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                                      Foreword<hr>
       It is with great enthusiasm that I present Memorable Women and their Heroic<hr>
Speeches, a captivating work intertwining history and literature through twenty imaginary speeches pronounced by legendary women from antiquity. Before embarking on this journey, it is crucial to specify that this book is a meticulous transcript of the Illustrious Women or Heroic Harangues by Madeleine de Scudéry and Georges de Scudéry, with authentic portraits of these heroines drawn from Médaille Antiques, in 1642, with the aim to update these speeches while preserving their unique essence.<hr>
       These speeches, once written in old French, have been carefully translated and reformulated so their beauty and eloquence can be appreciated today. The original idea of the authors, as well as the core substance of their thoughts and words, have been scrupulously maintained to guarantee the authenticity of this work.<hr>
       The characters you will encounter in Memorable Women and their Heroic Speeches were indeed real, and the authors made maximum efforts to respect the history and known facts about these remarkable women. Although this book comprises many historical references, it is by no means a narration of authentic events. The speeches presented here are the fruit of the authors' imagination, who endeavored to bring life to emblematic figures and their thoughts, also considering the context that saw them evolve.<hr>
       However, that these speeches are fictional should in no way diminish the quality and scope of the ideas they convey. On the contrary, it is through this fiction that we can explore the deep thoughts and emotions of these exceptional women, thus providing an intimate perspective on their life and times. Their transcendent eloquence and wisdom still touch us today, reminding us that the teachings of the past continue to be relevant and precious.<hr>
       In browsing these pages, I hope you will be transported into a mesmerizing journey through time, where character's rhetoric will guide you towards new ponderings. May these fictitious speeches, now translated and reformulated, provide each reader with a vision and wisdom that will traverse epochs.<hr>
       I wish you an excellent reading and hope that Memorable Women and their Heroic Speeches will inspire you as much as it inspired me in its transcription and modern adaptation.<hr>
<hr>
<hr>
Tom Portal<hr>
<hr>
<hr>
<hr>
<hr>
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                                           Summary<hr>
       Dive into the heart of the ancient era and discover the eloquent wisdom and common sense of legendary women in this captivating book that blends history and literature, bringing to life iconic figures such as Zenobia, Cleopatra, Sappho, Octavia, Sisybambis, Amalasuntha, Berenice, Lucretia, and many others through fictitious speeches.<hr>
      As you journey through these pages, you will be transported into the grand palaces and epic battlefields of Antiquity. These audacious and inspiring women take the floor to voice their thoughts, their passions, their ambitions, and their philosophies that still resonate today.<hr>
       Each speech bears witness to the deep emotions and beliefs of these powerful women, offering an intimate insight into their lives and times. From Zenobia's courage in the face of the Roman Empire to Cleopatra's wisdom amidst political turmoil, through to Sappho's enchanting poetry and Octavia's dignity in the shadow of her brother, these extraordinary women reveal themselves in all their glory. This is a must-read for all lovers of history, literature, and eloquence.                                  Commented [o31]: To be put on the back cover but not in the book.<hr>
<hr>
<hr>
                                    About the authors<hr>
       Madeleine de Scudéry, a prominent French woman of letters of the 17th century, was associated with the Préciosité movement. Known as Sappho at the time, she held a renowned literary salon frequented by influential figures of her day. Préciosité was a late category of 17th-century literary movements, characterized by aristocratic women with worldly behavior and stunning literary ambitions. It reflected the emergence of women in Parisian intellectual circles, advocating for gender equality in access to education and knowledge. She became a central character in certain works, notably in the German detective novel Das Fräulein von Scuderi. A garden in Paris bears her name in memory of her contribution to the literary culture of the period.<hr>
<hr>
<hr>
       Georges de Scudéry was a French writer of the 17th century, elder brother of Madeleine de Scudéry. Born into a noble Provençal family, he was orphaned and almost without fortune at the age of twelve. After serving in the army of the Duke of Savoy and Louis XIII, he devoted himself fully to literature. Scudéry was known for his vanity and presumption, boasting of his military exploits and his nobility. He engaged in literary controversies with writers such as Corneille and displayed great productivity in writing, especially in the theatrical field. He was also a member of the French Academy and wrote prestigious novels, often attributed to his sister Madeleine.<hr>
<hr>
<hr>
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His life was marked by periods of poverty and exile, but he eventually received a royal pension before passing away at the age of 66.<hr>
<hr>
<hr>
<hr>
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                                            Context<hr>
     After Artemisia II reached out to the most talented architects of her time to 
construct the magnificent tombstone of her husband, the Mausoleum of Halicarnassus, which later 
became one of the seven wonders of the world, her love for her dear Mausolus was not yet 
fully satisfied. She brought in Isocrates and Theopompus, true legends from Greece.
She hired these distinguished men to lend their eloquence in favour 
of her deceased husband whose memory they immortalised. To receive this favour, the inconsolable 
woman addressed them in the following manner, after her deep love made her momentarily forget that 
she was standing in front of the celebrated Isocrates.<hr>
<hr>
                                         Artemisia to Isocrates<hr>
<hr>
     It is through you, the orator, that I hope to immortalise Mausolus. It is your 
task to breathe life into all the statues I erect for him. You will 
build him an imperishable tomb, defying time itself, and that will 
forever immortalise Mausolus, Isocrates, and Artemisia. I do not believe that time and chance 
honour gold, marble, precious stones, and the other precious materials I use to 
build this stunning monument. No, I know that these three hundred columns, whose arrangement is 
deliberately observed, whose foundations are strongly anchored, whose decorations are 
magnificent, and where the art surpasses material itself, will one day be pitiful ruins. Not much 
later, there will be nothing left of it. All these bas-reliefs adorning the four sides of this 
tomb will be worn away by the weather, and we will barely be able to distinguish 
some imperfect figures amid the ones we admire today. These obelisks, which 
appear to defy the storm, may be struck by lightning and reduced to ash. These 
smoky pots, these extinguished torches, these armour trophies and all the ornaments that 
architecture can offer will not prevent the destruction of this work. Even if I have 
used all my riches for this tomb and made it, through the expert hands of 
Scopas, Bryaxis, Timotheus, and Leochares, one of the wonders of the world, if nobody 
takes care to preserve its memory in writing, the statues I have erected, the gold, marble, 
precious stones, columns, bas-reliefs, obelisks, 
smokin pots, extinguished torches, and all the architectural ornaments that appear 
in this work will not prevent Mausolus, his tomb, his architects, his sculpturers 
and Artemisia herself from being buried in oblivion. They will be unknown to future 
generations as if they had never existed.<hr>
     Thusly, Isocrates, Theopompus, it is you who must provide a solid foundation for this 
edifice, bring these marbles to life with grand inscriptions, resurrect 
Mausolus, and enable me to live eternally even when I feel my death impending. I do not 
ask you, Isocrates, to praise Helen or Bucephalus as you have done in the past.<hr>
<hr>
                                                 8<hr>
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I offer you a more illustrious and straightforward subject: the qualities of Mausolus and the rightful love of Artemisia are more noble themes than the inhumanity of Bucephalus or the frivolity of Helen. Your eloquence will not have to conceal crimes. All the subterfuges that rhetoric teaches to impose lies and make them plausible will be of no use. Without borrowing anything from the sophists, just write as an orator, philosopher, and historian at once. Eloquence, this rare privilege granted to men by the gods as a ray of their divinity, should only be used to protect innocence or to eternalize integrity. Those who have elevated Persuasion to the rank of a goddess did not intend to subject her to men's whims. They undoubtedly knew that eloquence is a heavenly gift that should never be profaned. The power it holds to excite or soothe the most violent passions, to move the hardest hearts, to persuade the most defiant, to compel the most stubborn to bend to our will, and to prompt us to oppose ourselves by abandoning our own beliefs to follow those of others – all these advantages were not given to us for unjust or illusory use. On the contrary, it is she that the gods chose to show the world the beauty of morals so as to conquer new territories daily. Thanks to her, men who possess eloquence achieve immortality by immortalizing others. Despite the passing of time and life's vicissitudes, she preserves the memory of noble deeds. Despite the fall of kingdoms and empires, she perpetuates the memory of kings and emperors, and even when their ashes no longer lie in their tombs, when their palaces are in ruins, when their most famous cities are deserted, when their statues are toppled and their kingdoms renamed, she continues to show the earth a picture of their values. Yes, centuries after their disappearance, they still live among mankind, they still have friends and subjects, their advice guides our life, we emulate their good qualities, we laud them anew. Envying no longer tarnishes their fame we bestow upon them all the praises they deserve, and so great is the veneration for them that we only visit the places they occupied with a sort of trepidation. And if some old ruins of their buildings endure, we respect them for what Time has not, we look upon them with delight, and prefer them to the magnificence of the modern era; even painters adorn their canvases with these prestigious ruins to perpetuate their memory.

After this, Isocrates, do not be surprised if I ardently desire that your eloquence make an apologetic of my dear husband. I am entirely conscious of the esteem it enjoys throughout Greece and I anticipate with certainty that it will be recognized in the centuries to come. All the writings bearing the name of Isocrates or Theopompus will be revered by time, fortune, and all mankind. They will traverse all nations and all ages without suffering affronts and they will enjoy the same reputation as those they described. It will be a common practice to include them in every library and to only read them with a certain awe. And the more your art will be noble, the more ours will be honored by it.
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it might even be that brilliant characters, through the esteem they harbor for your works,<hr>
cause you to discourse in languages that have not yet been invented, and that, in the<hr>
radiance of your glory, they deem to add something to theirs by publishing them. Speak<br>
therefore, Theopompus, speak therefore, Isocrates, of the values of Mausolus and the love of Artemisia so that<br>
all men might discuss them after you. But do not imagine that there is any <br>
vanity in my request. No, Isocrates, I do not wish for you to seek in my person<br>
or in my life anything to deliver a magnificent praise. I do not want you to recount that I was<br>
born with the crown of Halicarnassus. I do not wish for you to reveal that, despite my female<br>
condition, I mastered the art of ruling. I do not wish for you to impart onto posterity<br>
the extraordinary esteem that the great Xerxes held for me. I do not wish for you to say that<br>
I journeyed to Greece with him. I do not wish for you to declare that I held the foremost<br>
place in his council and that my recommendations were always heeded. I do not wish for<br>
you to speak of the exploits that I accomplished during that war nor of the excessive reward<br>
that the Athenians promised to whoever would deliver me into their hands. I only desire<br>
that you affirm that Artemisia was the queen of Caria because she had married<br>
Mausolus who was its king, that Artemisia never had any other passion than that of loving <br>
her husband perfectly, that after having lost him, she lost the desire to live, and finally that after<br>
this calamity, Artemisia had no other concern than to perpetuate his memory. But after <br>
having said all these things and having praised Mausolus as much as he deserved, after having displayed my<br>
sorrow, or rather my despair as intense as it is, do not forget to teach posterity that after having built the most sumptuous monument ever seen, I could not<br>
find an urn worthy to contain his ashes. The crystal, alabaster and all precious stones<br>
produced by nature did not seem to express my affection enough. It<br>
was not enough to be only magnificent and generous to give him a golden urn<br>
covered with diamonds, but to offer him my heart as an urn, I had to be Artemisia.<br>
       It is here, Isocrates, where I entomb the ashes of my dear lord; it is here,<br>
Theopompus, where I lay these precious relics, eagerly awaiting for his tomb<br>
to be ready to receive this immortality that I have bestowed up him. It is indeed my heart that<br>
should serve as an urn for the ashes of my dear Mausolus. It seems to me that I give them a<br>
new life by placing them in this way, and it also seems to me that they communicate to me this chilling<br>
mortality that I feel. And it is only fair that Mausolus, having always been in my heart while he<br>
was alive, should be there even after his death. If I had placed his ashes in this golden urn fully<br>
covered with jewels, perhaps with time, some unjust conqueror would come<br>
open his tomb, take away the urn, scatter the ashes to the wind and separate the<br>
mine from those of Mausolus. But with the way I proceed, we will be inseparable.<br>
No tyrant can disturb my peace, for none exists capable of pushing me away from my<br>
cherished lord. This, Isocrates, is what you ought to say, this, Theopompus, is what I wish that<br>
<hr>
<hr>
                                                   10<hr>
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you spoke of me. But for my dear husband, forget none of what might bring him glory<hr>
and all that was truly in him. Speak of his formidable fervor towards his enemies, of<hr>
his love for his subjects, and of the respect he inspired in all the neighboring princes. Speak of the <hr>
great qualities of his soul and the graces he had received from nature. Praise his courage <hr>
in war, his gentleness in times of peace, his fairness, and his mercy towards all. Ultimately, envision- <hr>
ing an accomplished prince, and you will have the true portrait of Mausolus. But after <hr>
having said all these things about this illustrious husband, ardently speak of the love he had <hr>
for me and the one I have always had for him. Express this passion as strong, pure, and <hr>
faithful as it was. Disabuse those who believe that crime fuels love and <hr>
think that a legitimate passion can not be as fervent, enduring, and pleasant. Teach them <hr>
that Mausolus and I provide an example that shatters all their experiences and all their <hr>
reasonings, for even if our love was touched by innocence, it was no less <hr>
burning, enduring until death, and infinitely pleasant to us. Therefore, speak admirably of <hr>
this bond that compels two illustrious persons to love forever. But if <hr>
possible, hurry to satisfy me. Use your eloquence to persuade <hr>
all those who work on the tomb of Mausolus to accelerate their work, for mine is <hr>
soon coming to an end. The mere ashes that remain of my beloved Mausolus will soon be <hr>
consumed, and once this is done, I will have nothing more to do in this world. All that is on <hr>
earth can no longer arouse my spirit. I am insensitive to everything except pain. <hr>
The only desire inhabiting my soul is to join my dear Mausolus and to assure that you <hr>
will take care of his glory. Your own gratitude should encourage you, the <hr>
compassion should push you, and if other rewards are permissible to give <hr>
to philosophers besides the mere pleasure of doing good, consider the expenses I incur for the <hr>
construction of this magnificent tomb, and judge that the one who spends so much treasure on silent <hr>
marbles will not be stingy when you speak in the glory of her dear Mausolus. However, <hr>
no matter how eager you are to satisfy me, neither the architects nor you will have finished your <hr>
works as fast as I will finish mine. And if I'm not mistaken, I will die soon enough <hr>
to allow you to illuminate Mausolus' praise with the death of his Artemisia. <hr>
<hr>
<hr>
                                Effect of this discourse <hr>
<hr>
    This virtuous queen obtained what she desired: Isocrates and Theopompe spoke of her <hr>
beloved Mausolus so laudably that some accused them of interested flattery. As for <hr>
her, it was appropriate that she pressed the architects, because this lavish tomb was not< hr>
complete when she was laid to rest in it. Those who had undertaken this miraculous work <hr>
did not fail to complete it. For a long time, it was one of the wonders of the world, and <hr>
<hr>
<hr>
<hr>
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his renown, firmly established, endures in the memory of men, just like that of Mausolus and the famous Artemisia.

Notes
Artemisia II was a queen of Halicarnassus, who died in 351 BC. She was the sister and wife of King Mausolus. Artemisia is noted for her military deeds as a naval strategist and commander, and for mourning her husband by drinking his ashes. She commissioned the Mausoleum of Halicarnassus and oversaw its construction. 
Halicarnassus was an ancient city in Anatolia on the Aegean Sea, in the former province of Caria, currently known as Bodrum, in southwestern Turkey. 
Mausolus was a ruler of Caria under my Achaemenid Persia, a country in southwestern Asia Minor. Upon his death in 353 BC, the Mausoleum of Halicarnassus was built in his honor. 
Caria is a historical region of southwestern Asia Minor, situated between Lycia to the east, Pisidia to the northeast, Lydia to the north, and the Aegean Sea to the southwest. It corresponds to the present-day region of Bodrum in southwestern Turkey. 
The Mausoleum of Halicarnassus is the tomb of Mausolus. It was considered in antiquity as the fifth of the Seven Wonders of the Ancient World. 
Isocrates is one of the ten Athenian orators. He is the founder of a renowned school of rhetoric that shapes many speakers. He wins an eloquence contest that Artemisia organizes upon the death of her husband to make him immortal. 
Theopompus is a Greek historian, politician, and orator. 
Scopas is a famous Greek sculptor and architect. 
Bryaxis is a Greek sculptor probably born in Athens in the first half of the 4th century BC. 
Timotheos of Epidaurus, also known as Timothy, is a Greek sculptor.
Leochares is a Greek sculptor of the second classicism, active from the 360s to the 320s BC. 
Bucephalus is the horse of Alexander the Great, remarkable conqueror of antiquity, and the only man able to tame him. He accompanies him in his conquests in Asia, and participates in the greatest battles. 
Helen is, in Greek mythology, the daughter of Zeus, supreme deity of Greece, and Leda, mortal mistress of Zeus. According to legend, she is the most beautiful woman in the world, surpassed in this respect only by the goddess Aphrodite, goddess of beauty. 
A sophist is originally a speaker and a professor of eloquence in ancient Greece, considered for his culture and mastery of discourse, and a type of man against whom
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Philosophy will partly develop. Nowadays, a sophist is a "person using sophisms, arguments or specious reasoning to deceive or create an illusion". <hr>
       Xerxes I is a high Persian king, a member of the Achaemenid dynasty, who ruled from 486 to 465. He initiated a war to invade Greece, advancing as far as Athens before being repelled.<hr>
<hr>
<hr>
<hr>
<hr>
                        Second speech - Mariamne to Herod<hr>
                                         Mariamne, queen of Judea<hr>
<hr>
<hr>
<hr>
                                                  Context<hr>
       Few are ignorant of Herod's accusation and execution of his wife, but not all know of her plea for her defence. Among the two historians who have spoken of her, one was detached from her time and the other was a flatterer of her husband. Thus, it falls to us to seek the truth between one's ignorance and the other's interests. For my part, I confess I side with Mariamne, be it out of pity or reason. Whether her beauty dazzles me or her innocence illuminates me, I cannot believe that a princess of the glorious and generous blood of the Maccabees tarnished her reputation. I prefer to believe that Herod remained Herod, i.e., unfair and bloodthirsty. Here then is the defence of this beautiful unfortunate, which will carry more weight in her own words than in mine. Listen to her speak and notice in her pride the true character and temperament of Mariamne.<hr>
<hr>
<hr>
                                       Mariamne to Herod<hr>
<hr>
       Today I speak unafraid of death and devoid of a desire for life. Even though I'm sure that fame would do me justice after my disappearance, I defend myself against my accusers and enemies. I regard my last day as the first of my happiness and I steadfastly await the hour of my trial, hoping to unnerve those who persecute me. But since my reputation is as much under attack as my life, it would be cowardly to endure defamation without retaliation. Innocence and glory are so precious that everything should be done to preserve them. So, allow me, lord, if Hyrcan's granddaughter may address you thus, to remind you of who you are and who I am. By comparing my past deeds with the charges against me, you will be prepared to receive the truths I am about to reveal to you. It is certain you have not forgotten that I come from this prestigious lineage that, for centuries, has provided kings to Judea. All my predecessors legitimately held the sceptre you now hold. By the right of their birth, they held<hr>
                                                    13<hr>
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wore the crown that chance has placed upon thy head. Had things followed their usual course,<hr>
instead of being my judge, you would have been among my subjects and I could have rightfully exercised over you <hr>
the power that you usurp from me. <hr>
        However, considering the birth that obliged me to exceptional morality,<hr>
as soon as Hyrcan summoned me to be your wife, knowing the obedience I owed him, without <hr>
taking into account the disparity between us, I accepted you as a husband. You know how I lived <hr>
with you, even though my ideas were utterly opposed to yours. Even if your <hr>
alliance was as honorable as mine was glorious, I could have shown you more <hr>
leniency and demonstrations of love. Since then until the loss of Hyrcan,<hr>
what have I done? What have I said? What have I thought ill of you? Nothing, except that I could not<hr>
rejoice in your victories, as they were bad for my parents. Even though I have a <hr>
heart as vast as my noble birth, I could only ascend to the throne of my <hr>
predecessors in tears, because I did not feel legitimate and just, at least as <hr>
the wife of Herod. But you know that, despite this feeling that both reason and nature gave me,<hr>
I tried at least to hide my sobs from you. Back in those days, I was pushing myself <hr>
to justify you in my mind, and as long as you had ambition without cruelty, I <hr>
would rather approve of you than accuse you. I classified this passion as a flaw of grand natures<hr>
and an infallible mark of a person destined to do great things. How many <hr>
times have I told myself that if fortune had given you legitimate enemies, you would have been <hr>
the greatest prince on earth? How many times have I wished for this large and wonderful <hr>
will that animates you, and this invincible heart that pushes you to undertake everything had led you to <hr>
rule over people whom you could have been the conqueror of instead of the usurper? Alas, !<hr>
If you knew all the wishes I have made for your glory, you would not believe me capable of having <hr>
wanted to set them aside and forget my own. But perhaps it is for this fault that heaven is punishing me? However, I refuse to have regrets, and even though today I am <hr>
in danger of losing my life, I cannot blame myself for having preserved your glory through my <hr>
advice when, against all appearances, you wanted to trust the traitor Barzapharnès. I do not <hr>
blame you for this trust, I simply remind you of it to show that I have always done <hr>
everything I was supposed to do. Since then, I admit I have not always lived this way. I <hr>
no longer hide my tears, I no longer stifle my voice. I have wept, I have screamed, I have voiced my <hr>
grief and my regrets. But what less could the granddaughter of Hyrcan do, who had just <hr>
perished by your command and your cruelty? What less could the sister of Aristobulus do, <hr>
whom your inhumanity had put to death to consolidate the scepter in your hands? No, patience <hr>
would have been criminal then. I was undoubtedly destined for the throne, but I did not want <hr>
to ascend to it, as I could only do so by stepping over the bodies of my grandfather and <hr>
my brother. This throne was stained with their blood, I had to at least wash it with my tears <hr>
since it was not allowed for the blood of their executioners to be spilled. Alas! When I <hr>
<hr>
<hr>
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I remember that act worthy of compassion, seeing that successor of many kings, that venerable old man, receiving death from one who once knew his warm welcome, I shudder with horror, and can not turn my thoughts away, except when the image of an inanimate Aristobulus presents itself to my eyes. What had this wretched young man done to deserve his punishment? He was young, wise, kind-hearted without reservation, his biggest shortcoming was probably that he resembled me. Alas! This defect should have been advantageous to him on this occasion: for if it were true, that you had for me that passionate love which you have always tried to persuade me of, then even if Aristobulus had not been my brother, even if he had been guilty, you should always respect my image through him. The resemblance to the loved one should soften the cruelest and make them alter their plan. But why do I address myself thus to the one who wishes me harm and who, in addition to toppling the throne of my forebears, had my grandfather murdered, my brother drowned, my entire family destroyed? Now he seeks to impugn my honor by wrongfully accusing me of three crimes of which I am incapable of even contemplating. It is alleged that I sent my portrait to Antony, that I had a special relationship with Joseph, and that I conspired against your life. Is it conceivable that Mariamne should have to answer such charges? Is it not enough simply to say that if I am framed, then I am innocent? No, I perceive that despite my station and my morality, I must prepare myself to be unjustly condemned. Although I am from a prestigious lineage and therefore owe an account of my actions to God alone, yet I must justify them to you, who are my accusers, my enemies, and my judges. 

You then are asserting that I sent my portrait to Antony, someone whom I do not know and who has never seen me. Yet, without offering any details about it, other than he was in Egypt at the time, you would still wish this accusation be considered the absolute truth. But tell me, who is the painter who produced it? Who handed it over? Who are the persons to whom Antony showed it? Where are the letters that he wrote me to express his gratitude for such a gift? For it bears no reason to believe he would have received such a remarkable proof of my affection without expressing his gratitude. The heart of Mariamne is not so unglorious a conquest that there could be kings on earth who would not feel flattered to have achieved it. Yet, there is no trace of the gifts that Antony would have brought to win or retain me. Frankly, on this occasion I would have forgotten not just my own honor but also all my senses if I had contemplated the crime of which I am accused. For, if it were at the time when you were doing all you could for him, sending him all your jewels and opposing the Roman Empire on his behalf, my choice would have been unwise indeed; and it would have been impossible for me to believe that Antony, who prided himself on his generosity, would betray a man to whom he was so indebted for someone unknown to him. And if it were since you were no longer allied due to the machinations of Cleopatra, that accusation holds even less credibility. I would have been very rash indeed to arm my enemy myself, for at that time, your interests were still mine as well. And then what credibility would have...
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have taken this action? At a time when the whole world was filled with love for Antony and Cleopatra,<hr>
would I have sent my picture to Antony? Has Rome found the antidote to cure him of the<hr>
charms of that Egyptian woman? Does the Empire need this remedy or did I just want to<hr>
expose myself to the pride of this unfortunate princess whose jealousy would surely have burst<hr>
open? No, Herod, none of this happened. Mariamne’s innocence is so<hR>
great that even her enemies can’t assign her any real crimes. And then you know..<hr>
very well that what is called my beauty has never made me vain. I have always been more<hr>
concerned with being deserving than beautiful. However, I don't deny the existence of a portrayal of<hr>
Mariamne circulating among all the princes of the earth and perhaps to be preserved for a long time.<hr>
      Yes, Herod, there is an immaterial image of Mariamne that travels the world, which<hR>
wins innocent conquests and without its consent, draws you secret enemies.<hr>
Her noble birth, her morals, her patience and your cruelty are the only colors used in<br/>
this portrait and blood to flow from my body will certainly make it<br/>
admirable for posterity. But to answer the second charge that is made against me,<br/>
even though it is false and does not manage to make me change my tone despite my confusion of being<hr>
forced to speak about such a thing, I would also say that thanks to heaven, I have no other<hR>
accuser but you. Now, you were in Laodicea during the alleged time of this crime, you are therefore<br/>
unable to testify about my actions. I am well assured that your eyes and your ears cannot<br/>
report anything against my innocence. And even though your court is composed solely<br/>
of your slaves or my enemies, I'm sure that even your sister Salome, who hates me because of <hr>
jealousy and state interest, and who observes with extraordinary care each of my words<br/>
and actions, would not dare to affirm having heard a single word or noticed a single one of<br/>
my looks that could question the modesty of Mariamne. It's not that I'm unaware<br/>
that your sister can tell a lie, but what gives me this boldness is that I know that<br/>
I have even more caution than she has of malice. And yet, it is enough to open the eyes to see<br/>
that the charges brought against me are a pretext to ruin me. You accuse me<br/>
of having had an affair with Joseph. Even if I had been capable of such a crime, would I have chosen<br/>
Salome’s husband, my worst enemy and Herod's confidante? She was complicit in all<br/>
mischief, she was Mariamne's jailer. Nevertheless, you dare to pretend that she should have<br/>
killed me to obey your orders. Heaven, how could I believe in such a love? Herod, you<br/>
said goodbye to me in tears, you looked at me with eyes full of affection, and yet you<br/>
would have planned my death? If you were capable, you can now pretend to believe me<br/>
guilty to make me die innocent. And don’t tell me that this order was the result of the<br/>
strong passion you had for me. The death of the loved one can never be a<br/>
proof of affection. Hatred and love do not lead to the same actions, they can sometimes <hr>
reign successively in a heart, but never simultaneously. Any man who loves <hr>
<hr>
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Truly, one cannot live without the beloved, yet can indeed die without them,<hr>
and their loss could never be a pleasant thought. They should harbour regret for parting from them,<hr>
and not regret that they did not die with them. But your manner of loving is quite singular,<hr>
and your inclinations naturally so cruel that poison and daggers are the finest gifts<hr>
one could ever receive from you when you wish to show your friendship.<hr>
Tell me, how can you reconcile all these things? Knowing that the heavens watch over me,<hr>
I am convinced that if I were to die, it would be arranged in such a way that your injustice<hr>
and my innocence would be clearly revealed.<hr>
       You say that I have sent my portrait to Antony and thus carried on an affair with him. And<hr>
at the same time, you accuse me of having another relationship with Joseph, because you assert<hr>
that I entrusted him with your deepest secret, by revealing your murderous intentions<hr>
against me. It is impossible that I ever gave myself entirely to him as a reward for such<hr>
information. Think well, Herod, what you say. Could Antony and Joseph<hr>
have coexisted within my heart? Were they rivals of equal stature and merit?<hr>
And could this Mariamne, whose birth is so high and illustrious, whose soul is so noble and glorious<hr>
that some see this proud nobility as a defect rather than a virtue, have fallen for two such different men,<hr>
the only common ground being they would have indeed failed to touch her heart had they tried?<hr>
My conquest is not as easy as you seem to think, and I am startled that you who has<hr>
never attempted it, imagines it to be so straightforward for others. I admit Joseph told me<hr>
of your ill intentions against me, but I did not believe him. At first, I thought it a wickedness of Salome,<hr>
who wished to instigate a confrontation between us, plotting my downfall.<hr>
She thought that my death would hurt me more than that of Hyrcan and my brother. What made me doubt more<
hr> was that Joseph tried to convince me that I should thank you<hr>
for this extreme show of your love for me. Moreover, he only revealed this plot to me<hr>
upon your return, and he did it in the presence of my mother and all my women, not making it a secret.<hr>
I must confess that while I was prepared for everything from you, I doubted the truth of Joseph's words.<hr>
I believed, as the father of our children, you would not be capable of such cruelty. I did not pass any<br>
judgement in my mind and waited for your return.<hr>
I welcomed you with the same sadness I've always had since the loss of Hyrcan and Aristobulus,<hr>
without laying any extra blame on you. Observing your actions, I must admit, I still doubted the<hr>
truth of Joseph's words. Salome's malice augmented these suspicions, and when I brought it up to you,<hr>
it was more to clarify the situation than to accuse you. For if it were true that I had any special affection for Joseph, and<br>
that I had taken what he disclosed as pure truth and evidence of his compassion for me, I would rather have died than reveal it,<br>
and the unfortunate one would still live.<hr>
<hr>
<hr>
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Here however are all the testimonies of kindness that I have granted to him: no one<hr>
claims that we had a special relationship, no one says that he often visited my room, and finally, I did nothing more for him than his most cruel enemy would have done had she been in the same situation. Certainly, I would have poorly rewarded him had I acted in such a way. You also affirm that hatred and revenge pushed me to gratify Joseph after knowing your intent. But know this, great souls take others as examples and do not make the same mistakes. The crimes of others inspire in them such horror that they are never more firmly attached to good than when they witness evil. And for my part, I believe that I would have been less innocent had you been less unjust.<hr>
Finally, if Mariamne, descended from so many kings, had wanted to give her affection to someone, it would not have been to Salome's husband or to Herod's favourite. And if she had been able to punish the crimes of others, she would not have caused the death of the one she would have thought to preserve.<hr>
You know all too well my astonishment when, after my discourse, I understood from your response that it was true. I was so surprised that I almost lost my ability to speak. However, I did not anticipate the accusation weighing on me today. The mere knowledge of your crime and the innocence of Joseph, whom I exposed to your cruelty, are the cause of all my pain.<hr>
Since then, Salome, taking advantage of this occasion to make me disappear, as she has been plotting for a long time, no doubt convinced you that I wanted to have you murdered.<hr>
      And here is the only crime for which a witness stands against me. But he is here more to justify than to convince. How much credibility can be given to the fact that, for a project of such magnitude, I would have confided in a man of such low condition? Have I the habit of conversing with people like this? How did he come to be in my apartment? Is he from my family or a relative of one of my officers? Where did I speak with him? How did I bribe him to denounce the jewels I gave him, to exhibit the money he received for such a grand project? For it is unreasonable to think that he would have risked his life on a mere hope. This witness, or rather this unknown man, may answer that, having no intention of carrying out this action and instead wanting to warn you, he did not consider a reward. But I reply to this imposter that in order not to give me any reason to suspect him, he should have accepted everything I offered him as proof of my conspiracy. But not even having mentioned it and being unable to show it, for no payment exists, this is a compelling and overwhelming indication of his lie. Indeed, money can motivate mercenaries and weak souls to do evil deeds, while dignified and admirable people find their motivation from dreams and hopes. Mercenaries need to be attracted by the sight of a certain reward, otherwise such a person is worthless. Your reign should have given you many examples to prove what I say. If it is true that no ties can be proved between myself, my kin, and this man, it is not the same for Salome, your sister and my enemy. I<hr>
<hr>
<hr>
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women have long warned me that contrary to the custom and level of politeness currently in force, he often visited her, even in her private study. However, as I could never lower myself to paying attention to such matters, and due to an excess of kindness, I do not easily suspect others, I listened to these words without crediting them. But if you wish to force them to summarize the countless discussions they have had together, I assure you that you will find no precise answers. And then, where would I have gotten poison from? Who would have made it? Where would I have brought it from? And why, if I had this intention, would I have involved this man? Would it not have been easier, during the many meetings where we ate together, to poison you with my own hand, without confiding in anyone? Why would I not have tried this as soon as you returned from Laodicea, just as they claim I did after your return from Rhodes, since Joseph then revealed your cruel intentions? In conclusion, Herod, all these things are implausible, and even the least intelligent spirit can see that if I was not from the kings of Judaea, if I was not temperate, I would not have all these enemies. But, I need to be surrounded by my enemies, because if I was not destined to be in danger, I would not have sent my portrait to Antony, I would not have conspired with Joseph, I would not have sought to harm you, and my own safety would thus be guaranteed. But because her blood is too prestigious and her soul too pure to tolerate the plots and cowardliness of her enemies, Mariamne must die, she must perish, and she must be sacrificed for the hatred of her persecutors. They wish it so, and I have resigned myself to it. 

Do not think, unjust and cruel Herod, that I speak with the intention of making you relent. I am trying to preserve my reputation, not touch your heart. For, as I said at the beginning of my speech, it is neither the fear of death nor the desire for life that cause me to speak out at length today. The former would only cause me to lose my crown, and the latter would bring me only torment. It's not because I hope to escape the danger in which I am that I decided to justify myself. I know that my death sentence is signed, my executioners are ready to behead me and my grave is already open to receive me. But what urged me to act thus is that all who hear me might enlighten the world that even my enemies, despite all their scheming, were unable to tarnish my integrity or find a plausible pretext to condemn me. If I achieve this service from those who are listening to me, I will die almost painless. And I will say, utterly without regret, to my beloved children whom I leave you to be exiled from their father's house, for I do not doubt, however honourable they may be, that they will attract as much hatred from you as I did. The complaints they will make about my death will constitute crimes against you: you will believe that they want your life while mourning the loss of mine. Alas, I already see them maltreated by that slave who was your first wife, I see them subjected to the violent humour of your son Antipater, to the slander of Salome, to the outrages of Pheroras, and to your own cruelty. And perhaps the same executioners who will make me perish will make my dear children perish as well. 
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they will loose their blood in death, or rather finish giving up that of my lineage. I already see you, unjust and cruel, at the end of so many murders. But do not hope to enjoy peacefully the fruit of so many woeful victories. You seek a rest you will not find. You will be your own accuser, your judge and your executioner. The shadows of so many kings from whom I descend and whom you insult in my person will surround you on all sides. Those of the base Hyrcan and of young Aristobulus will trouble you all your life. You will always see yourself covered in the blood of your children, and the image of Mariamne pursued by the executioners who await her will always follow you step by step. You will always see her, whether in vigil or in sleep, who will reproach you for your death. You will have in your heart regret, shame, confusion and despair. You will wish for the death you give to others and your crimes will then appear to you as great and genuine as they are, but you may have the misfortune to regret them without improving. And I do not doubt that after having violated all divine and human rights, they will be violated for you. Yes, I already see your eldest child, for mine will never be capable, want to give you that poison wrongly accused of me. I see all your ministers become your cruellest enemies. Salome, Pheroras and Antipater will be the most eager to harm you. I see you hated by all the people, detested by all the princes, execrated by future generations. And perhaps you will feel yourself frightful, maybe after having spilled all the blood of your race, despair will put a dagger in your hand to relieve the world of a dangerous enemy. But perhaps you will not be able to end it when you wish, and will you have the misfortune to suffer the torments that await you in the other world. Here is, disloyal and cruel Herod, the prediction that the unhappy Mariamne gives you unjustly dying, who, in this last day, looks at you more as her tyrant, rather than as her king or her husband.

                                      Effect of this Speech

This woman obtained all that she wanted from her husband and posterity: her husband gave her death and posterity has preserved her fame. I would feel very proud if, after so many centuries, I could still contribute in some way to her memory.

                                              Notes

Mariamne the Hasmonean or Mariamne I is a Hasmonean princess, wife of Herod the Great, executed in 29 BC at his order.

Herod I or Herod the Great is part of the Hasmonean dynasty thanks to his wife Mariamne. King of Judea, he is known for his cruelty and violent way of ruling.
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The Hasmoneans are a dynasty that came to power in Judea during the revolt of the Maccabees.<hr>
       The Maccabees were a Jewish family, supported by a section of the Hellenized Jewish elite, who led resistance against the policy of Hellenization practiced by the Seleucids in the 2nd century BC. They founded the dynasty of the Hasmoneans.<hr>
       Judea is the historical and biblical name for a mountainous region extending today from southern Israel to part of the West Bank. Its name comes from the Tribe of Judah, whose territory it constituted.<hr>
       Hyrcanus II or John Hyrcanus II was a high priest of the temple of Jerusalem and a king belonging to the Hasmonean dynasty. He played a role in the seizure of control of the kingdom of Judea by the Romans in 63 BC, and later enabled Herod the Great to become king in 37 BC. The latter executed him a few years later.<hr>
       Barzapharnes was a Parthian general, a people settled in the northeast region of Iran, in the second half of the 1st century BC. He assisted Antigonus II Mattathias in seizing the throne of Judea. Through cunning, Barzapharnes imprisoned Hyrcanus II. According to the writings, Herod fled with his family before becoming a prisoner of the Parthians.<hr>
       The Parthians are a people related to the Iranians who, after wandering in Scythia, settled in Parthia in the 1st millennium BC, where they constituted a warrior aristocracy.<hr>
       Aristobulus III or Jonathan Aristobulus, known in the Hebrew tradition under the name of Jonathan, born in 53 and died in 35 BC in Jericho, is the last representative and high priest of the Hasmonean dynasty. Appointed to the high priesthood of the temple of Jerusalem at seventeen, his popularity leads to his assassination by his brother-in-law, King Herod the Great.<hr>
       Mark Antony was a Roman politician and military man. He appointed Herod governor after his coronation, which made Herod a ruler of one of the four parts of Judea. Complaints were raised against Herod, but the latter justified himself only by pouring a large sum of money onto Mark Antony, who accepted without question.<hr>
       Cleopatra VII Philopator, later Thea Neotera, was a queen of ancient Egypt of the Ptolemaic dynasty born around 69 BC and died on August 12, 30 BC. She is the last wife of Mark Antony who turns away from the Roman Empire to live with her.<hr>
       Laodicea was the capital of Phrygia, a western region in Asia Minor, separated from the Aegean Sea by Lydia. Its ruins can be found in Turkey.<hr>
       Salome was the sister of Herod the Great. Enjoying her brother Herod's full trust, she played a major role in the decisions that devastated her brother's court. Through her denunciations, she was responsible for the execution of many high-ranking individuals, including members of the Hasmonean dynasty.<hr>
<hr>
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Joseph is a noble Idumean, a people settled southeast of the Dead Sea. He is the brother of Antipater, the governor of Judea, and the uncle of Herod the Great. He marries his niece Salomé, the sister of the future king Herod the Great. Salomé accuses Mariamne the Hasmonean, Herod's wife, of having improper relationships with her husband Joseph in 29 BC. Indeed, she reproaches Mariamne, who hails from the Hasmonean dynasty, for looking down on her because of her family's humble origins. Herod orders Joseph's execution.<hr>
Rhodes is a Greek island near Turkey and is a significant stopover between Greece and Egypt. It is notably famous for its Colossus, one of the seven wonders of the ancient world.<hr>
Herod Antipater is the firstborn son of Herod the Great and Doris, Herod’s first wife.<hr>
Pheroras is a prince of Judea, brother of Herod the Great.<hr>
<hr>
<hr>
                Third Speech – Cleopatra to Marc Antony<hr>
                            Cleopatra, Queen of Egypt<hr>
<hr>
<hr>
                                      Contextual Background<hr>
          After the defeat at the battle of Actium, provoked by Cleopatra's flight and followed by Antony's, he suspected her of treason and demonstrated his anger towards her. But this beautiful and astute Egyptian, wishing to erase this negative impression, gave this speech to justify her innocence. I base at least on historical conjectures for the words that I attribute to this queen, and here is what she might have said in this given circumstance, to this infuriated lover.<hr>
<hr>
<hr>
<hr>
<hr>
                                  Cleopatra to Marc Antony<hr>
<hr>
          So it is true that Antony could have suspected me of betraying and conspiring against him. He might have believed that it was my intention to seize the crown from him, that victory might slip through his fingers, letting treason ring out. If this is the case, and if through my words, I am unable to convince him otherwise about my loyalty, then I wish no more to live, death is my only desire. No, Antony, if I am dead in your heart, I wish no longer to live in this world, and maybe my loss will show you that I did not seek your downfall. But tell me, by what means, through what generous acts, or what expectations could Octavius have corrupted my loyalty? It cannot have been a new passion that has captured my heart, as we are complete strangers to each other. Neither could it have been through gifts, for what<hr>
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Could I have obtained anything from him that I haven't already received from you, who has offered me entire kingdoms, and has made me rule over most of Asia? But even if it were true that I could have resigned myself to abandon you to follow his camp, what security could I have found in his words? Where are the offerings he sent me to secure our treaty? Where are the territories he returned to me? What, Antony, could I have trusted in Octavian's word? He who has publicly declared war on me in Rome, and who knows me more under the name of this famous Egyptian, more renowned for her enchantments than for her beauty, than as Cleopatra. What, Antony, could I have trusted him? Would I have chained myself? Would Cleopatra have tied her own hands to the triumphal chariot of her enemy and Antony's enemy? Would she have betrayed a man who has himself betrayed his own nation out of love for her by unprecedented recklessness and ingratitude? A man who became the enemy of his country out of love for her? A man who renounced Octavian's sister rather than abandon her? A man who shared his power with her? A man who preferred his own interests to those of the Roman Empire? A man who offered her his heart without reserve? Ah! No, Antony, all of this is unlikely. 
    It is enough to see all that I have done for you to believe in my innocence. But if I can add another reason, I would say that just like we don’t easily forget the favors received from others, we don't like to lose those we have given. And we rarely want to erase the good services we have rendered to someone with insults. So, reflect on whether it's possible that after having done for you all that I have done, I wish myself to dissipate this memory from your soul and willingly sow hatred in a heart for which I have made so many vows and which I have taken so great care of. Because, if you recall, my dear Antony, you were more my conquest than I was yours. Fame had already given me a portrait of you which, inspiring admiration in me, pushed me to triumph over the conqueror of all others by triumphing over you. My eyes have won honorable victories, and among their captives, they can count Caesars and demigods whose charm I did not, however, trust. My beauty was doubtful on that occasion, I believed it too weak to conquer you. And since you were the most magnificent of men, I wanted love to enter your heart through wonder, and the day of his capture to look more like a day of victory than a day of combat. So, I wanted to dazzle you with the beauty of my weapons. Because, if you recall, my dear Antony, the first day I saw you, I appeared on a ship with a golden stern, purple sails, and silver oars. They followed the sound of various instruments playing together. I was under a gold-woven pavilion, and as I knew your lineage was divine, descended from Hercules, I had, as you know, an attire similar to the one offered to Venus. All my women were beautifully dressed as nymphs, and a hundred angels around me owed their presence to my desire to conquer you. So finally, my dear Antony, this small army was made only for you. So, it wasn't the fruit of chance.
  
