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From Marcus Brutus, a soldier in Roman Emperor Trajan’s army during the Second 
Dacian War, to his father, Marcus Bantoninus, written 106 A.D. 
 
Dear Father, 
 How are things in my wonderful land of Rome!  I miss you and mother deeply 
and yearn to see the streets of my home.  I miss visiting the baths each day and returning 
home for a delicious dinner with friends and entertainment.  I sometimes forget where I 
am upon waking, and expect to see my room and hear your voices as I open my eyes.  
My heart is saddened a bit when I finally realize that I am in my legion’s camp, but I am 
still proud to be in the service of my country.    

Our conquest of Dacia is right on course, according to our Emperor and General 
Trajan.  I am so pleased that he is leading us.  Imagine - the emperor of Rome leading us 
to victory!  I had previously heard stories of his greatness in battle, but I cannot believe 
what an outstanding soldier and leader he truly is.  He makes a point each day to walk 
among his troops, calling many of us by name.  He shares in our hardships, and 
experiences the same things we do.  He takes note of what we have endured in the service 
of Rome, and encourages us on by word or handshake.  I swear, I believe the troops 
would follow him to face Pluto himself in the underworld if he asked!   

It is, however, a little frustrating that we are at war yet again with Dacia.  We all 
thought that Decebalus had learned his lesson when he was defeated by Trajan in 102.  
However, Trajan is wise enough to know that Decebalus’ treachery cannot be ignored.  
Trajan is not only one of the most militarily qualified rulers we have ever had, his 
wisdom is also respected by all.  Trajan assures us that this time we will be triumphant, 
and Decebalus will pay for his disobedience to Rome!   

Sometimes, although I am the one away at war, I feel sorry for you father, and for 
the citizens of Rome, because I get to stand in our great emperor’s presence every day.   
It is a shame that he cannot be at home with you and our people, keeping things in order.  
He has made life easier for Rome’s poor, providing funds for the needy and land for the 
destitute.  His cooperative and caring approach has made him a valued emperor to the 
Senate.  I only pray that those left in charge are carrying on Trajan’s intents.       
 Do not worry about me, Father, for I am doing fine.  It is such an honor to fight 
for our great country of Rome.  Every soldier in our legion is a hand-picked Roman 
citizen.  Our legion is divided into ten cohorts, and all our men are disciplined and well 
trained.  We are feared as foot soldiers, each of us equipped with two javelins and a short 
sword.  No cohort stops for camp without digging trenches and making proper 
fortifications.  Camp is always struck the next day, with our cohort moving to a different 
location.  Every soldier is responsible for helping set or break camp, taking their share of 
the unit’s safety.  When we march, we march in a column called an agmen.  When we 
fight, we charge in a formation called an acies.  If we find ourselves in trouble, we are 
trained to fall into an orbis, or square, to protect each other’s backs.  Most importantly, 
we guard our aquila – the eagle standard of our legion.  We will not allow the disgrace of 
our outstretched eagle being captured.   



 Father, although I miss home, it is so beautiful in the fields where we march and 
camp.  Sometimes when I wake up, I forget that we are at war because of the beauty of 
the lands.  I wish that you and mother could see the dawn’s light on the shimmering grass 
and trees.  It is so much different than at home.  Both places are very appealing to the 
eye, but in different ways.  Rome is entrancing with all of its massive buildings and city 
roads.  It is alive with people.  I can envision the many temples and bath houses.  The 
country is also a wonderful place, but in a different way.  The beautiful countryside has 
vast open fields and huge trees.  We don’t enjoy the same meals as at home, but we have 
been able to indulge in fresh grapes and olives from the vines and trees that we pass on 
our journey through this great country.  It seems like no place for a war.   
   Trajan called the men together last night to speak to us about the upcoming battle 
with Dacia.  He told us that both this and the last war were started for strategic and 
political reasons.  Decebalus’ treasonous activity against Rome cannot be accepted or 
condoned.  As Roman citizens, we must demand respect for ourselves and our country.  
He challenged us to remember the last victory over Dacia, to remember the roadway 
through the great Iron Gates built by Apollodorus of Damascus, where the army 
seemingly marched across the water, to remember the speed at which the Roman army 
charged into Dacian land and overtook the enemy.  Trajan says that we soon will be 
invading the Dacian capital of Sarmizegethusa.  He says that the war will soon be over 
once we overthrow the capital.  He says it is there that we will find the Dacian king, and 
his treasure.  I pray that he is right.   

Trajan often talks to us about what he plans to do once he acquires the huge 
treasure hidden away by the Dacian king, Decebalus.  He speaks of wonderful things he 
will do with the riches, such as build enormous buildings, renovate roads, and create 
funds for the poor.  I personally do not see how this could be done, for it would require so 
much money of which Rome does not have.  Trajan, though, says that this treasure will 
be more than enough money to accomplish this.  It is rumored that a companion of 
Decebalus has been captured and has admitted all to Trajan.  It is said that Decebalus was 
too cautious to keep his riches where the Romans could easily confiscate them.  This 
companion has alleged that the Dacian king hid his bounty close to his place of residence, 
under the river Sargetia.  Using prisoners to dam the river, the bed was dug up and the 
treasure placed in the hole, then covered again with rocks and silt.  Finally, the water was 
loosed to run freely over the hiding place.  The items - such as clothing - that could not 
survive the water, were hidden in caves.  After all the valuables had been hidden away, 
Decebalus murdered the prisoners who had done his bidding.  If these rumors are true, 
then this treasure must be massive indeed.  I do not doubt Trajan, for he has never lied to 
us, or lead us astray.  Therefore, everyone in the army, including me, puts their entire 
trust with him.  If our leader says that the treasure is so great that it will restore all of 
Rome’s economy, we believe him.  That thought alone is worth fighting for.   

Trajan is excited about the upcoming battle.  He speaks of establishing Dacian 
land as a Roman province, the first on the north side of the Danube River.  He envisions 
utilizing the bridge across the Danube to make it more accessible to Rome.  He says that 
this will be a relatively easy battle because we outnumber the Dacian soldiers, and are so 
much better trained.  I hope that he is right in saying this, Father, so I may return home to 
you soon.  It will be pleasant to trade my armor for a soft white tunic, and hopefully wear 
my childhood bulla around my neck once more to signify my honor from battle.   



I place my belief in my emperor as a wise leader and ingenious war general.  
Gods willing, I will return home to you before the year is out.  If it is my time to join the 
fallen soldiers who have gone before me, please know that I do so with a proud heart and 
for the glory of Rome.  Remember always my deep and lasting love for both you and 
mother. 

 
        Your loving son, 
        Marcus Brutus  

       
  

   
   
 


