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 Tonight will be the last I spend among men.  How could it possibly have come to this? I 
am Nero Claudius Caesar Augustus Germanicus!  All I have ever done has been for Rome, and it 
would seem that she herself has turned against me!  Oh yes, everyone has turned against me; my 
becoming Augustus upon the death of my beloved uncle was the greatest thing that I could do for 
the city and her people, but upon my return from Greece, I found a very different attitude 
amongst the people.  They want me dead; since I will not be killed by peasants, I will end my 
own life in a matter of minutes.  As I walked along the cold, dark corridors to my chambers, I 
began to remember snatches of my bleak and shadowy past.... 
 From the moment I was born, no one expected that I would one day be emperor of Rome.  
Fools!  How could I not be?  I, the great-grandson of Marc Antony!  Then I was called Lucius 
Domitius Ahenobarbus, and my uncle Caligula had just begun his rule.  But when I was just 
three, my father, Gnaeus Domitius Ahenobarbus, my mother, Agrippina the younger, and I were 
exiled to the Pontian Islands.  Furious, my mother stormed around the island for days, shrieking 
her cries of vengeance to the leaden clouds.  It was in that forced solitude that I learned the only 
reason why mother valued me so much: she wanted me to become emperor.  Now that I stood no 
chance, she screamed at me.  I did not think she could possibly get any angrier, but I was once 
again wrong.  One year after we were banished, my father died from edema, and all of my 
inheritance was stolen from me. 
 For a whole year my mother wondered what would become of me.  My father was dead, 
and Caligula could still view my mother and me as a potential threat.  But then one cold day in 
Ianuarius of 794 ab urbe condita, my life was once again turned on its head.  I was just four years 
old; the emperor and his family had been murdered, and my great-uncle Claudius had gained the 
throne.  My mother and I were soon recalled from exile. 
 Needless to say, my mother was ecstatic, though that happiness was marred somewhat by 
the fact that she was soon married off to Gaius Sallustius Crispus Passienus.  Ever power hungry 
and ruthless, she poisoned him six years later and married Claudius.  If she ever did one useful 
thing in her life, it was that.  Claudius adopted me, and I was made his heir!  Now only one thing 
remained between the throne and me.  Soon I married my adoptive sister, Octavia.    
 As it turned out, I didn't have to dispose of the stuttering Claudius.  Three years after I 
was proclaimed an adult, time worked its course and finished him off.  At seventeen, I became 
the youngest emperor Rome had ever known.  Under my influence Rome would become even 
greater…. 
 Turning a corner and laying a hand on my chamber's cold door, I had to laugh bitterly at 
my last thought.  No, the city did not take to my changes very well; the once great Rome was in 
chaos.  Pushing open the door, I saw a lone candle flickering deep in the shadows.  On a low 
wooden table lay a small dagger glittering strangely in the dim light; it was all exactly as I asked.  
Admittedly, not all of my choices were made for the good of Rome.  I know that now, and truly 
regret it, but it is too late to ask the people's forgiveness.... 
 Still desiring power, my mother was really the person who ruled for the first five years of 
my reign.  In truth, I acted more as a figurehead, though my advisors, Seneca and Burrus, helped 
me with the few decisions I had the opportunity to make, like putting an end to killing gladiators 