<hr>
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by chance that you were seduced. I did everything in my power for this to happen, and I didn't<hr>
forget anything of what beauty, wit, skill, and magnificence can do on this day. I know well that<hr>
it's reckless to reveal all these things in a time so distant from the beautiful days of yore, but this<hr>
day was so glorious for me that I can't ever forget the memory. And, speaking reasonably, this<hr>
memory is not useless for my defence. How could anyone think that I wanted to lose my conquest?<hr>
This is a sentiment that has never come to the mind of any conqueror. Alexander would doubtless<hr>
have preferred losing Macedonia to losing Persia. The kingdom of Macedonia belonged to his ancestors,<hr>
but Persia was truly his, for he himself had conquered it. And for the same reason, I would<hr>
lose myself before losing you. You know also that I was not a harsh conqueror. The chains I gave<hr>
you were not heavy, my laws were not harsh, and the way I enforced them would have made the<hr>
identification of the conqueror and the conquered difficult. Since then, what have I done to make<hr>
myself appear suspicious? It's true that I've forgotten my own glory, but it was out of love for you.<hr>
Yes, I endured being insulted in Rome, and although the pride of your nation, which treats all<hr>
foreign women as barbarians and all queens as slaves, prevented me from being your wife, the<hr>
affection that I carry for you was so strong that I never stopped being yours. Yes, Antony, I loved<hr>
you more than my honor and more than my life. I believed that it was just to love a man worthy<hr>
of being amongst the Gods, and that the passion that burned in my soul had such a distinguished<hr>
cause that it could justify my sentiments. Thus, without considering the misfortunes that were<hr>
destined for me, I loved you consistently since the day I first promised it.<hr>
       Judge then after this if I could betray you, or to be more precise, if I could betray myself.<hr>
It's true that I fled, but if I fled, it was only out of love for you. I abandoned victory to save your<hr>
life, for you’re dearer to me than your glory or mine. I see that this speech astonishes and surprises<hr>
you, but let me tell you in what state my soul was when, in the middle of the battle, I saw you covered<hr>
with blood and flames. The death that I saw everywhere made me fear yours. All the spears of the<hr>
enemy seemed to be aiming only at you. And in the way my imagination depicted the situation,<hr>
I thought that all of Octavius' army wanted to strike down Antony alone. More than once, I thought<hr>
I saw you being dragged by force into the enemy ships or falling dead at their feet. And although<hr>
those around me assured me that my eyes were deceiving me and that victory was still unsure,<hr>
what could I say at that dreadful moment? What pain was I feeling! My dear Antony, if only you knew<hr>
what agony a soul is in when it sees the one it loves dance with death every instant, you would think<hr>
it the most dreadful torture that one could ever endure. My heart took every blow struck at you,<hr>
I was captive every time I thought you were, and death itself is nowhere near as harsh as what<hr>
I was feeling at that moment. In this pitiful state, I was finding no remedy.<hr>
<hr>
<hr>
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To my sorrow, and my imagination, growing ever more cunning in its persecution of me, having<hr>
first convinced me that all our enemies sought your death, it next persuaded me that they sought<hr>
to preserve your life only to take control of your freedom. This first sentiment may have provided<hr>
me with brief respite, but the moment the image of Octavius’s victory presented itself, I<br>
plunged back into despair. I knew you would not flee before a conqueror, but I still believed<hr>
that to evade this captivity, you would resort to death, and in any way it might occur, I would<br>
still find myself wretched. I pondered on the choice of poison I would use to follow you, and<br>
no other option crossed my mind. Over twenty times, I considered throwing myself in the sea<br>
to end my pain. Yet, since I couldn’t die without leaving you, I couldn’t carry through with my decision.<br> 
However, suddenly considering the profound devotion you had always shown me, I thought<br>
that if you saw me abandon the battlefield, you would do the same and in this I had found a<hr>
means to preserve your life and freedom. After all, with this choice made, I told myself that<br>
Octavius sought victory far less than he did Antony's life or liberty and if he had neither, I<br>
would be comforted in our loss of the battle.<hr>
        Finally, my dear Antony, I did as my affection and despair advised me to, and you did<br>
what I expected from your love. Barely had I seen that you were leaving your ship to board a<hr>
galley with the intention of following me, my heart filled with joy. It seemed to me that I was<br>
the victor of the battle since I secured your life and your liberty, and imagining that Octavius<br>
would trade his position with mine, I almost found solace from all my misfortunes. But what<br>
brought me the most satisfaction on that painful day, was seeing that Antony would prefer me<br>
over the desire to vanquish his enemies, that he would choose an unfortunate flight over a<br>
possible victory, and that in the end, the Roman Empire meant less to him than Cleopatra.<hr> 
This thought is so sweet that even if our flight places us amongst the defeated, I cannot apologise for it. And the way things have transpired, the Battle of Actium<br>
will not bring the same glory to Octavius as it brings me. He has defeated soldiers bereft of<br>
their leader, but I have seen the most valiant of all the heroes drop his weapons to follow me.<hr>
        Now, to finalise my defence, remember this, my dear Antony, as soon as you detached<br>
yourself from your ships, I hoisted a banner on my ship's stern to signal to you where you could<br>
find me. Judge if this action is criminal, for if I intended to part ways with you, it would have<br>
been easy not to alert you since I had sixty sails and you had but a single galley. If I had<br>
betrayed you, it would've been simple to hand you over to Octavius thereby truly delivering<br>
him the victory. If I ever tried to align myself with the enemy, if the path I took could be in any<br>
way dubious, then your suspicions would be legitimate. However, contrary to this, my flight<br>
was simply the result of my despair and love. You ought to blame the circumstances, not<br>
accuse me. <hr>
<hr>
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Moreover, do not imagine that this victory is very glorious for Octavius, or that your retreat is disgraceful. You did not flee your enemies but followed me. Your soldiers were defeated by Octavius, but you were only defeated by love. If this battle was the first you had fought, your valor could be questioned. But your martial prowess is so universally known that no one can ignore it. There is hardly any people who are ignorant of the bravery you demonstrated in your youth, and indeed, you must have had much of it since the great Julius Caesar chose you to command the left flank of his army during that famous Battle of Pharsalus, a pivotal day for the conquest of the Roman Empire. Moreover, Octavius knows well enough that you master the art of fighting and winning. The battle you won against Cassius leaves him no room for doubt, let alone the victory you achieved over Brutus. For on that occasion, it can be said that you defeated Octavius' victors. As you know, he had lost the battle a few days earlier and fled cowardly before those whom you destroyed shortly thereafter. But his abandonment has nothing to do with yours, as love drove your flight while fear instigated his.

       So, you see, my dear Antony, you are defeated without shame and your enemy has won the victory without glory. And our situation is not yet desperate. You have a powerful army near Actium, not yet under Octavius' control. My realms still have men, money, and strongholds. I want all my subjects to fight to the last drop of their blood to protect yours and your freedom. Ultimately, even when fate unjustly strips you of all the crowns you deserve, and your values are forcibly torn from you, know that I will love you just as much. No, my dear Antony, even if chance and misfortune reduce us to living in a thatched cottage, in a place isolated from the society of men, I will have the same respect for you as I had in those blissful times when you ruled kingdoms and had twenty-two kings at your heels. Therefore, do not fear that misfortune will frighten me. There is only one misfortune that I could not endure with you and I know you would not tolerate it either. Yes, I, Cleopatra, can live in exile with Antony without complaining. I can give up all the grandeurs of royalty and still desire to live. But slavery, that is something I cannot tolerate, and I know you cannot either. So be assured that far from dealing with Octavius, I pledge my word to die rather than entrust him with my fate and allow him to enslave me. No, Antony, I shall never wear chains, and if fortune leads me to a point where I have no alternative but Rome or death, the end of my life will justify your love for me and my innocence. But before we come to this ultimate solution, let us do everything in our power to resist our enemies. Preserve life as long as possible, without shame, for in the end, it will only be precious to us as long as our love is perfect. It seems to me that I read in your eyes that my speech has not been in vain. They tell me that your heart apologizes for unjustly suspecting me, that it sees my 
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as pure as her innocence is, and that his love for me is so strong that he continues to love<hr>
the person who snatched victory from his hands. For my part, you will always be my most intense<hr>
and latest passion. I confess that at a time when I did not know you, the greatness of<hr>
Julius Caesar touched my heart, and I could not help but love a man who, in<hr>
the whole world, was considered the first of mortals. A man whom you once deemed worthy<hr>
of the Roman Empire since it was you who first honoured him by placing a<hr>
diadem on his head in the midst of Rome, and it is you who, after his death, contributed to his memory<hr>
by the beautifully powerful speech you delivered before the Roman people, driving out Brutus<hr>
and Cassius, setting their palaces ablaze and showcasing your bravery and friendship. But ever since<hr>
I saw you, I can assure you that you have perfectly reigned in my soul, and that you will always reign<hr>
there.<hr>

The Roman Empire is an empire that fate has not granted you, and although it is not<hr>

under your control, it will always belong to you. This injustice may overturn all kingdoms<hr>
and empires, but it will never alter my heart. Anything that has the power to destroy<hr>
the strongest affections will only serve to strengthen mine. And to prove to you that I know<hr>
how to love better than you, without suspecting your friendship of any weakness, I believe that as<hr>
long as I remain the cause of all your misfortunes, I will always be the source of your happiness.<hr>
Without ever regretting having loved me, you will always let me reign in your soul, just<hr>
like you reign in mine. So let's go, Antony, let's go to Alexandria and make our final<hr>
efforts to conquer those who have conquered us. There we may still find<hr>
something to repel the insolence of our enemies. But if the time comes when the heavens decide our<hr>
downfall, when fate continues to persecute us, when hope is entirely denied us, when all<hr>
your friends abandon you, when all my subjects betray me and align with the stronger side, if<hr>
all these things happen to us, we will certainly find my tomb in Alexandria where<hr>
we will have the privilege of leaving our ashes together. We need to announce our death to avoid<hr>
servitude, and thus we will snatch the most precious fruit of their victory and even conquer<hr>
Octavius.<hr>
<hr>
<hr>
                                                Effect of this speech<hr>
<hr>
       Those who are in love easily believe what pleases them,<hr>
and the voice of this magnificent creature of the Nile did not fail to draw Antony's soul to the<hr>
point where he agreed with her. He had not followed Cleopatra to abandon her later. His anger<hr>
was as much the result of his love as of his fleeing, and it was as easy for him to calm down as to<hr>
flee. He therefore believed whatever she wished to say, apologized for doubting her fidelity, and did not<hr>
regret losing the Roman Empire to preserve Cleopatra. He followed her to Alexandria.<hr>
<hr>
<hr>
<hr>
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where they were no happier. And of all the things she had promised him, Cleopatra could only give Antony half of her tomb.<hr>
<hr>
<hr>
                                                      Notes<hr>
<hr>
        Cleopatra VII Philopator, later Thea Neoera, was an ancient Egyptian queen of the Lagid dynasty born around 69 BC and died on 12th August 30 BC.<hr>
        Mark Antony was a Roman statesman and military man. After fighting alongside Julius Caesar for a long time, he was destined to take his place in power. However, he renounced and broke all ties with Rome to settle in Egypt.<hr>
        The Battle of Actium was a large naval battle that took place on September 2nd of the year 31 BC, within the context of the last civil war of the Roman Republic, following the assassination of Julius Caesar. It occurred near Actium, on the western coast of Greece, in the Ambracian Gulf, north of the island of Leucas.<hr>
        Octavian, also known in history as Augustus, was the first Roman emperor, from January 16th, 27 BC to August 19th, 14 AD. He seized power upon the departure of Marc Antony.<hr>
        Hercules, originally called Alcides, son of Zeus, father of Greek gods, and Alcmene, a mortal woman, is one of the most revered heroes of ancient Greece. He is notably known for his strength and courage.<hr>
        Venus is the goddess of love, seduction, and feminine beauty in Roman mythology. She was assimilated quite early to the Greek goddess Aphrodite. She is most often represented naked.<hr>
        Alexander the Great, born July 21st, 356 BC in Pella, the capital of Macedonia, and died June 11th, 323 BC in Babylon, was a king of Macedonia, a state to the north of Greece, and one of the most famous figures of antiquity for his conquests and victories.<hr>
        The Battle of Pharsalus was a confrontation taking place in Thessaly, a region to the south of Mount Olympus, in early summer 48 BC, during the Roman civil war. It opposed Caesar's troops to those of Pompey. By winning this battle with greatly outnumbered troops, Julius Caesar took a decisive advantage over the opposing camp.<hr>
        Cassius was a general and statesman during the late Roman Empire era. He notably partook in the assassination of Julius Caesar and fled to Syria after facing Marc Antony.<hr>
        Brutus was a Roman senator, lawyer and philosopher, son of Julius Caesar. He participated in his assassination. He was subsequently pursued by Marc Antony.<hr>
<hr>
<hr>
<hr>
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Fourth Oration - Sisygambis to Alexander<hr>
                                         Context<hr>
                           Sisygambis, mother of Darius<hr>
      Following the conquest of India, Alexander the Great married Stateira, one of the daughters of Darius. It was at this point that Sisygambis, the grandmother of this princess, rejoiced and let herself be overwhelmed by the affection she felt for this conqueror. On this occasion, she remembered everything he had done for her, and since her heart was marked by generosity, she showed her gratitude in this way.<hr>
<hr>
<hr>
                                     Sisygambis to Alexander<hr>
        On this day, Alexander, I earnestly believe that you are worthy of being the son of Jupiter. Your dignity surpasses that of ordinary men. There have been victors and conquerors in the past, but none have ever matched your ability to treat the vanquished as if they were victorious, nor to share the conquered empire with the children of your enemies. Even if you are not of divine origin, you deserve offerings and altars for your remarkable actions. I prefer to highlight your clemency and kindness rather than speak of the military exploits you accomplished to become master of the world. I know that if I were to erect a trophy with the spoils of your enemies, it would stir in me more pain than joy on this day. I remember the moment when you covered the body of my son with your cloak and shed tears when discovering him, after he was cruelly murdered by the traitor Bessus. No, Alexander, I do not merely consider you as the former enemy of Darius, but also as the avenger of his death, the protector of his mother and wife, the husband of his daughter, and the rightful heir to the throne of great Cyrus.<hr>
        Indeed, you heard the last words of my son. He expressed his gratitude for the debts we owed you. He wished you glory, declaring that he died as a friend and servant. Instead of lamenting his fate, he wished that you become the conqueror of the entire world, the avenger of his death, and that it fall to you to perpetuate his memory. My dear Darius, you were truly my son by speaking so of Alexander, and I give thanks to the gods for finally allowing you to recognize what we owed to his benevolence and his goodness. Today, I view you through these two assets. The whole earth resounds with your victories, you are the master and victor of all men. No one can ignore your feats. Even your childhood games will serve as a lesson to all kings who succeed you. Everywhere is known the extent of your conquests. No one is ignorant of the glory of your war in Greece, the imposing ruins of Thebes, which you razed, attest to your victory. The battle at the passage of the Granicus reveals your conduct and your courage, just as the events of the famous siege of Tyre. The battle of Arbela, for its part, was too remarkable not to be known.<hr>
<hr>
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to all. The conquest of the Indies and the defeat of Poros on the banks of the Hydaspes will forever stand<hr>
as monuments of your pride. Not only is it known that you vanquished this great king, but it is also well known<hr>
that after having conquered his kingdom, you made it even greater<hr>
than before. Thus, you can be called the victor of this prince, but also the conqueror of<hr>
Poros, for it seems that you fought solely to magnify him. The city of the Oxydracians,<hr>
where you demonstrated such determination, is known to all, regarded as the battlefield<hr>
where your great heart defied both death and fate, overcoming them both.<hr>
In the end, Alexander, the testimonies of your valor and your conquests can be found<hr>
everywhere.<hr>
        For this reason, without further discussing this subject, I will simply thank<hr>
your kindness and your goodness. But these two qualities are as well known as your courage, for if,<hr>
as I have already stated, you are the master and victor of all men, it can also be<hr>
said that you are the benefactor of all men. It appears that the gods entrusted you with all the<hr>
rewards they typically bestow upon mortals, marked you as the<hr>
distributor of benefits and charged you with the mission of bettering the world. No sooner<hr>
do you conquer a kingdom than you return it, and your enemies become your subjects and your<hr>
friends. Having just defeated them all, you then become their protector. I am an example of what I<hr>
claim, and not to believe me would constitute a crime for, Alexander, I will never forget the<hr>
favors I have received from you. Indeed, I will always remember that formidable day when<hr>
my daughters and I became your captives. The fear of being enslaved<hr>
filled our minds with such unsavory images that death seemed the greatest joy<hr>
that could befall us. We had lost the war and the throne, we already thought we had lost<hr>
Darius, and the most unbearable thing for us was the thought of dying<hr>
by our own hands to avoid the insolence of the victors. But I did not know Alexander yet, for I said to myself: I am the mother of his greatest<hr>
enemy, since Darius is the most formidable of all who resisted him. I feared you<hr>
as much back then as I love you today. This unjustified fear did not last<hr>
long in my mind, your presence dispelled it quickly. I even remember that the first time I(hr>
had the honor of seeing you, you forgave a mistake I made. Since I did not know you and my<hr>
state of confusion didn’t allow me to think clearly, you knew I had mistaken General Hephaestion for you, and without getting angry,<hr>
you told me that I was not mistaken, for he too was Alexander. This sign<hr>
of indulgence towards me and affection towards your favorite began to give me a more authentic opinion of you and revived in my soul the hope that fear had driven out. And<hr>
even today, you clearly show that Hephaestion means as much to you as you<hr>
do to yourself.<hr>
<hr>
<hr>
<hr>
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       You plan to marry my eldest daughter while the other will be united with this second Alexander. You've achieved so much for me since making this choice. Even when I was held captive, you treated me like a queen and called me "mother". You were always there to comfort me in my moments of pain. I saw your sadness during your own victories, I've noticed your suffering at the loss of Darius. You've taken care of his funerals and his tomb. You risked your life to avenge his death, punishing traitor Bessus who had killed him. You've also rewarded those who were faithful to Darius. Even today, you restore him to the throne by putting his blood and mine through Stateira. But what's even more remarkable in everything you've done for Darius is that I've seen this Alexander, a conqueror of so many kingdoms, showing enough morality to resist temptations and avoid looking at Darius' wife, for fear of being seduced by her beauty. After all this, it must be admitted that whatever can be said of you is far beneath what you deserve. You embody both the chastity and courage of the heroes that preceded you. Every quality is in you in an exceptional way. In your love, the abilities perfect and acquire a new glow. What would be considered rash in others is but a simple effect of your courage. The excess of goodness cannot be vicious in you. You give generously, without excess, because you measure not only the gifts you give but also those you give to yourself. Thus, cities, provinces, gold riches, sceptres, and crowns are things Alexander can give without being greedy. As he has received more favours from heaven than anyone else, he can also give more than anyone else. This truth is well known to you and you practice it perfectly. After conquering the entire world and offering it to various people, when asked what you reserved for yourself, you replied, "Hope."
       Truly, I am often amazed to see that as soon as you have something in your power, you entrust it to someone else, while continuing to give unceasingly. This reflection made me think that one could say Alexander is like the sea: scarcely has it received in its vast expanse the contributions brought by all the fountains, all the rivers, and all the rivers that it generously redistributes them to other parts of the world. What it takes from the Persians, it gives back to the Greeks. On the other hand, the shipwrecks it causes do not enrich it; they impoverish someone else to increase the well-being of another without benefit to the world. And without keeping anything of what it is given or what it acquires, it constantly rolls its waves with equal movement. In the same way, the things you receive from your subjects, the tributes that are paid to you or the conquests you make, you receive with one hand and give with the other. Even the spoils you take from your enemies only enrich your soldiers. Thus, whether in times of peace or war, during the storm or calm, you equally do good to all, without doing it for yourself. However, there is this difference between the sea and you: everything that comes from the sea returns to it, while everything that -
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what comes out of your hands never returns. Moreover, it is worth noting that there is nobody<hr>
in your history who has refused what you have given them because you gave too much, and<hr>
nobody who is dissatisfied because you didn't give enough. Your generosity is all the more remarkable<hr>
because it is not blind. You do good for everyone, but you do not do it without discernment. It is not every day that you distribute gifts to the people,<hr>
and indiscriminately throw treasures amidst the crowd for only the lucky ones to benefit. Aristotle’s student knows how to use wealth and knows how to be generous
in an appropriate manner. Yes, Alexander, you have reconciled wealth with morals. We see philosophers, poets, musicians, painters and sculptors live in plenty and working solely for your glory and their own. We see philosophers practice the politics they teach by governing vast kingdoms. We see poets carry both a golden lyre and a quiver made of ebony wood, sing of your victories and govern provinces. We see musicians whose lutes are made of ivory use their voices solely to thank you and speak of their joy. We see painters as wealthy as the sovereign princes who once employed them. We observe sculptors not only work with marble, porphyry and alabaster for their statues, but also own palaces where all these masterpieces are displayed. Lastly, all the beautiful sciences and all the beautiful arts flourish under your reign. It even seems that, as the gods have performed a miracle in you, nature has also created masterpieces for the love of you. You have Aristotles, Philoxenus, Xenophanes, Apelles and Lysippus who, by surpassing you in happiness and glory, will also work for your cause. All future ages, upon seeing the portraits these celebrated artists will leave of you, be it through their writings, paintings or statues, will inevitably envy the great Alexander. All the deserving individuals from later times will wish to have lived in your era. You will be the model of great princes and the shame of mediocrities, and as long as there are men, they will speak of you as a god. I am not surprised that our great Xerxes, with all his power, could not conquer Greece, for since Greece was to give birth to you, the gods were right to reserve the conquest of the world for you. If Xerxes had accomplished what he had undertaken, he may have been called the tyrant and the scourge of the universe, but you are the rightful prince of all the peoples you have conquered. You are heaven-sent for the happiness of the world, and it was with reason that the oracle of Jupiter Ammon told you that you were his son. No, Alexander, one cannot surpass you in war or wisdom and after your decision today to return Darius to the throne by sharing it with his daughter Stateira, there is nothing more left for you to do, and there is nothing more left for me to desire than the perpetuity of your glory. I do not fear that anyone might be able to deprive you of this. No, that sentiment is not present in my heart. But I fear that the injustice of men might make them unworthy to have you as their master, or that the jealousy of the gods might lead them to recall you
<hr>
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beside them. No matter what happens Alexander, I assure you that I will not remain in this world after you.<hr>
I was able to survive Darius, who was my son, but after all the obligations I have towards you,<hr>
I could not survive you. I apologize for expressing such dark sentiment on a day of<hr>
rejoicing. I believe it would be advantageous for you to know that there is here a princess<hr>
and a mother who, without cowardice and injustice, loved you more than her own son, even though you were<hr>
her enemy. So please forgive me these if this thought is gloomy, but it glorifies you, and believe<hr>
that if my wishes are granted, not only will your glory be immortal but your persona too.<hr>
<hr>
<hr>
                                         Effect of this speech<hr>
<hr>
       One would not know Alexander very well to doubt the effect of this speech. This great<hr>
soul intensified his benevolence towards this queen. He gained her heart so much<hr>
that not long after, when the conqueror's death came about in Babylon, she did not hesitate to keep<hr>
her promise to him, as she died from sorrow. And undoubtedly, this death was<hr>
a glorious testament to the goodness of Alexander. Even while a great orator employed<hr>
all his artistry to give Alexander praise, exaggerating all the significant acts that he had<hr>
accomplished, I believe I say something extraordinary when I simply state that<hr>
Sisygambis endured the death of Darius, her son, but she could not bear the death of the great<hr>
Alexander. She lived after one, she died after the other, and morality proved stronger than nature.<hr>
 What a beautiful public homage!<hr>
<hr>
<hr>
                                                  Notes<hr>
       Sisygambis is the mother of Darius III, Persian king of the Achaemenid dynasty, and possibly also the mother of Stateira, wife of Darius III.<hr>
       Stateira II, originally named Barsine, is a Persian princess of the Achaemenid dynasty. She is the eldest daughter of Darius III and Stateira. She married Alexander the Great in 324 BC at the Susian weddings. She was murdered in 323 BC on the orders of Roxana, Alexander's first wife.<hr>
       Darius III Codoman was the King of Persia from 336 BC until his death in 330 BC. He was also the Pharaoh of Egypt until 332 BC. Defeated by Alexander the Great, he was the last great Achaemenid king of the Persian Empire.<hr>
       Alexander the Great is a king of Macedonia and one of the most famous characters of Antiquity. Aristotle's student and King of Macedonia from 336 BC, he became one of history's greatest conquerors by taking possession of the vast Persian Empire and advancing as far as the shores of the Indus River, an Asian river that flows into the Sea of Oman.<hr>
<hr>
<hr>
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Aristotle is an ancient Greek philosopher and polymath. Along with Plato, whose<hr>
disciple he was, he is one of the most influential thinkers that the Western world has ever known. He is<hr>
the tutor of Alexander the Great.<hr>
       Bessus was the governor of Bactria, a region in Central Asia in the north of<hr>
Afghanistan, under the reign of Darius III. He proclaimed himself the King of Persia under the name of Artaxerxes<hr>
V after assassinating Achaemenid sovereign Darius III in 330 BC. He was executed on<hr>
the order of Alexander the Great in 329.<hr>
       Cyrus II, known as Cyrus the Great, is the founder of the Persian Empire and the Achaemenid dynasty<hr>
He ruled approximately from 559 to 530 BC.<hr>
       Thebes, nicknamed "the city of seven gates," is one of the major cities of Greece<hr>
along with Athens and Sparta. Alexander the Great razed it following a rebellion in 335 BC.<hr>
       The Battle of Granicus in May 334 BC was the first conflict between the<hr>
Macedonian and Persian armies on the banks of the River Granicus, now known as Biga Çayi in<hr>
Turkey. Alexander the Great won against Darius III and the Persian sovereigns. This<hr>
victory opened the gates of Asia Minor to him.<hr>
       The siege of Tyre took place from January to August 332 BC during the campaign<hr>
of Alexander the Great against the Achaemenid Persian Empire. Located on the coast of Phoenicia, in<hr>
modern-day Lebanon, Tyre was a strategic location for Alexander so he could proceed to<hr>
Judea and Egypt. After the city's capture, the Macedonians committed a<hr>
massacre, presumably to set an example for other cities ready to oppose<hr>
Alexander.<hr>
       The Battle of Arbela, also known as the Battle of Gaugamela, took place<hr>
on October 1, 331 BC. It was the decisive clash between Alexander the Great's army and<hr>
that of Darius III. During this battle, deemed one of the most important of<hr>
antiquity, the kingdom of Macedonia definitively defeated the Persian Empire.<hr>
       Porus ruled the Indian kingdom of Pauravas, which is located in<hr>
modern-day Pakistani Punjab, between the Jhelum and Chenab rivers. Porus was defeated by<hr>
the Macedonian conqueror Alexander the Great during the Battle of Hydaspes in 326 BC.<hr>
       The Battle of Hydaspes pitted Alexander the Great against Porus in July 326 BC<hr>
on the banks of the Hydaspes, modern-day Jhelum, in today's Pakistan. The<hr>
Macedonian soldiers were confronted for the first time with a significant number of war elephants.<hr>
       The Oxydracians were ancient groups living in cis-Gangetic India, inhabiting the<hr>
confluence of the Hydraote and the Acesines.<hr>
       Hephaestion, Hephaistion, or Hephestion, born in Pella around 356 BC and died<hr>
in Ecbatane in 324 BC, was a Macedonian general and the favourite of Alexander the Great.<hr>
<hr>
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        Philoxenus is a Macedonian officer under the reign of Alexander the Great. He was appointed governor of Cilicia, a region in southern Turkey, in 321 BC. He is one of the successors of Alexander the Great.<hr>
        Xenophanes is a Greek philosopher, poet, and scientist.<hr>
        Apelles, also spelt Apelês, Apeles, or Apelles, is a famous Greek painter who lived in the fourth century BC.<hr>
        Lysippos of Sicyon is a Greek sculptor and bronzier, official portraitist of Alexander the Great, and father and master of Daippos, Boedas, and Euthycrates.<hr>
        Zeus Ammon is a Greco-Egyptian deity combining the features of the king of Egyptian gods, Ammon, master of air and fertility, and the king of the Greek gods, Zeus, god of sky, light, thunder and lightning.<hr>
<hr>
<hr>
<hr>
<hr>
                       Fifth Speech – Sophonisba to Massinissa<hr>
                                   Sophonisba, Queen of Numidia<hr>
<hr>
<hr>
                                                  Context<hr>
         After, with the help of the Romans, Massinissa had regained the kingdom of his ancestors and made prisoner Syphax, who had usurped it, he besieged and took the city of Syrte, where former queen Sophonisba had taken refuge. The charms of this beautiful woman had a powerful effect on his heart, and as the Numidians were naturally drawn to love, he wasn't long victorious before he realized he was defeated. However, thinking of Scipio's cold mood, he understood that the latter wanted this beautiful queen captive. To prevent him, he married her the same day, believing that after that, no one would want to claim the wife of a king allied with the Romans. As soon as these rushed nuptials were celebrated, Scipio sent Lelius to Massinissa to demand that he deliver the victory that had been offered to him. However, Sophonisba, who had a natural repulsion for the Romans and even more for servitude, and having noticed something in Lelius' eyes that forecasted an ill omen, addressed Massinissa in this manner as he was about to leave.<hr>
<hr>
<hr>
                                      Sophonisba to Massinissa<hr>
<hr>
        I see well, judging by the actions of Lelius, that fate continues to persecute me. After losing in a single day my crown, my husband, and my freedom, and after recovering, the same day, my freedom, a husband and a crown, I feel he is preparing to take from me<br>
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to lose all that again. Lelius, looking at me, likely judged that I would be beautiful enough to<hr>
honor Scipion and follow his chariot. I saw in his eyes the idea he had in mind. But he does not
know my own intentions. He is unaware that my desire for freedom is stronger than my desire
to just exist, and that I would be ready to lose my life happily to preserve my freedom.<hr>
Yes, Massinissa, I know that you are going to face powerful enemies. The strictness of Scipion's soul, combined with Roman harshness, may severely disapprove of you. He will find it strange that on the day of your victory and your restoration to the throne which is yours, you have thought of weddings and chosen as a wife not only your enemy's, but also a captive, a Carthaginian, daughter of Hasdrubal and an enemy of Rome.<hr>
But remember you should not see me in this situation as Syphax's wife, nor as a captive, nor as a Carthaginian, nor as Hasdrubal's daughter, nor as an enemy of Rome, although I am proud to be so. You should see me as the wife of the victorious Massinissa. Also remember that I accepted this honor after you promised me I would not fall into the hands of the Romans. You gave me your word, so make sure to keep it. I am not asking that you risk losing Senate's friendship to protect me, as now you depend on them. But I simply want that, according to your oath, you prevent me from falling alive into the hands of Scipion. It would not surprise me if Syphax, in his current state, tells his victor that I am responsible for his misery, that I am the one who chained him, that I am the one who made him a friend of Carthage and an enemy of Rome. Yes, Massinissa, I admit all these things. And if I could escape the capture of the Romans, I would consider it happiness and I would think that my death would truly be worthy of Hasdrubal's daughter.<hr>
Forgive me, Massinissa, for speaking to you so boldly, but since it might be the last time I see you, I want to express my sincere feelings. I want you to know how much I have always hated slavery so that you are further pushed to think about my freedom. From when I first opened my eyes to the world, I have learned that there was a people which, without any legitimate rights, sought to conquer all others. Throughout my childhood, I only heard about the victories of the Romans, the kings they chained, the famous captives they held, the misery of these unfortunate, and all the horrors that occurred during these saddening spectacles, where Roman pride took pride in the victims of their conquests. These images are etched so deeply in my mind that nothing can erase them. Growing up, my repulsion towards the Roman eagle, which only feeds off pillage and pounces on the heads of kings to snatch away their crowns, was only reinforced. It could be pointed out to me that the Romans give as many kingdoms as they usurp, they make as many kings as they proudly chain. But, Massinissa, if you consider it carefully, you will realize that they only dispense
<hr>
<hr>
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they seek scepters only to have more notable slaves, and when they crown their governors, it is merely for the pleasure of seeing them prosternate at their feet and pay tribute. Vanity is the very essence of this nation; it is what drives them. That is why they conquer, usurp kingdoms, sow desolation around the world, and cross the seas to disturb our peace. If their only wish were to expand their borders and increase their wealth, they would be content to overthrow thrones and kill those who possess them. But since it is their pride that spurs them on, a mere Roman bourgeois must drag chained kings behind him for his own glory and to entertain the people. Is it possible that there are victors inhuman enough, and is it possible that there are defeated kings cowardly enough to endure such disgrace? Unfortunately, yes, there are many examples of this kind that have shown not all princes are honorable.
       
