold as a slave, I was given the chance of a lifetime to study with the greatest engineer of all time. When the citadel was breached and Archimedes murdered in front of me, circumstances left me at the mercy of one of Rome’s finest generals. He granted me my freedom and hired me to teach his son what I loved most. 
 
    Twice horrible tragedies had brought me greater opportunity. But even more than all of that, hanging on a cord beneath my tunic was a leather pouch with a crystal lens and a tiny glass bead. They gave me the power to see farther into the distance than anyone ever had before. 
 
    I thought about pulling the pouch from my neck and tossing it into the sea—just to be rid of the responsibility. 
 
    But I didn’t. 
 
    I would take Archimedes’ eyes with me to Rome. 
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