and condemned criminals in public places.  Oh, how I hated her.  But when she tried to interfere 
in my personal life, I put my foot down.  Little by little I was triumphing.  Then the traitor turned 
against me.  She looked to my adoptive brother, Britannicus, as a possible new emperor!  It was 
time for her to be eliminated.  I killed my brother the day before he was proclaimed an adult, 
then turned to my mother, rightly accusing her of conspiracy.  But she would not die!  I tried 
everything: poison, a rigged ceiling that would collapse on her, and attempted drowning in the 
Bay of Naples.  Finally I just hired an assassin to club and stab her to death.  At last I alone 
reigned!  
 But even dead, my mother would not leave me alone.  For years her ghosts haunted me.  
Countless nights I woke up screaming to her angry spirits, caught up in the icy clutches of my 
nightmares.  Perhaps it did drive me over the edge into insanity like they say.  There were many 
times when I spent the sleepless nights drinking and neglecting state matters so I would never 
once have to shut my eyes. 
 Then life changed even more in the year 62, 815 years from the founding of the city.  My 
trusted advisor, the praefectus praetorianus Burrus, was poisoned at a dinner party, and Seneca 
decided to resign.  Needless to say, my fury was devastating.  I replaced them with Gaius 
Ofonius Tigellinus, a man who became very close to me. 
 Later that year, I decided to divorce Octavia, who had yet to give me an heir, when my 
mistress, Poppaea, became pregnant.  Accused of adultery, Octavia was executed.  Twelve days 
later, I married Poppaea, and she soon gave birth to a daughter.  Desperately ill, my four month 
old daughter, whom I had named Claudia Augusta, died.  Would I never get an heir? I soon 
learned that I would not when, a few years later, Poppaea complained when I came home late 
one night from the races. Furious, I kicked her to death.  Covered in my wife's blood, I knew my 
reputation was tarnished beyond repair.  Did it even matter what I did now?  I learned too late 
that it did matter. 
 Many of my enemies were executed that year, two of my remaining relatives, Gaius 
Rubellius Plautus and Faustus Cornelius Sulla Felix, among them.  Shortly after that, I put some 
more of my unknown talents to good use.  When I gave my first public stage performance in 
Naples, the people were horrified that their emperor was performing.  I could not imagine why.  
Surely I gave an excellent performance.  But soon after, the senate also turned against me when I 
gave another performance in Rome.  
 Then, I lost the people once and for all as the "great" city of Rome went up in flames.  It 
was Iulius 18 817, and I had just returned from giving a private performance, when I noticed 
flames spurting from some of the roofs and buildings.  How could I possibly have known that 
most of the city would burn over the course of several days?  Naturally, I thought that it was 
simply a small fire started by careless peasants.  Others would handle it.   
 Arriving home again, I climbed to the palace roof and sang of the destruction of Troy.  
That is where they found me.  And so spread the rumor: I, Nero, the emperor of Rome let the city 
burn while playing the lyre.  Fools!  Once I learned that the entire city was covered in flames, I 
did all I could to control the fire.  I wanted power, and to receive it, I needed the trust of the 
people.  Generosity never was one of my strongest qualities, but I opened up many of my palaces 
for those who had been forced out of their homes and arranged for food to be delivered to the 
starving.  But, despite my best efforts, three of the fourteen districts were completely destroyed, 
seven were useless, and only four remained untouched.   
 Eager to get the city back on its feet, I produced plans for a new Rome, including my 
Domus Aurea, or Golden Palace.  It is true that my new residence would take up much of the 



room, but it would be monumental, and less flammable.  The people became suspicious of me 
though, and I had to find someone on whom to blame the fire.  I did find scapegoats; a new sect 
whose members called themselves "Christians".   
 Perhaps this was not the smartest decision I ever made, but someone had to pay, and it 
would be better to lose a few heretics than an emperor.  And they paid dearly.  Many were 
thrown to the lions in the arenas, and some were clothed in the skins of animals and torn apart by 
dogs.  Others were used as my personal torches: at my different dinners, the Christians would be 
roped to columns and set on fire, their screams would serenade us as we ate.  It was sweet music 
to my ears.  I gave the Romans the scapegoat they wanted, so I was truly amazed when the 
citizens began to feel pity on them.  
 For some reason yet unknown to me, the people and senate now hated me.  Seeing 
conspiracies and plots against me everywhere, I ordered many on my very long list of political 
enemies to commit suicide.  Needing to escape from this treacherous city, I fled to Greece where 
I entertained many with my wonderful artistic abilities.  They loved me.  Little did I know that 
back in Rome, many of my former servants and allies were planning a revolt. 
 When I returned, I found a very cold attitude.  My faithful servant, Galba, declared his 
allegiance to the senate, no longer recognizing me; the Africans stopped sending grain to Rome; 
the imperial guard turned against me at the wish of Nymphidius.  I knew then and there that if I 
did not kill myself, the people and senate would.... 
 I closed the door behind me, and walked silently over to the table and picked up the 
dagger.  The cold steel bit into my hands, but I didn't care any more.  I wish that I could have 
known all those years ago that my actions would lead to this.  In the end it did not matter: it was 
time.  I plunged the dagger into my neck with my last words, "Qualis artifex pereo!"  ("What an 
artist the world loses in me!") 

* * * 
 Emperor Nero Claudius Caesar Augustus Germanicus' reign of terror ended on June 9, 68 
AD.  With his death, the Julio-Claudian dynasty ended.  Rome was left in chaos. 
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