Nevertheless, it is certain that iron and crowns, scepters and chains should never be associated. A chariot drawn by elephants should never be followed by chained kings, and kings should never be treated like criminals, retaining the signs of their regality only to highlight the shame of their defeat and the glory of their conquerors. But where is the glory for those who win in this way? If those they've defeated are cowards, simply because they still live, there is no ground for pride in having dominated them. These defeated kings have shown great nobility of heart in their defeat, and it is cruel to treat them in this way when all they did was defend their crown, their country, their wives, their children, their subjects, and their gods. If they wanted congratulations for the glory of their victors and the delight of the people, it would be more memorable to carry the arms of the enemies they killed with their own hands instead of being escorted by kings they did not fight. Chariots full of broken weapons, shields, spears, javelins, flags taken from their opponents would be a less sinister and more agreeable sight to the people. But is it possible that kings are doomed to such an indignity? Is it possible that this people, who entertain themselves by watching gladiatorial and wild animal fights, are also the cause of this sad ceremony? Is the pleasure of the people found in the shame and distress of kings? Must kings be dragged in chains in front of the very people who rejoice in seeing four thousand men brutally kill each other in a single day, and who find their happiness in the spectacle of tigers and lions devouring one another? Could it be for this same people that kings are to be humiliated in this way? As for myself, Massinissa, I find this form of triumph so strange that I think it is more disgraceful for the victors than the vanquished. And personally, I know that I will be neither one nor the other. You can therefore judge, Massinissa, if a person who does not wish to enter Rome as a prisoner followed by a hundred chained kings can bring herself to follow the prideful Scipio herself in chains. No, Sophonisbe deserves better than that. Even if I were but a Carthaginian, I would not. 
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Even if I were just Hasdrubal's daughter, I would not resign myself to it. Even if I were just the<hr>
unfortunate Syphax's wife, it would not daunt me. Even if I were just a slave of the<hr>
glorious Massinissa, I would follow no other victor. But being at once a Carthaginian,<hr>
daughter of Hasdrubal, wife of Syphax and Massinissa, and queen of two great kingdoms,<hr>
Scipio should not expect to conquer Sophonisbe.<hr>
No, Massinissa, even if the chains handed to me were inlaid with diamonds, if my shackles shone<hr>
with gold and precious stones, and if I was promised to be returned to the throne once unbound,<hr>
I would prefer death to shaming the honor of the royalty. If my hand were to be shackled, I do<hr>
not consider it worthy of holding a scepter. I have such a profound disinterest for servitude and<hr>
slavery, and my mind is so decisive and loyal on this matter, that if I thought Scipio was to carry my portrait<hr>
in triumph, I would ask you to rid Numidia of all its painters. But no, I regret this sentiment, for if the unfeeling<hr>
Scipio brings my image into Rome, he will highlight my glory more than his own. They will see that I knew how to<hr>
die when I could no longer live with honor, and that a woman's courage has surpassed Roman vanity. I have no<hr>
doubt, Massinissa, that if you cannot stand up to Scipio's sternness, you will be obliged to give me death to honor your promise. Scipio has personal interests in addition to the public interest, as he remembers that his father and uncle died in Africa. He considers me a martyr designated to appease their souls, and, justifying his revenge through the glory of Rome, it is hard to imagine that Hasdrubal's daughter will gain his clemency. But it seems to me, Massinissa, that it would be very unfair that the day you reclaim your crown of Numidia, your wife is bound and made a prisoner. In my view, that would amount to making you both king and a slave. If indeed my distress, tears, and beauty have touched your heart and prompted you to love me as much as yourself, then breaking your word would be betraying yourself as well as me. Think carefully, Massinissa, if you had an outsider's view of the situation, would you judge me worthy of the honor you did me by taking me for your wife, regardless of the shame I bring upon you because of the circumstances? But rest assured, I will not subject you to such humiliation. If Scipio proves inflexible and if you keep your word, my death will justify your choice and restore your reputation.<hr>
But before resorting to such a decision, do everything in your power to touch the heart of this selfish man. Tell him that I surrendered to you alone, that among all the spoils that your bravery has acquired for the Roman people, you only claim a single slave. And if his infallible justice forces you to hand her over to him, as if you were the most obedient soldier of his legions, then tell him that this slave is your wife, that imprisoning her would be imprisoning you, and that the blood you have shed in service to the Republic deserves to allow you to let her live freely. Make him understand that you found her in your territory, in your palace, and on your throne, it is legitimate that she 
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belong to you, and it would be unjust to take it from you without reason. And if these powerful reasons do not<hr>
persuade him, plead with him sincerely. But if you can't soothe him, remember your word and don't forget to uphold it towards me. I can see in your eyes, Massinissa, that you<hr>
will find it hard to render me this service. I understand that it will be hard for you to give poison to the person you have offered a crown, your heart and freedom to. I know that this is a sorrowful thought and it will be heart-wrenching to see the same torches that illuminated my wedding also illuminate my funeral, and the hand you gave me as a pledge of your fidelity will be the one to seal my grave. But ultimately, all these things will be more bearable for you than to see me enslaved. Those who claim that true wisdom consists of showing fortitude in the face of unfortunate events and that suicide to avoid misfortune amounts to surrendering to fate do not understand the true magnitude of royalty. This idea may suit philosophers, but not kings whose actions must serve as examples of bravery. If it is possible to take one's own life, this should be reserved for avoiding the humiliation of being stripped of freedom. It is a great tragedy for a king 
when his subjects revolt, but if he considers suicide at that time, I would consider him a coward, for he can still fight them and punish them. Losing a battle is a great calamity for a prince, but as we often see, those who are defeated today may become victorious tomorrow. You must remain strong and not yield to despair.<hr>
       In the end, in the face of adversities that can be overcome with dignity, one must not turn to death, but when everything is lost and only chains or death remain, one must choose to sever the links that tie us to life to avoid servitude. So, Massinissa, that's all I had to say to you. Remember this and do not pay so much attention to what Scipion will tell you. Remember your promise and the words I have just uttered. These words are just and reasonable, and you cannot dispute this. Then go forth, my beloved Massinissa, go and fight for my freedom and your glory against the unfeeling Scipio. I beg you, ask him if he wishes to see a woman enchained whose gaze has managed to conquer Massinissa, even after he refused to look at the beautiful prisoners captured in his conquests. Let him fear his defeat in his claim and his pretended severity prevent him from wanting to triumph over me. As you can see, Massinissa, my soul is not troubled and I speak to you with great calm. I can assure you that in my current state, I regret nothing other than the fact that I am forced to move so quickly away from you. This is undoubtedly the only thing that can still affect my mind, because after seeing my country laid waste, Syphax made prisoner, the crown fall from my head, and worse yet, I am on the brink of being Scipio's captive, after all these things, the grave would be a refuge and a place of rest, if I could enter it without abandoning you. But in my misfortune, I have this consolation, having always harbored an irreconcilable hatred for the tyranny of the Romans, I at least have the small comfort of being the captive of a Numidian and not a Roman. In addition to being my husband and my<hr>
<hr>
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Liberator, this Numidian captured my heart as soon as I was freed from slavery. Now,<hr>
I am the only one to hold an essential place in his soul. Go then, Massinissa, and do not forget<hr>
to keep your promise to the unfortunate Sophonisbe who will eagerly await<br>
freedom or poison.<hr>
<hr>
<hr>
                                         Effect of this speech<hr>
       This beautiful and pitiful queen obtained what she requested, for Massinissa did not manage to<hr>
change Scipion's mind. Thus, unable to guarantee her freedom without risk,<hr>
Massinissa gave her the poison. He preferred his interest and the friendship of the Romans to the life of this<hr>
person. I would have accepted if he lost her to preserve his glory, if there was no other choice,<hr>
but the fact that this courageous man lived eighty years after her death and is still<br>
the friend of the Romans angers me every time I read this incident in the history pages.<hr>
That's also what pushes me to stop here, for if I wrote more about him,<hr>
I would utter insults. Let's have pity on Sophonisbe and disapprove of the action of<hr>
the insensitive and overly wise Massinissa.<hr>
<hr>
<hr>
                                                  Notes<hr>
       Sophonisbe, born in Carthage in 235 B.C. and died in Cirta in 203 B.C., is a<hr>
queen of Numidia and the wife of Syphax, Berber king of Numidia, then of Massinissa.<hr>
       Syrte is a Libyan city located on the country's Mediterranean coast, and more<hr>
specifically at the level of the Gulf of Syrte.<hr>
       Syphax, born around 250 B.C. and died around 202 B.C., is a Berber king of<hr>
Western Numidia whose capital was Cirta, today's Constantine in Algeria. He is captured<hr>
in 203 B.C. by Massinissa and the Romans following the defeat of the battle of the Great<hr>
Plains. He died captive at Rome.<hr>
       Numidia, or the Kingdom of Numidia, is a Berber kingdom, mainly located<hr>
on Algerian territory, but also on a small part of Tunisia, Libya and,<hr>
marginally, in the Maghreb in Morocco. Its founders are the Numidians, a Berber people,<hr>
who created a powerful state with an original civilization in North Africa, generally<hr>
considered as the first Algerian state in history.<hr>
       The Battle of the Great Plains opposes, in 203 B.C., the Roman army<hr>
of Scipio Africanus, allied with the Numidian prince Massinissa, to the Carthaginian army. The<hr>
Carthaginians are led by Hasdrubal Gisco and the Numidians by his son-in-law, King Syphax.<hr>
Scipio wins the battle.<hr>
       Hasdrubal Gisco, died in 202 B.C., is a Carthaginian general from the second<hr>
Punic war opposing Rome to Carthage.<hr>
<hr>
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Scipio Africanus, also known as Scipio the Elder or the First African to distinguish him<hr>
from his adopted grandson, Scipio Aemilianus, was a Roman military and statesman. He was<br>
the ally of Masinissa and provided him with considerable assistance to triumph in the Battle of<br>
the Great Plains.<br>
       Masinissa, born around 238 BC and died in January 148 BC, was a Berber Numidian king<br>
He was the unifier and the first king of Numidia.<br>
       Lelius, Caius Lælius, or Caius Lelius, born around 235 BC and died around 170 BC, <br>
was a Roman general and statesman, friend of Scipio Africanus whom he accompanied during <br>
the Iberian campaign. His command of the Roman fleet in the attack on Carthage and <br>
of the Roman and Numidian cavalry at Zama contributed to the victory of Scipio and Masinissa.<br>
<br>
<br>
                        Sixth Speech - Zenobia to Her Daughters<hr>
                                 Zenobia, Queen of Palmyra<hr>
<br>
<br>
                                                Context<hr>
        This speech clearly shows that all things have two sides, that one can<br>
arrive at merit by different ways. I mean that Sophonisbe prefers to die,<br>
while the courageous Zenobia wants to live. Both of them wish to live and to die by honorable<br>
sentiments. One considers freedom as the greatest good, while the other<br>
believes that the true good lies in sovereign wisdom. One cannot bear the idea of a<br>
humiliation linked to flight, while the other accepts this flight almost painlessly, because she<br>
considers nothing else than crime as shameful. One looks upon the domination of a<br>
conqueror with despair, while the other accepts it with scorn, as a whim of fate.<br>
One dies and the other lives; one seeks glory, while the other thinks of dishonor.<br>
However, both aim for merit and integrity. It is true that all things<br>
have different aspects depending on the point of view from which one observes them. You have heard<br>
the reasons of one, now listen to those of the other and combine the two.<br>
<br>
<br>
                                     Zenobia to Her Daughters<br>
        Dear and unfortunate princesses, it has been a long time since I vainly see your<br>
tears flowing. Despite my temerity showing you that great souls can bear<br>
great sorrows without despair, the image of the throne you lost and the chains that<br>
you received continuously comes back in your memory, rendering my example useless. Each<br>
day of your life brings you a new pain. You still carry in your hearts the<br>
chains you had on your hands, that unfortunate day when you were led to Rome. Without<br>
losing that pride which your distinguished birth inspires in those born with this advantage,<br>
<br>
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Aurelian triumphs over you still with every memory of his victory. I am sincerely sorry,<hr>
my daughters, for not being able to pass on to you the determination necessary to endure the<hr>
misfortunes I have bequeathed you. But it's the only legacy I can leave you in dying, <hr>
and I wish with all my heart that this quality can pass from my heart to yours so that <hr>
even if you cannot be queens, at least you can reign over yourselves. If <hr>
anyone had reason to despair due to an excess of fate, I certainly should have <hr>
done so, for I have had more glory than any woman has ever been able to obtain. My distress has <hr>
also been the most pitiful ever heard. You know that on my side,<hr>
you can count among your ancestors the kings of Egypt from the line of the Ptolemies, and I am <hr>
descended from the noble lineage of Cleopatra. But alas! It seems that the subjugation that Aurelian <hr>
intended for me came to me by right of succession and I only survived this.<hr>
Yet, fate treated me with even more inhumanity, for I followed a chariot that I <hr>
thought I was leading and that I had built to triumph over the one who had <hr>
defeated me. You also know that the start of my life was filled with happiness.<hr>
       The valiant Odaenathus, your father and my husband, after bestowing upon me the crown of <hr>
Palmyra, wanted me to share in the glory of his conquests. I can say without pretension <hr>
nor disrespect to the memory of this remarkable man that if he had granted me more <hr>
power during his lifetime, it would have added a few more laurel leaves to his <hr>
crown that victory had placed on his head. Yes, my daughters, I can say without insulting the <hr>
memory of Odaenathus that we together conquered the entire East and, driven by an honorable feeling, <hr>
we undertook to take revenge on the Persians for the indignities that Emperor <hr>
Valerian, captive of Shapur, had to endure while his ungrateful son, Gallienus, gave himself over<hr>
to all sorts of pleasures. However, Odaenathus did not fail to release all the prisoners that <hr>
we made during this war. We conquered the best cities of <hr>
Mesopotamia and Nisibis, to which my husband had subjected. Pursuing our victory, we defeated <hr>
a multitude of Persians near Ctesiphon. We made several satraps prisoners, <hr>
and their king himself had taken to flight. Almost always victorious in all the battles where we <hr>
found ourselves, glory highly praised the bravery of Odaenathus, so much so that eventually <hr>
Gallienus, driven by fear rather than gratitude, made him a friend of the Empire. <hr>
To honor him even more, medals were struck where my Odaenathus is shown dragging captive Persians. <hr>
Until then, I only knew joy. Victory and fate had also favored me. <hr>
But alas! Can I say it? My Odaenathus, as well as my eldest son, were assassinated, and I <hr>
fell from one extreme to the other, from joy to misery. My daughters, that's where I needed all my <hr>
determination to bear this misfortune. The loss of Odaenathus is undoubtedly what <hr>
made the loss of my freedom less painful. I had more pain following my husband<hr>
to the grave than following the chariot of Aurelian. The funeral of Odaenathus caused <hr>
far more tears than the magnificence of the victory which was celebrated in honor of <hr>
<hr>
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my capture. But despite my profound sorrow, I did not lament. I thought about<hr>
preserving the empire for my children and washing away the blood he had shed with the blood of his<hr>
enemies. As one could say that the courage of this man had been his nobility of soul,<hr>
I vowed to dedicate my whole life to gathering palm fronds to place on his tomb.<hr>
In this way, one day, I will be able to declare that I avenged his death on my own and defended the empire<hr>
for our children. I thought it was better to adorn his coffin with the spoils of the enemies<hr>
that I will conquer rather than wetting it with my tears. In this resolution, I took the weapons<hr>
in one hand and the reins of the empire in the other. I have always believed, my daughters, that all the qualities<hr>
could coexist, that one person could possess them all, that the<hr>
qualities of men could be practiced by women, that true wisdom did not<hr>
have a predetermined sex. One can be pure and valiant at the same time, demonstrate courage in one<hr>
occasion and humility in another, be stern and lenient in different situations,<hr>
command and obey, and carry chains and a crown with the same face. It is with<hr>
this conviction, my daughters, that I have accomplished these distinct things, even though I remain the same person today.<hr>
        But to look back on my entire life, you know that the death that took away my Odenatus did not<hr>
deprive me of the joy of his weapons. On the contrary, his bravery seemed to merge with mine.<hr>
I conquered the army that Gallienus had sent against me under the command<hr>
of Heraclianus. And not satisfied with this first victory, I conquered Egypt and established myself as the absolute ruler of the kingdom of my predecessors. From there, I<hr>
advanced to Ancyra, the main city of Galatia. I even carried my weapons throughout<hr>
all of Bithynia up to Chalcedon and beneath the Bosphorus. After I vanquished the<hr>
Persians time and again, and made the sound of my triumphs heard all over the world,<hr>
Aurelian, driven by fate and more skillful with the sword than Gallienus, ultimately arrived in person to stop my progress. I will recount our misfortunes<hr>
with as much detail as I narrated my victories, because you know well that they are etched in<hr>
your memory. I would not have undertook to remind you of my victories if I did not know that<hr>
your deep melancholy has made you forget them, as in your despair you are no longer receptive to any but the bleakest images. You are not ignorant of<i><hr>
the path Aurelian led me down to Rome. You must surely recall how Heraclius' treachery allowed him<hr>
to capture the city of Tyana. Despite my command and bravery, Aurelian's army handed him the victory in front of Antioch. Thanks to the ingenuity of Zabas, I was put<hr>
to safety when I fled to Emesa. I gathered my troops and fought Aurelian a second time who, despite my efforts, finally won the battle. You may also remember that I<hr>
abandoned Emesa to take refuge in Palmyra while waiting for the promised help from the Persians,<hr>
the Saracens, and the Armenians. You know that it was there that Aurelian came to besiege me with his<hr>
mighty army, composed of Pannonians, Dalmatians, Moors, Celts, and others.<hr>
<hr>
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numerous troops from Africa, Tyane, Mesopotamia, Syria, Phoenicia, and Palestine. You know that I faced a military force as imposing as it would be needed to conquer the whole world. But I did not lose courage in the face of this. You know that I defended the ramparts of Palmyra with as much valor as strategy, and that Aurelian himself was seriously injured by an arrow, perhaps shot from my hand. The gods know that I preserved my life to preserve your freedom. Since my arrival at Rome, I have learned that the world will know that I did not abandon the throne that was your due without defending myself. Aurelian wrote with his own hand to Mucapor, his friend, that it was true that he was waging war against a woman, but a woman who had more archers in her service than if it had been a man. A woman who demonstrated prudence in the face of danger, and who, through her discernment, had prepared such a large army to oppose his conquests that it was impossible to imagine the prodigious number of arrows and stones at her disposal. In the end, he found every inch of the walls of Palmyra defended by multiple siege engines. His troops continuously launched projectiles at ours. In reality, he pretended that because I was a woman, I was afraid of battle, but he was fighting as someone who was afraid. 

This, my daughters, is what my enemy said about me. However, he was wrong to say that I was afraid. When he sent me an offer of life and pardon, on condition that I hand over Palmyra, all my precious stones, and all my treasures to him, I replied with such firmness that it offended him. I remember, among other things that I told him, I pointed out that no one before him had told me what they wanted from me because no one had subdued me. "Remember," I declared, "that honor must guide both the affairs of war and those of peace. Moreover, I inform you that the aid of the Persians which we await will not fail us. On our side, we have the Armenians and the Saracens. And if the raiders from Syria have conquered your armies, Aurelian, what will happen when we have the forces we are expecting from all sides? Then you will lose a part of that excessive pride with which you order me to surrender as if you were fully victorious." You see, my daughters, while you were at the temples praying to the gods, I did my best to protect you and not to tarnish my own glory. Then, you know how Aurelian defeated the Persians who were coming to our aid. Seeing that it was impossible to save this city, I at least wanted to put myself in safety. But fate, which had decided my fall, eventually made of Aurelian my conqueror and me his captive. As soon as he saw me, he asked me how I had dared to attack Roman emperors and take their forces. Aurelian said to me: "I recognize you as a legitimate emperor, for you know how to win. I have never considered the likes of Gallienus and his ilk as such." So far, my daughters, you cannot accuse me of lacking courage. I once wore a crown without arrogance, I had enough hand...
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steadfast to hold both a scepter and a sword. I also studied the art of ruling and that of<hr>
combat. I have known how to conquer, and how to make use of victory. I have welcomed success with<hr>
moderation, and even at a time when my youth and the vulnerability of my sex could have easily made me vain for the little beauty that showed in me, I did not like to hear nor did I listen to all the court flatterers describing me in their verses with lilies and roses, saying that my teeth were oriental pearls, that my eyes, though they were black, shone brighter than the sun, and that Venus herself was not lovelier than I was.<hr>
I have told you all these things, my daughters, and I have expounded more than necessary to make you understand that for all the actions of my life, I have never shown weakness.<hr>
Do not think that I failed in the situation that demanded the most courage, that of admitting defeat. I mastered it just as I mastered all other such situations. No, my daughters, I have done nothing in my entire life that brings me greater satisfaction towards myself than being able to endure defeat while keeping my determination.<hr>
It is undeniably in these instances that one needs a great soul, and let no one tell me that despair is a virtue and determination a weakness. No, immorality can never be integrity, and integrity itself can never be immoral. Let no one tell me either that this kind of perseverance is more suitable for philosophers than for kings.<hr>
Know, my daughters, that there is no difference between philosophers and kings, except that the former teach true wisdom and the others must put it into practice. Sovereigns must be examples to their subjects, for they are watched by the entire world. It is therefore imperative that they show integrity, which is one of the most necessary qualities for princes, for it is the hardest to maintain. Despair, which drives some to take up the dagger to avoid servitude, is more often a weakness than a virtue. They can't face destiny when it turns hostile. This destiny attacks them, and they avoid the fight. It destroys them, and they cooperate with its will. To abandon victory to this ever-changing destiny is a weakness unworthy of them. Through hasty actions, without always knowing what they are doing, they rid themselves of their chains by ridding themselves of life, only knowing its sweetnesses without enduring its bitterness. As for me, my daughters, I think that anyone who has lived with glory should die as late as possible. Early death is often a sign of remorse, regret, and weakness rather than grandeur and courage. Some might say that I am of a lineage that should never bear chains, that, since Cleopatra did not want to accept Octavian's victory, I should never accept Aurelian's.<hr>
But there is a difference between this great queen and me: her entire glory lies in her death, while mine lies in my life. Her reputation wouldn't have been memorable if she hadn't died by her own hand, and mine wouldn't have been on par if I had relinquished the glory of bearing chains with as much courage and dignity as if I had defeated Aurelian.<hr>
<hr>
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he defeated me. Had Cleopatra followed Octavius' chariot, she would have witnessed many unpleasant subjects while journeying through Rome, who would have blamed her for her past indiscretions. Undoubtedly, the people would have voiced their disapproval by whispering about her mistakes and the causes of her errors. But I, I was certain to see surrounding the chariot I followed only those men I had once conquered, witnesses to my valor and power. I was sure to hear nothing dishonoring, to hear only about my current misfortune and past triumphs. "Behold, the people said, brave Zenobia, behold this woman who has won so many victories. Admire her steadfastness in this situation, does it not seem as though these diamond chains that she wears adorn her more than they restrain her, and that she leads the chariot she follows?" Finally, my daughters, while I was shackled but with golden and gem-studded chains, like a distinguished slave, throughout the splendor of that parade day, undoubtedly the hardest day of servitude, I was free in my heart. I was calm enough to take pleasure in seeing that my perseverance brought tears to some of my foes. Indeed, my daughters, morality has such power that even Roman severity cannot resist it. I have witnessed some of them weeping for Aurelian’s victory and my own misfortune. Allow not your spirit to be shaken by things that cannot touch it once sufficient wisdom has been acquired. All the opulence displayed during triumphs should not intimidate a reasoned spirit. All these golden chariots, these diamond chains, these weaponry trophies, and this crowd gathered to witness the ceremony should instill no fear in a noble person. It is true that my chains were heavy, but when they do not encage the mind, they do not hinder the arms that bear them. For my part, in that dismal state, often have I thought that since fate desired me to follow a chariot that I had myself ordered to celebrate my victory, it may one day be that scepters are made from the very chains that I wore. But should that not happen, grieve not. Instead, concern yourselves more with proving worthy of the throne rather than retaking it. Given my present state of mind, I value a humble, loyal slave more than the mightiest ruler of the world if he lacks generosity. Therefore, my daughters, endeavor to endure your captivity with greater patience. Believe firmly, if I was defeated by Aurelian, it shows that my resistance outdid fate. Throughout my life, it has been evident that I do not fear death so long as it is glorious. I have seen her face, more fearsome than any despaired soul has ever seen it. The dagger of Cato, the sword of Brutus, the burning coals of Portia, the poison of Mithridate or even Cleopatra's asp have nothing frightening about them for me. I have seen a shower of arrows and javelins fall on my head, I have seen hundreds of spears pointed towards my heart, and all this without fear. Do not think that if I had perceived death to be glorious for me, I would not have found her by my own hand. She was used to overcoming others, she would have shattered my chains if she had wanted. But I believed there would be more glory in dragging them after me than in breaking them. There was more honor for me in submitting to the fate that had conquered me than in escaping it by an infamous death.
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more glory in wearing them without shedding tears than in shedding my blood from weakness or despair.<hr> 
Those who find their satisfaction within themselves leave the throne with less<hr>
regret than others, because if they find nothing in their soul that satisfies them, they are<hr>
forced to seek their happiness in external things. You may ask me what remains for princesses who have lost both empire and liberty. And I will answer you with<hr>
discernment that since the gods have seen fit to give you good reason to exercise your<hr>
courage, you are obligated to put it to good use and to show the whole world, through your<hr>
patience and integrity, that you were worthy of the scepter that was taken from you and that the<hr>
chains you've been forced into are beneath you. This, my daughters, is what remains for you to do.<hr>
And if you are affected by my example and my reasons, you will find that life can still be<hr>
sweet and glorious for you. You at least have the advantage that your current situation<hr>
cannot become worse. So, if you can become accustomed to it, nothing will be able to disturb your<hr>
rest. Remember that there are millions of men in the world and there are not one hundred<hr>
who wear crowns. Do you believe, my daughters, that all these men are unhappy and<hr>
there is no happiness beyond the throne? If that were the case, you are very much deluded.<hr>
There is no condition in life that does not have its pains and pleasures, and real wisdom<hr>
consists in making good use of whatever the fate tests you with. Those who<hr>
take their lives do not know that as long as one is alive, they are in a position to achieve glory.<hr>
There is no tyrant that can prevent me from making my name immortal every day, providing<hr>
an honorable life is left to me. Even if I was to say nothing and endure constant pain, my silence would continue to express what I feel.<hr>
        So let us live, my daughters, as we are still able to, and there are still means for us to<hr>
show our grandeur of soul. The scepter, the throne, and the empire we lost were<hr>
only given to us by fate, but constancy comes directly from the gods. I have received it directly from their<hr>
hands, and this is why you must have it. This is the true mark of heroes,<hr>
while despair is characteristic of the weak or unconscious. So do not worry about what posterity will say about me, and do not fear that the day of Aurelian's triumph will overshadow all my victories, for it is the most glorious day of my life. Moreover, I heard that Aurelian<hr>
narrated our story to the Senate, which will make it known to our successors. Preserve it, my<hr>
daughters, so that when I am no longer here, the memory of what I have been obliges you to always be<hr>
what you should be. Here are the words that Aurelian used in his speech: "I learned
that I am being blamed for doing something not very worthy of a great courage by triumphing over Zenobia, but those who criticize me are unaware of the praise to give me<hr>
if they knew who this woman was. How wise she was in her counsels, how she showed courage and persistence in her stance, how imperious and serious she was towards the men of war, how generous she was when her affairs required it, and how strict and rigorous she was when necessity forced her to. I can affirm that<hr>
<hr>
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it's due to her that Odenathus routed the Persians and chased King Shapur all the way to Ctesiphon. I can guarantee that this woman sowed such terror with her arms throughout the East and Egypt, that neither the Arabs, the Saracens, nor the Armenians dared to move. Let those who aren't familiar with these deeds remain silent, because there's honor in having defeated her. What will they have to say about Gallienus, whom she despised, under whose reign she held on to her empire by warding him off? What will they say about Claude, the holy and venerable prince who, embroiled in the wars against the Goths, tolerated her rule, so that this queen, carrying his arms nonetheless, could more easily finish her other wars? This, my daughters, is what my conqueror had to say about me, even though I had to follow his chariot. Show the same fairness and believe me, anyone who lived this way did not need to commit suicide to immortalize their name.<hr>
<hr>
<hr>
                                         Effect of this speech<hr>
          This speech shows that a persuasive speaker can easily sway others. These princesses lived because their mother did not wish to die, and the gardens that had been given to them by Aurelian as a residence, now called Tivoli, seemed more beautiful to them than a coffin. History implies that this queen was always very appreciated by all the ladies of Rome, and her daughters married men from the most powerful families. This may seem insignificant according to their lineage, but it was a lot considering their distress, for the Romans had believed that Antony and Titus married unworthily, even though they had married queens. This feeling was proud, but it was that of world rulers. That sums it up.<hr>
<hr>
<hr>
                                                  Notes<hr>
         Zenobia is a queen-empress and holds authority over Egypt and Asia Minor. She is married to Odenathus, King of Palmyra. After his and their son Hairan's assassination around 267, Zenobia transferred her husband's titles, including "King of Kings," to her son Wahballat.<hr>
         Odenathus is the founding king of the Palmyrene Empire, which encompasses the Roman provinces of Syria, Palestine, Egypt, and large parts of Asia Minor. He ruled this empire from Palmyra until he was murdered in 267 in Emesa.<hr>
         Palmyra is an ancient city in Syria, located near an oasis in the Syrian desert, 210 km northeast of Damascus. Its ruins are adjacent to the modern city of Tadmor.<hr>
         Aurelian is a Roman emperor who reigned from the summer of 270 to September 275. He reunified and sustainably consolidated the Empire against the barbarians. He embarked on religious and monetary reforms. He captured Palmyra and took Zenobia to Rome as war booty.<hr>
<hr>
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Ptolemy I Soter, the "Savior," born around 368 BC and died in 283 BC, is a<hr>
Macedonian general of Alexander the Great and one of his main successors. He is named<hr>
sovereign of Egypt in the division of Alexander's empire in 323 BC.<hr>
        A satrap is the governor of a satrapy, that is, an administrative division<hr>
of the Persian Empire, the Kingdom of Macedonia, and the Seleucid Empire. He is the direct<hr>
representative of the king in a province, where he exercises all the royal prerogatives.<hr>
        Valerian is a Roman emperor from 253 to 260 AD. He shares power with his son<hr>
Gallienus, who succeeds him as the sole Roman emperor from 260 to 268. He is captured by<hr>
Shapur I and dies in captivity at the hands of the Persians. Gallienus does nothing to save his father.<hr>
        Shapur I is a 'king of kings' who reigns from 240 to 272 AD over the Sassanid Empire<hr>
which extended from Mesopotamia to the Indus River. The Sassanids are an Iranian dynasty.<hr>
        Gallienus, also known as Gallien, is a Roman Emperor. Initially co-emperor, he<hr>
shares power with his father Valerian until the latter's capture in 260 AD.<hr>
        Mesopotamia is a historical region in the Middle East located between the Tigris and<hr>
Euphrates rivers.<hr>
        Nisibis is a notable place in the history of Syriac-speaking Christianity.<hr>
        Ctesiphon is an ancient Parthian city on the left bank of the Tigris River, 30 km<hr>
south-east of the present city of Baghdad, in Iraq.<hr>
        The Parthians are a people settled in the northeast region of Iran. Spanning<hr>
over Iran and part of Mesopotamia, they are defeated by the Romans. The Parthian<hr>
Arsacid dynasty is overthrown by the Sassanids.<hr>
        Heraclianus or Aurelius Heraclianus is a Roman soldier who rises to the rank of prefect<hr>
at the end of Emperor Gallienus's reign.<hr>
        Ancyra is an ancient city that corresponds to the present-day Ankara.<hr>
        Galatia is a historical region of Anatolia, around present-day Ankara, named after<hr>
a Celtic people, the Gauls, who migrated there in ancient times, around 279 BC.<hr>
        Bithynia is a historical region of Asia Minor located on the northern coast of the<hr>
Black Sea.<hr>
        Chalcedon is a Greek city of Bithynia, now in Turkey, located on<hr>
the Sea of Marmara, at the eastern entrance of the Bosporus.<hr>
        The Bosporus is the strait that connects the Black Sea to the Sea of Marmara and marks, with<hr>
the Dardanelles, the southern boundary between the Asian and European continents.<hr>
        Thonis-Heracleion is an ancient city of Ancient Egypt, located near<hr>
the current Abu Qir. It's a strategic port city for entering Asia Minor.<hr>
<hr>
<hr>
<hr>
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Antioch, or Antioch-on-the-Orontes to distinguish it from other, more recent Antiochs, is a historically significant city originally founded on the left bank of the Orontes in historical Syria. Its location is now part of the modern city of Antakya, in Turkey.<hr>
        Zabas is a lieutenant of Zenobia. After Aurelian captured them both in Emesa, they managed to escape.<hr>
        Emesa is a city in Syria, currently known as Homs.<hr>
        The Saracens is a term used in early centuries, in both Greek and Latin writings, to refer to the people who lived in and near the Roman provinces of Arabia and Deserted Arabia which corresponds to present-day Jordan and Syria.<hr>
        Armenians are a people originally from the Caucasus and the Armenian highlands.<hr>
        The Pannonians are the people of Pannonia, an ancient region of Central Europe, bordered to the north by the Danube and now spanning across present-day Austria, Hungary, Slovenia, Croatia, and portions of northwestern Serbia and northern Bosnia-Herzegovina.<hr>
        The Dalmatians are an ancient people belonging to the Illyrian tribes, who occupied the southern region of present-day Croatia.<hr>
        The Moors refers to the medieval Muslim and Arab-Berber inhabitants of Iberia, Sicily, Malta, and the Maghreb, and originally, during Antiquity, to the Berber populations of North Africa, particularly the Maghreb.<hr>
        The Celts or Celtic peoples were a composite of Indo-European peoples in Europe and Anatolia, identified by their use of Celtic languages and other cultural similarities.<hr>
        Tyana, or Tyane, is an ancient city in Anatolia, in present-day Turkey.<hr>
        Phoenicia is a region roughly corresponding to modern-day Lebanon.<hr>
        Mucapor is an enigmatic character. Little information about him has survived history. What is known is that he was a friend and assassin of Emperor Aurelian.<hr>
        Venus is the goddess of love, seduction, and feminine beauty in Roman mythology. She was early on equated with the Greek goddess Aphrodite.<hr>
        Octavius is the first Roman emperor. He waged war against Cleopatra's Egypt and emerged victorious.<hr>
        Cato of Utica, or Cato the Younger, born in 95 BC in Rome and died on April 12, 46 BC in Utica, present-day Tunisia, father of Portia, was a Roman politician. He is considered in history a stoic figure, famed for his steadfastness. He is known for having committed suicide by opening his chest with his sword to avoid servitude.<hr>
        Portia is a woman of ancient Rome, daughter of Cato of Utica and wife of Brutus, died in 42 BC. Writings say she killed herself by swallowing hot coals.<hr>
<hr>
<hr>
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A more plausible theory is that she burned coal in a room without ventilation to succumb to carbon monoxide.
     Brutus, or Marcus Junius Brutus Cæpio, the adoptive son and assassin of Julius Caesar, husband of Portia, killed himself by opening his belly with a sword.
     Mithridates "Eupator" the Great, more commonly known as Mithridates VI of Pontus or Mithridates I of Pontus, was a king of Pontus and the Bosphorus from the Mithridatic dynasty. Following the betrayal of his son, he tried to commit suicide by ingesting poison. Either the quantity was too small because he shared it with two of his daughters, or the king was immune due to prolonged ingestion of small quantities of poison, nonetheless, his attempt failed. Having vainly tried to end his life by throwing himself on his sword, he then sought the help of a bodyguard, who finished him off.
     Cleopatra VII was an ancient Egyptian queen from the Ptolemaic dynasty, born around 69 BC and died on 12th August, 30 BC. She committed suicide by allowing herself to be bitten by a cobra after Octavian's victory.
     Claudius II, also known as Claudius II Gothicus, was a Roman emperor from September 268 until his death in 270.
     Tivoli is a metropolitan city of Rome, in the region of Latium, Italy.
     Titus was a Roman emperor. He belonged to the Flavian dynasty and reigned from 79 to 81. According to this book, he would have married one of the daughters of Zenobia, but this character died before Zenobia was born.
     Mark Antony was a Roman politician and military man. According to this book, he would have married one of Zenobia's daughters, but this character died before Zenobia was born.

                     Seventh Speech – Portia to Volumnius

                                Portia, wife of Brutus

                                     Context
     Shortly after the defeat and death of Brutus and Cassius, Portia, wife of the former, and daughter of Cato of Utica, expressed through her words and actions that she wanted to follow her husband's fate and no longer live. Her parents, hoping to prevent her from committing suicide, removed all means that could facilitate her dire project. They brought in the philosopher Volumnius, a close friend of Brutus, in an attempt to persuade her through reason not to succumb to despair. However, this woman, having listened to him with much impatience, responded to him as follows.
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                                        Portia to Volumnius<hr>
<hr>
In vain, Volumnius, my parents have chosen you to try to persuade me to continue living after the loss I have suffered. It is unlikely that the philosophy which guided my father Cato's sword and later passed it to my dear Brutus could convince me that the preservation of my life is just or even possible. No, Volumnius, in the state I am in, I can no longer live and no longer need to. You know that this philosophy you use against me is not foreign to me and that the honorable Cato, my father, taught it to me carefully. So don't believe that the decision I am making is the result of a mind blinded by its own pain and desperate despair. I have been thinking about it for a long time, and amid unsure things, I have made the resolution that I will carry out today. Anyone but me could perhaps honor her husband's ashes by shedding tears until the end of her days, but the daughter of Cato and wife of Brutus must act differently. I am convinced I have a soul too distinguished to lead a life unworthy of my ancestors and the honor of having had as father and husband two of the most famous Romans in history. For those who live today are no longer true Romans, they are the remains of Julius Caesar's slaves, or rather they are enraged tigers tearing the breast of their mother by devastating their homeland.<hr>
Alas! Who could have believed that the Roman people would become the enemy of their own freedom, that they would forge the chains that bind them themselves, that they would put on the throne the very man who killed millions to get there? But also that he would be capable of lamenting the death of a tyrant, deifying him and pursuing a man who risked his life to restore his freedom and who even despised Caesar's friendship as a criminal! For Brutus could have obtained much more if he had agreed to submit to servitude. His chains would undoubtedly have been lighter than those of other citizens, and with a little prudence, he could have been the advisor to the man who ruled the world. But Brutus was too generous to base his own well-being on the ruins of the Republic. He knew that duty must prevail over everything else, that he owed Caesar nothing. Being born a Roman citizen, he had to hate the tyrant, and to avoid being ungrateful to his country, he had to be to Caesar. Being descended from the lineage of the first Brutus, he had to bring his aid and value to the oppressed Republic. However, after accomplishing all these things, this cowardly and senseless people exile the one for whom they should have erected statues in all public squares. This extreme ingratitude however did not shake Brutus's honor. You know it, Volumnius, everything he did for the country, I am not telling you to tell it, but to use the little life that remains in me to talk about his great achievements and to ask you to make them known to posterity. Therefore remember, Volumnius, that even if all the Romans have shown ingratitude to him, he has never stopped doing everything for them. And when these cowards tolerated not one, but several despots, Brutus, thought only of their welfare.<hr>
<hr>
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three tyrants, he showed more compassion for the Romans than resentment toward their<hr>
ingratitude. And despite their opposition, he did everything in his power to make them happy. But these enemies<hr>
of morality are so accustomed to slavery that they consider their chains their most precious<hr>
treasures. After Brutus shattered them, they carefully put them back on themselves.<hr>
Rome, which once ruled the entire world, now willingly submits to tyranny. Cato, Brutus... who could have believed it? And who could have thought that the gods would protect crime and oppress innocence? Yet I see why heaven discredits us.<hr>
       The death of Brutus, the savior of the Republic, is Rome's punishment and it is the greatest<hr>
misfortune that has ever struck this city. Without a doubt, it is to punish the Romans that the gods allowed him to kill himself. For Brutus, his punishment is his reward, the ingratitude of the Romans serves his glory, and his very death shows such wisdom that I am almost ashamed to shed tears for him. Perhaps, then, I mourn his absence more than I mourned his death. At the time, my grief was boundless and my mind was torn between hope and fear. Crying brought me some relief. But now, having nothing left to lose and seeing a way to end my misery, my soul is calmer. Although my suffering is the most intense I have ever experienced, I bear it impatiently, knowing that it will soon come to an end. Don't think I should live to preserve Brutus's memory. The act he performed is so great and noble that it will endure in memory. He will always be considered the best and worst of Romans, and even the tyrants who will rule after him will help preserve his glorious memory. As long as there are kings in Rome, it will be remembered that the old Brutus drove them out, and when the last king dies to save the freedom that the first had won, he will also be remembered. Don't doubt it, Rome will always be enslaved. It is certain that if she could have regained her freedom one day, Brutus would have given it to her. But since he could not do so, he at least had the glory of dying without being a slave. His glory would not be complete if I showed myself cowardly enough to live in captivity. Something would be missing from my own glory if I forgot his. Our fate is intertwined, as I was part of his conspiracy and knew his plans before their execution. It is therefore only right that I follow the fate of Brutus. Know, Volumnius, that a person brave enough to stab themselves, bear the pain, and hide it to prove to their husband that they can keep a secret won't easily change their decision to die. The images of Cato and my dear Brutus are so present in my mind that I see nothing else. Their death and mine inspire such a desire in me that I consider it the greatest good that could happen to me.<hr>
       Bear in mind, Volumnius, that true enthusiasm for morality lies in the wish to follow it as an example. Those who praise virtuous men without emulating them as much as they can deserve more criticism than praise, because they know the good without practicing it.<hr>
<hr>
<hr>
                                                    53<hr>


[bookmark: _Toc53]Page 54
to be continued. Cato died with the advantage of having made Caesar say that he envied his death because it removed from him the opportunity to forgive him. I want Brutus to be envied for having been able to choose a wife brave enough to follow him to the grave. There, we will enjoy a freedom that we will never lose, while the Romans moan under the weight of their chains. But the day will come when Brutus' name will be venerated, when they will wish for a liberator they have refused and the blood of Cato and Brutus will fill them with shame. Yes, those Roman citizens who saw themselves as masters of the world, who had kings as subjects, whose glory was unsullied and whose power was only equal to that of the gods, will henceforth be contemptible slaves. Their serfdom will be so severe that they will no longer be masters of their own will. They will approve of all the mistakes of their tyrants, and Rome, once a school of integrity, will become a den of cowardly flatterers. Is it possible that the aspirations of such a great people could change in an instant? Those millions of men who fought on the plains of Pharsalus under the banner of Pompey, did they all perish in that battle or did they lose their courage when defeated? Those kings who hold their crowns from the authority of the Senate, are all ungrateful? Is there none among them who would have accepted Brutus to free him from his chains? Is the desire for freedom, so powerful among all creatures living on earth, extinguished in men? And is the blood of a dead tyrant without effect on the Romans? They want to honor his memory and mourn, but in doing so, they saddle themselves with chains for the rest of their lives, it is incomprehensible. 

Yes, all the Roman legions have lost their courage; all the governors are prostrating themselves before their tyrants; all the Romans prefer slavery to freedom; the ashes of Caesar are revered; and to top it all, Brutus has abandoned them. However, do not think, Volumnius, that he wished to leave me behind. It is true that when we parted in the city of Elea, he did not want me to stay by his side, even though I did everything to do so. He said that the trip would cause me too much pain and that I could be more useful in Rome than in his army. But in this situation, this is not the case. I know well that Brutus thought of me while dying, that he is waiting for me where he is and that he does not doubt that I have forgotten that Cato preferred to tear his own bowels rather than live under tyranny and that I, Porcia, having even stronger reasons pushing me, will follow the path that he has traced for me. When life can no longer be honorable or happy, it is extremely wise to leave it, knowing that it should be cherished only as long as it serves our glory or that of the fatherland. Thus, I no longer need to preserve my own. Yes, Volumnius, I owe my death to my own glory, to that of Cato, to that of Brutus and to that of Rome. But do not think that this death is a misfortune for me. I am going to a place where, without a doubt, ethics are known and rewarded. This terrifying spectre of death that Brutus encountered without being frightened near the city of Sardis, and later, near that of Philippi, does not appear to me. I only see the soul of my husband calling me and appearing eager for mine to join him. I see- 
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that of Cato who, retaining his paternal authority, seems to ask me to leave a place<hr>
unworthy of my wisdom. Judge, Volumnius, if this vision terries me and if I encounter<hr>
difficulties in choosing one of the two paths available to me. On one side, I see my homeland<hr>
ravished, the whole earth covered with the blood of our friends, our persecutors become our masters,<hr>
all my kin reduced to slavery, and me worshipping the ashes of Brutus.<hr>
       This, Volumnius, is what I see on this side. But on the other, I see only well-<hr>
being: my father and my husband who await me; the former asks me for the fruit of the<hr>
lessons he has taught me and the latter, for the reward of the affection he has shown me. Yes,<hr>
noble Cato, yes, glorious Brutus, I will do what I ought to do on this occasion and nothing can<hr>
stop me. Do not think, Volumnius, that the will is something that can be<hr>
forced. It's thanks to it that we resemble the gods, it's a privilege that heaven<hr>
has granted us. Tyrants cannot force it, it is not under their domination, and when<hr>
one possesses a firm and resolved soul, one never changes the plans one has set. So do not<hr>
believe that the cares of my parents will prevent me from dying, or even more so that<hr>
your reasons can sway my mind. Cato did not succumb to his son's tears, and neither will I<hr>
be moved by the tears of my loved ones nor by your speeches. Brutus, to<hr>
avoid slavery, gave himself death, would it not be more logical and just for me to<hr>
end my life? My liberty is as important to me as his was to him, but I have<hr>
this advantage and this sweetness in death that he couldn't experience. While he could only be<hr>
free by abandoning me, I only have to follow him to retain my freedom. So you see very<hr>
well, wise Volumnius, after all I have just said, that death is glorious to me, necessary<hr>
and sweet. Therefore, don't think about preventing me, because in any case, your efforts would be useless.<hr>
Those who have succeeded in changing their minds about such a decision probably wanted<hr>
to be persuaded. Secretly, they opposed this will, and their own weakness was a<hr>
strong enough guard to preserve their lives, jumping at an opportunity or an excuse to<hr>
change their opinions. These are people who wanted to enjoy announcing their death so that<hr>
they would have the leisure to be prevented from committing it.<hr>
       But for me, it won't be like that. I do not hide my intention, I do not want to<hr>
deceive my guards, I frankly tell them that I will escape them and that death will deliver me<hr>
from the pain I feel. Yes, Volumnius, I am going to die. Great Cato, noble Brutus,<hr>
come receive my soul. See, dear shadows, if I am worthy of the name I bear.<hr>
Approve me for what I am, for if I am right, my death will be worthy of a true<hr>
Roman. See, my dear Brutus, if I tremble in this last hour, see my extreme<hr>
impatience to be with you. You see, noble Cato, that they have taken away the daggers, the<hr>
poisons and all that could serve me to execute my resolution. My room has become my prison, there is no cliff or rope for me, and I have guards who watch me.<hr>
But in taking all these things away from me, they do not take away my will to die or the memory of<hr>
<hr>
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your tenacity. I remember, Cato, that glorious day when you defeated Caesar by taking your own life. You thus made it clear to those guarding you that your life was not in their hands since to end it, all you needed to do was stop breathing or smash your head against the wall. Therefore, following a noble lesson, I am going to join my dear Brutus. See, noble husband, the last act of your wife. Judge my life by my death and the affection I had for you by these glowing coals that I hold and that will suffocate me.

