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Cic Ad Att, Thessaloniki, 58 BC 

 

Iam nox stellata and the night breezes blow from the Aegean sea, yet bringing no 

solace. Outside I hear the roar of the leo quarens quem devoret. Only your pleas 

prevent me from offering my own head to his jaws, my Pomponius, for what have I 

left to live for? This is a barbaric land, and its barbarism ravages the last vestiges 

of my shattered mind. 

 

O Rus! Quando te aspiciam! O my beloved Rome! When might I once again grace 

your walls? How fortunate and happy you were through the glorious days of my 

consulship: now in the days of my estrangement, how fallen into infamy and 

degradation. Those that call themselves friends write to me, though nolebant 

consolari. The jealousy of rivals has brought me to this bitter state. 

 

I have letters from dear wife and my darling Tullia, in which they express their 

deep gratitude towards you. My anxieties over my brother add to my torment, but I 

know that you will lend him your support and affection, and protect Terentia and 

my children. 

 

You scold me for my faint-heartedness, but you cannot know the extent of my 

suffering. You say that I might use these barren hours to write, even to view this 

enforced leisure as a gift. But non nobis amicus verus haec otia fecit. It is instead 

an enemy, who gloats amid the ruin he wreaks upon our once noble republic. For 

sorrow has wrought destruction upon my intellect and my ability to write. 

 

Those that read my anguished words may say that the writer was “patientibus 

carus sed clarus inter doctos”. In my wretchedness, such praise is little 

consolation. Time does not soften but only lengthens and increases my agony over 

my current situation and the remembrance of my past life. 

 

Enemies have taken what was mine, Pomponius, but they cannot take my soul. 

Even should the lion return and put an end to my misery, the prophetic lines of my 

own verse shall ring in all their ears: 

 

All men, all writings, all events combined, 

To warn the citizens of freeborn race 

To dread impending wars of civil strife, 

And wicked bloodshed; when the laws should fall 

In one dark rain, trampled and o'erthrown 

 

Write soon, I implore you, not to scold or chide but to console. Guard well your 

own health. 
 


