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It was not uncommon to see a dead man lying in the streets of Rome. It was, however, uncanny too see a man thrown from a raeda onto the road, especially when he wore the senatorial sash. Being a simple plebian, I felt obligated to help this man of a higher status. He was attempting to pick himself up as I brought my raeda to a stop next to him. 


“Are you hurt, sir?” I called to him. 


“Just my decorum,” he replied, and then promptly fell from the strain of standing. 


I rushed over to him and helped him into my raeda. I felt somewhat embarrassed to have him as my passenger, seeing as I had no chauffer of my own. This man probably tossed aside items that only appeared in my wildest dreams. He did not speak for a lengthy amount of time, but that was not uncommon. What worried me was his air of uneasiness and paranoia. 


After some time, he finally spoke, “If I were to blaspheme now, would you call me on treason to the Gods?” 


“Well, sir, though I may be a religious man, and even carry statues of the Lares in this very wagon, I will not hold you accountable for your words.”


“You misunderstand me, um…” 


“Atomus.” 


“Pleased to meet you, mihi nomen est Seneca.” 


“Seneca? You’re not a senator at all!”


“I know, but as I was saying, the Gods have betrayed me. It was not the harmless household Gods, of which you have here in your raeda, but Jupiter himself who damned me. He told me to defeat the evils, and then planted me in a murderous situation.” 


“Well,” I said, “I don’t normally have company as honorable as you sojourn with me on my travels, so I would fain hear your story.” 


“Very well, it all started about a decade ago, the first time I was accused of embezzlement. I had been Nero’s advisor since he was a small boy. These accusations of embezzlement and rumors of an affair with his mother caused me to think critically about Nero’s sanity. I was no longer Nero’s venerable advisor. I had been reduced to a puddle. Burrus and I tried to keep watch on this psychopathic, mother-killing tyrant. I had created the very thing I stand against. 


“Burrus died three years ago. And this very year I saw many of my friends fall to the sword of Nero’s paranoia. It was, however, not without good reason this time. I had been trying to undo my terrible actions I had performed years ago. You see, one of my friends who died was Gaius Piso.” 


“The traitor!” I yelled. 


“Sir, I know I must seem like a traitor to you, but if I did not have a good basis for my actions, do you think I would have told you this?” 


I considered this and motioned for him to continue his story. 


“I saw madness in Nero’s eyes that I had never directly seen before. He was always a compassionate man and even once tried to change the games to omit killing. He was weary of killing a man without a good reason. I saw no compassion in his eyes when he ordered for the death of my friends. I saw no humanity left inside him when he ordered for my death as well. It was true; I was part of the Pisonian conspiracy. I have the heart of a Brutus beating inside me. The thought that I had created a psychopathic tyrant was eating me up inside. During the fires last July, I could have sworn I heard fiddling coming from Nero’s chamber. He was not well.


“We had no choice but to try to restore the Republic and return the power to the people. Unfortunately, we had a leak in our outfit. That bastard, Milichus, told of the operations of our little cabal. The only thing I could do then was wait for Nero to come knocking on my door. To my surprise he asked me why I kept no relation with Piso. I merely replied that keeping a relationship with him would benefit neither of us, and Nero had more often seen my freely spoken words than servility. This, apparently, accomplished just as I suspected it would. He ordered for my death. 


“He sent his men back to my residential abode. Who knew not Nero’s cruelty? I was merely the next target on his list. I accepted my fate like a martyr. That is exactly what I hope to become. This dictatorship cannot last too long, and when it is gone, they will remember me as one who gave his life for the possible advancement of the common man. You may have noticed by now that I am bleeding through my toga.” 


When he saw the concerned look on my face, he continued, “Do not despair over my wounds, my friend, for I am a fragile dying man, whose only wish is that it comes a little faster than this. When it was announced that I was to die, my wife and I cut deep into our arteries. I did not take into account that Nero had been slowly killing me over the years. My health had deteriorated, and I was bleeding slowly. The Gods had decided that if I had already been destined to die slowly, it should not change now. I am fated to suffer.


“The Gods’ cruelty never ceased to amaze me. They had caused my wife to die a slow and painful death as well. When I last saw her she was bleeding slower than I was. To spite them, and Nero, who was obviously riddled with laughter as I slowly bled upon my robes, I decided to find another way to end my life faster. You see, right now, I am on my way to see Statius Annaeus, the medical craftsman and maker of poisons. Hopefully he can provide me with a peaceful death. You were the first of three not to throw me on the side of the road when they learned my name. Di Immortales! Why must the darkest year of my life be drawn out into a century?


“I only hope my knowledge can be put to use while I am gone. If nothing else survives of my name, make it my philosophy. I wish that one day this State will be a moral State. I hope the people will be moral people. I hope they will not let a tyrant become a powerful one.” 


He was silent for the remainder of the ride to Rome. I allowed him to sleep most of the time and never bothered him with further questions. Some of the people glared at my wagon as we drove into Rome, but most of them knew not what Seneca looked like. Before I left him at a nameless city shop, I said unto him, “I will never forget you, the noblest of any man I have ever met, and I will certainly not forget your plight. I agree with your previous statement: Rome cannot last long under the rule of a madman. When the Republic is restored to Rome, I will shout your name through the streets: ‘Seneca, The Martyr.’” 


He smiled the best a man could who was in such a situation. He turned around and limped towards the crowded city streets. Intuition told me that I would never see this man again.
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