                                         Effect of this discourse
       
         As she spoke these last words, she followed through. With a firmness and courage that both inspire admiration and horror, she demonstrated that things are neither easy nor impossible depending on how we perceive them. When you love someone and their ideals more than your own life, it is not difficult to embrace death.

                                                  Notes

         Portia is a woman from ancient Rome, daughter of Cato of Utica and wife of Brutus, died in 42 B.C. Her death is an example of loyalty to her conviction and her husband, but not the only one in this turbulent end of the Republic.
         Volumnius is an officer of Brutus and a friend. He refused to assist Brutus in taking his own life. 
         Brutus is a senator, a lawyer, and a Roman philosopher. He is the son of Julius Caesar and the husband of Portia. He participated in the assassination of Caesar, believing it would save the Republic. 
         Cassius, or Caius Cassius Longinus, born around 87-86 B.C. and died in early October 42 B.C. at the first battle of Philippi, is a politician and a general at the end of the Roman Republic. He is Brutus's brother-in-law. They together assassinated Julius Caesar.
         Cato of Utica, or Cato the Younger, born in 95 B.C. in Rome and died on April 12, 46 B.C. in Utica, current Tunisia. He is Portia's father and a Roman politician. He remains in history as a figure of stoicism, known for his firmness of spirit. He is known for having committed suicide by opening his chest with his sword to avoid Caesar's servitude. Caesar, his enemy at the time, declared that he regretted this death because he would have forgiven Cato's choices.
         Brutus, Lucius Junius Brutus, or Lucius Iunius Brutus, is the legendary founder of the Roman Republic and one of the first two Roman consuls in 509 B.C. He led a revolution to expel the kings of Rome.
         The Battle of Pharsalus is a clash that took place in Thessaly, near the city of the same name, in the early summer of 48 B.C., during the Roman civil war. 
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pits Caesar's troops against those of Pompey. By winning this battle with vastly<hr>
inferior forces, Julius Caesar takes a decisive advantage over the opposing side.<hr>
        Pompey, known as "the Great", born September 29, 106 BC in Picenum in<hr>
Italy and died September 28, 48 BC in Pelusium, Egypt. He stages a political uprising, but is stopped at the Battle of Pharsalia.<hr>
        Elea, or Velia for the Romans, is a Greek city on the Tyrrhenian coast, in<hr>
Campania, near the Gulf of Salerno.<hr>
        Sardis is an ancient city in Asia Minor, the capital of Lydia, on the Pactolus River,<hr>
in the Hermos Valley. Brutus takes refuge there after the assassination of Julius Caesar and is caught up by the troops of Mark Antony.<hr>
        Philippi is an ancient city founded by the Macedonian king Philip II in 356 BC,<hr>
abandoned in the 14th century after the Ottoman conquest, now an archaeological site located in the Kavála constituency in Greece. It is on the plains of this city that Brutus leads his last battle against the Roman army. Losing, he is forced to flee and commits suicide.<hr>
<hr>
<hr>
                        Eighth Speech – Berenice to Titus<hr>
<hr>
                             Berenice, Queen of Chalcis<hr>
<hr>
<hr>
                                              Context<hr>
        During the Judean war, Titus fell madly in love with Berenice, queen of<hr>
Chalcis and granddaughter of Mariamne. According to some beliefs, they secretly married.<hr>
When they returned to Rome, the Roman people, who regarded all foreigners as barbarians, did not approve of this union, even if it involved a queen. Therefore, Emperor Vespasian commanded his son to send her away. It is in this difficult situation that the distressed princess grappled with the great Titus.<hr>
<hr>
<hr>
<hr>
<hr>
                                      Berenice to Titus<hr>
<hr>
        Do not think, Titus, that I hold you responsible. On the contrary, I thank you instead<hr>
of accusing you. Without saying anything against you, I simply ask for the freedom to complain about my situation. After having served Rome in all the wars, fate treats me cruelly today. I am convinced that you feel more pain in abandoning me than in renouncing all your victories. I know that ambition is a feeling as strong as love, but I<hr>
<hr>
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believe in your soul, love prevails. I even want to believe, to console myself in my<hr>
misfortune, that if you had the choice, you would prefer my company to that of the Roman Empire. But<hr>
this reason of state, which justifies so many crimes and violence, does not allow the invincible Titus,<hr>
after he has risked his life so many times for the well-being of the Romans, to think about his<hr>
own happiness. I thought that love, when it reigned in a wise heart, inspired it<hr>
even more ardor to acquire glory. However, I clearly see that this is not the opinion<hr>
of the emperor or the Senate, and I was mistaken in my assumptions. If you had chosen a<hr>
totally unworthy person of you as the object of your love, their complaints would be<hr>
more bearable. And I would deserve the treatment I am receiving if I had conveyed to Titus low and shameful<hr>
feelings. But, given my rank, one cannot blame you for having<hr>
engaged in an unequal marriage. Alexander the Great did nothing dishonorable when he<hr>
married Roxane, although she was a captive, a foreigner, and a simple governor's daughter. This mistake<hr>
he made out of love did not prevent him from enjoying the fame of his victories or from being<hr>
ranked among the most glorious heroes.<hr>
      The mistake you are blamed for is, however, nothing like this, for I am the<hr>
granddaughter of Mariamne, and among my ancestors are all the ancient kings of Judea. Besides,<hr>
I wear a crown that should prevent the Senate from treating me so cruelly. Yes, Titus,<hr>
Persia had its own heroes as glorious as Rome: the Jonathans, the Davids and the Solomons,<hr>
from whom I descend, perhaps performed feats as great as those of Romulus, Numa<hr>
Pompilius and Caesar. The sumptuous and precious treasures that you took from the temple of<hr>
Jerusalem, with which you adorned yourself, showed Rome the greatness and magnificence<hr>
of my ancestors. If I were descended from a line that was an enemy to the Republic, like Sophonisba,<hr>
daughter of Hasdrubal, it would be right to fear that after conquering the gallant Titus, I might<hr>
make my victory sinister for the Senate and push them to acts contrary to its authority. But<hr>
I am of the lineage accustomed to receiving crowns from Roman emperors. The great Agrippa,<hr>
my father, received the kingdom of Batanæa and that of Trachonitis from the generosity of Caligula,<hr>
just as he received that of Chalcis, the scepter of which I bear today. My brother, Agrippa<hr>
the second, also benefited from the favor of your father Emperor Vespasian, and his death has<hr>
sufficiently proven that he was worthy of it. It was in your presence that my brother lost his life in trying to convince the inhabitants of Gamala to surrender and recognize the authority of<hr>
Vespasian. However, instead of consoling me for his loss, they banish me like a criminal.<hr>
It seems I sought to overthrow the Empire. Barely have they found a place to exile me<hr>
and they send me there. Yet, you know I have committed no crime, except that of receiving<hr>
the honor you did me by marrying me. The innocent conquest that my eyes made of your<hr>
heart is what makes me guilty. The Romans want you to be their captive and not mine.<hr>
They want to direct your love and your hatred at will, choose a wife for you according<hr>
to their whims, and not according to your desires. I know that my tears may seem suspect to those<hr>                                             
<hr>
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who do not know me. My enemies who see my suffering will no doubt affirm that<hr>
I lament the favors of the Empire as much as those of Titus, and that ambition takes more room<hr>
in my soul than love.<hr>
       But if it is true that you love me as much as you have stated, you will judge my feelings<hr>
through yours and you will understand that you alone are the cause of my pain, just as you have<hr>
been the source of my happiness. No, Titus, the magnificence of Rome does not dazzle me. The throne<hr>
awaiting you has nothing to do with the affection I have for you. The qualities of your soul and the love<hr>
you once held for me are the only things I considered when I chose to<hr>
love you. So, take a wife to share the sovereignty you will one day possess without<hr>
fearing that I will hold it against you, but never share the heart where you made me reign. This is an<hr>
empire that is mine and that you will not unjustly take from me. My dear Titus, you<hr>
cannot accuse me of asking too much. I am only asking for what you have already given me.<hr>
You cannot claim that this heart is not under your control, that it is in the hands of<hr>
Vespasian or under the reins of the Senate, and that you are not its master. Even slaves, as<hr>
oppressed as they might be, enjoy this privilege. They love and despise whoever they<hr>
please, and their will is as free in chains as if they were on the throne. So, you<hr>
without a doubt savor the same freedom and will not deny me the favor I request from you.<hr>
You will give a wife to Titus to satisfy the whim of the people, but you will not give<hr>
a rival to Berenice. I alone will occupy your soul, just as you solely inhabit mine, and<hr>
even far from you, I will always be present in your mind. If such is the case, I will bear<hr>
my exile with patience. However, how could I even contemplate living without seeing you<hr>
again one day? No, Titus, that is utterly impossible. My fate is inseparable from yours,<hr>
and whatever Vespasian and the authority of the Senate might do, I cannot leave you. It would be<hr>
weak of me to abandon you. You may blame me for the fear of being mistreated having made me<hr>
obey the order to leave Rome too quickly, or you may eventually accuse me of<hr>
lacking affection for you. No, I do not know these feelings, for that would be ingratitude to behave this way. I should not cost you the Empire. So preserve it and let me<hr>
leave. It's enough for me if you miss me. And when you ascend to the throne, remember-<hr>
that the banishment of Berenice was the price of its possession.<hr>
       Titus, there is something quite strange about our situation. How could one<hr>
think that the Romans, who are already preparing to recognize you as master of the entire earth,<hr>
want to impose their will on you in a matter so important to you and so insignificant to<hr>
them? And how is it that these same people, over whom you will have absolute power,<hr>
whose possessions and lives you will control, cannot bear to see you love me? Am I an<hr>
enemy or a barbarian to the Romans? Do they feel jealousy or hatred towards<hr>
me? Do they fear that I may push you to rebuild the walls of Jerusalem? Have I undertaken<hr>
anything against public welfare or have I offended any one of them individually? No,<hr>
<hr>
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Titus, I've done nothing, said nothing, thought nothing against them. My greatest crime is being 
unhappy and that you love me. Heaven would have me remain so all my life, guilty in this 
way. Continue to give them new reasons to hate me by loving me always. Show them 
that the victim you sacrifice for them is dear to you. And for your glory as much as 
for mine, let them know that the affection you have for me has valid reasons. Cover 
up my faults and carefully highlight the few good qualities that reside in me. 
Tell them that the fondness I had for you has made up for my lack of merit. And finally, 
show them through my praise the motive of your love. For my part, it will be easy to 
justify my love for you. Your worth and wisdom are so universally recognized around 
the world that I don't need to explain why I love you. But, dear 
Titus, can I tell you something that worries me? Yes, since it's my affection that drives it, 
you can't dislike it, and you're too fair to condemn me once you 
understand that I'm only guilty of an excess of love. As things stand, I 
wouldn't want to tear you away from the throne that is rightfully yours by forcing you to follow me, as there is nowhere 
on Earth where the remarkable Titus can live incognito. Yet, if I'm allowed to tell you 
all that I think, I would wish that without throne, without kingdom, and without empire, we 
could live together in a place where ethics alone reigns with us. I would wish for you 
to not be what you are, yet I wouldn't want you to change. The excess of my sorrow 
and my affection makes me, finding nothing in all possible things that could 
satisfy me, constrained to console myself by making impossible vows. Forgive me, 
Titus, for having this thought that would have stripped you of the power you deserve, even though I see 
in your eyes that such sentiment does not insult you. 
       So far, I've always believed that I couldn't feel sadness or 
pain without speaking of it and sharing it with you. However, it's certain that the one I read 
on your face soothes my distress, that your tears lessen the bitterness of mine, and that 
in my current state, I can't have a sweeter feeling than seeing you overwhelmed. Yes, Titus, 
my desperation is so great that if I can't live happily beside you, I would wish 
for us to always be unhappy as long as we do so together. This unfair 
feeling lasts little in my mind, and from one extreme to the other, I'd rather 
be more miserable if it means that you are not. It then seems to me that the Romans are 
right to exile me, for I am capable of disturbing the peace of their future ruler. I 
would wish to be able to leave without distressing you, carrying in my heart your pain along with mine.
In this state of deep tenderness, I feel more compassion for you than for myself. 
However, since I am forced to live without you, I'm certain to often hear 
news about you, even if you don't give them to me. Fame will propagate the 
great things you will do, and I wish with all my heart that it could just as well share 
my tears as your exploits, and make sure that you are aware that neither time nor distance can 
ever 
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will lessen my torment and my affection. Recall, dear Titus, every time your great heart compels you to perform a noble deed, I will find in it both a source of consolation and sorrow. I will rejoice in your glory and lament the loss I have suffered, but whatever happens, I will always love you. However, I believe I will not remain concerned for a long time with events relating to you, for the pain I feel is so strong that I don't believe it can last. If my exile was the result of your disloyalty, if your feelings towards me had changed, if your contempt was the cause of my misery, at least I'd have the consolation of naming you responsible for my departure. I would soothe my torment by calling you an ingrate and a traitor. The anger and spite would share my heart. I could hope one day not to love you anymore. Out of resentment or prides, I would part ways with you nearly tearlessly. But in the current state of affairs, I see everywhere reasons for despair, and nothing that could soften my pain. I am not only losing a lover, but a faithful one, and I lose him in a manner that does not allow me to complain about him. I implore the Senate and the Roman people never to complain about the emperor, for he is their father, and I can accuse them, not of not loving me well, but of not valuing me enough. Thus, I become the most unfortunate person who ever existed. But wait, this is where I find some subject for consolation! I am leaving Titus and it is not he who is leaving me. Fate pulls me away from him against his will. It threatens to take away his crown if he does not consent to my exile. And at this moment, I have the satisfaction of noticing that my dear Titus values me more than the Empire.
   It is true, however, that I have to leave him, but at least I have the benefit as I leave of knowing that I will remain in his soul and that nothing can push me out. I see that your silence validates what I say. Your sighs assure me of it and your tears prevent me from doubting it. You certainly have a soul too well made to be capable of infidelity or forgetfulness. Frivolity is a defect that you do not have because it is a sign of weakness and lack of judgment, unworthy of you. One should not offer one's heart without having thought long about it, but once it has been offered, it should never be taken back. In my opinion, it is reasonable to consider that we have more authority over the gifts that have been given to us than over the things we have generously granted. Things that are not gifts can sometimes revert to us without injustice, but what we have once given must never be ours again. Giving is accepting to renounce all rights we could claim on the object of the gift, and there is no law that can justly restore us to possession of it. With that said, I am assured that you have given me your heart. It is by this thought that I can hope to live in my exile, it is by this alone that life can be bearable to me, and it is by this alone that I cannot call myself absolutely unfortunate. I hope that in time, the Romans might recognize that as the love you have for me has nothing unjust, I have inspired only benevolent feelings in you. I do not ask
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Not, Titus, that you would lose yourself to preserve me. I do not want you to oppose the emperor, <hr>
to attract the hatred of the Senate, to irritate the people against you, to seek to stir up <hr>
the legions, to reject the lovely Arricidia who is destined for you. I do not want you to abandon <hr>
the empire for love of me. On the contrary, I urge and beseech you to obey the emperor, <hr>
to follow the advice of the Senate, to please the people, to keep your legions for making new <hr>
conquests, to accept on the throne the blessed Arricidia, to preserve the empire that destiny <hr>
promises you and your birth gives you. But after convincing everyone of my disgrace, be fair enough to remember I should be your only love. <hr>
       If I gain this of you, I would leave with some sweetness in spite of all my bitterness. <hr>
Far from cursing my enemies, I will pray for their happiness, for I will do the same <hr>
for your preservation. So may you, Titus, gain as many victories as you engage in <hr>
battles. May you rule your people with as much authority as mercy. May you <hr>
inspire fear throughout the entire world. May you earn as much glory as you <hr>
deserve. May you make your reign as joyful as I am indignant. Finally, may you <hr>
achieve so much greatness, both through your distinguished courage and your rare goodness, that with <hr>
the consent of all nations, you may inspire love and enjoy the delights of <hr>
humanity.<hr>
<hr>
<hr>
<hr>
<hr>
                                        Effect of this Speech<hr>
<hr>
        These prayers were so fervent that they were answered: Titus was as glorious and loved as <hr>
Berenice wished him. And if the silence of history does not contradict me, she was his last <hr>
love, as she had desired. Thus, it can be said that she obtained all that she asked for, <hr>
even though she left Rome and abandoned Titus. <hr>
<hr>
<hr>
                                                 Notes<hr>
        Berenice, also known under the name of Julia Berenice, born around 28, is a daughter of king <hr>
Agrippa I, the last Jewish King of Judaea. She descended from the Herodian and Hasmonean <hr>
dynasties of Judaea. She is the lover of the future Roman emperor, Titus. After following him to Rome, she <hr>
is driven away at Titus's coronation for political reasons.<hr>
        Agrippa I, sometimes called Herod Agrippa, born around 10 BC and died around 44 in <hr>
Caesarea, grandson of Herod the Great, is the last Jewish king of Judaea. He spent his childhood and youth in Rome. He became friends with Emperor Caligula.<hr>
        Chalcis is the main city of the island and regional district of Euboea, in Greece. It is <hr>
located on the Strait of Euripus.<hr>
<hr>
<hr>
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        Titus, born on December 30, 39 and died on September 13, 81, is a Roman Emperor. He<hr>
belongs to the Flavian dynasty, and reigned from 79 to 81. He is the son of Emperor Vespasian.<hr>
        Mariamne the Hasmonean, or Mariamne I, is a Hasmonean princess,<hr>
wife of Herod the Great, executed in 29 BC on the order of her husband.<hr>
        Vespasian is a Roman Emperor. He is the founder of the Flavian dynasty which<hr>
ruled the Roman Empire from 69 to 96. His sons, Titus and then Domitian, succeed him after his<hr>
death.<hr>
        Alexander the Great, or Alexander III, is a king of Macedonia and one of the<hr>
most famous figures of antiquity.<hr>
        Roxane, or Rhoxane, is a Persian woman. She is the first wife of Alexander the<hr>
Great and the mother of his posthumous son Alexander IV. She was assassinated on the order of<hr>
Cassander, claimant to the Macedonian throne with his son.<hr>
        Cassander is a king of Macedonia of the Antipatrid dynasty, who reigned<hr>
from 305 to 297 BC. He took part in the wars of Diadochi, conflicts that occurred after<hr>
the death of Alexander the Great for the partition of his empire. He had Alexander IV and<hr>
his mother Roxane assassinated in 310 BC, leaving the title of king of Macedonia vacant until 305.<hr>
BC, when he proclaimed himself king.<hr>
        Jonathan is a prince of the kingdom of Israel at the time when his father Saul is king. The books<hr>
of Samuel, from the Old Testament, report that he befriended young David, who was then designated to<hr>
take the throne from Saul.<hr>
        David is a significant figure in the Bible as the third king of the unified monarchy<hr>
of Israel and Judah following Saul and Ish-boshet. With Solomon, his son and successor,<hr>
he is one of the major founders of the Israelite state. He is also the main author of the Psalms.<hr>
        Solomon is a king of the ancient kingdom of Israel, renowned for his wealth and wisdom,<hr>
according to the Bible. He succeeded his father, King David, the founder of the lineage of the kings of Judah.<hr>
        Romulus is the legendary founder and first king of Rome.<hr>
        Numa Pompilius is the second of the seven kings of the Roman royalty. According to the<hr>
Latin tradition, his reign extended from 715 to 673 BC. He is part of the first series<hr>
of mythical kings of Rome shared between Latin kings, and Sabine kings, peoples<hr>
settled in central Italy. He is a peaceful king.<hr>
        Julius Caesar, also simply called Caesar, is a Roman general, statesman, and<hr>
writer, born on July 12 or 13, 100 BC in Rome and died on March 15, 44 BC<hr>
in the same city. He is known for his war exploits and his conquests.<hr>
        Sophonisbe, born in Carthage in 235 BC and died in Cirta in 203 BC, is a<hr>
queen of Numidia and the wife of Syphax, Berber king of Numidia, and then Massinissa.<hr>
        Hasdrubal Gisco, died in 202 BC, is a Carthaginian general from the Second<hr>
Punic war.<hr>
<hr>
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Batanaea, today known as Al-Bathaniya, is a fertile plain in the south of current-day Syria,<hr>
located east of Golan, west of Trachonitis and north of Auranitis, which borders Jordan.<hr>
        Trachonitis is the Greek name for a region of basaltic rocky chaos called Argob in<hr>
the Bible, situated south of Damascus, in Syria.<hr>
        Caligula, full name Caius Julius Caesar Augustus Germanicus, was born on August<hr>
31, 12 AD in Antium and assassinated on January 24, 41 AD in Rome and was the third Roman emperor.<hr>
He reigned from 37 to 41, succeeding his adoptive father Tiberius.<hr>
        Agrippa II is the son of Agrippa I, who himself is the grandson of Herod the Great. The<hr>
Roman Emperor Claudius appointed him as king of Chalcis in 48. It is implied in this speech that he<hr>
died during the siege of Gamala, which is not true as he was only wounded whilst trying to<hr>
convince the besieged to surrender.<hr>
        Gamala is an ancient city located on the Golan plateau. It was besieged by Agrippa II and 
Titus during the great Jewish revolt of 66.<hr>
        Arrecina is a Roman lady who lived in the 1st century. She was the first official wife<hr>
of Titus.<hr>
<hr>
<hr>
                        Ninth Speech - Panthea to Cyrus<hr>
<hr>
                                Panthea, Queen of Susiana<hr>
<hr>
<hr>
                                                Context<hr>
        Queen Panthea of Susiana was a war prisoner of grand Cyrus.<hr>
However, she was treated with much courtesy, which prompted her to suggest to her husband,<hr>
Abradatas, to leave the Lydian camp and join the forces of Cyrus. In an act of gratitude and<hr>
bravery, Abradatas asked Cyrus for permission to fight on the front line. After being granted this<hr>
favor, he performed heroic feats, but he sacrificed so much that he won victory only at the cost of<hr>
his life. His body, covered with wounds, was brought back to the despondent Panthea. Cyrus<hr>
came to see her to offer her comfort or rather to share in her grief at this mutual loss. It was then<hr>
that the grief-stricken princess spoke to him somewhat in these terms.<hr>
<hr>
<hr>
                                            Panthea to Cyrus<hr>
<hr>
        You can see, great Cyrus, what your victory has cost you: Abradatas was the victim who<hr>
made the gods look favorably upon you. His blood dampened the laurels that crown your head.<hr>
<hr>
<hr>
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He died crowning you, but in reality, it is you and I who are more the cause of his ruin than the valor of the Lydians. Yes, Cyrus, it is your generosity, my gratitude, and his own that have led him to this dismal state. You see him covered in his own blood and that of your enemies. The numerous wounds sustained across his body are clear evidences of those he inflicted on those he fought. His courage transformed the desperation of the Egyptians. This hand, almost severed from his arm, clearly shows that he did not let go of his weapons until he had lost his life. We saw, Cyrus, him fighting with such fervor that it seemed this battle's victory would place the crown of the entire world upon his head. He paid with his person, his blood, and his life the debt that I owe to you. Therefore, noble Cyrus, it is your generosity, my gratitude, and his that have caused his death and my sadness.

However, I do not accuse you, I am too fair for that. On the contrary, I thank you for the comfort you offer me. I see in you the commendable sentiment that makes you shed tears on the very day of your victory, and that makes you regret more the loss of a friend than the conquest and defeat of all your enemies. But after acknowledging your merit, allow me to lament the cruel fate that required, in order to protect my honor, I had to put my dear Abradate himself into the battle in which he lost his life. It was only for the love of me that he abandoned Crœsus's side. Though he had justifiable reasons to serve him, the memory of his fondly loved father influenced his decisions. As soon as I shared my debt to you with him, he offered to fulfill this responsibility. Your fame had already swayed his heart to meet my request, and because he had a deep respect for you, it was easy for him to love you. Finally, Cyrus, on this occasion he displayed much gratitude towards you and a tremendous love towards me. "No, Panthée," he told me, "Abradate cannot be the enemy of your protector. He wiped your tears, I must shed my blood for it. He watched over your honor, my courage must assist in his conquests. He lost a man he loved dearly to protect you, I must repair this loss and ensure that nobody feels the absence of Araspes on the battleground. Yes," he added, raising his voice, "I will lose my life or I will show Cyrus that those who receive a favor like this are sometimes as generous as those who give it." Alas! I must confess, I did not oppose these words, blindly overlooking the obvious tragedy. I encouraged his noble sentiment and will, I expressed my gratitude for what was to become my ultimate torment. And contributing to my own misery, I spurred his bravery to perform the deeds that caused his death today and will keep him alive forever.

Cruel memory! Injustice of fate! Why did Abradate have to be the only one defeated among all the victors? Why did he, after pouring out his blood so heroically for the victory of the battle, have to be among the few not to bask in the fruits of triumph? But ...
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it’s not just with this conversation that I allowed this tragedy. My blindness was so immense that I awaited this ominous day like a day of victory. My mind was filled with hope, my imagination only presented pleasant things to me. I considered the end of this battle as the beginning of my glory. I saw Abradate returning covered in laurels, his chariot laden with the spoils of his enemies. Thinking this way, I redoubled my efforts to provide him with brilliant weapons. I knew the value of Abradate, but I was still unaware of the cruelty of fate. I was so afraid that his noble deeds might not be acknowledged enough that I used all my precious stones to decorate his cuirass to make him more resplendent. But what I did did not help him to stay alive! Undoubtedly, I was on the side of the enemy, I wanted to show them where to strike. I am the cause of all the injuries that Abradate suffered. It was I who pierced his heart and covered his entire body with blood and wounds. I guided the hand of all those who attacked him. In addition to arousing envy in the audacious to conquer a glorious warrior, I also wished that every savage and mercenary shared the same objective. I armed against him the entire army of Crésus. Some I armed with the sheer desire to defeat this man who seemed to be the god of war and others by the lure of loot, for by stripping him of his cuirass they would become rich. I am the one who armed Abradate before the battle, it is I who strapped this cuirass onto him and handed him his weapons. 

Yes, Cyrus, it was I who brought about his downfall. And although at that moment a nescient fear warned me of the impending disaster, I despised this feeling sent by the gods. Unable to stop my tears, I was ungrateful in hiding them from my dear Abradate. It seemed to me that showing him my grief would be to rob him of his heart, to convey that I lacked courage. How thoughtless I was! I should have displayed my affliction with all the bitterness that it contained, as I have no doubt that if he had understood that my life depended on his, he would have taken a little more care of himself. He thought of your glory and of my life. But, Cyrus, it seemed in this situation, that I cared neither for the life of Abradate nor for my own. For when I finished arming him and led him towards the splendid chariot that awaited him, I spoke to him neither of himself nor of me, but only of the debt I owed you. I reminded him that you could have treated me as a slave, but you had treated me as a queen. Having had the misfortune to separate you from a man whom you loved more than yourself, you had the generosity to protect me against him. And after such a just action, I had promised you that Abradate would be as faithful and as useful as Araspe had been. Lo and behold, great Cyrus, this is what I said to my dear Abradate when we prepared to part for the last time. His feelings never strayed from mine. “Let me show myself today as a worthy friend of Cyrus, as a worthy husband to Panthea,” he said to me while stretching his hand to my head and raising his eyes to the sky. As he uttered his words, he left me and got onto his chariot, watching me as long as he could. He gave orders to the one who accompanied him.
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prompted me forward. I wished to bid my husband farewell but intense pain suddenly seized me<hr>
and held me back. Even though the chariot was already pulling away, I could not help but follow it. However, Abradates noticing this said to me, "Go, Panthea, await my return with the hope of seeing me soon." Alas! Unbeknownst to me at the time, that chariot, whose brilliance caught everyone's eyes and seemed destined only for a day of victory, would be Abradates' coffin. No sooner had I lost sight of him did my women escort me back to my tent. I ceased to hope and started to fear. My imagination, which had been feeding me crowns and victories, now showed me only funereal visions. Based on what had been told to me in my dreams, I saw everything that happened to Abradates. Yes, Cyrus, I saw him on the front lines, eager to shed his blood for your glory. I saw him fighting furiously against the Lydians, breaking the ranks he was attacking, bringing death everywhere his arm reached, pursuing fleeing enemies, strewing the battlefield with corpses. In my vision, I saw victory leading his chariot.<hr>
       Alas! This image was quickly replaced by another: suddenly, what was supposed to inspire Abradates' soldiers to closely follow him became the reason for their desertion. The grave danger he was in caused those who should have supported him to flee and increased the fear of the Egyptians who remained. I saw most of his men abandon him and watch him get surrounded by enemies. Yet, I saw him clear a path through the spears, javelins, and projectiles of those who were attacking him. I saw him thinning the ranks, overturning everything in his path, smashing the chariots in front of him, killing those who drove them, attacking and defending simultaneously, and eventually overcoming anyone who opposed him. But after building a trophy with his own hands to your glory and his, and showing your men the path to victory, after covering the field with blood, deaths, broken weapons, and destroyed chariots, those very men he had killed, those very weapons he had broken and those very chariots he had destroyed, brought Abradates down. If he had vanquished fewer foes, he would not have been vanquished in return: those he had defeated were more fatal to him than those he was still contesting. Finally, I saw Abradates weighed down by their numbers, riddled with injuries, fighting for his life up to the last drop of his blood. Terrible vision! I saw Abradates collapse and die overcoming those who killed him. And indeed, Cyrus, your men fought better for the dead body of Abradates than they would have for saving his life.<hr>
       Imagine the state of my soul at this ghoulish apparition. However, this was nothing compared to what I felt when I saw Abradates' chariot return, laden with enemy spoils, and on this grim trophy, my hero's body, wounded, lifeless, dead, and bloodied. Cyrus! Panthea! Disastrous victory! What a sight for my eyes and what heartbreak! My sorrow is so great that I am surprised my
body hasn't yet rid me of this pain. Everything I see desolates me, everything I 
</hr>
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I am in a state of horrendous pain. Cyrus, think back to when Araspe's unfair passion gave me a legitimate reason to complain, and if I had chosen death, I would have preserved Abradate's life, secured my honor, and you wouldn't have had any reason to fault a man you respected and held dear. I could have satisfied my husband, my own dignity, and the great Cyrus. I should have respected him by not complaining about his friend. Had I been sensible, death would have prevented me from lamenting at that time and from weeping today. But fate decided otherwise. May the gods wish that in this tragedy as dark as Abradate's death, I could show posterity that Panthea was a worthy spouse to Abradate and she was not unworthy of Cyrus's protection. By the splendor of the ornaments you have sent me, I can see that you intend to celebrate the funeral of my dear Abradate, but now his glory is the sole thing I can focus on. 

Go on, great Cyrus, by erecting a magnificent monument and by writing the truth, so that posterity may know who Abradate was. Immortalize your glory, his and my misery together. The gold and marble that you are going to employ will not be wasted, and the tomb you will raise to immortalize Abradate will, likewise, immortalize you. There are more people capable of performing a good deed than there are those who know how to recognize and highlight it right. Don't have this jealousy that glory gives to the more powerful, believe that the gods will look after yours if you look after Abradate's. The blood he shed for you deserves this recognition, therefore, I have no doubt about your approval of this request. I see you grant me this and your kindness compels me to express my gratitude. However, I have one more favor to ask of you, Cyrus. Before we proceed with my dear Abradate's funeral, I would like to have more time to wash his wounds with my tears. I request, Cyrus, that you don't rush things. I will not delay in bidding him farewell. Moreover, it's only fair that, having died for me, I shed as many tears as he did blood, and since I can't see him in this world anymore, I want to enjoy his presence as long as possible. Yes, Cyrus, his body, which is both deplorable and distressing, is the only good thing I have left. It embodies both my despair and my consolation. I can't look at it without dying, yet I will die as soon as I can't see it anymore. Therefore, I ask you not to rush me. As for your wish to know where I want to go, I promise that you will soon know the place I will choose for my retreat.  

Effect of this speech  
Sadly, the distress of this tragic queen was quite real. As soon as she deceived Cyrus into thinking she would be capable of living after losing Abradate, this deception being the objective of her speech, she chose her retreat, i.e., the tomb of Abradate.
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her husband. When Cyrus left the room, she stabbed herself in the heart and succumbed on Abradate's body<hr>
Cyrus was deeply saddened by this. To immortalize the memory of this exceptional couple and express his gratitude, he erected a magnificent monument where, several centuries after his own death, marble and bronze still testified to Panthée's ethics and Abradate's valor. The Pactolus River, located near this tomb, seemed to say that it preserved their relics more preciously than all the gold that flowed among its grains of sand.<hr>
<hr>
<hr>
                                                  Notes<hr>
          Panthée is the wife of Abradate, king of Susiana. She becomes a prisoner of Cyrus during a battle of the Assyrian war. Cyrus treats her so well during her captivity that she convinces her husband Abradate to join his ranks.<hr>
          Abradate is a king of Susiana, and an ally of the Assyrians against Cyrus the Great, according to this text, because of a debt of his father. He then joins the camp of Cyrus and dies on the battlefield.<hr>
          Susiana is the Greek name for the ancient Persian administrative division which had Susa for its capital, an ancient city in Iran. It is an empire that extends from modern Greece to Afghanistan, passing through Egypt.<hr>
          Assyrians is a denomination for all the Eastern Christians of Mesopotamia.<hr>
          Cyrus II, known as Cyrus the Great, is the founder of the Persian Empire, of the Achaemenid dynasty. His reign, around 559 to 530 BC, is marked by conquests of unprecedented scale: after subduing the Medes, an ancient people from Iran, he places under his domination the kingdom of Lydia and the Greek cities of Ionia, then the Neo-Babylonian Empire including Mesopotamia, Syria, the Phoenician cities, corresponding to today's Lebanon and Judea.<hr>
          Lydia is an ancient country in Asia Minor, near the Aegean Sea, whose capital was Sardis on the Pactolus River.<hr>
          Croesus, born around 596 BC, is a king of Lydia and the last sovereign of the Mermnades dynasty. He is an opponent of Cyrus, he is imprisoned by this one at the end of the war.<hr>
          Araspe is an officer of Cyrus in charge of protecting Panthée during her captivity. Following his attempted abuse on this queen, he is executed by Cyrus.<hr>
          The Pactolus, today's Sart Çayı, is a river in Turkey, a left tributary of Gediz, which, in antiquity, carried gold flakes, if we believe the sources of the time.<hr>
<hr>
<hr>
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                           Tenth Speech - Amalasuntha to Theodahad<hr>
                                Amalasuntha, Queen of the Ostrogoths<hr>
<hr>
<hr>
                                                  Context<hr>
       Following the death of her husband Eutharic, Amalasuntha, the daughter of the great Theodoric, ruled<br>
with prestige for eight years in Italy, during the minority of her son Athalaric. However, upon the<br>
death of this young prince, whether because she wished to lighten her load in affairs of the<br>
state or because she supposed the Ostrogoths desired a king, she placed Theodahad, son of Amalafrida and nephew of her deceased father Theodoric, on the throne,<br>
with the intention of sharing sovereign authority with him. However, as soon as he seized the scepter, this traitor<br>
exiled Amalasuntha who, about to depart, might have addressed these words to him.<hr>
<hr>
<hr>
                                    Amalasuntha to Theodahad<hr>
       Have you forgotten, Theodahad, how you ascended to the throne? Have you forgotten how you<br>
received the crown you wear? Have you forgotten from whom you hold the scepter that I see in your<br>
hands? And this absolute power which I now cruelly endure, was it given to you<br>
by your merit, by the laws of this kingdom or by the consensus of all the Ostrogoths? Have you<br>
conquered this vast expanse of land that recognizes your authority? Are you a conqueror, a<hr>
usurper or a rightful king? Answer, Theodahad, all these questions, or at least allow me<br>
to respond for you, for doing so you could not preserve your honor. And I'm<br>
merciful enough not to force you to utter things that would be displeasing to you.<br>
Those who refuse to acknowledge an affront suffer the greatest pain when<br>
forced to publicly acknowledge it. That's why I don't want to compel you to<br>
admit with your own voice that neither by right of birth, nor by that of the conquerors, nor<br>
by our laws, you could have claimed the kingdom of the Ostrogoths as long as I was<br>
alive. For I had it as a daughter, wife and mother of the kings who ruled it<br>
and left it to me as a legitimate heiress. You are thus not unaware that you were born my subject<br>
and would have remained so, if by extraordinary kindness, I had not<br>
descended from the throne to put you there.<hr>
       Yet, after having removed the crown from my head to give it to you, after having put<br>
my scepter in your hands and deciding to make you a king, it happens that the first undertaking<br>
you have pursued, once I had struggled greatly to convince the<br>
Ostrogoths to obey you, is to recall to court all those whom I had exiled for their crimes.<br>
And after appointing my greatest foes among your chief ministers, Theodahad,<br>
the same Theodahad whom I, Amalasuntha, daughter of the great Theodoric, made king, whom I crowned<br>
with my own hands and to whom I entrusted sovereign authority, you unjustly banish me.<hr>
<hr>
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show your power. Is it possible that such ingratitude exists among men? And is<hr>
it possible that I have made such a poor choice? No, Theodat, I am not like you, I do not<hr>
want to condemn you without hearing you. There must surely be a reason for you to<hr>
hate me this way. What have I done against you when you were my subject? What have I done against you<hr>
since I made you king? I remember well that when you were under my obedience<hr>
and I had the right to punish or reward you, a large number of Tuscans came to me<hr>
to complain about the violence your greed forced them to commit. I remember<hr>
well that, unsatisfied with seeing this greed in you, a passion unworthy of Theodoric's nephew,<hr>
I did everything to make you understand that this feeling was despicable and unjust. It is true<hr>
that I forced you to give back what was not yours, but it is also true that I did nothing<hr>
other than what reason and equity demanded that I do. I remember telling you at the time<hr>
that greed was the infallible sign of a low spirit, that the greedy were almost always<hr>
cowards, that those who are passionately attached to amassing treasures hardly cared<hr>
to gain glory, and finally, that greed was almost always the accomplice of ingratitude.<hr>
      There you go, Theodat, this is what I have done for you: I tried to correct a bad instinct<hr>
with which you were born. But do you know what was my intention back then? I was already thinking of putting<hr>
the crown on your head, I was thinking of ensuring that my subjects have nothing to blame<hr>
you when you would be their king. I was thinking of preventing them from thinking that you were their tyrant rather than<hr>
their sovereign, and of ensuring that they would not fear that the one who had already stolen their<hr>
property when he was their fellow citizen would not completely ruin them when he would be their master. This,<hr>
Theodat, is the real reason behind the hardness of this reproach that has aroused in you the hatred you harbor towards<hr>
me. However, I am amazed that, having spent the greatest part of your life studying the<hr>
philosophy of Plato, you do not accept being corrected. Those who learn wisdom with so much care should practice it, and I can't help find it<hr>
strange that you remember so well the sermons I gave you while you do not remember<hr>
the kindness I showed you. When I decided to crown you, it was the result<hr>
of careful consideration. I took into account what you were and tried to anticipate what you would someday<hr>
be. I saw in you two tendencies that I did not like. The first was this<hr>
pretense you always had for the affairs of war, and the second was this greedy desire<hr>
to acquire new wealth every day. However, I thought the first<hr>
would oblige you to be prudent, and for the second, I thought that a man who used to satisfy<hr>
his greed by appropriating three or four feet of land from his neighbors would cure himself of this<hr>
frightful passion when I had given him a kingdom. I sincerely believe that this greed<hr>
could at least be transformed into a good ambition. Henceforth, you would have as much<hr>
concern to deserve the goods I gave you as you always had to acquire<hr>
new wealth. And finally, I believed that from a greedy and lazy subject, I<hr>
would make you a cautious and grateful king. But I should also have thought that one who never<hr>
<hr>
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could reconcile himself to sharing a throne<hr>
with me.<hr>
        Truly, Theodat, I doubt that you have given proper thought to what you are doing. Is it possible<hr>
that after I have given you a great kingdom, after I have made you master of the Ostrogoths and<hr>
of all Italy, you might relegate me to this tiny island of Martana, located<hr>
in the middle of a lake, where barely a small castle could find its place? No, Theodat, let's<hr>
not hide the truth. The place of my exile could rather be called my prison, even my<hr>
tomb. Perhaps I will meet my executioners there thinking I would meet my guards, and<hr>
maybe even that while I am speaking to you, you find my speech annoying simply<hr>
because it holds off the fatal hour of my death. However, you can still refrain from completing<hr>
the crime you are about to commit. Reflect, Theodat, on what you are about to<hr>
undertake. My death may yet cost you your life. Immortalize your name by means other<hr>
than ingratitude. Do not begin your reign with an injustice and let the rectification of a<hr>
bad intention make you adopt a better one. Consider that if I had not wanted you to reign, I would not have made you king, and it is hard to believe that I would have lifted you to the<hr>
throne only to send you plummeting into the abyss. So, what do you fear from me? Or rather, what<hr>
shouldn't you fear if you exile me? Do you think the Ostrogoths and the Italians<hr>
will endure that Theodoric's daughter is undignifiedly treated by a man they already disliked<hr>
when he was at the same rank as they were? This secret hatred they have for you will burst forth as soon as they find a pretext. They will seek to avenge my affront and to take their own revenge.<hr>
Thus, without my direct involvement in your fall, my fate will topple the throne on which I have<hr>
placed you.<hr>
        The insult you do me is not only aimed at me. All the kings of earth should be<br>
preoccupied with it. And you have neighbors who, under the pretext of defending my innocence or avenging<hr>
my death, will invade parts of your domains. If fate had treated me differently, if<br>
I had lost the throne in another way, if my subjects had rebelled, if Emperor<hr>
Justinian had waged war on me, if Belisarius had triumphed over me, if a conqueror had usurped my<hr>
kingdom, I would take solace more easily. But to see that with my own hand, I have<br>
torn off my crown to give it to my persecutor, that is what tests both<br>
all my courage and all my honor. What, Theodat! You can see me, at the foot of the same<hr>
throne where I saw you just a while ago, both as a loyal subject and as a complainant? You can see<br>
me there, unjustly condemned to perpetual exile, having committed no other crime in my life than to have<br>
bestowed sovereign power upon you? Perhaps this is also how heaven<br>
is punishing me for my decision, so that all the injustices you commit may be avenged<br>
on me, and so that I may taste myself what you will surely let others taste? Yet,<br>
since my intentions were very genuine, I cannot excuse myself for what I did for<br>
<hr>
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to you. Being wise enough not to regret an act of kindness, be just enough to correct a harmful intention. And even if you do not do it out of love for me, do it for the love of yourself. Ingratitude is a vice that, when seen on a throne, only produces monsters. Generosity and gratitude are the real qualities of kings, while greed and ingratitude are flaws they should never concede to. Kings are the distributors of blessings and rewards, and what is greed in the soul of a subject should be ambition in that of a sovereign. 
       Yes, Theodat, a king can be both ambitious and charitable without being dishonoured. But he can never be greedy or ungrateful without being despised by his subjects, and hated by posterity. Doubtless, your books have taught you what I say, but as for me, only experience has taught me this. But you notice that it is much easier to give a good speech than to perform a decent act. The path to wisdom is easy when filled with altruistic feelings. Conversely, wisdom brings its own reward, and the satisfaction of doing good is its most delightful price. Yet, what makes it difficult for you to walk this path is that you conflict with your own desires. You can only be fair by contending with yourself; you can only be grateful by betraying your feelings, you can only be generous by tearing your own heart out. In reality, you can only follow the path of wisdom by declaring war on yourself. 
       However, Theodat, now that you know you only have one enemy to conquer, wage this battle, and be assured that it will bring you glory. It is not necessary to besiege a city, engage in a battle, endure the inconveniences of the journey, spend the treasures you love so much to raise armies, risk your life, search for your enemy in a distant land, disrupt the profound rest you so adore.
       For ultimately, within yourself, without ever leaving your study, you will find both your adversary and your ally. If you manage to overcome your instincts and firmly choose the most just side, you will barely have initiated the decision to overcome when you will already be victorious. In other words, as soon as you decide to abandon foolishness and embrace wisdom, you will become wise. You may tell me that this internal struggle, taking place without any other witness than yourself, won't be glorious as it won't be known. However, Theodat, wisdom can't be concealed. As soon as you rally to her, the entire world will know. You will no longer seek to accumulate wealth, if not to enrich your subjects; you will go into debt to reward those who have served you; you will reign over your people with fairness and mercy; you will be revered by all neighbouring princes; you will no longer exile me; and your name will cross future centuries with honour. Here, Theodat, is the fruit you can reap from a victory which depends not on the whims of fate or the might of arms, but is entirely in your hands. I grant you the freedom to attack and defeat this enemy I have coronated. I retreat and leave you with all the merit of this fight.
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                                        Effect of this Speech<hr>
<hr>
       This speech had an effect on Theodahad, but not the one Amalasuntha had hoped for. This<hr>
monster of ingratitude and cruelty was not moved by the queen's tears or the reminder<hr>
of the obligations he had towards her. Ashamed to see her, he hastened his departure. However,<hr>
his inhumanity did not stop there. A few days later, he left the enemies of this distinguished queen<hr>
to stab her in her prison. But this usurper did not remain unpunished. He did not enjoy<hr>
the fruits of his crimes for long. He lost the scepter and life. Amalasuntha's death was<hr>
the consequence of his exile which, in the end, armed his allies and avengers against Theodahad.<hr>
<hr>
 
