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I stepped onto the dock, searching for someone I knew. It was a warm, bright day. I squinted into the distance. A stone way led to a city of marble and stone. Sand flew in the air, guided by the wind. I smiled happily. Rome was no Greece, but it was my new home.
“Cicero! Cicero!” a frail voice shouted.
I strained my ears and walked slowly, trying to follow the voice. It was a woman. I can see her shape through the crowd of the soldiers being greeted by their families. I quickened my pace. The voice grew nearer and nearer and nearer. Then suddenly, it got quiet. A pair of tan, aged arms wrapped around my neck.
The voice breathed heavily, “I missed you so much, Cicero.”
I looked down at my mother, holding her tight.
Tears were running slowly down her cheeks, her voice became hoarse.
“I thought you were dead in war-“
I grabbed her face, looking her in the eyes, “I’m okay, mother. I’m here now. It’s going to be okay. I promise.” I flashed her a reassuring smile and walked her away from the dock toward my new home in the city of Rome.
I stood in the courtyard of our home, feeding kernels to the chickens.
My mother stepped in the courtyard with a pot and began filling it with water from the fountain,
“There’s a feast at the forum for the soldiers and their families,” I stated.
She was struggling with the pot. I ran over to help. “I got it for you.”
“No, I’ll get it,” another voice said. I whipped around and my heart pounded furiously as if it was trying to escape from my body through my chest. She was the most beautiful girl I have ever seen. She had dark brown hair and her dark skin looked soft and radiant. She had a smile that could sail a thousand ships. Her eyes were light brown with specks of green in them. She stepped close to me and my heart skipped an entire beat. The wind blew past her, sending a scent so sweet that I closed my eyes to savor it. After a few seconds of paradise I opened my eyes. The girl was eyeing me with an eccentric look on her perfect face.
I smiled shyly and held my hand out in a friendly way.
She ignored. I swallowed, not knowing what to say next.
My mother spoke up, breaking the silence, “That’s Julia, dear. She helped me around the house when you were away.”
I nodded.
Guards lined up against the entryway of the foyer, taking names. They stood over us like eight foot tall giants. We waited in line patiently, my stomach groaned. Someone or something said something and it was our turn to enter.
“Name?” the giant boomed, causing me to step back.
“Um, Cicero Artan,” I said making my voice seem louder.
He scanned me up and down. I guess he didn’t believe that I fought in the war and survived because I was so much smaller than him.
“And you brought two people?” he said looking at Julia and my mother. “It says on the list that the only people residing in your home are you and your mother.”
Someone whispered something into the guard’s ear and he ignored the fact that I had another person with me. We walked past the guard and sat down a vacant table.
The sound of mindless chit-chat in the background died down and a strong, balding man stepped behind a podium.
“Legio expedita! Legio expedita! Attention. Attention,” he said with a smile.
I stared and whispered in my mother’s ear, “Julius Caesar.”
Julius continued his speech, “I want the soldiers to please stand and take a congratulatory hoorah.”
Julius called the names one by one and I stepped forward when he spoke my name. I walked towards the podium and he flashed me a welcoming smile.
“Name?” Julius asked.
“Cicero Artan,” I said instantly.
Caesar raised one eyebrow, “Did you say Cicero?”
“Yes, sir.”
He smiled, “You claim to be Cicero, my apian, my orator, and my lawyer?”
I looked at the crowd who were whispering silently then looked back at Caesar.
“No, sir. I believe it’s a common name, sir.”
“Cicero!” Caesar shouted.
A very plump man eating a half-cooked gudgeon walked up, licking the olive oil off his fingers, “Caesar.” He greeted.
Caesar pointed to me, “This man claims to be you, Cicero.” He laughed.
I stood there in silence.
“No, sir.” I said weakly.
Caesar smiled, “So, Cicero!” he said looking at me with interest. “What was your position?”
“I was part of the velites.”
He grabbed my face, examining it. “So, you must be young. How old are you?”
“Seventeen, sir.”
“So, you must be quick on your feet then.”
“Quick enough to stay alive,” I replied.