                                                    Notes<hr>
       Amalasuntha, born around 495-500 in Ravenna and murdered in 535 in Bolsena in<hr>
Italy, is an Ostrogothic queen. She is the daughter of Theodoric the Great, King of the Ostrogoths,<hr>
of the Amali dynasty, and the Frankish princess Audofleda, sister of Clovis I, King of the<hr>
Franks.<hr>
       The Ostrogoths are a predominantly Germanic confederation that appeared in antiquity and continued its evolution until Late Antiquity. They are part of the Goths and<hr>
emerge in the basins of the Vistula in Poland, then the Dnieper and the Southern Bug<hr>
in Ukraine, from where they were ousted by the Huns in the 370s before devastating the Balkans<hr>
and, finally, conquering Italy in 493 under the reign of Theodoric the Great. A small minority remains in Crimea.<hr>
       Eutharic is a nobleman from the Visigothic kingdom of Ostrogothic origin. He was summoned by Theodoric to marry his daughter Amalasuntha.<hr>
       Theodoric the Great or Theodoric the Amali, born around 455 and died on August 30, 526 in<hr>
Ravenna in Italy, is a King of the Ostrogoths. After killing the ruling warlord of Italy at the time, he established an autonomous kingdom while maintaining the Roman administrative system. Later, he took over Southern Gaul and became the guardian of the young Visigothic king Amalaric. He ruled Visigothic Spain until 526, effectively reigning over a large Visigothic-Ostrogothic kingdom.<hr>
       Athalaric, born in 516 and died on October 2, 534, was a King of the Ostrogoths, and the grandson of Theodoric the Great, whom he succeeded in 526. He died at the age of 18 due to his life of debauchery after an 8-year reign.<hr>
       Theodahad, or Theodahat (circa 480-536), nephew of Theodoric the Great through his mother Amalafrida, was King of the Ostrogoths from 534 to 536. He was a prefect of Tuscany and relentlessly sought<hr>
<hr>
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to expand his possessions, but Theodoric repeatedly suppresses his ambitions for<hr>
independence. After the death of Athalaric, he marries Amalasuntha to ascend the throne.<hr>
       Amalafrida, Amalafreda, or even Amalefreda, born around 455-460 in Pannonia in the<hr>
Ostrogothic kingdom and died around 523-525 in Carthage in the Vandal kingdom, was a member<hr>
of the Ostrogothic then Vandal nobility in the 5th and 6th centuries, from the Amal dynasty<br>
known for having been the Queen of the Vandals and Alans of Africa. She was the sister of<hr>
Theodoric the Great, King of the Ostrogoths in Italy, and the wife of Thrasamund, King of the Vandals<hr>
from 496 to 523.<hr>
       The Tuscans are the inhabitants of Tuscany.<hr>
       Martana Island is an island in Italy in Lake Bolsena.<hr>
       Lake Bolsena is a lake in central Italy, of volcanic origin, which formed about 300,000 years ago,<hr>
following the collapsing of some craters of the Vulsini Mountains chain. It is considered to be the largest volcanic<br>
lake in Europe.<hr>
       Justinian I, or Justinian the Great, born around 482 in Tauresium, near Justiniana<hr>
Prima in Illyria, and died on 15 November 565 in Constantinople, was an Eastern Roman Emperor,<hr>
reigning from 527 until his death. During the war against the Vandals, he received assistance from<hr>
Amalasuntha, and good diplomatic relations formed between the kingdom and<hr>
the Empire. Having learned of Amalasuntha's assassination, Justinian goes to war<hr>
against Theodahad, executes him and retakes Italy.<hr>
       Belisarius, born around the year 500 in Macedonia, on the borders of Illyria and Thrace, and<hr>
died in 565 in Constantinople, was an Eastern Roman General. He is the general leading the<hr>
army against the Vandals.<hr>
<hr>
<hr>
                   Eleventh Discourse – Lucretia to Collatinus<hr>
                            Lucretia, wife of Collatinus<hr>
<hr>
<hr>
                                               Context<hr>
       This speech requires no argument, as the story of Lucretia's rape by the young Sextus Tarquinius is known to many.<hr>
She did not hide her crime or her misfortune, she revealed them both to Collatinus, her husband,<hr>
but also to her father and men of trust like Brutus, to lead them to revenge. She recounted the outrages she suffered, with all the surrounding<br>
circumstances making it even more terrible. Though this story dates back centuries and is almost as old<br>
as Rome itself, it is still uncertain whether she did right in taking her life after her ordeal.<hr>
Some wonder whether she would have done better to let<br>
Sextus Tarquinius murder her and die innocent. Listen to her reasons, for her cause is<hr>
<hr>
<hr>
<hr>
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displayed for all to see, and each person is their own judge. Since she speaks, do not condemn her without<hr>
hearing her.<hr>
<hr>
<hr>
                                         Lucretia to Collatinus<hr>
      Is it possible for me to see Collatinus without daring to call him my husband? Yes, reason<hr>
requires it and I approve. No, Collatinus, I am no longer your wife. I am a victim that the wrath<hr>
of the gods has chosen to endure the most terrible tyranny ever heard of.<hr>
I am no longer that Lucretia whose noble soul charmed you more than beauty. I am a<hr>
martyr that the crime of others has made guilty. But to allow me to confide in you<hr>
with a measure of tranquility, swear to me that you will avenge the insult I have suffered. Show me in<hr>
your eyes a desire for revenge. Show me the dagger that will erase the affront paid to me.<hr>
Ask me eagerly for the name of the aggressor. But can I say it? Today,<hr>
for my defense and punishment, I must be both my accuser, my witness,<hr>
my defender, and my judge.<hr>
      You will hear, Collatinus, that this Lucretia, who has always loved her honor more than<hr>
her life or yours, whose chastity has always been irreproachable, whose purity of the soul is<hr>
incorruptible, has suffered from the cowardice of an infamous man, a tyrant’s son who is a tyrant himself. Yes,<hr>
Collatinus, the cunning Sextus Tarquin whom you called your friend when you introduced him to me, this<hr>
traitor has forcibly overcome my modesty. Dishonoring his own glory, he has tarnished yours by<hr>
totally defiling mine. With an unprecedented cruelty, he reduced me to the most<hr>
pitiful state in which a woman of pure inspirations can find herself. I see<hr>
well, Collatinus, that my speech surprises you and that you find it hard to believe what I say, but it's<hr>
yet an undeniable truth. I am a witness and accomplice to this crime. Yes, Collatinus,<hr>
since I am still alive, I am not innocent. Yes, my father, your daughter is guilty<hr>
of valuing my life over my honor. Yes, Brutus, I deserve the hatred of all my loved ones.<hr>
Even if I had only fallen in love with the cruel tyrant who treated me disdainfully,<hr>
violating basic human rights and friendship, offending the Roman people and defying the<hr>
gods, this would already be enough reason to be hated by all. But is it possible that<hr>
I could have had such cowardly feelings? Could my fatal beauty have kindled a flame in<hr>
him that was to destroy me? And could his innocent eyes arouse such criminal desires? I am surprised that I did not tear out my own heart before this final<hr>
misfortune. It was then that I should have shown my courage and the love<hr>
I had for glory. I would have died innocent, my life would have been unblemished, and the gods<hr>
would certainly have watched over my reputation. But in the end, things don't happen<hr>
that way. I am miserable, unworthy of seeing the light, unworthy of being the daughter of Spurius Lucretius, unworthy of being Collatinus's wife, and unworthy of being a Roman. <hr>
<hr>
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       After this, Collatinus, I ask of you the punishment I deserve. Deprive me of your<hr>
affection, wipe me from your memory. Avenge the insult that has been done to me, but only out of love for<hr>
you, and not out of love for myself. Consider me henceforth as a vile person, and although my misfortune is extreme, deny me the compassion everyone in their wretchedness is entitled to.<hr>
Now, after having accused myself, I would like to say something for my<hr>
defense. Collatinus, it's the truth I speak when I say my fame is tarnished due to my love for it. The flattery of Sextus Tarquinius touched not<hr>
my heart, his passion yielded no conquest over me, his gifts did not corrupt my faithfulness, neither<hr>
love nor ambition shook me. My single mistake was that I loved my reputation too much, yes Collatinus, my crime lies in preferring my fame to true<hr>
glory. When the audacious Sextus Tarquinius entered my chamber, woke me up with a dagger in his hand and started to talk about his passion for me, the gods alone know how I felt at that moment and how tremendously humiliating death seemed. In that state, I equally dismissed both the demands and threats of the tyrant. His offers and claims were both discarded. Neither love nor fear moved me. I did not fear death, on the contrary, I longed for it more than once. That night, my virtue encountered no adversary. I did not hesitate to prefer death to the love of this tyrant. There is no dreadful torment I wouldn’t have endured with joy to conserve my honour. But when my temperance drained the tyrant's patience, when he saw that his pleas, his tears, his gifts, his promises, his threats, and even death couldn't reach my heart, this brute, driven by fury, told me that if I resisted him anymore, he would not only stab me but also one of the slaves accompanying him and place him in my bed, so people would believe I had lost my purity with this slave. I must shamefully confess that these words stirred a fear in me that the certainty of death had failed to evoke. I lost my senses and strength, I yielded to the oppressor, and the fear of being hated by the future generations was the only thing that held me back.<hr>
       No, Collatinus, I couldn't bear the thought of being accused of dishonoring myself and having my memory eternally disgraced. This was what prevented me from dying at that moment, and kept me alive until now. I did everything to resist the tyrant's violence, except confront death. I wanted to live enough to protect my reputation and not die without revenge. A false notion of true honor seized my mind and made me perpetrate a crime I feared to be accused of. Yet, the gods bear witness that my spirit and will are pure. I never consented to this grim affair, neither in its initiation, its unfolding, nor its conclusion. You must know, Collatinus, when you introduced this tyrant to me as your friend, I did not intentionally arouse his abusive passion. I barely lifted my eyes to look at him. And the modesty I showed on that<hr>
<hr>
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day should sufficiently remind you that I did not draw attention to myself and thus the<hr>
misery that befell me. Since then, I have not seen that traitor Sextus Tarquin until the day<hr>
when he defiled my chastity. But tyrants have no power over the will! I am still the same Lucrèce who loved glory so much, for it is certain that mine is totally<hr>
innocent. The tears I shed are not the fruit of my remorse. I do not apologize for the sin I committed, but only for not having died before his. There were two of us in this crime, but only one is guilty, and my conscience does not reproach me for anything, except for preferring my reputation and an honorable death. What caused my misfortune is that I believed that the glory of my death would not be known. I doubted the fairness of the gods, forgetting that they can perform miracles when they wish and that they are protectors of innocence. I lived longer than I should have, for I outlived my chastity. Do not think, Collatin, that I diminish this crime to appease your anger. I see in your eyes more anger towards Sextus Tarquin than hatred towards me. Undoubtedly, you pity me rather than accuse me, and all the deeds of my life contribute to justify me in your soul. Even though I am a victim, I accept that Collatin no longer loves me. Thus, I do not speak with the aim of softening you, but simply to incite you even more to revenge. It seems to me that in justifying myself, I aggravate the tyrant's responsibility. The more innocent I appear, the more guilty he seems, the more unhappy I am, the more he deserves to be, and the more tears I shed, the more blood you will make him shed.<hr>
      There, Collatin, is the reason for my speech, my tears, and my survival. Make sure I have not lived this unworthy life in vain. Think of vengeance, Collatin, consider what you are and what your enemy is, or rather, the enemy of the people. You are a Roman, decent, noble, and the husband of Lucrèce. But he is of foreign lineage, son, and grandson of tyrants. Proud Tarquin only ascended the throne after eliminating a deserving prince whose daughter he had married. The scepter he holds cost the life of the one who carried it before him, and to ensure his domination, he has committed more crimes than he has subjects. That, Collatine, is who the father of my ravisher is. As for his mother, it does not lend him any more virtue. After all, I cannot believe that the son of the shameless Tullie, who dared to tread upon the body of her father to ascend the throne she coveted, doesn’t have as many enemies in Rome as there are honest men. The behavior of Sextus Tarquin has not erased his parents' crimes. His finest act was to betray an entire people who had trusted him. There, Collatin, is your enemy. Go therefore, attack him vigorously. As soon as you reveal the offense he has done to me, you will have all the Romans on your side. It will be both a common cause and personal. They will fear for their wives, their daughters, their sisters. They will all consider the traitor Tarquin their enemy. And if there are still some who support him, they must be cowards and weaklings who will not be hard to overcome. The Senate is but waiting for an excuse to assert itself. The people are weary of the chains they bear and will worship the hand that delivers them. And with<hr>
<hr>
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With the favor of the gods on your side, even the tyrant's kin will tear the crown from<hr>
his head. Yes, I see Brutus listening to me, intent on avenging my outrage. He will follow you<hr>
without a doubt in this imminent uprising. I already envision the arrogant Tarquin driven out of<hr>
Rome, his infamous son cut down by an unknown hand, and falling bloodied in the dust.<hr>
For I fear the gods would not allow him to die by a hand as deserving as yours.<hr>
Yes, Collatin, victory is yours. I already see all the soldiers revolting and all the citizens mutinying. Hatred for the tyrant and the desire for freedom will drive them all in the same way.<hr>
And may the gods decide that I be the victim that secures our homeland's freedom through their<hr>
kindness. Yes, Collatin, all the soldiers who are in his camp and who currently fight under his banners will become fiercer enemies than the inhabitants of Ardea who he is besieging.<hr>
        So, go forth and spread the tale of my misfortune, and trust me, no one can accuse me, and only Tarquin will be condemned. But I know that I will not hear what the people will say.<hr>
After being my own accuser, witness, and defense, it is now necessary for me to be both my judge and executioner. Yes, Collatin, I must die, and do not tell me<hr>
that since my heart is innocent, I must live to enjoy seeing how you will avenge me. It is enough for you to assure me of your vengeance for me to die in peace. But I could never live in joy. There is a Lucretia within me that I cannot endure. I must<hr>
part ways with her; she is infernal to me. I cannot see her; I cannot tolerate her. I must shed<hr>
her blood to justify the other and to back the retaliation you will undertake. When the people of Rome see Lucretia stabbed by her own hand to not succumb to her misery, they will more readily believe that a woman who loved her honor more than her life could not<hr>
have lied. This final act will justify every action of yours. It will be born from the blood<hr>
that I will spill to assist you in punishing the tyrant, thus, I will contribute to my own revenge myself. Of course my tears would have less effect than my blood, but my death will touch<hr>
the people as much as it touches you. Yes, Collatin, yes, my father, my loss will affect you<hr>
deeply. You will feel compelled to avenge both the honor and life of your wife and daughter, which will inflame even more your fury against the oppressor. Do not then tell me that my death is unnecessary or misinterpreted. No, those who judge rightly will not<hr>
consider it as a result of this crime. Remorse usually prompts more<hr>
tears than blood, but death is the remedy of the brave or despairing. Guilt is to me always a sign of weakness, and he who can feel it can always live even after failure. History reveals that nearly all those who have taken their own lives did so to evade the cruelty of fate, to avoid dishonourable deaths, or to preserve themselves from slavery, not because they felt guilty.<hr>
When we are at fault, we are always lenient to ourselves, and few people have sentenced themselves to death. Therefore, let it not be said that the blood I am to shed is misjudged. 

<hr>
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will tarnish my life more than it will erase the tyrant's outrages, for my death is not at all<hr>
commanded by guilt.<hr>
       No, Collatinus, my intention is too pure, and the gods are too honest to allow<hr>
all men to be unjust to me. I do not do this out of remorse or despair,<hr>
but out of reason. I have laid out my motives for you, so no longer challenge my will, for you<hr>
could not prevent it anyway. Think about revenge, not my survival, for one can be<hr>
glorious while the other would be useless to you. Plus, my example will never persuade<hr>
Roman ladies to betray their honor. I must justify the esteem they have always held<hr>
for my wisdom. I sacrifice my life for my own glory, for that of my homeland, for that of<hr>
Spurius Lucretius, and for yours. But do what you must do after<hr>
my death. Do not forget anything to avenge me, use iron, fire and poison. All forms of<hr>
violence are just against usurpers. Reason should be joined with force when<hr>
bravery alone is not enough to destroy them. Think about the justice of your cause, remember my purity,<hr>
the love you have always had for me and that I’ve had for you. Never forget my<hr>
passion for glory and my hatred for wickedness. Consider me as unfortunate and not guilty. And with all these things, Collatinus, you can foster an irreconcilable hatred<hr>
towards the tyrant. But let's not delay any longer a revenge so upright. Go, Collatinus, go,<hr>
end this sad discourse by ending my life. Here's the dagger I'm holding, with which I can<hr>
punish myself, avenge you, and show you how to pierce the heart of the usurper.<hr>
<hr>
<hr>
                                                 Effect of this discourse<hr>
<hr>
       This speech resulted in the flight of Sextus Tarquin, the exile of his father, the loss<hr>
of his kingdom and the start of the Roman Republic. The assaulter of Lucretia paid this affront<hr>
with his life and his crown. No crime was ever punished as well, no offense was so<hr>
well avenged. The death of this unfortunate woman armed a whole people. Her blood created<hr>
the expected effect and the name of Tarquin became so detested by everyone that even among those who had<hr>
taken part in driving out tyrants, the Romans felt forced to change this name as they could no longer<hr>
endure it.<hr>
<hr>
<hr>
                                                     Notes<hr>
<hr>
       Lucretia is a Roman woman known for her beauty and the wife of Tarquin Collatinus,<hr>
a powerful man and close to King Tarquin. After being raped and threatened by Sextus<hr>
Tarquin, the son of the king, the young woman takes her own life. It is following this tragic event<hr>
that Rome is said to have gone from monarchy to republic.<hr>
<hr>
<hr>
<hr>
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       Tarquin Collatin is a legendary political figure from the early days of the Roman Republic.<hr>
       Sextus Tarquin is the youngest son of Tarquin the Proud, king of Rome.<hr>
       Tarquin the Proud, son or grandson of Tarquin the Elder, husband of Servius Tullius and father of Sextus Tarquin. He reigned from 534 BC to February 24, 509 BC, and died in 495 BC. He was dethroned following the uprising caused by the death of Lucretia.<hr>
       Brutus, Lucius Junius Brutus, or Lucius Iunius Brutus, is the legendary founder of the Roman Republic and one of the first two Roman consuls in the year 509 BC. He is present at the testimony of Lucretia.<hr>
       Spurius Lucretius Tricipitinus is one of the first consuls of the Roman Republic, father of Lucretia and brother of Titus Lucretius Tricipitinus.<hr>
       Tullia the Younger, or Tullia Minor, is an Etruscan woman (Italian people), a daughter of the king of Rome, Servius Tullius, and the second wife of his successor Tarquin the Proud. She is the last queen of Rome. Initially married to Arruns Tarquin, she had him assassinated to marry her brother-in-law Tarquin the Proud. As the youngest daughter of King Servius Tullius, she participated in the plot against him organized by Tarquin the Proud, her husband.<hr>
       Ardea is an Italian city, located in the metropolitan city of Rome Capital in the Lazio region of central Italy. In antiquity, it was besieged by Tarquin the Proud.<hr>
<hr>
<hr>
                   Twelfth Speech - Veturia to Volumnia<hr>
                Veturia, mother of Coriolanus<hr>
<hr>
                                   Context<hr>
       After leaving Rome in peace due to his mother's prayers, Coriolanus returned his army to the Volscians and tried to make this people recognize his good deed, but he was accused and imprisoned. Tullus, who disliked him because of his past defeat to him when they were on opposite sides, incited some agitators to prevent him from speaking when he tried to justify himself before the assembly. Finally, in this confusion, they killed him. As soon as this news reached Rome, all the women of the city immediately went to Veturia, the mother, and Volumnia, the wife of this enemy and son of Rome. The mother addressed them in roughly this manner, if the suppositions of history do not contradict it.<hr>
<hr>
<hr>
                       Veturia to Volumnia<hr>
<hr>
       Do not consider me anymore, Volumnia, as the mother of Coriolanus, your husband. I am unworthy of this name. You are right to have as much hatred as my son had affection towards me.<hr>
<hr>
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Remember that famous day when I used my tears to disarm him. I wept,<hr>
shouted, pleaded. I did not forget to use everything that could have made a kind and<hr>
dedicated son yield. I pleaded for mercy for the ungrateful, I sided with the enemies of<hr>
Coriolanus. And even if victory was assured him, if he was ready to take revenge on those who had<hr>
formerly exiled him and chain those who had insulted him, his great heart, which nobody could<hr>
move, was finally touched by his mother. I suppressed in him the desire to conquer Rome<hr>
and obtained what I had asked. All of this, as well as I, Volumnia, you know, I do not remind you<hr>
of all these things but to amplify my grief. I still seem to hear Coriolanus's voice! When casting aside his<hr>
weapons to come and embrace me, he cried out in a sigh:<hr>
"Mother, what have you done? You have achieved a very glorious victory for yourself and very fortunate<hr>
for your country, but very unfortunate for your son." Volumnia, this sigh was<hr>
sadly true! The same weapons that he cast off to come to me were used against him. The Volscians then took up daggers and pierced his heart. I am
responsible for this fate, for I betrayed my son by delivering him defenseless into the hands of his
enemies, after having thwarted their invasion and their revenge upon the Romans. But how could I have imagined that things would go differently? Was I the mother of all the
Volscians, to believe that they would renounce, for love of me, the victory they were ready to win? What right did I have to ask them for the freedom of Rome, their
enemy? I should have thought that they would take vengeance upon my son for the loss I had
caused them.<hr>
Yes, Volumnia, I should have taken into account all these things. Even if Coriolanus could not return to Rome, I should at least have accompanied him in his misfortune. As he had overcome his grudge against Rome for me, I should have left my country out of love for him. But you and I, Volumnia, we did not act this way. I let Coriolanus go, surrounded by those who took his life, and I returned to Rome triumphant, enjoying the fruit of this sad victory. When the Senate asked us on our return, Volumnia, what we would like in reward for our action, we should have demanded the return of Coriolanus and not the permission to build a temple to Fortuna. It seems that this deity did not approve of our zeal, for she did not grant us her benefits. The gods would no doubt have preferred us to be grateful to Coriolanus. This temple that has been built is a sign of our vanity, not our gratitude. We strove for our own glory, not that of our savior. Yet he deserved it more than we. We should have raised altars to the kindness of my son, not to our own. The one who conquered his grudge, saved his country, and yielded victory to his mother's tears surely deserved better than us the honor that has been bestowed upon us. His devotion should have received more favorable treatment from the heavens. For even if there are Romans unjust enough to say that Coriolanus should have put aside his weapons only out of consideration for Rome and not for me, and that in
<hr>
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Consequently, there is more weakness in his actions than generosity, I am not of their opinion, and I hope posterity will be with me. The passion that inspires love for the motherland among those with a grand spirit is not caused by the geographical location of our birth. The same sun illuminates the entire universe and we enjoy the same elements everywhere. If the sole reason for this passion was the place of birth, it would be truly weak. But what makes us love our country is that our fellow citizens are all our relatives or allies. The bond of blood or that of society ties us to them. The religion, laws, customs we share make our interests common. But the first sentiment nature gives to those who love their country is to love it mainly because their parents, siblings, and close relatives are there. Yes, I am quite certain that the most passionate Roman, upon returning to Rome after a long journey, will not look at the Capitol as quickly as the part of the city where his family or spouse resides.

Thus, do not be surprised that Coriolanus only yielded to my tears, for among the Romans to whom could he surrender? All those sent to him to parley had already offended him in the past. He saw in none of them the mark of a true Roman. They were all ungrateful to him, and he could not recognize himself in them. He saw the walls of Rome but not the friendships he once had. Fear spoke in everyone he met, and it was only through me that he understood that there was something still dear to him in Rome. Is it possible that so much devotion ended in so much disappointment? A man as brave as he ending his days in such sadness! Murdered by those who had chosen him as their leader! The place of his refuge became the place of his execution. Is it possible that my intentions, as pure and innocent as they were, led to such an outcome! Volumnia, the gods allowed all this to happen. But Coriolanus is dead, and he died for you, Volumnia, and for me. His end, however, has the merit of having caused tears to those who provoked it. After the final breath of their leader, the Volscians themselves honored him with a funeral. No sooner had they seen his blood than they regretted their crime. With the very same weapons they had used to take his life, they erected a trophy in his honor. They celebrated his burial as if it were a victory. His memory is dear amongst them. They adorned his tomb with numerous banners and all those famous offerings that mark the valor of illustrious dead.

As for Rome, which owes its freedom to Coriolanus, she learns of his disappearance without mourning! She doesn't even remember that without him she was lost and enslaved. All the Romans were ungrateful to him when he was alive, and they will still be after his death. They do not regard him as their liberator, but as their enemy. They remember more the chains he was preparing for them than those he took away. The fear they had once upon a time of seeing him enter Rome in triumph makes them rejoice at the knowledge that he is today in a coffin. I must admit that I am overcome by a great sorrow which prevents me.
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always wished Rome be captured and Coriolan still be alive. I do not know the persistence of Brutus that allowed him to watch his children die without pain. This hardness of heart leans more towards savagery than towards greatness or courage. Tears are legitimate, and compassion is not contrary to generosity. When I said to Coriolan that I would have preferred to die rather than see him victor of Rome, I was not saying anything contrary to truth. But when I also say that I would prefer to be dead and my son to be alive, I am not saying anything that goes against natural justice or that of Rome. I give to nature and to reason what I cannot deny them, and I take away nothing from the Republic. I sacrificed my son for it, and it is therefore up to it to suffer at least as much as I mourn the victim I sacrificed for its preservation. After doing everything a true Roman woman could do, it is normal for me to do everything that grief can demand from the sadness of a mother. All those who lose their children always have a just reason to pity. However, they have as consolation the freedom to curse those who took their children's lives. But me, not only do I mourn the death of my son, but I also curse the fact that it was me who made him die. And to increase my pain, there is a natural law that does not want me to forgive myself for what I have done. My son, my dear Coriolan, can I follow such an appalling feeling?! No, it is too opposite to reason and nature. I must endure and regret until my death the loss I suffered. It is not the Coriolan enemy of Rome that I regret, it's the one who gave his blood for its glory on several occasions, who served seventeen years at the war with an incomparable ardour and who only got as reward the wounds covering his body. Roman ladies, the birth and life of this man does not make him unworthy of your tears. He came from a royal lineage, for Ancus Marcius was his predecessor. He seemed to have more right than others to the advantages of the Republic, because he was incapable of misusing them. But perhaps that's why the Romans denied him the consulate, for fear that he may see in it a means to rise to the throne of his ancestors. No, this reason can't be valid, and to understand Coriolan's intentions, it is enough to remember his entire life. In the battle against Tarquin the Proud, he clearly showed that his desire was to earn the oak crown that the emperor placed on his head, without thinking about the one of his predecessors. Seeing one of our citizens on the ground, he rushed to serve as his shield and protected his body with his own, shielding him from danger. He gathered all his strength and all his courage and gave death to the one who wanted to take his life. If Romans think they have reasons to distrust Coriolan, this one action alone should dissuade them from considering him a tyrant. It is unlikely that he would have exposed himself so much to save a humble citizen if he had intended to destroy the entire Republic one day. But it wasn't only on this occasion that he showed his fervour for the Republic. Didn't he volunteer whenever he could? Didn't he throw himself into the front lines without hesitation, regardless of the danger? 
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distinguished in all the battles that have taken place? Has he ever returned to Rome without <hr>
bringing back trophies from his enemies or without being covered in their blood or his own? This, <hr>
Volumnia, this, Romans, was my dear Coriolan. In all the warfare he led, he was never defeated, except <hr>
by myself. Even the Volscians deemed him worthy <hr>
to be their commander thanks to and because he was the one who forced them to give up their victory <hr>
at Corioles when they were on the verge of winning despite the resistance of Lartius. He- <hr>
himself, when he attacked the city of Corioles, was valiantly pushed back by the besieged, which <hr>
forced all our troops to flee and spread chaos in our army. It was in this battle <hr>
where his passion for the glory of the Roman Empire drove him to push beyond his own strength, and <hr>
through his encouragement and combativeness, he forced some of our soldiers to stand against <hr>
the enemy. His will was so victorious that he pushed the enemy back to the foot of the city walls <hr>
And not yet satisfied with this remarkable action, he convinced those who followed him <hr>
to take advantage of the fact that the gates of Corioles were open to welcome the fleeing soldiers to <hr>
boldly enter. <hr>
        However, seeing that their fear was stronger than his words and that they were thinking <hr>
more about withdrawing than fighting, the poor man I mourn did not give up on his <hr>
strategy and returned to Corioles. That's where he found himself almost alone fighting all <hr>
the inhabitants of a city who were desperately fighting. There, his bravery sowed <hr>
terror among the enemies, his example reinstated courage in our troops and through the <hr>
force of his arm, he led them into this fortified city and finally made them victorious <hr>
over those who had recently pushed them back. Therefore, it was solely due to the bravery of <hr>
Coriolan that Lartius had time to gather his troops to reap the victory's trophies, <hr>
by finishing what he had so boldly started. But aware that Consul Cominius, who commanded the other half of the Roman army, might face <hr>
enemies coming to defend the city he captured, he reproached his troops for not wanting to share the danger with him and indulging themselves in the <hr>
spoils he had acquired instead of aiding Cominius. After witnessing the cowardice of the <hr>
looters, he left them behind. He was followed only by those who wished to accompany him, although <hr>
they were not numerous. He then hurried in search of a new opportunity to <hr>
demonstrate his valor. He arrived at the camp just when Cominius was about to <hr>
engage the enemy. His appearance, covered in dust and blood, caused alarm in Consul Cominius. But hardly had he recounted the feat he had just accomplished when the <hr>
news of this first victory presaged the second. All the soldiers regained their <hr>
battle courage, hope and joy were visible on their faces, and just looking at them, you could see <hr>
that the fear that had seized them had dissipated from their hearts. As for my son, he would have <hr>
been pained to see someone else serve the Republic better that day. After asking <hr>
the consul which were the hardest enemy troops, and learning that those <hr>
<hr>
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The Antiates were undoubtedly the most vigorous, since the Volscians had positioned them in the frontline. He asked as a reward for the taking of Corioles the permission to confront them. You Romans, know that he was granted this favor, that his arm guided by the gods honored him by breaking the first ranks of the enemy, that he alone attacked an army to show the Romans how to disregard their lives in order to master others', and that this prodigious bravery was also successful. After the victory was declared in our favor, the consul asked my son to consider his condition and remember that his blood flowed along with that of his enemy's through the wounds he had suffered. However, he responded that victors should not retreat. Therefore, putting his words into the action, he pursued those who fled until nightfall. Being the first to enter the battle, he was the last to leave. One might say that the desire for reward inspired such valor in my son, but nobody can ignore that he declined all rewards that were offered him. On the contrary, his modesty was so great that after assaulting a town, winning a victory, and preserving the honor of the army and the Republic, the only reward he asked for all his effort was the freedom of one man, Tullus, who had once been his host and friend, and who was then a prisoner of war among the Romans. I remember well that the name Coriolan, which he carried, was given to him in honor of this event to immortalize his action. But I also remember that Rome, which had called him Coriolan, had then unjustly labeled him as a disrupter of public order, an enemy of Rome, and a tyrant of the Senate.

Since that day, do you know what he achieved? You surely remember that dreadful year when famine hit Rome hard, when the entire population groaned, when hunger brought death to the most impoverished, and where even the wealthier ones were exposed to the same danger. You are well aware that it was Coriolan who, by his valor and bravery, brought plenty to Rome, revived the people and all this at the cost of his own blood, asking no other reward than of saving the lives of his fellow citizens. Yet, in return for so many services, so many heroic deeds, so many wounds suffered, and so much blood spilt, when he claimed the consulship, an honor granted to many others who did not deserve it as much as he, they treated him as a scoundrel and a criminal, they handed him over to the hands of the Aediles as the worst human being, and they exiled him from his country. I should have begged mercy for those who treated my son so unjustly. But would my distressed son have granted it? Faced with all of Coriolan's suffered insults, what did he do to revenge himself? Did we find out that he had tried to bribe some of our consuls? Did he secretly embezzle money to support the Volscian army or supply them with soldiers?

No, Coriolan did none of that, and contented himself to revenge Rome by handing the most faithful citizen over to his enemies. His despair drove him to the Volscians, and fortunately, he found more humanity in the heart of Tullus, whom he had
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once vanquished as an enemy, than in the spirit of his own people, for whom he had won victories against this same Tullus. I persist in saying that due to his innate ingratitude, Rome abandoned him when he was fighting for a war he had started for her. I persist in reminding you that to deserve the unjust treatment he received from the Romans, he betrayed the Volscis who were protecting him and who, with extraordinary trust, had chosen him as their army general. Some might argue that Coriolanus did more harm to the Romans by accepting this position with the Volsci than if he had corrupted the consuls of Rome, diverted wealth, raised the people, or led an army against them. For it was observed that his mere presence and command in the Volsci camp provoked a radical change in their situation, and those who had repeatedly asked Rome for peace were forced to buy it at a high price. Do not believe that this simply due to his behavior and valour. No, our gods certainly guided his arm to reduce the arrogance of those who thought themselves invincible and were used to humiliating their allies. Despite these successes, he did not forget that he was born Roman. Even if the Senate had abandoned him to the anger of the people, he preserved their fields and their farms despite the ravages of war. He even showed respect towards those who were his enemies.

Despite his own disastrous fate, he never asked for anything for himself in the demands he proposed and claimed nothing unfair for the Volsci he protected. Once again, Romans, this was Coriolanus. I recognize my son in the portrait I painted of him. Keep his image in your hearts. Remember that without his generosity, famine would have caused your fathers, brothers, husbands, and children to die and even you yourselves. Even worse, without his military exploits, you might have become the wives of those who were their chains and servitude. Let us not follow, noble Romans, the ingratitude of our citizens. Let's immortalize our glory to their disadvantage and cover them with shame with our recognition. This temple that was granted to us when my son gave us his clemency will not be as memorable as the affection you will show by wanting to perpetuate the memory of Coriolanus. You will devote your tears to the one who wiped them away in the past and broke your chains. You will slightly sweeten the bitterness of my sorrow with the one you will show for his loss. I sacrificed my son out of love for you, now it is your turn to be moved out of love for me. Since you all would have mourned for the bravery of my son if he had died fighting for Rome, it is fair that you all mourn to honor his memory.

Let's go then, Volumnia, let's go, Romans, and ask the Senate for this permission. But is it possible that we need permission to mourn our liberator? Yes, the corruption of our time demands it. Therefore let's go once again and tearfully implore the last thing we can ask for my son since he is dead. For I am very assured that Rome will be destroyed when we stop talking about Coriolanus.
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                                        Effect of this Speech<hr>
<hr>
         She obtained their agreement: all Roman women took up mourning and wore it<r>
for ten months, as they traditionally did for their fathers and husbands. Thus, the exiled was<r>
happier after his death than he had been alive. The most beautiful gesture was the most <r>
indebted.<hr>
<hr>
<hr>
                                                     Notes<hr>
         Veturia, in Latin Veturia, is a Roman matron who lived in the 6th and 5th centuries <r>
B. C. She is the mother of the semi-legendary hero, Coriolanus. She convinces her son not to ravage<r>
Rome and to turn back. This leads to his downfall.<hr>
         Coriolanus is a figure of the Roman Republic. He is a descendant of Ancus <r>
Marcius. He takes the city of Corioli in 493 B. C., a Volscian city. He becomes Coriolanus following<r>
this exploit. But for political reasons, he is forced to exile from Rome and returns to the Volscians <r>
a year later. From there, he retakes Rome, refuses all negotiation and wants to loot it, but he gives <r>
in to the pleas of his mother and wife, and withdraws. This makes him a deserter to the Volscians <r>
who kill him.<hr>
         The Volscians were among the ancient Italic peoples settled in southern <r>
Latium.<hr>
         Ancus Marcius is the fourth of the seven legendary kings of ancient Rome.<hr>
         Volumnia is the wife of Coriolanus.<hr>
         Tullus, or Attius Tullus Aufidius, is a Volscian aristocrat from the early 5th century <r>
B. C., known for providing a refuge for Coriolanus exiled from Rome, and became an ally against <r>
Rome. He and Coriolanus are named generals of the Volscian and Aequian armies. After capturing <r>
several cities, he marches on Rome. This campaign turns into a disaster following the desertion of <r>
Coriolanus, who gives in to the pleadings of his wife and mother at the walls of Rome.<hr>
         Fortuna, or Fortune, is an Italic allegorical deity of luck. She is identified with Greek <r>
Tyche and is originally a "bearer of fertility".<hr>
         Brutus, Lucius Junius Brutus, or Lucius Iunius Brutus, has his two sons, Titus and <r>
Tiberius, executed after they conspired against him with Tarquin.<hr>
         Tarquin the Proud and Coriolanus face off in the Battle of Lake Regillus which <r>
opposes the Roman Republic and the Latin confederate assembled by Tarquin after his exile from <r>
Rome.<hr>
<hr>
<hr>
<hr>
<hr>
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Lartius, or Titus Larcius Flavus, is a Roman statesman who is the first<hr>
magistrate invested with the dictatorship in 501 or 498 BC. He leads the siege of Corioli in the war against the Volscians. The city is captured due to the actions of a young man, Coriolanus.<hr>
      Cominius, or Postumius Cominius Auruncus, is a Roman politician of the<hr>
5th century BC. He is appointed consul with Titus Larcius Flavus.<hr>
      The Antiates are the inhabitants of Antium, one of the main cities in ancient Latium.<hr>
It is located on the Tyrrhenian coast. It is the capital of the Volscians until the Romans take over.<hr>
       The Aediles, also called ediles, are magistrates in ancient Rome. Their<hr>
primitive function is linked to the urban administration of Rome. They play a judicial role by acting as judges.<hr>
<hr>
<hr>
                     Thirteenth Discourse - Eudoxia to Theodosius<hr>
                               Eudoxia, Empress of the East<hr>
<hr>
<hr>
                                              Background<hr>
      Eudoxia, the daughter of philosopher and rhetorician Leontias, rose to the Byzantine Empire thanks to her beauty, the exceptional quality of her mind and the favors of Pulcheria. However, her luck was short-lived. Emperor Theodosius, her husband, influenced by his sister Pulcheria who gave him the throne, as well as by the feedback from Paulinus, condemned her to death and deprived her of his favors. In her distress, Eudoxia was cleverly persuaded to withdraw from court. Feeling herself helpless, she asked what was expected of her, namely permission to go to Jerusalem. Thus, at the time of her departure and their farewell, she approximately addressed Emperor Theodosius in these terms.<hr>
<hr>
<hr>
<hr>
<hr>
                                          Eudoxia to Theodosius<hr>
      Lord, as I prepare to leave court to retire in Palestine, I ask you, in the name of Emperor Trajan, from whom she is descended, and in the name of the great Theodosius, her grandfather, and in the name of Arcadius, her father, and in the name of the great Constantine, from whom she holds the scepter and whose devotion she imitates, to allow me today to reveal to you all that I think of your sister, responsible for my past happiness and present misfortune. Therefore, I might at least have the satisfaction of not having abandoned my innocence as I distance myself from you. Who would have told the poor Eudoxia, when the philosopher Leontias, her father, was teaching her ethics, that her own would one day be suspected? I would have never imagined it. Back then, the simplicity of my conduct, the little ambition I had and the modest walls of my homeland were teaching me contentment.<hr>
<hr>
<hr>
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my hut seemed to protect me from calumny. Innocence reigned in my soul, I was comfortable with my lot, and I sought only they acquisition of knowledge and wisdom. My only desire was to learn the good and put it into practice, this was my source of pleasure and pastime. 
       It is not Léontias's daughter who is being accused, but the unfortunate Empress of the East. I am now the spouse of a great emperor, a person exposed to the eyes of a prestigious court, a person to whom nature has given certain advantages, to whom destiny has bestowed the first crown of the world and the love of the greatest prince on earth.
       All these circumstances make my misfortune more plausible. Great tragedies occur only in the palaces of great princes. Lightning strikes more often on the vain palaces of kings than on the huts of shepherds, and the sea causes more shipwrecks than rivers. Therefore, it should not come as a surprise if the empress is more miserable than the Athenian girl, even if I am just as innocent and deserving under the glorious title I carry as Empress of the East as I was under the name my parents gave me. If fate had taken from me the things over which it has power, if it had snatched the scepter I carry, having received it from your hand, if it had taken the crown that rests on my head, if your subjects had revolted against me and had deposed me from the throne, having judged me unworthy of remaining there, I could endure these events without lamenting.
      Yes, Theodosius, this blind fate, accustomed to protecting evil at the expense of good, that gives presents only to take them back, that consolidates empires only to destroy them, that overturns everything it establishes, this fate could not crush my patience. I would give up without regret the scepter, the crown, the throne, the court, and the empire, as well as all those brilliant things that accompany royalty if I could return to my solitude with your esteem and affection. These two elements should not be subject to the decision of fate. It can take away your power and empire, it can even reduce you to slavery, but it cannot make you unjust. You alone have control over your will, your hatred, your esteem, and your affection.
      A human being has the privilege of being free in the midst of chains and of being the absolute master of his feelings. This means that you must answer accurately for yours. However, the respect I have for you keeps me from hating you for what you feel towards me, even though certainly my innocence makes these feelings illegitimate. It is out of respect that I consider myself as unworthy rather than thinking of you as guilty. But fate is unjustly blamed for something one is solely responsible for. In reality, it is not fate that handed me the scepter from his hand. It is not he who placed the crown on my head. His will did not propel me onto the throne. His whims did not make me your wife.
      All these things, Theodosius, are the result of my merit, your kindness, or your blindness. If it was kindness, my father taught me a long time ago that only a good act justifies the benevolence with which it is received. 

<hr>
<hr>
<hr>
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He believed deserving actions to be so only if they were associated with consistency. If you think it was blindness, do not deny me what belongs to me, because being the same as I was then, you are obliged to maintain the same opinion as you once had of me. But if you claim that I am a grievous error in judgment, and you have not found in me the merit you thought you would find, I will not dispute that, strip me of everything you have given me, but do not take away the innocence I have received from heaven. When I arrived at your court, my reputation was untarnished. Few people were talking about me, but all spoke well of me. Today, everyone speaks of me as they wish, without me knowing what they're saying. But I don't care, because I want to justify myself to you. Know that those who do good because they are good, and not to look better, care little about the injustice the world does to their reputation. They find satisfaction in themselves, without seeking it in others. Thus, the wise can sometimes be innocent and very happy, while the capricious who judge only by appearances deem them guilty and unhappy. But Theodosius, given the affection you had for me and the one I have for you, I want to justify myself in front of your eyes.<hr>
       My father often told me, "My daughter, remember not to seek the esteem of others, but to obtain your own. Be judge and party, seek to satisfy yourself, examine your feelings, delve deep into your heart to know if wisdom reigns in it. But do not worship yourself, lean towards rigor rather than indulgence towards yourself. And when after careful research of your intentions, you have reached the point where you are satisfied with your judgment, ignore the glory of the world, make fun of defamation and be happier to have your own esteem than if you had that of the greatest princes of the earth." Therefore, according to this reasoning, I cannot be serene as long as the best part of me does not believe me innocent. Allow me therefore to revisit the circumstances of my accusation so that this part of my heart residing in you, once you are convinced of my innocence, can allow me to go off with tranquility into the solitude I seek. When I came to Constantinople to seek refuge from my siblings who refused me Christianity, the wise Pulcheria did not deny my request. She listened to me and allowed me to lose my case advantageously while granting me goods that she should not have conceded. At that time, I would have been content with a poor cabin and three feet of land to shield me from necessity. But today, it is the honor of the Athenian, but also that of Eudoxia, your wife. Therefore, you are obliged to listen to me and render me justice. I think what provokes all your anger and my entire sorrow, is that I gave something that you had given to me. And afterward, to hide an action you did not appreciate, I applied a lie. That's the only crime I have committed. I was so afraid of disappointing you that I ended up disappointing you.<hr>
<hr>
<hr>
<hr>
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When you gave me the exotic fruit that brought my misfortune, I accepted it with joy, as much for its beauty as because it came from you. I took pleasure in gazing at it, but convinced that it was more suited to be looked at than eaten, and not wanting to destroy it, I thought about what I could do with it. It was then that Paulin was ill. Thus, the idea of visiting him came to mind. Believing that I could not make a better use of the gift you gave me than by giving it to a man who you loved and needed it, I gave it to him in turn. Yet Paulin did not conceal my generosity because, as I had not told him I received it from you, the same sentiment that drove me to offer him this apple probably led him, to express his appreciation for the gift I gave him, to entrust it to someone more deserving than he. If you tell me I should never part with your gifts, for everything that comes from the beloved should be as precious as life itself, I will agree with you, as it is one of my arguments to justify myself. But here, there is a distinction, for the love of men can lead to a multitude of reactions and each situation that this passion brings forth is unique. The affection between a husband and wife is not the same as that between a lover and a mistress, even if they are the same people and their love still burns as strongly as before their marriage. Their feelings are different in many ways- they are stronger, less artificial, and all the follies that an unmarried liaison provides do not lie in their heart. Thus, if Paulin had harboured passion for me, he would have carefully preserved this apple that I offered him, with caution and jealousy, for it is true that through such an affection, even the smallest things from the beloved are of immeasurable value and one could die for them. But as soon as he received this gift from me, he gave it to you and it could be said he was more intent on pleasing you than satisfying me. As for me, I could never have imagined you would criticise me for giving away something you gifted me, or that generosity is a trait I could not possess. If I may give only what you have not given me, then I should give myself, having brought to your palace nothing but the simplicity and innocence that they seek to rob from me today. 

What, do you not remember the considerable wealth you have granted me? I have given it away and enriched whole cities many times over. Would Theodosius have allowed me to distribute gold, pearls and diamonds to hundreds of people unknown to him while he would not approve my offering a mere fruit to a man who needed it and for whom Theodosius held affection? No, that did not make sense, and even Pulcheria, as perceptive as she is and thinks herself to be, would have agreed with me. If I were to take care of anyone after you, it should be Paulin, and I could even say that I owe him more than to my father and even to you. My father gave me life and you offered me the throne, but I can say that Paulin, by teaching me the lights of faith, deserves my gratitude more than anyone else on this earth. Indeed, I owe my access to heaven to him if
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My innocence and my actions allow me to reach it. You know it was he who converted me. None of your scholars have been able to convince me, it was he alone who opened my eyes, showed me the inconsistency of my religion, and pushed me to enter yours. You see, the beginning of our friendship was too sacred for it to become subsequently, that the one who had opened the gates of heaven for me would never have led me down the path of hell. Moreover, know that even if I were still the Athenian of old, that is to say, an adherent of that religion where all crimes are permitted by the example of the gods I worshipped, I would remain equally innocent. Purity is a quality known from time immemorial and in all nations, it is so essential to me that nothing can displace it. Judge if, being of a religion where modesty is rewarded, I could have acted against you and against myself. I sincerely believe I have explained to you that I could give or not without committing a crime, and that I have shown with sufficient coherence that the goodness Paulin has for you justifies the goodness I have for him. Now, regarding the lie I told you when I announced that I had eaten this fruit, it's true I should have told you the truth. But this mistake does not constitute a crime. 

When you asked me where this apple was, I noticed confusion on your face and anger in your eyes, the fear of angering you seized me and I did not think. Consider that if there had been any special relationship between Paulin and myself, as soon as you would have mentioned this apple, I would have suspected that you knew something. And in that case, through false sincerity and cunning, I would have found an excuse to tell you that I had sent this fruit to Paulin. But since I had nothing to blame myself for, I invented an innocent lie to please you without fearing that it would be misinterpreted. I made a mistake because I feared making one, and a distrustful tenderness caused me to lose yours. Not being prepared for this accusation and not knowing the crime with which I was being charged, I could only respond with tears. My silence and my respect were the only defenses I used to justify myself. A pride somewhat overly scrupulous and austere made me think I would sully myself by defending myself against such a thing. I even think I wouldn't have talked to you about it had I not intended to leave you. But Theodosius, please forgive everything I've said. You are not to blame for my misfortune, I no longer accuse you. I accept it as a punishment for my past mistakes. I defended the cause of the Greek gods too long to win my own now, and it is only fair that, having ardently defended this cause, I bear the consequences. When talking about a truth that matters to me, I do not consider it a lie. I have sacrificed too much to Jupiter and offered him too many victims not to pay for this crime by a sacrifice. I must be my own victim by enduring this with patience and earning forgiveness for my past mistakes.
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Do not believe that I carry bitterness in my soul. I see clearly that even the journey which I prepare to undertake is my own choice, but the permission which was granted me can give the impression of an exile rather than a pilgrimage. This will not prevent me from praying to God that Paulinus' blood does not obstruct your happiness. I will even say prayers for the reign of Pulcheria, whose devotion undoubtedly approves of the spot that I have chosen for my retreat. I will be more useful in Jerusalem than in Constantinople, and perhaps more appreciated. To settle my last debts to her, I will ask heaven to grant her the peace that I will enjoy in my solitude, even though this may not be what she desires. I am not going too far for fame to speak to you of me, and it will tell you so many things about the innocence of my life that you will believe that I have never been guilty. And the Holy Land, where I will take up residence, will allow me to obtain from heaven the pleasure and honour of seeing you again. This is the hope that resides in my spirit, that of a person who lived happily in a modest cabin, who accepted a powerful crown without pride, who leaves without regret the highest throne on earth, and who has only ever loved Emperor Theodosius and honesty.

                                         Effect of this speech

The speech she gave wasn't inconsequential, even if its effect was delayed. It left warm impressions within Theodosius, rekindling his earlier flames. Eudoxia left, that's true, but she returned with honour. She prostrated herself at his feet asking for forgiveness, she who had the power to have half the earth at her disposal. Her innocence and reputation ascended the throne with her, after time and reason had restored tranquility to the emperor's soul.

                                                Notes

Eudoxia II, born around 400 in Athens and died in 460, was a Byzantine empress, daughter of Leontias and a woman of letters from the 5th century. Her increasing influence over Theodosius, her husband, eventually procured for her the hostility of Pulcheria and her death sentence. She escaped to Jerusalem.
Leontias of Athens is an Athenian philosopher and rhetorician. He is Eudoxia's father.
Theodosius II, born April 10, 401 and died July 28, 450, was a Byzantine emperor. It was during his reign that the famous triple Theodosian wall, the walls of Constantinople, were erected.
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       Pulcheria, born on January 19, 399 in Constantinople, and died on November 11, 453, is the<hr>
sister of Theodosius II and a Byzantine regent, later a Byzantine empress following the<hr>
flight of Eudoxia.<hr>
       Paulinus is a courtier and childhood friend of Theodosius II. He is gifted<hr>
a apple by Empress Eudoxia, which he in turn offers to Theodosius II. He is executed by<hr>
Theodosius II on charges of adultery.<hr>
       Trajan, born as Marcus Ulpius Traianus, is the first Roman emperor<hr>
from a family established in a province of Hispania, in a city founded in 206 B.C.<hr>
by Italian colonizers in Baetica. He remains in historiography as the<hr>
"best of the Roman emperors".<hr>
       Theodosius I, also known as Theodosius the Great, is a Roman hr>
emperor. Born in AD
347, he reigned from 379 until his death on January 17, 395. He is the last emperor to rule over the<hr>
unified Roman Empire. He is the grandfather of Theodosius II and Pulcheria.<hr>
       Arcadius, or Flavius Arcadius, is an emperor in the eastern part of the Empire<hr>
Roman from 383 to 408. He is the eldest son of the emperor Theodosius I and the father of Pulcheria and of<hr>
Theodosius II.<hr>
       Constantine I is a major Roman Emperor in the fourth century. Notably, he<hr>
founded Constantinople.<hr>
<hr>
<hr>
<hr>
<hr>
                    Fourteenth discourse – Pulcheria to Flavian<hr>
<hr>
                               Pulcheria, sister of Theodosius II<hr>
<hr>
                                                Context<hr>
       Eudoxia, after having won the favor of Emperor Theodosius, her husband, thanks to<hr>
Chrysaphios, returned from Palestine to Constantinople with the intention of changing the order of the<hr>
things. Knowing that Pulcheria had not resisted her absence, she wanted to make<hr>
her return less pleasant than her departure. Therefore, the emperor, delighted to see her again, decided<hr>
to strip his sister of her state administration duties and ordered the patriarch of Constantinople,<hr>
Flavian, to select her to join the veiled virgins. This decision seemed so difficult<hr>
to Flavian that he could not bring himself to carry it out. He secretly informed Pulcheria that, if<hr>
she did not leave, he would be forced to impose this unpleasant situation on her. The princess<hr>
immediately understood and, about to leave the court to retire to the countryside, she addressed him<hr>
in the following manner.<hr>
<hr>
<hr>
<hr>
<hr>
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                                              Pulcheria to Flavian<hr>
       Dear Flavian, I am neither surprised nor downhearted by the advice you have given me.<hr>
I had anticipated clearly that the return of Eudoxia would necessitate the departure of Pulcheria. Being accustomed to the world's turmoil, I do not view with regret this change that will possibly be disadvantageous only for those who have caused it. This sudden transformation is the result of the craftiness of Chrysaphius, the kindness of Theodosius, and the ambition of Eudoxia. Who could have predicted, Flavian, that this poor Eudoxia, who didn’t even have a shelter to protect herself when she threw herself at my feet, would wear the most powerful crown of the world on her head ? Would it have seemed believable? But even stranger, who could have imagined that the person I myself crowned would forcefully snatch away the reins of the Empire that I have elegantly ruled under the authority of Theodosius since the age of fifteen?<hr>
       No, Flavian, I do not wish for posterity to accuse either the Emperor or Empress of having exiled a princess to whom they owe the crown they now wear. For if I placed this crown on Eudoxia's head, I reinforced it on Theodosius'. This famous victory he claimed against Ruga, who after crossing the Danube, came with all the Armenian and Magyar forces to overturn the imperial throne as far as Constantinople, was not merely the result of Theodosius' efforts. And, dare we say it, I seized thunder from the hands of God to crush this barbarian's head, for you know he was struck down by lightning. Yes, Flavian, Theodosius owes me this victory, as well as the one he won against Vahram, the king of the Sassanids, who allied with Al-Mundhir, the king of the Lakhmids. They had amassed such a powerful army that definitely a more than human force was needed to oppose this multitude of men from various nations. However, terror seized these troops; they self-destructed and what should have rendered them victorious left them unable to conquer. Yes, wise Flavian, I used the winds, the storms, and thunder for the glory of Theodosius. I brought the heavens in his protection, and these non-bloody victories he won were the reward of the wisdom I taught him.<hr>
       You know that being two years his senior, I took upon his education. I have the honor of being his sister, but he is my adopted son, and you know how I have acted ever since Theodosius did me the honor to share his power with me and associate me with the Empire. Can there be a happier reign than his? Is there a prince on earth who doesn’t love Theodosius or who doesn’t fear him? Has anyone complained about my rule? Have my counsels not been just or kindhearted? No, Flavian, if we talk sensibly about things, I once did honor to Eudoxia, but I have never been unjust to anyone. Do not think that I imply Eudoxia is unworthy of the throne. No, I will not destroy what I have built, and I am not mistaken if I believe I see wisdom in her.<hr>
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wholly extraordinary. Eudoxia is without a doubt a miracle of nature. She was born with advantages that I have only ever seen in her. Had her birth been as remarkable as her spirit, and instead of being raised in solitude, been nourished at court, she would today be a person incomparable to any other. But alas, she began where I am about to end. 
     It is easier for those with good ethics to live in glory in solitude after having commanded an empire than to shift from solitude to power. Those who have been able to lead entire nations could undoubtedly lead flocks without straying them, but all those who know how to handle a shepherd's staff would not be able to bear a sceptre. Ultimately, all kings could be shepherds, but all shepherds could not be kings. The philosophers who perceive themselves as the judges of all mankind's actions, who pretend to know the worth of crowns of imaginary kingdoms, who provide laws to all the earth and elaborate models according to which kings should arrange their life and power... these men, who make such perfect kings in their writings, would be incapable of ruling. Eudoxia provides me with an example contrary to this thought. She is steeped in philosophy, she is the daughter of a man who educated her. She was born with admirable instincts, she knows all that a person of her rank could know. When she arrived at court, she was without ambition. She has as much wit as it's possible to have. However, because she knew the world through books and her experience had taught her nothing, her simplicity rendered her vulnerable to the ploys of Chrysaphios, and no doubt led her to the feelings she now has for me.
     All these things, Flavius, I was oblivious to when I ignited this flame in the Emperor's heart that destroys me today. But I know now that it takes an active philosophy to be able to reign, that experience is the most reliable teaching for kings, and I have understood from my own experience that one can only be perfectly wise at one's expense. I shouldn’t be astonished that Eudoxia does everything she can to preserve the rank which I have bestowed upon her. It's so advantageous for her that I find it surprising she doesn't do even more. Yes, the change that is unfolding today does not astonish me any more than it saddens me. I preserve so much affection for Theodosius and respect for Eudoxia that to prevent them from committing a public error, I am ready to dispossess myself of the power I have, to abandon Theodosius to his affection for Empress Eudoxia and abandon her to her lack of experience and the machinations of Chrysaphios. I don't know, Flavius, if my theories will be as incorrect today as they were when I crowned Eudoxia, but the reign of these prominent beings will be neither long nor happy. The complacency of Theodosius and the lack of experience of the Empress awaken my pity. I already see her rushing to consult her books at the slightest unexpected occurrence. But my father, her books were not written for our time and if...
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her judgment is not lucid, what was glorious for Alexander will be shameful for Theodosius,<hr>
what made her beloved will make her hated, and what made her formidable will render her weak. The throne on which she sits today is so mighty that I fear she may not have a clear enough sight to see the hut where she once lived. I am afraid she may blind herself and, by taking hold of the state's reins after I made the concession, commit a great blunder.<hr>
       As for me, power has never blinded me. I was born in silk, my childhood unfolded on the throne, and the first thing I learned was to reign, over others and over myself. The wise Anthemius, while teaching me the politics I have practised successfully up until now, once told me that one must always prepare to endure what they inflict on others, so as never to be surprised by fate's fickleness – never be victorious without preparing to face the same defeat as their enemies, should fate wish it so.<hr>
Thus, Flavian, I should not be surprised if, after having somewhat exiled the empress to Palestine, she wants to recoil me into solitude today. The gentleness she finds there surely explains her desire to replace me, and it's out of ingratitude that she wishes to occupy the seat I once held. When she came to prostrate herself at my feet, and for reasons too lengthy to describe, I made the choice to make her an empress. I thought she would be infinitely grateful for ruling in the heart of Theodosius, raised on a throne to which she dared not even lift her gaze. However, things did not unfold this way, and she who desired but a modest hut to find happiness does not find it in a grand and sumptuous palace, unless she can be there alone and dismiss the one who opened its doors to her. It is true that, in her defence, she does not believe the crown she wears was awarded by my hand. The presage left by her father before his death, stating she would be richer than her brothers, convinced her that this crown dropped from the heavens and onto her head. She believes her fortune owing to the influence of stars and that I merely acted out of inevitability. Judging herself indebted only to the stars for her prosperity, she thinks it sufficient gratitude when merely lifting her gaze skyward without sparing a glance for me. As for myself, Flavian, I have never believed in all the miracles related to me about judicial astrology. I recognise how unreliable this science is, how obscure and dubious its predictions, and entirely superfluous. Therefore, I know for certain that I was not compelled to crown Eudoxia.<hr>
       I did not act without deliberation when expressing my will. I scrutinised the situation, considering its magnitude, I did not make a rash decision. It would have taken but little for Eudoxia not to win her case and lose the Empire that day, in spite of stars and constellations. Ultimately, father, I am well aware that this so-called science,<hr>
<hr>
<hr>
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Predictions are heard only after events have occurred; this is not a divine gift. God has<hr>
never created anything useless in the world, yet judicial astrology is so uncertain that it<hr>
pushes me further to believe in its fallibility. Who, then, has benefited from the prophecies made<hr>
to them? Or, better yet, who has heard them? Chance, guiding the vision of these astronomers, allowing them to achieve without thought what they could not achieve with all their knowledge, is undoubtedly what sometimes produces these miraculous meetings between predictions and events that establish the reputation of this science. But most often, it takes more intelligence for those who correlate the events to the predictions than to the greatest masters of this art. When Leontius said to Eudoxia, before dying, that she would be richer than her brothers, it was more a compliment that this kind man was making about her beauty and wisdom than an assurance of empire. Indeed, if he had foreseen that the crown she wears today would be on her head, he would have been unwise to bother dividing three or four feet of land among his sons, as it was utterly probable that if she became empress, she would not leave her brothers in poverty and hence their paternal inheritance would be useless. No, Flavian, it was I alone who made Eudoxia the Empress of the East.<hr> 
Nevertheless, I forgive her for her lack of gratitude, and I wholeheartedly wish for her to finally utilize the talent that Heaven has granted her. She is undoubtedly endowed with great qualities, and if she only sought to reign over herself, she would be the marvel of her century. She would harvest more palm in the court than glory in governance of affairs, and she would find more happiness therein. Regarding myself, my father, being of a different nature, I willingly conform to the order given to me to join those virgins whose only worry is to lift their hearts to God. I believe that Theodosius and the empress could use my help, yet knowing their character, it is better for me to withdraw into solitude and leave them the freedom to act on their fancy. May God wish that renown teach me nothing to their detriment. I would be glad if their conduct showed that my relationship with Theodosius was not harmful and that my choice in favor of Eudoxia was not bad. However, Flavian, ensure that the emperor knows that I, without complaint, renounce the share of domination he has given me; that I accepted it purely for his relief and glory, and that I will willingly return it as soon as he wishes to retrieve it. But let him remember that upon my departure his empire is at peace, that all his subjects love him, that all his neighbors fear him, that abundance reigns in all his cities, that ethics manifest in all families, that evil is almost non-existent, that his court, except for Chrysaphius, is free of flatterers, that the people are humble, that the great are without pride and that piety reigns in all temples of his empire. Let him remember, Flavian, my decency passed from my heart to his and from there to the hearts of all his subjects, so that my memory is not painful and that, if by chance he recalls me, his thought will not be an act of sadness but an act of joy.<hr>
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As he recalled Eudoxie today, so may he assess the state in which I am leaving his government.<hr>
     Regarding Empress Eudoxie, I would be pleased if she knew that even though I haven't particularly studied philosophy, even though I am from a birth that banishes others and not from a birth to be exiled, even though I have a share of the throne that she entirely occupies today, I do not suffer from my exile, and I leave this throne with more restraint than she has shown in receiving the crown I gave her. May heaven allow me to use my misfortune better than she knew how to take advantage of her good fortune. In conclusion of this speech, remember, my father, you who have guided my conscience for as long as I have ruled the empire, that I have never set myself any other goal in life but to always do what I must to be more glorious and fair. True prudence is to use well the events that happen to us: one must not stick scrupulously to one single quality but practice all of them according to different occasions. There are moments when humility is not praiseworthy, and where a great spirit is more necessary, and others where dissimulation equals wisdom and where frankness is criminal. One must know how to evolve when it is necessary, without however changing the resolution of doing what is right. If a prince to whom I would have waged a fair war reduced me to slavery by force of arms, I would not consider him as my enemy any more, but as my master. I would be faithful to him in this state and I would renew the chains that he would make me wear if they happened to break by themselves, for I could not break them without committing a crime.<hr>
     It is for the same reason, Flavien, and with the same thought, that without causing troubles in the empire, without raising the people in my favour and without reminding the ecclesiastics that I supported them, I decide after having known how to reign sovereignly to obey with as much submission as I had courage in commanding half of the world from the age of fifteen until today.<hr>
<hr>
<hr>
<hr>
<hr>
                                             Effect of this Speech<hr>
<hr>
     This speech, which was transmitted to Theodosius, had its effect at the time, just like that of the empress. As things did not thrive under Eudoxie's administration, Pulcheria was recalled four years later to take the reins of the government, a role she fulfilled with great honor until her death, after having beheaded Chrysaphios. As for the beautiful and scholarly Eudoxie, tired of changes at the court, she returned to Palestine, where she lived and died with remarkable holiness.<hr>
<hr>
<hr>
<hr>
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                                                Notes<hr>
        Pulcheria, born in Constantinople on January 19, 399 and died on November 11, 453, is the sister of Theodosius II and a Byzantine regent, then Byzantine empress after the flight of Eudoxia. This text says that she would have fled in turn after the return of Eudoxia to Constantinople, but no historical writing confirms this. This situation probably never existed.<hr>
        Eudoxia II, born around 400 in Athens and died in 460, is a Byzantine empress, and the daughter of Leontia and a female writer of the 5th century. Her increasing influence on Theodosius, her husband, eventually earned her the hostility of Pulcheria and her condemnation to death. She fled to Jerusalem. This text tells us that she would have returned to Constantinople, but no historical trace confirms this. Her return to Constantinople probably never happened.<hr>
        Chrysaphius is a eunuch of the Roman court in the East who becomes Prime Minister under Theodosius II. Exerting considerable influence on the empire's government during his rise, he pursued a policy of appeasement toward the Huns, costing the empire far more gold than any military campaign. Along the way, he amassed a vast fortune in bribes. Many ancient accounts describe him as a sinister character.<hr>
        Theodosius II, born on April 10, 401, and died on July 28, 450, is a Roman emperor.<hr>
        Flavian of Constantinople is the Patriarch of Constantinople from 446 to 449. He is recognized as a saint by the Orthodox Church.<hr>
        Ruga, Rugila, Ruhas or Rua, known as Rugila the Great, dead in 434, is a king of the Huns, and the immediate predecessor of his nephews Bleda and Attila. Under his aegis, the Huns invade Roman territory and, after reaching Rome and threatening the Capitol, manage to be granted a tribute by the Emperor. During an offensive against Theodosius II in Thrace, he is killed by lightning.<hr>
        The Armenians are a people originating from the Caucasus and the Armenian high-plateau. They represent the main population of Armenia. They are subjugated by Ruga who makes them join his army.<hr>
        The Magyars, or Hungarians, originally come from a Central Asian group whose successive migrations, first to the Ural, then to the Black Sea, eventually resulted in the creation of the "Magyar country", that is, Hungary. They are subjugated by Ruga who makes them join his army.<hr>
        Vahram, or Bahram V Gour, is a Sassanid king of Iran who reigned from 420 to 438-439. For religious reasons, he wages war against Theodosius II, who refuses to surrender his prisoners to him.<hr>
        The Sassanid Empire, officially known as the empire of the Iranians, is also referred to as the neo-Persian empire by historians.<hr>
<hr>
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Al-Mundhir is the seventh Lakhmid king. He is an ally of Vahram during the conflict<hr>
between the Romans and the Sassanids.<hr>
        The Lakhmids are an Arab tribe that rules in southern Iraq from its capital,<hr>
Al-Hira, for over three centuries, from 300 to 602.<hr>
        Alexander the Great is a king of Macedonia and one of the most famous figures<hr>
of Antiquity.<hr>
        Anthemius, or Flavius Anthemius, is a high-ranking official of the Eastern Roman Empire.<hr>
For about ten years, he holds the position of the Praetorian Prefect of the East at the end of Arcadius’ reign,<hr>
and beginning of Theodosius II's reign.<hr>
        Arcadius, or Flavius Arcadius, is an emperor in the eastern part of the Roman Empire<hr>
from 383 to 408. He is the eldest son of Emperor Theodosius I and father of Pulcheria and Theodosius II.<hr>
        Judicial astrology is an ancient practice aiming at deciphering God's will<hr>
through stars.<hr>
<hr>
<hr>
<hr>
<hr>
                        Fifteenth speech - Calpurnia to Lepidus<hr>
                        Calpurnia, wife of Julius Caesar<hr>
<hr>
<hr>
                                            Background<hr>
        Throughout the centuries, nations and most men have praised Caesar, but<hr>
none have defended his cause. They all thought it easier to celebrate his valor rather than to<hr>
justify his intentions, that his wars were more glorious than their motive. Many thought he was a great general, but few ranked him a good citizen. Those who nicknamed him "father of the soldiers" also labeled him "tyrant of Rome", and nearly all suspected his objective was absolute power. However, it's undeniable<hr>
that, upon closer inspection of the facts, he appears more innocent than guilty, and I assure you<hr>
that if you listened to his arguments, through the voice of his wife Calpurnia, you would not criticize him. As our nation was defeated by him, it seems pertinent for our honor that our conqueror be without blame, and I am inclined to defend France's honor by defending the illustrious Caesar. He spoke so honorably of the Gauls in his writings that it's only fair<hr>
for the Gauls to speak on his behalf. I cannot bear the thought that we have followed the<hr>
chariot of a tyrant. Listen then to what his wife, who knew his intentions, will reveal to you.<hr>
<hr>
<hr>
<hr>
<hr>
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                                        Calpurnia to Lepidus<hr>
       Caesar is avenged, Lepidus. The last of his assassins is dead, and all Romans now have a master. They bestow upon Octavius the supreme power they would have denied Caesar had he asked for it, and in punishment for their inconsistency, they themselves forge the chains they must not only bear but also bequeath to their descendants. Yes, Lepidus, the Romans, having wrongfully accused Caesar of aspiring to be their tyrant, are about to experience everything that the most cruel tyranny can inflict. It is already evident that Octavius has no offspring and that Tiberius has intentions to soon commit what I say to you. Moreover, Caesar's innocence allows me to foresee, almost with certainty, the calamities that are about to overwhelm Rome. The gods are too just not to punish those who massacred the father of the homeland and the protector of liberty. Yes, Lepidus, the great Caesar deserved these two titles, but he did not in any way deserve the treatment he received. I am truly astonished that the Romans so badly misinterpreted his intentions, when his entire life showed his love for freedom and even the allegations against him are a result of his passion to preserve it. You know, Lepidus, that from his youth, Caesar always resisted Sulla and tyranny.<hr>
       At that time, he was seen as a citizen passionate about freedom, and he had to hide and leave Rome because his life was threatened. Then, he indicted Dolabella and pursued him in court for the authoritarian manner with which he governed his province, thereby showing he didn't condone in others what he was accused of. As a magistrate, he never caused upheavals in public affairs, even though this position was one of the most prominent he has occupied. He acted with prudence and moderation, and even his enemies can't reproach him in this regard. Indeed, Lepidus, each time I recall Caesar's deeds for the Romans and his numerous victories against their enemies and tyrants, I feel like I'm remembering all the great achievements that have taken place since the start of the century. It's hard to believe that one person undertook so many things, attained so many goals, won so many conquests, fought so many battles, risked his life time and again, and escaped so many perils, without having lived longer than others. Yet, Lepidus, you know Caesar did much more than what I tell, even if he lived only fifty-five years. Before I delve into his defense, remember what he did in Spain. He subjugated the Celtiberians and Lusitanians up to the ocean, a region never explored by the Romans. His conquest of Gaul immortalized his glory. In less than ten years, he took over eight hundred cities, via siege or attack, and defeated three hundred distinct nations. When faced in pitched battles with over thirty thousand armed men, he killed more than a million and took as many prisoners. Caesar, how an ungrateful traitor took your life!
       But I have yet to describe his final victory. That famous battle he fought on the banks of the Rhine against Ariovistus, where over eighty thousand men perished, demonstrates <hr> 
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the victors never tire. Besides, Caesar did not always achieve his victories with ease. He sometimes saw victory sway towards his enemies, he was ready to announce defeat, but his strength always led them to switch sides. The tale of the Nervii is an eloquent example: all the Romans were nearly defeated, and it was but a small margin that the enemies did not become masters of the battlefield, when Caesar, alone among the adversaries, brandished his sword and a shield on his left arm, hastily gaining upperhand over those preparing to conquer his own. Subsequently, he was the first to cross the Rhine and sail the Atlantic Ocean with an army. He conquered England, whose existence was previously unknown, and he brought the arms and glory of Rome to lands never visited by the Romans. The infamous siege of Alesia is not one of Caesar's minor feats: he faced an army of three hundred thousand men to break the siege. But with as much prudence as courage, he divided his troops and acted with such skill that the Romans who remained in front of Alesia did not know that powerful reinforcements were coming to their aid. The Gauls did not know they were fighting formidable enemies until Caesar defeated them and Vercingetorix surrendered to the general. Following this, I have no doubt that history will one day proclaim that he has unseated all other heroes.

Yes, Lepidus, anyone willing to compare his qualities to those of other heroic figures will find he surpasses them. The Fabii, the Scipios, the Metelli, and even those of his time, such as Sulla, Marius, the two Lucullus, and Pompey, are inferior to him in many respects. He surpasses Sulla in the difficulty of the territories he reclaimed; Marcus Terentius Varro Lucullus in the extent of nations he has subjugated to Roman rule and the pride of the peoples he had to confront, overcome and educate simultaneously; Marius in the number of enemies he defeated; Pompey in his kindness, clemency, and humanity towards those he had vanquished; and Lucius Licinius Lucullus in his magnificence and generosity towards those who fought under his command. Collectively, he outdoes them all in the number of battles won, the number of foes triumphed over and the number of human virtues practiced. Behold, Lepidus, these are victories the Romans cannot dispute with Caesar. They owe him for all the blood he shed in the numerous battles in which he participated. He fought, risked his life, won, and conquered many territories for them. And yet, there is no one, up to the crossing of the Rubicon that Caesar passed through to reach Rome and confront his tyrant, there is no one who acknowledges that the Republic owes a great deal to Caesar.