Caesar laughed and the crowd laughed. “We’ll see about that. Let’s see how quick footed you are.”
I nodded.
“Legio expedita!” Caesar shouted.
I stood up straight and Caesar walked circles around me.
“Praege!”
I began to march in place. Caesar stood where he was.
“Concursu!”
I charged a full circle around the room, hearing the claps and cheers of my grateful audience.
“Signa statuere!”
I stopped in front of Caesar.
He laughed and clapped along with everyone else, “Wonderful! Absolutely wonderful!”
I stared, not knowing what to do with myself.
He put his arm around my neck, “You seem to know your position well. I could use a man like you.”
“Thank you, sir.”
I returned to my seat as he continued smiling. I later received a message from one of the guards, saying that I have been chosen to work for Caesar. And that was an opportunity I did not want to pass up.
I got up early the next morning, excited to work alongside Julius Caesar. I saw my breath in the dark, cool air. I wrapped my toga around me tightly. Walking for a good thirty minutes, I reached the steps of Caesar home. A man sitting on the steps with stone tablets stood up and greeted me.
“You must be Cicero the second. I’m Brutus.”
His handshake was limp and cold, “No, it’s just Cicero.”
“Very well,” Brutus said sternly.
We walked up the steps in Caesars hone. It was seven stories high on the outside. On the inside was a stone fountain that resembled him. I smirked. There was a large covered courtyard with a central opening in the roof. The dining room, where our short trip ended had three couches arranged in a horseshoe shape around the table. Caesar greeted me with open arms. We sat down side-by-side.
“So what exactly did you do in the war that your quick-footedness helped you survive?”
“I did whatever you commanded. Eighteen miles on foot. All day, every day.” I said confidently.
“I have question for you, Cicero.” Caesar said as Brutus left the room.
He was standing now. I looked up. “Yes, sir?”
He was examining my face,“Are you a Greek, Cicero?”
I looked around making sure no one could hear. I was Greek and I knew the consequences. Greece and Rome were enemies. I wasn’t about to risk my life or my future. Rome was great and I was loyal to Julius Caesar, but not that loyal.
He leaned over me so only I could hear.
“I know what you are,” he said in fluent Greek.
I tried to get up.
He pushed me down, “There’s no need to lie. Your secret is safe with me. You’re a liability. I can use it to turn tricky situations into an advantage.”
I nodded. He stood up straight and patted my shoulder.
The doors burst open and Julia burst into the room. I held my breath. Was Julia Caesar’s daughter??? I thought to myself. I was so deep in thought I didn’t even understand what they were saying.
“I’d like you to meet my daughter, Julia.” Caesar said.
I stood up, grabbed her hand and kissed it gently, looking at her the whole time. We stared, oblivious to everything.
“Now, now.” Caesar said clapping his hand together, “Julia is getting married soon.”
I dropped her hand. Julia frowned and walked out the room. I plumped down on the couch, my mind racing.
“Is everything alright, Cicero?”
I nodded, blowing out a sigh.
“Good, because I want you to be my consul.”
I sat up straight, “What about the other Cicero?”
“He’s getting old and you look like you can actually do your work.”
“But I don’t know anything about politics.”
Caesar smiled, “I’ll teach you everything I know.”
Caesar had me up long enough to understand the world of politics. By the time the sun was up. We were closer than ever. He was like my father, I his son. I knew everything about everyone and their families. Overnight I had become the second most powerful man in Rome. For days I stood beside him in silence in speeches and ceremonies. I had a lavish life; parties, feasts, women…
“Hey,” I said eyeing Julia curiously and pushing myself off the stone, marble pillars of the foyer.
She jumped back, “You scared me,” she said, walking off into the cobblestone road.
I fell into step with her, “How’s it going?”
“Pretty good, you?” she said impatiently.
We walked slowly away from the crowded streets toward the secluded river over a grassy hill. We sat on a rock, watching the clear stream reveal silver fish. I placed my hand in the cool water, smirked then splashed Julia with it. She frowned.
I squinted into the sun, “Something is bothering you.”