Now, Lepidus, I will show you the other victories won by Caesar that the Romans are most thankful for. I want to show you that Caesar has never demonstrated his passion for liberty and hatred of tyranny as clearly as when he fought and defeated Pompey. But to vindicate Caesar and show that one has always expressed his support for freedom, while the other always has, we must condemn Pompey.
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driven to tyranny. Everyone knows that Pompey did so much to seize power that he was declared sole consul to prevent him from undertaking more. The Romans preferred to satisfy his vanity rather than to oppose him directly. As for Caesar, they did not treat him in the same way, for far from granting him new rights, they boldly refused him the favors he solicited. Lentulus, Pompey's supporter, shamefully chased away Marc Antony and Curion, who were forced to disguise themselves as slaves to safely return to Caesar. All this, Lepidus, because Caesar had asked them to continue ruling the Gauls he had conquered. Despite the unjust refusal he received, Caesar did not harbor unjust intentions. He understood that Pompey was calling for his return to Rome only to defeat him, and regarded Pompey as his enemy and the only obstacle to his rising to the authority he had long coveted. Caesar wanted to reconcile both his person and the public good. He sought to disarm his enemy, Rome's enemy, and to disarm himself. Thus, to show the purity of his intentions, he let the Senate know that he was ready to leave the government of Gaul for which he had risked his life many times over, that he was ready to lay down arms, to account for his actions, to completely renounce all authority, provided that Pompey would also lay down arms and they would both live as simple citizens. I believe these proposals were not tyrannical, because tyrants never expose themselves to such things, and Pompey's behavior clearly proved what I say. If Caesar had suggested sharing the supreme power with him, perhaps he would have listened more attentively. But because Caesar wanted to place him in a position where he couldn't attain tyranny, he couldn't tolerate a proposal so fair which would have kept him far from power. He maneuvered to prevent the Senate from deciding rationally, and, to completely exhaust Caesar's patience, had Marc Antony and Curion chased away with disgrace. He was branded as an enemy of the public good, and Pompey, who was just seeking to sow discord to ruin Caesar and profit from others' misfortunes, preferred to ruin his homeland rather than change his plans. All the senators found Caesar's proposals fair because he showed them that if they wanted him to lay down arms and Pompey did not, it could push him into a monarchy, but by suggesting that both lay down arms, he was asking for something beneficial for everyone and that should not upset Pompey unless he had bad intentions. Scipio, his father-in-law, and Marcellus, his friend, obviously did not agree, and they were almost the only ones to prevent Caesar from getting what he demanded. They spoke loudly in favor of Pompey, so the Senate could take no decision, a public neutrality was decreed for this private dispute. However, Caesar did not give up, offering fair solutions several times, but each time, Pompey's cunning prevailed.
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Moreover, I do not understand how one could have accused Caesar of intending to seize<hr>
supreme power, because not long before when Pompey had asked him to return the troops he had entrusted to him, Caesar had sent them back without hesitation,<hr>
thus showing that he was not afraid to weaken his own forces or to strengthen those of his opponents, and therefore he had no hidden intentions. So where are the great war preparations<hr>
that Caesar would have undertaken for such a grand project? Where are the alliances he<hr>
would have formed in Rome or in other cities? Where are these vast armies, this<hr>
significant number of war machines for the battles he would have to fight or the sieges he would have to endure? No, Lepidus, Caesar did not benefit from any of these things. When Curio and Mark<hr>
Antony joined him, disguised as slaves, and told him of the mistreatments they had suffered at the hands of Pompey and the alarming plans the latter had in view concerning Caesar and the Republic, he had around him only five thousand infantrymen<hr>
and three hundred horsemen. Lepidus, do you really think these troops were sufficient for a conquest of such magnitude? If Caesar had had this intention, he would undoubtedly have<hr>
raised a stronger army and would have found pretexts to do so. He was too wise to undertake such a task without having long sought the means to succeed. Thus, his crossing at this famous stream, made famous by his passage, was not the result of a premeditated action. It was rather a consequence of his anger, shame, and disappointment, accompanied by a fervent desire to take revenge on his enemy and to annihilate a man who not only wanted to destroy him, but also the Republic. So he left without any premeditation, and with the gods as guides, he became master of Italy in sixty days without spilling the blood of his fellow citizens. Regarding Pompey, his conduct clearly showed that his conscience's remorse made him lose his mind. It was no longer that great Pompey who, when he had only legitimate intentions and served the Republic, demonstrated as much prudence as courage. He lost both at this meeting, for even though he had many more soldiers than Caesar and he was in Rome, as soon as he learned that Caesar had crossed the Rubicon, he hurriedly fled without even taking the time to make sacrifices to the gods to appease this upheaval. Pompey was surprised at the lack of support, his past misdeeds having made this flight difficult for him. In this great chaos, several people lost the respect they always had for him. It is remembered that he had once declared that by stamping his foot on the ground, he would bring up soldiers. This way of speaking, which smelled of tyranny, was reproached to him, and one of the influential men of Rome, seeing his astonishment, said to him with a lot of audacity: "Stamp the ground now to increase your army and face Caesar." His ambition and injustice also condemned him, and the things said against him during this flight clearly show that Pompey was the tyrant and that Caesar was the defender. Indeed, as soon as he arrived in Rome, he treated all the senators humanely,

<hr>
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he gently implored them to bring peace, and once more presented fair and reasonable peace proposals to make them accepted by Pompey. But as they undoubtedly knew that Pompey wanted all or nothing, they declined and made their apology to Caesar.<hr>
         Now, Lepidus, when this noble hero was appointed sovereign, did he show signs that he was going to practice tyranny? Not at all. He called back the exiles, acknowledged the children of those who had been proscribed in the time of Sylla, who was an oppressor, and eleven days later, he voluntarily abdicated sovereignty, settling for the consulate with Servilius Isauricus. But after this, Lepidus, would you say that Caesar was a tyrant and that Pompey was the defender of liberty? But let's quickly review his life to have more time to mourn his death. No doubt you remember all the tactics that Pompey used to avoid confronting Caesar and prolonging the situation. These manoeuvres were so obvious and his ambition so known that even his own soldiers openly said that he was extending the war solely to preserve his power. In reality, he knew that whether he won or lost, he would have to relinquish sovereign power or completely lift the mask under which he was hiding from some Romans. As for Caesar, who trusted in the justice of his cause and the gods', he sought out his enemy and was not afraid to attack him in combat. Nothing in his heart haunted him with guilt, for he knew that in taking revenge, he was avenging himself as a Roman, and in ridding himself of his adversary, he was freeing Rome from a tyrant. His hope in the gods was justified: he won the battle while Pompey lost. This man, who had been so favoured by fate when he was innocent, was abandoned as soon as he became guilty. He no longer knew how to fight or win, and he didn't even know how to be defeated bravely.<hr>
          As soon as his forces were overwhelmed at the Battle of Pharsalus, instead of rallying them by fighting alongside them, Pompey withdrew to his tent, barely knowing what he was telling himself. Seeing things deteriorating further for him, his entrenchments being breached and Caesar closing in, he exclaimed in fright: "What, even in our own camp!" After uttering these words, he fled for a second time, abandoning all who remained of his party. It would have been more honourable for him to die by Caesar's weapons than by the sword of the traitor Septimius, who had once served under his commands. But given that this man bore in his heart hatred, remorse, the shame of being beaten and a desire for power, it is not surprising that in the hope of reigning he eventually lost his mind. But having recognized that Caesar knew the art of victory, let us see, Lepidus, if he used victory wisely, whether he was inhuman or merciful, whether he was just or severe, whether he was a tyrant or a Roman citizen. As soon as the battlefield was gained and his ferocity in combat had softened, he looked around and saw the many soldiers who lay dead and shed as many tears as he had made them shed.
<hr>
<hr>
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"Bloodshed has occurred. 'Oh, gods!' he exclaimed in tears. 'You know it was them who desired this and forced me to be the victor!' For, after having won such battles, Caesar would have undoubtedly been criticised had he abandoned his army.<hr>
         Any other victor besides Caesar would have shed tears of joy after winning the battle, but for him, he couldn't take pleasure in his victory as it took the lives of some of his fellow citizens. Trust me, Lepidus, tyrants do not mourn their enemies; mercy and compassion are sentiments unknown to them. Yet, you know that Caesar forgave nearly all his own. He even went so far as to search for the traitor who would later rob him of his life, and when Brutus surrendered, he treated him like a son. Alas, I can envision my Caesar moving from group to group, asking after Brutus, searching amongst the dead for anyone he could still save, and doing everything in his power to save the one who would plunge a dagger into his chest. Could Caesar have made such a choice? That out of all the Romans, he loved his murderer most of all? Did not the gods, who showed particular interest in his life, warn him that the one he loved more than anything would be the cruelest towards him? But it's not yet time to speak of Brutus’ ingratitude. Caesar’s mercy and kindness provide much too rich material to abandon it quickly. To make the crime of his assassins as ghastly as it is, we must highlight his qualities in all their brilliance. Tyrants have sometimes put a price on their enemies' heads, promising to forgive all crimes of those who deliver them, and when they’ve been appeased, they welcomed that grim gift with joy. But Caesar didn't act this way. He didn't want to see Pompey's head; he bitterly mourned it, and he despised the one who had brought it to him, making him flee to save his life.<hr>
         As for me, I find this action of Caesar’s more glorious than defeating Pompey. He had accompanying armies to fight, but he mourned his enemy alone. What’s more, he made it clear that he didn't see Pompey as a personal enemy, but as an enemy of the Republic. Not only did he pardon all those from his team who wished to surrender, but he also cared particularly for Pompey's friends, showing he hated not the person, but their harmful and unjust plans against the Republic. Anyone else but Caesar, after victory, would have focused on his safety, exiling some, executing others, and turning away from the rest. Instead, he thought of saving those who were victims of Pompey’s scheme rather than his protection. It seemed as though it was his army that was scattered by defeat as he remained in place to gather forces. Such sweetness and kindness he displayed to those who changed sides and rallied under his banners. He even wrote to Rome that the sweetest fruit of victory was saving the lives of his fellow citizens each day. Lepidus, tyrants do not speak in this manner!<hr>
<hr>
<hr>
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Next, to justify the sincerity of his intentions and prove that his victory was not a whim of fate, but the fulfillment of the will of the gods, he remained victorious in all other initiatives he undertook. The wars of Egypt and Armenia, about which he wrote to Rome that he had come, he had seen, and he had conquered, bear sufficient witness. Then, in a single day, he seized three enemy camps, killed fifty thousand men, and lost only fifty soldiers. In your opinion, Lepidus, was it Caesar's arm thus fighting, or rather that of the gods? This victory did not make him merciless though. When he was told that Cato had taken his own life, he exclaimed: "Oh Cato, the gate of mourning opens for me on your death, as you have deprived me of the opportunity to save your life." Some may argue that if Cato had lived, Caesar would not have done what he said, but it is easy to imagine that he who had forgiven Brutus and Cicero, who had fought alongside Pompey, would have also forgiven Cato. But, Lepidus, I do not want Caesar to be judged through what I know of him, I do not want Caesar to be judged by what his friends say. I simply want him to be judged by the honors that all Romans bestowed upon him, during his life and after his death. The construction of the temple of mercy erected for him is a valid justification, for there was never a conqueror who had so perfectly practiced this quality in victory. But tell me, Lepidus, how is it possible that these Romans who, since the end of the war, have held no act of supreme sovereignty against Caesar, how is it possible that these same men who built this temple of mercy in recognition of his kindness, have been able to call him a tyrant? In history, there are examples of triumphal arches erected by tyrants for themselves. With their violence and orders, their statues were even placed on altars. But intentionally building temples to their glory and temples of mercy, this is not found at all times and this was not the case with Caesar.  For, after all, he was not an oppressor and he undoubtedly deserved more recognition than received.

       Do you not remember, Lepidus, that day when he had the statues of Pompey restored, and how Cicero declared that by raising them, he had secured his own? That action was deemed as admirable as it was. All Romans talked about it and agreed that Caesar was the greatest and most admirable of all heroes. On this occasion, Caesar was as fair as he was generous. As these statues had been erected for Pompey at a time when he served the Republic and was not destroying it, he did not want him to be deprived of a mark of honor that he had truly deserved. And then, tyrants are never secure. They fear everything and trust no one. They see themselves as deserving of a violent death, and by the precautions they take to avoid it, they show that they know they deserve it. But Caesar acted innocently, he trusted everyone. By delegating authority to Brutus and Cassius by appointing them magistrates, he did not.

[bookmark: _Toc109]Page 110
did not want to take any steps for his own safety. He should have heeded his friends' advice.<hr>
But he was too generous to be capable of that prudence which so resembles fear<hr>
and often produces the same effects. Moreover, he believed that by proving to the Romans the<hr>
sincerity of his intentions, he would not need other precautions for his safety. He never<hr>
missed a chance to show the Romans that he valued his status as a Roman citizen<hr>
above all else. One day when he was returning from Alba, some hailed him as king, but he<hr>
responded to them that his name was Caesar, not king. Indeed, Caesar, you were right to prefer this name to<hr>
that of king. You made it so great that you could not abandon it without loss. After<hr>
living as Caesar, it was necessary to die as Caesar.<hr>
      You also remember, Lepidus, that when the Senate granted him new honors,<hr>
he showed extreme modesty by saying that these honors should rather have been<hr>
reduced than increased. You also know that when Mark Antony, out of reckless<hr>
devotion, offered him the royal crown, he refused it twice, and ordered it to be<hr>
placed on Jupiter's statue, as if to say that the Romans should be governed<hr>
only by the gods themselves. What more could he have done to show the Romans that he did not<hr>
want the tyranny than publicly refuse the mark of royalty? Did they want him to<hr>
have Mark Antony executed for this crime? No, that would not have been right, and he who had<hr>
forgiven his enemies a hundred offenses should also forgive one's friend's reckless ardor.<hr>
I well know that Pompey's supporters have said that Caesar contributed to certain<hr>
excessive favors granted to him in order to probe the will of the people. But know this,<hr>
Lepidus, if he had contributed, it was with the intention of refusing them to justify his motives.<hr>
     Ah, Lepidus, frankly speaking, it was Caesar's friends, flatterers and enemies all together who<hr>
crushed him under the shower of flowers they threw on him. The<hr>
firsts out of excessive affection, the seconds out of a desire to please and enrich themselves, and the others in order<hr>
to give people an excuse to criticize Caesar and to give an appearance of goodwill to<hr>
their plot against him. But tell me, Lepidus, what else could Caesar do but to refuse the<hr>
honors offered to him? Moreover, if he had wanted to be king, it would have been entirely<hr>
possible. The same arm that allowed him to conquer so many countries and win so many<hr>
victories would have secured his empire. He was well aware of the realities of the world to know<hr>
that he could not ascend to the throne by the sweetness and consent of all Romans. He<hr>
knew without a doubt that crowns are seized, not voluntarily accepted.<hr>
If he had intended to make himself king, he would have used force and not gentleness. Gaul would have<hr>
supplied him with an army powerful enough for that. After all, with five thousand foot soldiers<hr>
and three hundred horsemen, he had put Pompey to flight and took control of all of Italy.<hr>
After the battle of Pharsalus, it wouldn't have been harder for him to seize supreme authority.<hr>
The Gauls would have followed him with joy and would have come to Rome to reclaim the loot<hr>
that the Roman legions had once taken from them.<hr>
<hr>
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But, Lepidus, he would have acted as a tyrant and a usurper, not as a citizen. I well accept<hr>
that Caesar wished to rule, but it was in the hearts of Romans and not in Rome. He granted them<hr>
daily new favours, thinking only of their peace, their happiness, and their<hr>
glory. And while they were contemplating his death, he was putting all his efforts into making them live in the<hr>
happiness. Have we ever seen, Lepidus, a more remarkable hero than Caesar? Ponder attentively throughout his life, you will not find a single blemish, but shining qualities of humanity. The victories he won count not among those which fate bestows blindly on those who rely on him. He won them by his valour and<hr>
reason. And when he left things to chance, it was because reason allowed it. His steadfastness of spirit, which he always showed in every danger to which he risked himself for the Republic, is something incomprehensible. He always showed the same face to good and bad situations. Love, anger, hate, revenge and ambition never drove him to weakness. He was always in control of his emotions and was never defeated, except by clemency. However, there were men, even Romans, odious enough to see Caesar as a tyrant. In fact, Lepidus, it was not so. The personal hatred that Cassius had for Caesar, because he had preferred Brutus to him by making him consul in his place, was the basis of the conspiracy. It was not because Caesar had violated Roman laws, mistreated senators or put citizens to death, but simply to avenge Cassius.<hr>
       But if Caesar had to die for preferring Brutus to Cassius, it ought not to be Brutus to stab Caesar to avenge Cassius, whom Caesar had only offended to gratify the former. No, Lepidus, even if Caesar had been what he was accused of, namely the cruelest tyrant that ever existed, the sword of Brutus should not be stained with his blood. He should be the last of Romans to abandon him after all he had done for him. Do not tell me that the more he seems ungrateful to Caesar, the more he seems grateful to his homeland. No, Lepidus, generosity cannot coexist with ingratitude. Vice and virtue cannot be combined, and one cannot be both ungrateful and grateful. He who boasts depends on those who compliment him. This is why those with a noble soul only obtain favours from their friends, and if they have a choice, they prefer to enslave their enemies rather than owe them. If Brutus couldn't be happy as long as Caesar was alive, he should never have appeared under his banners, he should have rejected all Caesar's honours, not yield to him. Rather than receive the life that Caesar had granted him, he should have taken his own life, like the noble Cato. But having received this life from Caesar, having accepted the highest responsibilities of the Republic, having been preferred by Caesar to Cassius out of affection, to allow himself to be persuaded by Cassius to stab Caesar is something I cannot comprehend.<hr>
<hr>
<hr>
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This cannot be tolerated by a reasonable person, and such is not forgivable of Brutus, even if Caesar had been a tyrant.

Yet, Lepidus, it is this ingrate, this traitor, who was the leader of the conspiracy and who dealt the fatal blow. What, Brutus! You could strike the one who saved your life! What, you savage! Did not the sword fall from your hands when Caesar, seeing you approach him like the others, ceased to resist and even said to you with more tenderness than anger: "You too, my son!" What, these words did not touch your soul and you could kill Caesar! Oh no, Brutus, if you had a little justice, you should have abandoned such a wicked endeavor. You should have fought for Caesar, give him the life he gave you, or if you could not, erase your ingratitude with your blood and kill yourself over Caesar's body. But what am I doing, Lepidus? I get carried away by my grief. This image of Caesar’s death incites my sorrow and rage whenever it comes into my mind. Unfolding without prevision, I shift the topic of conversation. Let’s get back, in effect, to my initial intention and state that even if Caesar’s innocence might be questioned because of his deeds during his life, it is fully justified by what transpired during and after his death. The extraordinary care, the gods took to warn him of the impending calamity, attest to the purity of his soul. All those signs that emerged in the sky, those dreams that terrified me, the hand of that soldier that appeared enflamed, and the one who announced to him that the Ides of March would be fatal for him, as well as all the other ominous things that seemed to hinder the conspiracy, all this is enough to show that Caesar was no ordinary man.

If Caesar's death had been good for the Republic, the gods would not have supplied so many omens. They warn of impending disasters so that men might avoid them but they rarely send signs of encouragement. According to this logic, one could say that Brutus was also warned about his demise. The terrible specter of death that appeared to him twice was sent more as a punishment than to allow him a chance to escape the disaster that awaited him or to validate his scheme. 

And then who has ever worshipped dead tyrants? When they are alive, they are dreaded, but when they die, their bodies are dragged through the public squares, torn apart, the laws they established are changed, their statues are toppled. Their memory is reviled, and those who killed them live in safety and honour. But as for Caesar, even in death, he was shown respect. The mandates undertaken during his lifetime were respected by the Romans and appeared sacrosanct. His bloodstained toga and all perforated from the stab wounds touched the souls of every citizen with grief. His testament, which enriched all, was listened to as if it were from the father of the nation. The people built him a funeral pyre more glorious in his memory than if he received the most lavish funerals reserved for kings, for it was a testament of their affection and the same fire that consumed my dear Caesar. His phantom wished to ignite the houses of his murderers.


[bookmark: _Toc112]Page 113
The Senate did nothing to alter the ordinances he had established. New honours were bestowed upon him, all his assassins fled, and with universal agreement, he was elevated to the status of a god. Who has ever seen a tyrant deified after his death? Even Alexander, the greatest prince of antiquity, was considered the son of Jupiter only during his lifetime. And Cesar had this advantage over that hero. What was done for Cesar's merit by his friends was achieved posthumously. 
Even the gods, after giving omens of his death, still wanted to testify to their immense wrath. This fearing comet that appeared for seven days after his demise was already a sign of the revenge they would take. Even the sun, for an entire year, lost its usual heat and brilliance, showing the entire planet that the Republic had lost in Cesar its grandest figure and greatest glory. And to better testify to his innocence, celestial vengeance pursued all of those who contributed to this unjust conspiracy to their deaths. They all met a violent end, with no one able to escape. They found nowhere to live peacefully. The sea was as deadly to them as the land. Those who fled from the wrath of their enemies committed suicide. Brutus pierced his heart with the same sword with which he had struck Caesar, and thus punished himself with the same weapons with which he had committed the crime. As for Cassius, he also ended his life in the same way, and I have finally learned that none of Caesar's murderers remain in this world. Judge after that, Lepidus, if he is not fully innocent. Isn't his death as glorious as his life since it showed that the entire natural world was involved? And, speaking reasonably, was Caesar not rather the protector and father of the homeland than the tyrant of the Romans?
 
Effect of this speech
Let me not tell you the effect of this speech, it is for you to tell me. Its purpose was to convince you, so it is for you to let me know if it worked. It addressed you under the name of Lepidus, so it is for you to tell me if it achieved its goal. As for me, I assure you that if I persuade you, it is only after I have been convinced. I do not seek to make you believe what I do not believe myself. I have such consideration for Caesar that I cannot think ill of his intentions. And we must all respect great men by not condemning them too quickly based on assumptions. Appearances can be deceiving, the plans of the great are hidden. Let us respect them and not try to pass judgement. 

Notes
Calpurnia is the daughter of the Roman politician Piso Caesoninus and the last wife of Julius Caesar, with whom he remained married the longest. Indeed, she was with him.


[bookmark: _Toc113]Page 114
until his assassination in 44 BC. It was she who, in her dream, supposedly saw the murder scene before<hr>
it occurred, and warned Caesar.<hr>
        Julius Caesar, also simply known as Caesar, was a general, statesman, and<hr>
Roman writer, born on July 12 or 13, 100 BC in Rome and died on March 15, 44 BC.<hr>
in the same city. He is known for his conquests, notably that of Gaul.<hr>
        Lepidus, born around 89 BC and died in 13-12 BC, was a famous general and a<hr>
Roman politician. After the assassination of Julius Caesar, he took control of Rome and<hr>
allied with Mark Antony. During the war between Octavian and Mark Antony, he sided with<hr>
the latter and, following his defeat, was declared a "public enemy".<hr>
        Gaul was an ancient region of Western Europe populated by the Gauls, who were<hr>
primarily Celts, Belgians, Aquitans, Ligurians, and Iberians. It<hr>
currently corresponds to France, Luxembourg, Belgium, the majority of Switzerland,<hr>
northern Italy, and areas of the Netherlands and Germany located on the west bank of the<hr>
Rhein.<hr>
        Octavian, born on September 23, 63 BC in Rome and died on August 19, AD 14, was the first<hr>
Roman emperor, from January 16, 27 BC to August 19, AD 14. He succeeded Julius Caesar<hr>
in power by instituting the Empire. After his takeover, he began to be referred to as<hr>
Augustus, an honorific title that withstands time. He went by this name until his death.<hr>
        Tiberius, born in Rome on November 16, 42 BC and died in Misenum in the province of<hr>
Naples on March 16, AD 37, was the second Roman emperor from AD 14 to 37. He is the adopted son of Octavian<hr>
and his successor.<hr>
        Sulla, born in 138 BC and died in 78 BC, was a famous general and Roman<hr>
politician. He is known for his service as a dictator of Rome and his<hr>
tyrannical tendencies.<hr>
        Dolabella, or Cnaeus Cornelius Dolabella, was a Roman consul of the 1st century BC,<hr>
a supporter of Sulla. He was accused of extortion and abuse of power by Julius Caesar. Well defended,<hr>
he was acquitted.<hr>
        The term Celtiberians generally refers to the Celtic or "Celticized" tribes of<hr>
the Iberian Peninsula, currently in Spain and Portugal.<hr>
        The Lusitanians were a people settled in antiquity in the southwest of the<hr>
Iberian Peninsula, a region that would become the Roman province of Lusitania. This region<hr>
covered part of present-day Portugal.<hr>
        Ariovistus was a Germanic chieftain settled in Gaul who coveted the lands of the Roman<hr>
allies. Following negotiations and diplomatic deed made by Rome, he was driven out by force by an army led by Caesar.<hr>
        The Nervii were at the time one of the most powerful Belgian peoples of north-northeast<br>
of Gaul. The tribe controlled much of the important commercial route from Amiens.<hr>
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in Cologne. Julius Caesar considers the Nervii as the fiercest of the Celts, who were themselves<hr>
considered the bravest of all Gaul. The Nervii almost beat Julius Caesar<hr>
at the Battle of the Sabis.<hr>
        The Siege of Alesia is a decisive battle at the end of the Gallic War which saw the<hr>
defeat of a coalition of Gallic peoples led by Vercingetorix against the Roman army of<hr>
Julius Caesar. It takes place between the months of July and September in 52 BC.<hr>
        Vercingetorix, born around 82 BC on Arverni territory, which is now<hr>
Auvergne, and died in the autumn of 46 BC in a prison in Rome, was the chief and king of the<hr>
Celtic Arverni people. He federated a part of the Gallic peoples in a revolt<hr>
against Roman forces during the final phase of Julius Caesar's Gallic War.<hr>
        The Fabii are members of the Fabia gens, an illustrious family of ancient Rome<hr>
who claimed descent from Hercules through a daughter of Evander.<hr>
        The Scipios are Roman patricians members of a branch of the Cornelii gens.<hr>
They created a dynasty of generals and statesmen in the 3rd and 2nd centuries BC.<hr>
        The Metelli, or Caecilii Metelli, are second-tier Roman citizens, members<hr>
of a major branch of one of the largest Roman plebeian families, the Caecilia gens.<hr>
        Marius, or Caius Marius, born in 157 BC and deceased in 86 BC, was a famous<hr>
Roman general and politician.<hr>
        Lucullus, or Lucius Licinius Lucullus, born in 118 BC and deceased in 56 BC, was a<hr>
Roman statesman and general. A superb general, he was not well-liked by his soldiers.<hr>
        Lucullus, or Marcus Terentius Varro Lucullus, born in 116 BC and died around 56 BC, was a Roman politician. Younger brother of the famous Lucius Licinius Lucullus, he was an ally of Sulla and a consul of the Roman Republic in 73 BC.<hr>
        Pompey, known as "the Great", was born on September 29, 106 BC, in Picenum and died on September 28, 48 BC, in Pelusium, in Ptolemaic Egypt. He was a Roman military and statesman. Pompey had a remarkable military career and won many victories for Rome. He initiated a civil war against Caesar, which lead Caesar to cross the Rubicon with his army, thereby illegally entering Italy.<hr>
        Rubicon, a river marking the border between Italy and Cisalpine Gaul.<hr>
        Lentulus, or Lucius Cornelius Lentulus Crus, was consul of the Roman Republic in 49 BC. He was an opponent of Caesar and a supporter of Pompey during the civil war from 49 to 48 BC. He expelled Curio and Mark Antony from the Senate to weaken Caesar.<hr>
        Mark Antony was a Roman politician and military leader, born on January 14, 83 BC and died on August 1, 30 BC. He was a powerful supporter of Caesar.<hr>
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       Curion, born around 90 BC and killed in battle on August 24, 49 BC, is a<hr>
political figure from the end of the Roman Republic. A very good orator, friend of Cicero and<hr>
supporter of Pompey, he later aligns himself with Julius Caesar.<hr>
       Scipio, or Metellus Scipio, is a Roman politician who dies in 46 BC. He<hr>
is tribune of the plebs in 59 BC and consul in 52 BC. Father-in-law to Pompey, who marries<hr>
his daughter Cornelia Metella in his fifth marriage, he is a ardent enemy of Julius Caesar against<hr>
whom he leads his troops in the battle of Thapsus.<hr>
       Marcellus, or Marcus Claudius Marcellus, is a Roman politician from the end<hr>
of the Roman Republic, between about 95 BC and 45 BC. During this war for power between<hr>
Pompey and Caesar, Claudius Marcellus chooses Pompey's side and follows him to the East.<hr>
       Servilius Isauricus, or Publius Servilius Isauricus, is a Roman senator who is<hr>
consul in 48 BC alongside Julius Caesar. As he is a longtime friend of Caesar, some suspect<hr>
him of being manipulated by Caesar.<hr>
       The Battle of Pharsalus is a confrontation taking place in Thessaly, near the<hr>
town of the same name, at the beginning of the summer of 48 BC, during the Roman civil war.<hr>
It pits Caesar's army against that of Pompey. By winning this battle with significantly fewer troops, <hr>
Julius Caesar takes a decisive advantage over the opposing camp.<hr>
       Septimius, or Lucius Septimius, is a Roman soldier known for being one of the<hr>
main assassins of Pompey upon his arrival in Egypt. It is a premeditated crime directed<hr>
by Ptolemy XIII's counselors, as Pompey is deemed too dangerous.<hr>
       Ptolemy XIII Theos Philopator is one of the last pharaohs of Egypt before the<hr>
Roman period. His father, Ptolemy XII, is acquainted with Pompey and owes part of his reign to him.<hr>
       Brutus, born around 85 BC in Rome and died on October 23, 42 BC in Philippi, is<hr>
a Roman senator, jurist and philosopher from the end of the Roman Republic. He is the son of<hr>
Servilia, Julius Caesar's mistress, to whom he delivers the final blow by stabbing him on<hr>
March 15, 44 BC. Brutus has both the image of the ultimate traitor, due to his participation in<hr>
the death of the Roman dictator who had forgiven him for his adherence to Pompey's party, and the image of a virtuous man who prefers the salvation of the Republic over his own.<hr>
       Cato of Utica, or Cato the Younger, born in 95 BC in Rome and died on April 12, 46 BC<hr>
in Utica, current Tunisia. Cato is the father of Porcia and a Roman politician. He is<hr>
remembered in history as a figure of Stoicism, famous for his firmness of mind. He is a<hr>
supporter of Pompey during the civil war. After losing, he flees to Africa, but is caught by Caesar's<hr>
troops. He is known to have committed suicide by opening his chest with his sword to avoid Julius Caesar's servitude.<hr>
       Cicero, a Roman statesman and brilliant orator, is born on January 3, 106 BC in Arpinum, Italy and is assassinated on December 7, 43 BC in Formiae. He is both a lawyer, <hr>
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philosopher, rhetorician, and Latin writer. He supported Pompey in the civil war. He is pardoned<hr>
by Caesar.<hr>
       Cassius, born around 87-86 BC and died early October 42 BC at the first battle of Philippi, is a politician and a general of the late Roman Republic. A supporter of Pompey, he is among the assassins of Julius Caesar.<hr>
       Alba Longa is an ancient city in Latium in central Italy, 19 km south-east of Rome, in the Alban Hills. Founder and head of the Latin League, it is destroyed by Rome around the middle of the 7th century BC, and its inhabitants are forced to settle in Rome. Julius Caesar claims this city by lineage right.<hr>
       The Ides of March corresponds to March 15 in the Roman calendar. It is a festive day dedicated to the god Mars. It is the day Julius Caesar was assassinated.<hr>
       Alexander the Great, or Alexander III, born on July 21, 356 BC in Pella and died on June 11, 323 BC in Babylon, is a king of Macedonia and one of the most famous figures from antiquity.<hr>
<hr>
<hr>
<hr>
<hr>
                                    Sixteenth Speech - Livia to Maecenas<hr>
                                             Livia, wife of Octavian<hr>
<hr>
<hr>
                                                     Context<hr>
       This speech is dedicated to the greatness of literature, but even though that's its primary purpose, it does not distance me from the overall objective of my book. Poetry being one of the most enjoyable activities, one of the most cherished entertainments, to admit this pleasure by showing its worth is legitimate. This is what I sought to achieve in this speech, more out of reason than personal interest. At the very least, I am well aware that if I am defending this cause, it's because I believe it to be good, and therefore I am not breaking the orators' oath to defend no cause they deem unwholesome. Evaluate and listen to what Livia has to say on this subject, to Maecenas, protector of the Muses. But don't be surprised to hear her speaking profoundly about this matter. Octavian loved poetry too much not to have inspired this same passion in she who possessed his heart. And she was too astute not to be attentive. Thus, if I made the choice of these characters, it’s because I had reasons to do so, and one could not fault me for that.<hr>
<hr>
<hr>
                                       Livia to Maecenas<hr>
I know, Maecenas, that Octavian owes his empire to your counsel. The Romans owe you the happiness they enjoy under a reign far from tyranny. And for me, I owe you as well for the<hr>
<hr>
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position I hold today. Yes, Maecenas, it is you who surmounted the powerful reasons<hr>
of Agrippa that day when Octavius was debating within himself whether he should retain the supreme power or<hr>
surrender it into the hands of the people. This great emperor wanted to divest himself of the crown<hr>
on his head, abandon the reins of the empire, descend from the throne he had reached<hr>
after such long labours and, in a disregard more disgraceful than Antony's flight at the battle of<hr>
Actium, lose the reward of so many victories won. It could be said that Antony's flight was caused by<hr>
love, but here Octavius' could only be justified by weakness. It was asserted that his hand was not strong enough to carry the sceptre he held,<hr>
and that he was renouncing what he could not preserve.<hr>
       Maecenas, you had no weak enemies to face for you were before Octavius and<hr>
Agrippa, and they opposed you. Their view seemed the most just, for it appeared the most<hr>
altruistic. And it would have looked like there was more honour in dissolving the Empire than consolidating it,<hr>
and more advantages in obeying than commanding. But you were the victor in this struggle, and <hr>
extraordinarily, the vanquished remained crowned. And you were content to obey<hr>
the one to whom you allowed the authority to be preserved. This debt that the emperor owes you is undoubtedly very great, but he is even more indebted to you for the effort you made to bring him closer to the favour of the Muses. By this means you can offer him<hr>
immortality and confer it on yourself. Thus can the age of Octavius be termed<hr>
fortunate. And I believe it is more advantageous for the emperor to be loved by Virgil,<hr>
Horace, Livy and famed Maecenas, than to be feared by all the earth. Fear might make him awe-inspiring to all nations and make them obey for as long as he lived,<hr>
but the praises of Virgil and Horace will render him memorable for all the centuries that<hr>
will follow ours.<hr>
      Clearly, Maecenas, if all kings were driven by desire and glory, they<hr>
should consider winning the affection of those whom the gods have chosen to convey this<hr>
glory. It is through history and poetry that they can hope to immortalise their names and strive to live on after their death, in the face of the ravages of time and fate. But among these two means leading to eternity, poetry seems to have the special privilege of deifying<hr>
men. It is wholly celestial and divine. The flame that fires it illuminates and purifies all those whom it lauds, and without distorting the truth, it excuses faults and accentuates virtues in all their splendour. History shows virtue in all its nakedness, while poetry adorns it with its finest trappings. History is so scrupulous it dares not come to any conclusion, it just content with recounting things without judging them. But poetry judges everything.<hr>
It glorifies, censures, metes out punishments, bestows rewards, hands out crowns and punishments, it illuminates or darkens the lives of those about whom it speaks. In nutshell, it encompasses all the advantages of history and eloquence, and it imparts this immortal glory that is the most noble reward of all the deeds of heroes.<hr>
<hr>
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       Moreover, the historian covers a plethora of themes, making it nearly inevitable that<hr>
the reign of the prince whose life he narrates is entwined with those of his subjects. He employs his pen for<hr>
all the criminals of this era, just as much as for the honorable characters. He does not have<hr>
the liberty of choosing his subject, he must take it as time and chance present it to him. The<hr>
prince and his subjects are so intertwined that they can almost never be distinguished, save in the<hr>
armies, public places, and the populous crowd. The poet, on the other hand, separates the prince from the people.<hr>
He chooses his theme and his material, he follows his hero to the grave, he only speaks of what<hr>
pleases him and addresses the twists and turns when he deems them useful. Therefore, the objective of the historian is<hr>
simply the truth, while that of the poet is the glory and immortality of his hero. You<hr>
can see that I agree with you and that the conversations between Octavian and Maecenas have given me<hr>
sufficient knowledge about everything concerning poetry to speak about it<hr>
reasonably. That being said, I think I can affirm that kings should put all their<hr>
effort into making themselves loved by poets, and that Octavian owes you more for the friendship<hr>
of Horace and Virgil than for having prevented him from relinquishing power. Alexander was certainly<hr>
right to envy the fate of Achilles, for he had the advantage of having Homer to<hr>
perpetuate his glory. But Octavian has no cause to complain about his era since the gods granted him<hr>
such friends as Virgil, Horace, and Maecenas.<hr>
       However, I believe that he has reasons to condemn fate for having compelled him to<hr>
exile Ovid. You know, however, the regret he voiced about this and how much he struggled to<hr>
deny your plea for pardon. I confess, Maecenas, that I fear that the exile of such a brilliant mind will one<hr>
day be criticized more than all the exiles of the Triumvirate. Those individuals capable of darkening<hr>
or illuminating the entire life of a prince should be greatly feared or<hr>
loved. Out of benevolence or self-interest, they ought to be revered by all the kings of the world.<hr>
Conquerors can erect trophies, build triumphal arches, place their<hr>
statues in public squares, and etch magnificent inscriptions on their graves to<hr>
immortalize their glory. Yet, all these things inevitably crumble to ruin,<hr>
sink beneath the earth and fade into oblivion. Their memory will perish with the marble they used<hr>
to erect it. But when a true poet worthy of the title undertakes to champion a hero, he is<hr>
capable of defying envy, time, and destiny. Nothing could maintain his<hr>
reputation better, his protector demolishes all his enemies and, from century to century, breathes new life<hr>
into him and bestows on him a fresh lustre. The writings of Virgil and Horace will not only cast<hr>
Octavian in the annals of history, but wherever these authors are admired.<hr>
       Those who read with awe and admiration Virgil’s Aeneid will find this<hr>
prince enviable by all monarchs of the world, for he was able to garner the praises and
friendship of the most talented man of all ages. Those who read Horace's works will<hr>
realize how advantageous it was for Octavian to have earned the goodwill of such a man<hr>
capable of guiding the mind toward virtue by criticizing vice, and to hold an integral place in such<hr>
<hr>
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in his musical poems as in his critiques. Each time I contemplate the benefits<hr>
and charms of poetry, my passion grows. I would say that Dido's chastity pleases me less<hr>
in History than her weakness and despair in the Aeneid. Therefore, Maecenas, judge if those<hr>
who know how to make evil seem so pleasant cannot make good shine with all its whims.<hr>
What happens when those who excel in persuading others with lies cannot get the truth accepted?<hr>
        You know, Maecenas, that some dare to assert that Scamander is just a small stream, and<hr>
that Troy never existed. And yet, Homer has gained credibility among all nations. Each of the<hr>
heroes he introduces in his Iliad, or Odyssey, has their companions and advocates. And the most<hr>
truthful history does not interest readers as much as these two wonderful works. Thus, princes<hr>
should remember that those capable of immortalizing their fantasies and imagination can also<hr>
prolong their own existence when they become worthy. It's up to them to sing of their princes'<hr>
victories, but it's also up to the princes to allow them to enjoy the fruits of these victories. Those<hr>
who claim that the Muses do not seek comfort and that solitude and poverty are necessary for/hr>
creating their works might change their minds when they learn that the generosity of Octavian and<hr>
Maecenas didn't prevent Virgil from achieving masterpieces, Horace from gaining worldwide<hr>
fame, and Titus Livius from earning everlasting glory.<hr>
        Indeed, it is obvious that those who create beautiful things when they work out of necessity<hr>
would do wonders if they worked solely for their passion for glory. A splendid purpose would<hr>
elevate their spirits to the heavens, whereas sadness and hardship would bring them down, blind<hr>
them, and make them crawl on the ground. All the time they spend complaining about fate,<hr>
accusing injustices of their time, blaming the ignorance of their fellow men, and denouncing the<hr>
greed of their princes would be better used on more noble subjects. I am aware that solitude,<hr>
fountains, rivers, meadows and woods have always been considered conducive to composing<hr>
beautiful works, but when the creator owns all these things through his imagination, I don't see<hr>
how they would obstruct his glory. And he would depict the beauty of his meadow better than<hr>
another’s, the shadow of his woods would protect him better from the sun's heat than his neighbors’,<hr>
the murmur of his springs would bring him more tranquil thoughts than those of the public. A<hr>
river he is attached to would seem more fitting for a beautiful description than if it was viewed<hr>
with an indifferent eye. And finally, occasional solitude will provide more pleasant ideas than those<hr>
imposed on him. It is true that shepherds' huts make a landscape more homely, but as painters<hr>
always place them in the background, poets should observe them during their journeys or from<hr>
the windows of their palaces. How can it be imagined that a man who spends his entire life in<hr>
discomfort, sorrow, and seclusion could talk about the abundance he does not have, the magnificence<hr>
he does not see, the court he has not<hr>
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unfrequented, of kings he only knows by name, of war he's only seen in books and of many other things that are foreign to him?<hr>
       Poets, Maecenas, are like painters, they cannot accurately represent what they cannot see. That's why it is essential that the great princes have them at their side, so that their actions can be immortalised through works that will transcend time. How can we think that those who are given everything to complain about would willingly praise those they secretly accuse of being the cause of their precarious situation?<hr>
How can we distinguish those who praise to obtain favours from those who do it out of sincere gratitude? No, Maecenas, it is impossible that it could be so. Just like dreams that generally reflect the thoughts of the day, these reflections that poetry offers to those who dedicate themselves to it lose all their brightness because of the sorrow of their authors when they are not happy. They always feel the anxieties of poverty and loneliness. Even if they make every possible effort to distance themselves from these feelings, they will find them everywhere. They carry their sorrow into the hearts of the heroes whose lives they write about, and they write verses that their hearts secretly disapprove of.<hr>
       Finally, Maecenas, I am persuaded that a rich poet living in a beautiful palace will be more comfortable detailing poverty and loneliness than a poor man living in a hut to describe the magnificence of court, the qualities of kings, politics and all these other things that can only be learned in the company of men and in abundance. There is a difference between the rich and the poor, the former can be solitary when they wish, they have rocks and huts when they want, while the latter cannot stay in a palace and their solitude is obligatory. It can be understood that poetry, which is the most eminent expression of the imagination, needs beautiful objects to excite, divert or relieve it. Those who attributed the woods and the rocks to the Muses certainly agreed with this view, without contradicting mine. They spoke of forests and rivers, for these universal beauties are accessible to all. However, it does not prevent that these same Muses who frequent the woods cannot stroll in a cultivated garden. Art does not spoil nature, it perfects it, and trees planted regularly do not prevent poets from working in their shadow with pleasure and dignity. Indeed, Maecenas, these nine beautiful sisters, from whom our Muses originate, inhabit only the woods and mountains, and amuse themselves near the fountains. But these woods, these mountains and these fountains belong to them. Parnassus is part of their domain, the eternal waters too, and Apollo and the Muses ask nothing from the other deities because their possessions are plentiful.<hr>
After all, Maecenas, it is the greatness of princes not only to know how to conquer their enemies in war, to know how to rule in times of peace, to be feared by their neighbours, to be loved by their subjects, but also to be more generous than all other men. They should give as masters of the universe, they should consider their offerings as more<hr>
<hr>
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has a larger role than others, must proportion their gifts to their greatness. Those who receive<hr>
reap benefits in the present, but generally not for posterity. Posterity belongs entirely to the giver. In truth, the most honorable conquests a king can achieve are those accomplished through generosity. In times of war, success is always uncertain. No battle, however favorable at the outset, is safe from a disastrous end.<hr>