She remained silent as if I wasn’t even there.
I didn’t know what to say to her. I just wanted to make her feel better. I started to talk about nothing, telling her secrets and embarrassing moments. I told her about how scared I was if the fact that I was Greek became apparent to the Romans. I wasn’t just scared for my safety, but for my mom as well. I talked a lot. She was actually listening from what I could tell. I really had no clue what I was talking about; I just wanted to keep her mind focused on something else.
Julia stood up, her bracelets shining in the light of the sunset.
I stood up, grabbing a hold of her hand, “What?”
She looked down at my fingers that were entwined with hers. I don’t know why I held her hand. I guess I didn’t want her to leave. I was thinking about doing it the whole time and I guess my brain just reacted to my thoughts.
“I’m sorry,” I stammered. “I shouldn’t have.”
Julia smiled, not letting go of my hand. We walked back to the city on the damp cobblestone. Our sandals echoed on the ground. The noise ricocheted back at us. My heart was pounding. I was no good at composing an image. I knew she could tell I was silently going insane because every time I glanced at her, she had a smirk on her face. We walked past the citizens closing the shops and stands. It was already dark and before I knew it, we were in front of Caesars home. I gulped and stopped in front of her, my heart still pounding. She placed her hand on my cheek.
“We shouldn’t be doing this,” Julia said reluctantly.
I looked down, “I know.”
She shook her head, giving a reassuring smile.
I moved closer to her and she took a step back, bumping into the stone pillar wall. I was inches away from her now and I couldn’t resist the temptation. When I was that close, all that mattered was Julia. All I wanted was Julia.
“Stay a little bit longer.” I took another step closer, my feet bumping against hers. “Juli-“
She silenced me with her touch. “Goodnight, Cicero.”
I smiled.
“Thank you for earlier. You made me feel better. It meant a lot.”
She stepped inside her home silently. I turned around with a mixture between a frown and a smile on my face. I was frustrated, but at the same time happy because I knew she felt something. I strolled with my hands behind my back, walking along Caesars house since it was the quickest way to my house. I walked in silence then paused, crouching behind a wagon, listening.
I saw the shape of the shadows and couldn’t make out clearly what they were doing. I strained my ears, not hearing a peep, so I peeked over the wagon. I squinted, fire flickering in the night. I widened my eyes at what I saw. It was Caesar and some woman. I watched, not taking my eyes away. The woman grabbed Caesar around the back of his neck and pulled his mouth down on hers. It looked like she was in control. She kissed him until he finally woke up from his shock and kissed her back. He yanked off her scarf from around her neck and his lips moved down from just below her ear, down, down her collarbone…I closed my eyes and moved backwards and tripped causing all the fruit to fall off a nearby wagon. I put my hands over my face at a pathetic attempt to hide my identity. I heard two pairs of footsteps move toward me.
“Cicero.”
“Yes?” I said, my voice muffled under my hand.
“What are you doing here?” Caesar said innocently.
I felt bad, assuming he was cheating on his wife when I’m secretly with his daughter. Maybe his wife just lost weight and they have a very passionate relationship.
I propped my elbow up to look at him, “I was just on a str-“
My heart stopped. Ew! I thought to myself. I looked at the woman beside him in disgust. She had graying hair, laugh lines, aging eyes and wrinkles. She wasn’t ugly or anything, she was just-
“I’d like you to meet Brutus’ mother, Carpathia.”
I almost gagged in front of them. Caesar said his farewells to Carpathia then led me into his study and sat me down forcibly.
“You are not to tell anyone, understood?”
I nodded.
“I can give you anything you want and I can also take it away.”
I showed no emotion.
“I’ve been letting you parade around with my daughter, so expect the same amount of mutual respect.”
My stomach lurched.
“Yes, I know all about your little affair with my daughter, Cicero. It’s been going on for months.” Caesar continued.
I avoided eye contact.
“I am the eyes and ears of Rome,” he laughed. “I’m more of a god than Jupiter will ever be. I know everything. I could end your life and Julia’s if I wanted…”
He grabbed me and sent me home. At that moment, I knew Caesar was no one to mess with. The fact that he thought he had more power that Jupiter justified that the man was insane. I didn’t want him on my bad side, not ever, but what he did with Brutus’ mother…I don’t know how long I can keep it a secret.
“Are you alright, Cicero?” Brutus said sincerely from atop the stairs.
I eyed Caesar from across the quad carefully.
Brutus sat down next to me, “You can trust me.” He said looking toward Caesar. “Julius can be intimidating, but he still doesn’t have a clue…”
I looked up at Brutus, “A clue about what?”
Brutus looked around for eavesdropping citizens.
“Tell me your problem first,” he said.
I sighed. It took me eight tries to finally tell him.
“Caesar is having an affair,” I managed to say.
Brutus broke into laughter, “And why should that surprise me?”
I waited until he finished laughing and telling me about the many affairs Caesar had. Some were with mistresses and some were with men. I was shocked. Brutus continued laughing.
“With your mother.” I finished.
Everything turned to stone and Brutus got silent. I saw his hands curl into a balled fist at the corner of my eye.
“Please don’t confront him,” I begged. “He threatened to kill me…and Julia.”
Brutus’ whole demeanor changed in a split second. He went from angry to kind. It was a little suspicious. I knew he was going to do something, but I couldn’t stop him. The damage was done and I already told him. I didn’t know what I feared more – Caesar thinking he can play the role of Jupiter or Brutus with his quick emotions.
“You are truly a man of Rome. Your honesty will be rewarded, Cicero.” Brutus said, smiling. “I will take care of everything!” Then he was gone.
I don’t know what he meant by take of everything, but I hope it’s not putting my name into it.
It was night. I sat on the steps watching the clouds drift slowly by. Footsteps approached me. I looked up.
Caesar stood there with a welcoming grin. I stood up and he pulled me in his welcoming arms, “Cicero!”
“Yes?” I asked, annoyed.
Why was he so cheerful? Just a few weeks ago he had threatened taking everything away from me. I felt angry that he could be so cheerful. At that moment, I wanted to hurt him. Not for me, but for Brutus’ sake.
“We must go to the temple. We have a grand meeting that will change Rome forever!” he said merrily.
We walked in silence for a few minutes, my angry growing stronger by the second. It was amazing how fast one could turn on a person they called son. If he knew about Julia all along, why wouldn’t he just approve? Why would he betray his wife and have affairs with so many people? Why would he seduce Brutus’ mother? I didn’t understand. That’s when a woman ran to Caesar. Her face was stained with tears, old and frail.
“Julius! Don’t go to the temple!” she said frantically. “ Please! I beg of you!”
Caesar laughed, “Woman, are you mad? I have business to attend!”
“Bad things are to come, Caesar!” The woman tried to pull Caesar back, but it only angered him.
“Woman, I have work to attend!”
The woman wouldn’t let go. Caesar tried to shake her off, but her grip only became tighter. That’s when Caesar lost all composure and slapped the woman. The air became silent. Not one bystander said a word. I held my breath, clenching my fist. I just hope this man will be put out of office soon. I helped the woman up and caught up with Caesar as he stormed off. He continued to walk and we reached our destination. We stepped into a long circular room. Brutus was in the center sitting on a tall chair.
“Ah, Caesar and Cicero! Welcome!”
I looked around. Everyone in the government was here. It was odd because when we hold meetings only the mist prestige were allowed to hold an opinion. The others were just the men who did mundane tasks. I locked eyes with Brutus. He smiled. “Thank you for escorting Caesar here, Cicero. It becomes very dangerous at this hour.”
Dangerous? Rome was safe. There were guards everywhere. What was he talking about?
“You truly are a man of Rome,” he said.
He continued to smile, but his eyes were no longer locked with mine he was looking at something behind me. Then he nodded. That’s when I heard a groan from behind me. I turned around. Caesar had been stabbed. His blood dripped slowly to the floor. He knelt to his knees; his eyes filled with tears, and fell to the floor.
“No!” I shouted, running to him, crouching over him, tears stinging my eyes.
“Cicero!” Brutus bellowed. “Back away.”
I ignored him and continued. Everything faded away. All I saw was blood. All I saw was all the blood running from Caesars body. That’s when I heard the name Julia come out Brutus’ mouth and I froze.
I took a step back, not wanting to lose the love of my life.
“Good,” Brutus cheered. He motioned his hand toward Caesar and one-by-one men stabbed him, stabbed him deep. It wasn’t random citizens who just hated their leader. It was people who were loyal to Caesar. I watched horrified, watched as Caesars loyal friends stabbed him twenty-one times. I watched Metallus. I watched Cascus. I watched Trebonius. I watched Cina. I watched Legarious. I watched them all betray Caesar. Brutus stood up and pulled out a fresh knife then kneeled over Caesar.
“I’m sorry, brother.” Brutus said sarcastically.
I closed my eyes and turned away, still hearing the sound of the metal go deep into Caesars stomach and the sound of him coughing up blood.
“Cicero, stand up.” I stood up, afraid I’d be next.
Brutus placed a blood stained knife in my hand and smiled. There was hatred and sin burning in his eyes. “Take the final stab.”
I shook my head. Brutus frowned. “You stab now or you’ll have the same faith.” I swallowed. “Now stab him!”
I kneeled over him and looked around. Everyone stared in silence. “I’m sorry,” I mouthed silently. I plunged the dagger deep into his stomach. Twenty-three stabs in Julius Caesar’s body. I took the knife out and stood up. I wanted to get out of there. Something yanked my leg. I looked down, Julius Caesar was still alive. I knelt down.
Caesar pulled me down so my ear was to his mouth. “You too, my son,” he said. Then his grasp loosened and his eyes turned into a blank, unblinking stare.
I stepped into Caesars home and shuddered. The thought of betraying a friend made me sick to my stomach. I walked down the lean corridor and saw Julia leaning in prayer at the shrine of Venus, the goddess of love. I sat down beside her.
“I have to tell you something,” I said sternly.
She looked at me, obviously concerned “Is everything alright?”
“I missed you, “I said emotionless.
“Are you alright?”
I stared into her eyes and held her for what felt like an eternity. “Your father…” I began.
She stared, waiting for me to tell her.
I couldn’t just tell her that I was an accomplice in the assassination of her father. I couldn’t tell her that I watched her father get killed by everyone who was close to him. I couldn’t tell her that I watched and didn’t do a thing to stop it. I couldn’t tell her that my hand was the hand that took away his last breath. I just couldn’t tell her.
I shook my head and walked away, feeling more guilt. I was guiltier for not telling her, not for killing him.
I could tell she was going through every thought in her head to figure out what was wrong, but she didn’t want to push it. I respected her for that, but at the same time I didn’t. I wanted her to egg me on to tell her, to slap me until I said it. I wanted to come back and apologize and tell her everything that happened, but I couldn’t. I just couldn’t. Instead, I walked away a coward and a murderer.
Morning came fast. I walked in the direction of Caesars home and ran into Brutus. There was no smile on his face, he looked angry. He grabbed me by the shoulders and backed me into the nearest wall.
“I heard through the grapevine that you plan on telling head consul and skipping back to Greece.”
I frowned, “What?”
Brutus pushed me in a deserted alleyway. He pulled out a knife and put it to my throat, “Tell the truth.”
My stomach lurched.
“I don’t know what you’re talking about,” I said shakily.
Brutus pressed the knife down against my neck, causing me to bleed, but not kill me.
“Then tell me why Lagarious came to me, telling me that Cicero betrayed us?”
“I don’t know! It could’ve been the other Cicero!” I choked.
“You are a liar! The way you acted last night just proves that you’re going to betray me. Now tell me the truth!”
“I don’t know!” I begged.
My eyes widened as sharp pains entered my gut and slid across my neck, sending burning sensations all over my body. I fell slowly to the ground and watched Brutus leave as I choked on my own blood and trembled. My life didn’t flash before me, I just sank into darkness. I closed my eyes and everything went black. This was the ides of March.