       But with generosity, victory is always assured. A generous prince creates slaves, subjects and friends among all those he gives to. Only by this route can he earn the rank of the gods. Among all men, princes should choose as the primary target of their generosity those famous disseminators of glory. However, there's a difference: what is pure generosity in other circumstances is here an acknowledgment because one can never be grateful enough for the actions of poets. These accord us immortality. Once upon a time, there were stupid, ignorant and miserly princes who would've allowed poets to perish in poverty without offering them a valid reason for praise. Yet, if Octave, with all his knowledge in the realms of learning, his love for fine works, his use of poetry for amusement, his love for honor he's always shown, and his own achievements that could place him among the most prestigious authors, if Octave, having all these advantages, were to give only miserly to those devoted to fine letters, he would be disgraced. It would almost be less shameful for him to be stupid, ignorant and stingy than to be cultured and greedy. But thanks to the gods, his will and your advice, he has prevented this duty from tarnishing his life.<hr>

       To know if Octave truly loved the arts and sciences, one just needs to examine the rewards he granted to those who practiced them. Among all those who excel in this art that the gods have taught men, it must be recognized that those who dare to undertake an epic poem deserve the highest rank. These are the one that kings should especially hold in esteem. Indeed, of all the forms of poetry we admire, this work is the greatest, most illustrious, most difficult and most glorious, both for its creator and for the hero he chooses. Logically, the epic poem encompasses all the beauties of other forms of poetry, and even more. Those who compose elegies immortalize their loves, their passions, and their sufferings more than the merits of their princes. Odes merely reveal schematic pictures where most elements do not distinguish clearly. Sometimes, a single action can be too big for this work, and in the end, the boundaries of odes are too small to defy time and fate. Eclogues remind posterity of the notion that the golden age was joyful, at a time when the muses could dedicate themselves to making shepherds speak rather than complaining about the tyranny of their kings. Satires, these representations where everyone
<hr>
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can be recognized, are glorious for princes only if their names are in none <hr>
of them. In other words, their silence constitutes the greatest honors<hr>
they can offer. Epigrams are but glimmers of diamonds whose brilliance,<hr>
although dazzling, can hardly illuminate the life of a great prince. These speeches are <hr>
essentially the fruit of the imagination, an intellectual exercise that may preserve the <hr>
reputation of the master of eloquence, but not that of poetry.<hr>
       Tragedy, although it claims to teach while entertaining and even as it is <hr>
considered a masterpiece of poetry, must not be as valuable to a prince as the heroic poem. The one who composes tragedies works more for himself<hr>
than for his king. He creates works of art, which is a fact, but his prince can only claim< hr>
another form of recognition: that of fully appreciating their beauty, conserving them <hr>
carefully, and rewarding them as long as he is alive. The epic poem is <hr>
different. It is the one that divinizes princes. All their selflessness shines brightly there, their <hr>
conquests are recounted with panache, and their flaws, if they have any, are cleverly attenuated. <hr>
Fortune, victory, and fame are always on their side. They know no <hr>
enemy they cannot overcome. They are successful, both in the art of war and in love. <hr>
Their charm is passed on from generation to generation. And while children usually < hr>
derive fame from the merits of their ancestors, here, ancestors < hr>
transmit the greatest benefits of their power to their children and make them<br>
worthy themselves. Octavius’ generosity is why Virgil immortalized < hr>
the piety of Aeneas. The conquests he made will make his predecessor's exploits live forever. It's thanks to Octavius’ love < hr>
that this poet led this victorious Trojan to the throne.<hr>
       And in truth, it is he who saved him from the flames of Troy, along with his father and his gods.<hr>
For without Octavius, this hero would doubtless have remained buried under the imposing ruins and would have <br>
sunk into oblivion. Posterity would not have heard of his valor, as if he had <hr>
never existed. Thus, it falls to princes to carefully search among < hr>
their subjects those who are capable of performing such a majestic task, in order to< hr>
encourage them through their favors to embark on great initiatives. Those who can bring < hr>
life to Hector, Achilles, or Agamemnon in a tragedy with the same ingenuity that Homer< hr>
endowed them with would be capable of writing a narrative just as long, if they were encouraged wholeheartedly. But it's hard to embark on such a race < hr>
without being assured of finding a reward at the end of the trail. Those who participated in the Olympic Games received < hr>
crowns at the finish line. Why, then, a man should dedicate his efforts, his days, <hr>
his youth, and his entire life to a poem, with the sole reward being the achievement itself? < hr>
Maecenas, that would not be fair. And I repeat it once more, it is up to the prince to choose < hr>
<hr>
<hr>
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The one who is to sing their victories, it is up to the Prince to make him happy if he wishes for him to render it<hr>
immortal, just as Octavius and Maecenas did for Virgil.<hr>
         You see that I do not stray from your feelings and that discussions with Octavius and<hr>
you have sufficiently schooled me in poetry to dare to speak to you of it. If by chance you are astonished at<hr>
my learning, the reason will be evident when you understand that it is about the hr>
fame of the emperor. I have educated myself in all these things for her sake, and it is<hr>
for her that I ask you to continue to cultivate it in such a beautiful tendency. Thus, Maecenas, <hr>
continue this project, enrich our Muses with Octavius' treasures. Like the gods, give them <hr>
gold in exchange for incense, and know that if you were to offer them kingdoms, they would give you<hr>
even more in return. Yes, Maecenas, you will reign over all the legends of future ages, your <hr>
name will be so known to posterity that anyone who becomes its patron will be proud to be <hr>
so. He shall be dubbed the Maecenas of his time, and this glory will rekindle itself from century to century. Your name will remain in the memory and on the lips of all men <hr>
as long as the sun enlightens the Universe. <hr>

<hr>

                                          Impact of this Speech <hr>

       I wonder what effect this speech will have among the greats of our time. But I <hr>
know it will be very advantageous if their generosity rivals that of Octavius and <hr>
Maecenas. Neither of these great men needed to be spurred to altruism, and they are mentioned <hr>
only as symbolic messages to others, not in the literal sense. <hr>

<hr>

                                               Notes <hr>
       Livia, also known as Livia Drusilla or Diva Iulia Augusta following her deification, was born on January 30, 58 BC and died on September 29, 29, was a Roman Empress. Daughter of the Senator, Marcus Livius Drusus Claudianus, she was married in 43 BC with Tiberius Claudius Nero, with whom she had two sons, Drusus and the future emperor Tiberius. Her second marriage to Octavius represented the Alliance of the Julii and the Claudii: The first five Roman emperors are called the Julio-Claudians for this reason.<hr>
       Maecenas was a Roman politician and an associate of Octavius. He was famous for devoting his wealth and influence to promoting the arts and letters. This brought about a significant social influence from the rise in power of Octavius. His name is now used as an eponymous adjective, referring to someone who financially or materially supports the development of arts and sciences.<hr>
       Octavius, later Augustus upon his death on August 19, 14 in Nola, was the first Roman emperor, reigning from January 16, 27 BC to August 19, 14 AD. He was the nephew and adopted son of Julius Caesar.<hr>

<hr>
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regularly advised by Maecenas and Agrippa during his principate, who greatly assisted him during periods of doubt.<hr>
        Agrippa or Marcus Vipsanius Agrippa, born around 63 BC and died in March of 12 BC, was a Roman general and politician educated alongside young Caius Octavius Thurinus, the future Emperor Augustus. His personal journey intertwines, from 44 BC, with that of Julius Caesar's great-nephew and now adopted son. Loyal lieutenant, builder, warrior, son-in-law, and presumptive heir to the empire, Agrippa was part of all military and political struggles of his closest friend.<hr>
        The Muses are, in Greek mythology, the nine daughters of Zeus, father of the gods, and Mnemosyne, goddess of memory, who preside over the liberal arts, particularly poetry.<hr>
        Virgil is a Latin poet contemporary with the end of the Roman Republic and the beginning of Emperor Augustus' reign. Among his works, he wrote Aeneid, a famous epic recounting the trials of the Trojan Aeneas.<hr>
        Horace is a Latin poet born on December 8th, 65 BC in Venosa in southern Italy and died on November 27th, 8 BC in Rome.<hr>
        Livy, also known as "The Paduan" was born in 59 BC or 64 BC, and died in 17 AD in his hometown of Padua. He is a historian of ancient Rome and author of the monumental work, Roman History.<hr>
        Alexander the Great, or Alexander III, born July 21, 356 BC in Pella and died June 11, 323 BC in Babylon, is a king of Macedonia and one of the most famous figures of Antiquity. His model is Achilles, whom he is compared to during his victories.<hr>
        Achilles is a legendary hero of the Trojan War and a significant character in the Iliad. His mother allegedly dipped him in the river Styx, the underworld river, when he was a child, making him invulnerable. He is a great warrior who dies in battle while taking Troy.<hr>
        Troy is an ancient city in Asia Minor and is the main site of the mythological events of the Trojan War in Homer's epic poems the Iliad and the Odyssey.<hr>
        Homer is a poet of the late 8th Century BC,  He was known as "The Poet" by the ancients. The first two works of Western literature, the Iliad and The Odyssey, are ascribed to him.<hr>
        Ovid, or Publius Ovidius Naso in Latin, born in 43 BC in Sulmo in the centre of Italy and died in 17 or 18 AD in exile in Tomis, modern-day Constanţa in Romania, is a Latin poet who lived during the birth of the Roman Empire. His best-known works are The Art of Love and Metamorphoses. He was exiled by Augustus for an uncertain reason.<hr>
        Triumvirate originally refers to an office of the Roman magistracy composed of three men. The first triumvirate was a private political alliance.<hr>
<hr>
<hr>
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the end of the Roman Republic uniting Julius Caesar, Crassus, and Pompey the Great between 60<hr>
and 53 BC.<hr>
        Dido, Elyssa, Elissa, Elisha, Elysha or Helissa, is a Phoenician princess, of the Libyan<hr>
people, the legendary founder and first queen of Carthage. The myth of Dido was taken up by Virgil in his work The Aeneid.<hr>
        The Scamander is a coastal river of ancient Troad and the current province of<hr>
Çanakkale, in Turkey. In Greek mythology, the Scamander is personified in the form of a river god whom the gods call Xanthus.<hr>
        The name Parnassus is originally that of a mountain range in Greece. In Greek mythology, this massif, like Delphi, is dedicated to Apollo, god of the arts, music, and poetry, and is considered the mountain of the Muses, the sacred place of poets. Over time, Parnassus, as a symbolic place occupied by the poets, came to be synonymous with all poets, and then with poetry itself.<hr>
        Epic poems are poems narrating heroic adventures.<hr>
        Elegies are short lyric poems on a subject often tender and sad.<hr>
        Odes are lyric poems intended to be accompanied by music.<hr>
        Satires are writings, words or works through which one mocks or criticizes someone or something sharply.<hr>
        Originally, an epigram was an inscription, first in prose, then in verse, that was engraved on monuments, statues, tombs, and trophies, to perpetuate the memory of a hero or an event.<hr>
        Tragedy is a theatrical genre that traces its origin back to ancient Greek theatre.<hr>
        Agamemnon is a Greek hero and a king of Mycenae, a Greek city north of the plains of Argos. He assumed command of the Achaean army during the Trojan War.<hr>
<br>
<br>
                    Seventeenth Discourse - Cloelia to Porsenna<hr>
                                     Cloelia, Roman Daughter<hr>
<br>
<br>
                                                Context<hr>
        When the Romans concluded peace with Porsenna, they sent their daughters as hostages to guarantee the agreement. However, one of them, named Cloelia, thinking that their modesty was not safe among so many soldiers, encouraged her companions to preserve their life rather than their honor. They all agreed and, with incredible audacity, they decided to swim across the Tiber. Their initiative was successful, and they all safely arrived in Rome under the leadership of Cloelia. Their parents admired this remarkable audacity. Nevertheless, because of Roman strictness, they did not<hr>
<br>
<br>
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could not tolerate a violation of the public agreement, and therefore sent them back to the king so that he could<hr>
punish them if he so desired. When they presented themselves to him, he asked which one of<hr>
them had proposed such a audacious escape. Believing that he was doing this in order to<hr>
punish them, none of them wanted to reply. That's when Cloelia, daring, spoke up and addressed him<hr>
with approximately these words.<hr>
<hr>
<hr>
                                         Cloelia to Porsenna<hr>
       The action I have undertaken is so heroic that it deserves glory. The silence of my<hr>
companions hurts me, even if their intention is good. I would have hoped,<hr>
Porsenna, that they would be proud to recognize me as their liberator and that they would<hr>
openly manifest before you, that it was me who guided them and that it’s thanks to<hr>
my advices that they left your camp. But since they have forced me to glory myself<hr> 
because they fear that you would mistreat me, I will tell you frankly, it was me<hr>
who liberated them from your clutches. Don't think that their silence is a sign of remorse for what they've done.<hr> 
       No, they don't doubt the justice of our action, but they doubt your<hr>
ability to respect the ethics, even among your enemies. As for me, who is unable to<hr>
fear anything besides the loss of my honor, I tell you once again : it was through my advice, my care and under my guidance, these Roman women decided to liberate themselves from<hr>
your influence, bravely throw themselves into the water to follow me, and risk their lives to<hr>
escape the disgrace of undergoing treatment unbefitting their purity. “My Romans, I told them to encourage them to jump into the river, how could you compare your<hr>
life and your honor? Would you struggle to choose for fear of losing one or the other? No,<hr>
no, you are Romans and my companions, and therefore too worthy to not<hr>
prefer risking death with honor rather than living in shame. Who has ever heard of<hr>
respectable maidens in a camp where insolence reigns among the soldiers and where<hr>
decency and modesty are unknown? We are captives of an army whose<hr>
general is protector of the Tarquins. For them, does King Porsenna wage war. So, how can you expect to find a safe refuge with a prince where Lucretia's violator found sanctuary and his defender? No, my companions, be not deluded.<hr>
The blood of this unfortunate woman did not deter the prince from opposing the revolt that the<hr>
Romans have brought about. Our tears would not urge him to protect us from those who wish to<hr>
offend us. You might tell me that we have been given to him as hostages and which we have his word. But know, my companions, that any action taken for honor can only be glorious. We don't want to break the peace, we don't want to defeat King Porsenna. We just want to evade the disgrace and offense and thus die with the same honor we lived. Come on then, Romans, while we have the chance.<hr>
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Hear these sounds that come from the soldiers in their camp and fear their animosity. They are both soldiers, strangers, our enemies, and the defenders of the Tarquins. Finally, my companions, reflect that here where you are, you can lose your honor, and where I intend to lead you, you can only lose your life."
       Behold, Porsenna, a part of the arguments I used to persuade these brave young girls to follow me. And in their honor and that of my homeland, I would say that I succeeded in convincing them to assimilate my sentiments. None of them opposed my opinion. They contemplated death with coolness and left the shore with joy, even though they surely thought of their demise. But as our intentions were very innocent, the gods took care to guide us. They bolstered our weakness, helped us cross the waters of the Tiber and led us to the other side. But we did not find all the peace we hoped for, as this austere law applied by all Romans ensured our parents did not rejoice at our return. They admired our audacity, even praised our action, but to honor the public commitment they had given you, they wished for us to be returned to your camp. They provided us an escort to lead us there. Behold, Porsenna, after this adventure, who the daughters of Rome are, who prefer to risk their lives and break their word rather than renounce their honor. And also see who the Roman men are, who prefer to risk the life and dignity of their daughters rather than break their word.
       Yes, Porsenna, these two actions are praiseworthy. And to be fair, we render the same honor to our parents as they have bestowed upon us. They praised our flight, even as they handed us back into your hands, and we likewise admire their integrity, even though it deprives us of the freedom we had acquired. Our intent to preserve our honor motivated our flight, and their intent not to tarnish their reputation motivated our return. You might perhaps say it is difficult to understand how the same action can be both praiseworthy and condemnable, and that our return is irrefutable proof that our flight was criminal. No, Porsenna, this issue must not be viewed in this light. It must be examined more closely to judge it fairly. I am convinced that if looked at with an unbiased eye, one will recognize that our flight was glorious for us, and our return is for our parents. I admit that in a way, it seems we have breached our public pledge. But before we are condemned for this fault, allow me to defend our cause. One cannot deny that honor should be the reason for all men's actions. It is for honor that one risks life at war, sometimes renounces all natural feelings, devotes oneself to the salvation of the country, strictly respects public commitments and motivates one to take any initiative. So, do not be surprised if, to save our honor, we exposed our lives and failed at our public commitment. As we wanted to keep the honor itself, we were allowed to-
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to rape us, for we could only preserve it by avoiding the atrocity of being slaves.<hr>
In reality, we had promised you nothing personally and we had to believe that even<hr>
in Rome's interest, it was necessary to leave your camp, for as Romans, the city<hr>
could have suffered an insult through our captivity.<hr>
       The glory of Rome being linked to ours, we deemed it right to risk our lives to<hr>
protect both, and we would undoubtedly do the same if the opportunity presented itself again. The misfortune of Lucretia taught us to anticipate such dramas. And I can assure you<hr>
that if we were to die, we would at least die innocent. There is no rule without<hr>
exception. Lying, which is a form of cowardice, is sometimes glorious. I am convinced<hr>
that no one criticized the noble Mucius when he assured you while looking at his burning hand<hr>
with prodigious composure that there were three hundred men in our camp who intended to kill you, even though he was really alone. This admirable courage that prompted<hr>
Horatius Cocles to stand firm alone against your entire army and which then forced him to throw himself<hr>
into the Tiber, armed as he was, is not considered ridiculous recklessness. The firmness<hr>
of Brutus in sentencing his own children to death because they were traitors to their<hr>
homeland will be perceived as the judgement of a good citizen rather than the feeling of an abominable father<hr>
Why won't they want the interest of honor and the public good, which justifies<hr>
Mucius' lie, Cocles' recklessness, and Brutus' insensitivity, to also justify<hr>
the flight of Cloelia and her companions since their only goal was the preservation of their<hr>
honor and the homeland? If Mucius bravely burnt his hand, if Cocles was<hr>
entirely devoted to salvation, if Brutus gave his children's blood and if we too we<hr>
exposed our lives for the same reason, why can't we claim the<hr>
same acknowledgment? Why would Lucretia deserve an immortal reputation for having stabbed herself after her offense, where we would be unworthy for having risked our lives to die innocent!?<hr>
       No, no, it cannot be so. Posterity will be more fair, and I even believe that if you carefully examine your feelings, you will find that they do not judge us.<hr>
We have never seen the gods strike down the victims who escape from the<hr>
sacrifice. So why, Porsenna, would you want to treat shamefully the girls who, seeing themselves<hr>
neglected by their guards, or rather their enemies, sought their safety at the cost their lives? One might tell me that my arguments are fair and that we were not wrong in doing this, but that it seems afterwards that our parents did not make the right decision by sending us back. However, this idea is not justified, and I will explain it in a few words. I<hr>
have already told you that it was the honor that motivated our flight, and it is this same honor which caused our return. In reality, it is our fathers who gave you their word, it is they<hr>
who offered us as hostages, it is they who negotiated with you, it is they who agreed on the terms of peace. Therefore, it is up to them to respect everything they promised you<hr>
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to compel you to do the same. Loyalty obligates them, the interest of the Republic demands it, the honor of the homeland requires it, their self-interest binds them, and in the end, nothing can excuse them from this. For they are well aware that these very daughters, who have dismissed the fury of the Tiber merely out of fear of harm to their persons, would again scorn their lives rather than commit anything unworthy of Roman pride. Thus, they keep their word without compromising their honor or that of their nation. 
       There, Porsenna, are our parents' sentiments and ours as well. It is then for you to consider whether you wish to treat us as runaways, as enemies, or as Romans. Nevertheless, I trust that you will choose the most just and beneficial path. For know this: if you outrageously violate the law of nations and break the peace pact that you have made, your ambitions would not go any further. What Mucius and Coclès dared to do against you, a thousand Romans would again dare. All of them born to achieve great things, all carry a audacious will that shrinks from nothing, despair only reinforces their bravery, they are strangers to the fear of death, they seek to live with honor rather than live long, their self-interest is nothing against their spirit, they do everything for honor and never do anything that could tarnish it. There, Porsenna, are the Romans, these are the sentiments they have taught us, and finally the motivation behind our escape and our return.
       True, at first I had a great reluctance to return to the power of a prince whom I had until then regarded as the protector of the Tarquins and the enemy of Rome. But after reflecting on it with a calmer spirit, this last quality began to give me a better impression of you, Porsenna.
       Yes, I realized it required great audacity and daring to declare war on Rome. I then understood that you are worthy of the rank you hold, for the Romans wouldn't have concluded peace with you nor accepted your alliance if you were not. Thus, after convincing my companions to leave your camp, I also persuaded them to return. "Come on," I told them, "let us fulfill the promise made by our parents, confirm the peace they've concluded, and no longer regard Porsenna as the protector of the Tarquins, but as their greatest enemy since they've been abandoned by him. My companions must believe that if this prince were not worthy, the Romans would not have handed us over to him. And even if he lacks enough merit to treat us as he should, we always have enough to choose death rather than preserving a life unworthy of our rank. Come on then, my companions, let us go and ask this prince for the reward of our flight. He has been on Roman territory long enough to have learned that it's necessary to appreciate and reward virtue, even in one's enemies. He even forgave Mucius who attempted his life. It will therefore be even easier for him to overlook our escape and grant us the favor of sending us back to our parents."
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       Now, Porsenna, it is for you to tell me if I was right to convince these girls<hr>
to trust in your kindness. For my part, even if I had no personal interest at<hr>
stake, I would advise you to act in such a way. Not only is it glorious for you to have been able to be<hr>
the enemy of the Romans and to currently be their ally, but it would be even more so if you<hr>
dared to compete with their justice. This is where it's truly beautiful to best them, for this form of war has this special privilege that both the defeated and the victors always attain a great dignity. The mere desire to be the victor in this rivalry is more advantageous than a victory in a battle. Therefore, Porsenna, dare to start this noble fight,<hr>
have absolute faith in the word of the Romans and send us back to our parents.<hr>
They have kept their word faithfully so as not to allow you any doubt. But this will not prevent you from performing a noble deed by granting us our freedom. For to give liberty to Roman girls, to girls who know how to despise death in order to avoid disgrace, is to give them more than kingdoms, more than empires, and more than life itself. This chapter of history will be so beneficial for you, there won't be a more glorious one during your reign. You will win the hearts of every king, you’ll have fewer hostages in your camp, but more influence over Rome. Here, we merely pray to the gods for our homeland, but in Rome, we will daily pour out offerings for your glory. You will become our protector; even if we were not ever slaves, we'll regard you with the same feelings as if you have broken our chains and liberated us from bondage.<hr>
       Do not deny yourself, Porsenna, this glorious title of liberator, for we are ready to willingly award it to you. You may perhaps say that our flight offended you, because we fled out of fear, thinking you were a cruel, barbaric and tyrannical prince. But remember, Porsenna, a woman's conduct must be cautious and prudent. She almost considers everyone her enemy, and as custom forbids her arms, fear serves as her prudence. It's better that they flee and die a bit too early than wait and live a bit too long. We had a poor opinion of you simply because we knew you only as a protector of tyranny. Now, I declare that I still do not know who you are. So speak, Porsenna, for me to fully understand you. Remember you are in the sight of Rome, with all Romans as your audience, as you address girls who will always know how to live or die with glory. Your fame awaits our initiatives to promulgate it throughout the world, and the gods observing you are already holding crowns, ready to place them on your head if you manage to restrain your resentment and defeat our fathers' integrity as well as ours by placing your trust in them and granting us our freedom. <hr>
<hr>
<hr>
<hr>
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                                  Effect of this Speech<hr>
The power of this brave girl shone brightly when she was crowned as a slave. Porsenna was enchanted by it. He gave Clelia many compliments, and granted her and her companions their freedom. To mark the greatness of her act, he gifted her a war horse, an award reserved for valiant warriors. He desired to express that this act surpassed the deeds of their fathers. Finally, he allowed Clelia to choose from the other hostages those she wished to free. She picked all the young ones as they were the most vulnerable. In this way, she returned to Rome in the joy and magnificence of a victory. She was welcomed with the same honors as when she had left. This time, Roman rigidity gave way to feelings of nature and reason. A statue was erected in her honor in a public place to immortalize the strength and audacity of Clelia and the generosity of Porsenna.

                                                  Notes<hr>
Clelia is a heroine from the early days of the Roman Republic, marking the war against Porsenna with a feat in 507 B.C. This cunning woman was captured but managed to escape once by crossing the Tiber, before being claimed by Porsenna and surviving an ambush during her second capture. However, the Etruscan king, taken with admiration for her feat, discharged her and allowed her to take with her the hostages of her choice. She chose the children and women, to spare them from any harm to their modesty.
The Tiber is an Italian river that flows into the Tyrrhenian Sea.
Porsenna is an Etruscan leader allied with the Tarquins who temporarily took control of Rome at the end of the 6th century B.C. following the flight of the Tarquins. He is generally not considered a Roman king, as he concluded a peace agreement with Rome, later turning away from the Tarquins.
The Etruscans are a people who live in the center of the Italian peninsula.
The Tarquins are an Etruscan dynasty that ruled Rome before the Republic; they fled Rome after the Lucretia affair, which caused a revolt.
Lucretia is the wife of Tarquin Collatin, a powerful man and a friend of the king Tarquin. After being raped by Sextus Tarquin, the king's son, the young woman committed suicide. This caused a revolt and led to the first Roman Republic.
Mucius, or Caius Mucius Scævola, is a young hero of the early Roman Republic. During the siege of Rome by Porsenna's men, he infiltrated the king's camp to assassinate him. He killed a richly dressed nobleman, mistaking him for the king, and was arrested and brought to Porsenna. During this encounter, he burned his hand while staring intently at Porsenna and said: "See, see how little the body matters to those who seek Glory." Then he told Porsenna that there were three hundred other men like him.
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him ready to murder him in Rome. Impressed, Porsenna releases Mucius, lays down his arms and sends ambassadors to Rome.<hr>
       Horatius Cocles is a legendary Roman hero. He is famous for defending the Sublicius bridge against the Etruscans, which leads to the city of Rome. After single-handedly defending the bridge while his comrades sabotaged it, he orders them to destroy it while he is still on it. He jumps into the Tiber fully armed and swims back to his companions.<hr>
       Brutus, Lucius Junius Brutus, or Lucius Iunius Brutus, is the legendary founder of the Roman Republic and one of the two first Roman consuls in 509 BC. He executes his two sons after they plot against him.<hr>
<hr>
<hr>
                     Eighteenth Speech - Octavia to Octavian
                            Octavia, wife of Marc Antony
<hr>
<hr>
                                               Context<hr>
       As tensions grew between Octavian and Mark Antony, and Octavian was preparing to wage war again, he tried to force his sister Octavia to leave her husband, who was treating her in a degrading manner. However, Octavia, a meritorious woman who disapproved of this advice, vehemently opposed it and approximately expressed herself to her honorable and beloved brother as follows:<hr>
<hr>
<hr>
                                           Octavia to Octavian<hr>
       Please, do not ask me to leave Antony's house and do not put me in a situation where I would have to disobey you. The honor to which I am attached forbids me from committing either of these faults. I know that your friendship for me drives you to give me this advice. It is true that Antony turns his heart and affection to offer them to Cleopatra, but is it fitting that if the queen's love prompts Antony to do wrong, Octavia's jealousy should incite you to do another? No, it would not be right.<hr>
Think therefore of public interest, not just my own, and consider once again that it would be equally shameful for Octavian and Antony to trigger a war and destroy the Empire out of love for one woman and jealousy for another.<hr>
       However, if you were to be judged equally, you would be guiltier than Antony, for he is blinded by love and can no longer hear reason whereas my reputation should not disturb your mind as it does. The love of Cleopatra has so clouded his judgment that he is dazzled and forgets his own interests. He did not think he was offending me by accepting the gifts I offered him and refusing to see me because he preferred to return to Alexandria. He did not intend to irritate Octavia, but to< hr>
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to please Cleopatra. He was afraid that my presence would arouse other feelings in him and he<hr>
acknowledged that he still loved me enough not to bear my presence without confusion or pain. Finally, Octavius, we must pity his weakness and blindness, not mimic him in his error. The feelings they want me to experience are even more dangerous than those that took over Antony. And if they passed from my heart to yours, you would undoubtedly act with more violence and injustice than him, because these feelings would communicate to you a part of that rage that is inherent to them. This offense I have suffered does not need Roman blood to erase it. Declaring war on Antony on my behalf is not a way to win back his affection. On the contrary, it will justify his wrongdoing and infidelity, for he is sure that I would deserve the treatment I receive if, because he has banished me from his heart, I banished him from my house and sided with his enemies. I know that I am Roman and I have the honor of being your sister. But I also know that I am Antony's wife and his interests must be mine. Even if he doesn't show me all the affection he should, my own will doesn't allow me to neglect the one I owe him. If I were to act differently, it would acknowledge Cleopatra as Antony's legitimate wife and willingly yield to her a status she cannot take away from me today.<hr>
      Let me confine my sorrow and my tears in my husband's house for fear of drawing new enemies onto him by making it public. Let me hide my pain and resentment. And if it's true that my interests are yours, as you've always showed me, help me to excuse Antony to the Senate. Tell them that this love is too violent to last long, that as Julius Caesar had enough strength to forget the charms of this beautiful Egyptian, Antony, consumed by similar feelings, will have enough courage to break this enchantment. But ensure that this love does not start a war. Remember that day when my tears made two of the greatest generals drop their weapons. You were then surrounded by your legions, your army was already preparing for battle, the three hundred sails that Antony led were visible by your troops. Both camps’ eagerness for fighting that the sight of enemies provokes before a battle could already be observed. The desire to win was in the heart of all soldiers, they were already thinking about the richness of the loot. Eagles against eagles, Romans against Romans, citizens against citizens, friends against friends, relatives against relatives were seen. In the end, the battle of Pharsalus would have frightened me just as much as what I was witnessing.<hr>
      However, even though Antony seemed the aggressor because he was coming to attack you, my tears, arguments, and prayers overcame your resentment. You embraced Antony instead of fighting him, you received him as your sister’s husband and not as your enemy. The two powerful armies that you had raised for your mutual destruction only served to demonstrate your friendship. For you didn’t forget that Antony gave you a hundred galleys and twenty brigantines, and<hr>
<hr>
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that you have also granted him two legions. Moreover, you have supplied a thousand of your best soldiers for him. Do you not consider that this first victory might foresee a second one? You love me as much now as you did back then. There was no anger in your sight upon facing your foe. Today, you are not accompanied by legions urging for a new opportunity to demonstrate their bravery. You stand alone, unarmed, and I am wretched and distraught. My tears, my reasoning, and my pleas should be more influential over you than they were on that day of reconciliation. Now it is solely my interests at stake, not your honor. It is easier to abstain from gearing up for battle than it is to force oneself to disarm. Therefore, it should be simpler for you not to commence a war now replacing the peace you formed with Antony before. It's Antony's passion we contest, not him as a person. I ought to endure his weakness without grumbling, I ought to guard my heart even if he robs me of his, I ought to empathize with his frailty, I ought to respect him, even in the face of his disdain. I ought to stay in his house as long as he tolerates me. Finally, I must resist you whenever you implore me to accomplish things that could bring me dishonor.

If Antony were to persuade me to annihilate you, I would resist him in the same way I resist you now. With the same weapons I use to fight you, I would combat his injustice and stubbornness. Indeed, I will always remain Octavia's sister and Antony's wife, and regardless of the twists of fate, I shall never perform anything unworthy of these two statuses. Please forgive me if I tell you that I won't leave my husband's abode unless he requests it. Should his love for Cleopatra lead him to such an abusive demand, I would part with him whilst shedding as few tears as possible, fearing that the compassion rendered towards me would strengthen the resentment towards him. These are the sentiments of Octavia today, and they will remain the same forever. In all honesty, Antony is no ordinary man. The considerable qualities that he possesses warrant the acquittal of his weaknesses, and the splendid achievements he has made in war deserve indulgence, albeit the things love urges him to enact. The perpetual affection of Julius Caesar towards him should oblige you not to judge him, as being Caesar's adoptive son and legitimate successor, it seems like you must inherit his feelings, friends, and wealth. Antony fought for Julius Caesar, thus he fought for you. You ought to reward him for everything he accomplished for Caesar; among all his debts, the most rightful to be repaid are the good services from his friends. Remember all that Antony did for this remarkable man; he bravely rallied against Pompey's revolt when Pompey demanded that Caesar be the only one to lay down his weapons. Antony voiced his argument passionately at this meeting, not afraid to place himself at risk of attack, only to be treated disgracefully afterward, being forced to disguise as a slave in order to seek refuge in Caesar's camp. What Antony achieved at that time, he also accomplished on the occasion of...

<hr>
<hr>

                                                    135<hr>

[bookmark: _Toc135]Page 136
among many other scenarios just as significant. He paid in his own blood and his own person<hr>
the friendship he bore for Caesar.<hr>
        More than once, he rallied his troops, led them into battle, and brought them to victory<hr>
when they were on the verge of defeat. He was seen at the Battle of Pharsalus,<hr>
where he commanded Caesar's army's right flank, fighting for his glory and risking his<br>
life to protect his power, which eventually became yours. In reality, if he battled for Caesar in his lifetime, he made Caesar triumph after his death. His rhethoric accomplished what the<br>
valour of another could not have done, as without this vehemence that pushed him to speak, the Roman people wouldn't have dared to express their grief over Caesar's bloodshed. They would have<br>
settled for shedding tears and would not have burned the houses of his murderers. You see, in<br>
a way, Antony built the ladder by which you have reached the power you now hold. If we<br>
consider what he did for Caesar, it's worth considering what he did for the common cause, against Cassius and Brutus. You'll find he always defeated them, and in certain situations where you couldn't fight, it was very beneficial for him to be on your side. Without his bravery, Cassius and Brutus would likely have won a victory that would have changed history. I know since that day, you haven't always been on good terms, and the jealousy that comes with those who love glory and covet fame has corroded your friendship. Yet, this hatred should not blindly target the person. One should surpass the courage and generosity of his enemy. One must oppose him when he tries to destroy us, but we should never disturb the public peace for personal reasons or start a war with an always uncertain outcome for insignificant reasons. Hatred is a deceitful passion and if it's permissible to feel it for those in power, it's only to fight against evil, slavery and infamy.<hr>
         Otherwise, if those in power do not fight this passion and let themselves be blinded, they would undoubtedly be capable of all sorts of injustices. To avenge their own wounds, they would find no difficulty in violating human rights, forgetting natural equity, breaking the most just laws, destroying their homeland, and despising the power of the gods. This is the disorder that hatred can sometimes cause even in the strongest spirits. To prevent you from falling into such a misfortune, consider for a moment what an excess of love can lead to in the unfortunate Antony. Do you think hatred would give you more righteous feelings? If I were jealous, would you provoke less violence? If the passions of Octavian, Antony, and Octavia were opposed as they are today and hatred took over, we would be able to destroy the world. So, do not involve yourself in bad initiatives. If by any chance you wish revenge against Antony, abandon him to his own thoughts and Cleopatra's charms. Leave him be<hr>
<hr>
<hr>
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Preserve this beautiful conquest and do not fear his opposition to yours if he can profit from it peacefully. But remember, should you frustrate him, he could cause you great distress. Antony’s values are not dead, they are merely slumbering. He might possibly awaken in fury, and without giving up the passion who reigns his heart, oppose you with all the rage of a man who fights to defend and take revenge for his glory and to save his mistress. Thus, do not make this unhappy friend a formidable enemy. I beg you, do not engage in a war where it would be painful for me to hope for your victory. Imagine the state I would find myself if I saw you once more armed for battle, but with this cruel difference that previously it was solely out of love for you, while this time it would be out of love for me. No, do not avenge the insult done to me and do not seek a cure worse than the illness. Just the thought of seeing my brother and husband prepared to kill each other because of me fill me with terror. I barely know what I am saying and under such stress, I am ready to give my blood and life to save yours and Antony's. However, as you would not accept neither my blood nor my life, then at least look upon my tears with compassion, and hear my claims and complaints. 

By your will, I am Antony's wife, so do not ask me later to leave his house as if it were my enemy's. Remember, I am the mother of Antony's children and as such, I should not abandon them or make them leave their paternal home. That would mean they would not be Antony's legitimate successors if they had to leave his house. And it would even provide detractors of Antony and Cleopatra's slaves with weapons to destroy me. So, I am determined not to act like this. My patience will last longer than Antony's love and, no matter the extent he might reach in his contempt for me, my decency will go even further. Yes, when his affection will have no return for me, when he will live and die in Cleopatra's arms, I will shed tears for his loss, but his memory will still be dear to me. Fulvia and Cleopatra's children will become mine. I will take care of their education and destiny. And as long as Octavia will live, she will continually provide new evidence of her perseverance. Being of a gender to which bravery is forbidden, at least patience must be allowed me and let this feeling serve as courage. Sometimes there is as much honour in enduring misfortune as there is in fighting one's enemies. 

So, do not oppose the victory I want to win over myself, and to make it more glorious, allow me to surpass you. Do not expose yourself to being defeated by Antony, but let yourself be defeated by Octavia. However, as I see in your eyes that you are not yet ready to yield to my tears and prayers, I will await your decision in my husband's house as it is the only place where I can remain honourably while Antony is still inside.
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will consent. I assure you that, just as I have no words against Antony when I am in<hr>
your palace, I will have none against you when I am in Antony's house.<hr>
<hr>
<hr>
<hr>
<hr>
                                          Effect of this speech<hr>
         This virtuous and beautiful woman obtained from Octavius' friendship all that she asked for: he<hr>
allowed her to stay in her husband's house as long as it was fitting. However, this situation did not last, as Antony hr>
was unfair to her and showed too much ardor towards Cleopatra. He ordered Octavia to leave. She did so with the same humility she<hr>
had always shown. Despite all the miseries that afflicted this unfortunate woman, both in<hr>
her lifetime and after her death, she remained true to what she was, that is, a glorious and rare example of hr>
marital friendship.<hr>
<hr>
<hr>
                                               Notes<hr>
         Octavia the Younger, or simply Octavia, is the sister of the first Roman Emperor,<hr>
Augustus, also known as Octavius. She is the niece of Julius Caesar and marries Mark Antony to cement the<hr>
unstable relations between Octavius and Mark Antony following the peace of Brundisium. After<hr>
Mark Antony leaves her for Cleopatra, she embarks on an expedition to go find him<hr>
in Egypt, but Mark Antony tells her to turn back, which she does.<hr>
         The Pact of Brundisium was concluded between Octavius and Mark Antony in September 40 BC.<hr>
Antony was recognised as the master of the East and Octavius of the West, while Lepidus remained<hr>
the master of Africa.<hr>
         Mark Antony is a Roman politician and military man. After his marriage to<hr>
Octavia, he lives in Rome. Following various wars he wages against the Parthians,<hr>
an Iranian people, he forms an alliance with the queen of Egypt, Cleopatra, and subsequently stays in<hr>
Egypt with her, abandoning Octavia and their children.<hr>
         Octavius is the first Roman emperor. After political tensions, he pursues<hr>
Mark Antony to Egypt. He is Caesar's heir and, after his assassination, he takes his<hr>
place.<hr>
         Julius Caesar, also simply known as Caesar, is a Roman general, statesman, and<hr>
writer. He is also Cleopatra's lover.<hr>
         Cleopatra VII Philopator is an ancient Egyptian queen of the Ptolemaic dynasty born<hr>
around 69 BC. and died on August 12, 30 BC. She is known for having been the companion of<hr>
Julius Caesar and then Mark Antony.<hr>
         The Battle of Pharsalus is a conflict taking place in Thessaly, near the<hr>
city of the same name, at the beginning of the summer of 48 BC, during the Roman civil war.<hr>
<hr>
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       Brutus, born circa 85 BC in Rome and died on October 23, 42 BC in Philippi, is a<hr>
Roman senator, a lawyer and a philosopher in the late Roman Republic. He is the son<hr>
Servilia, the mistress of Julius Caesar, to whom he delivered the final blow by stabbing him on<hr>
March 15, 44 BC. He is pursued by Mark Antony after this crime.<hr>
        Cassius, born circa 87-86 BC and died in early October 42 BC at the first battle<hr>
of Philippi, is a politician and a general in the late Roman Republic. He is one of the assassins of Caesar and is pursued by Mark Antony.<hr>
       Fulvia is a Roman aristocrat who lived during the late Roman Republic. She is married to Mark Antony and gave him two sons.<hr>
<hr>
<hr>
<hr>
<hr>
            Nineteenth discourse – Agrippina to the Roman people<hr>
                            Agrippina, wife of Germanicus<hr>
<hr>
<hr>
                                                  Context<hr>
       After the death of Germanicus, his wife Agrippina brought his ashes to Rome to<hr>
lay them in the tomb of Octavian. The entire people welcomed her with sadness, showing that they mourned the loss of Germanicus more than they feared the malice of Tiberius. This woman, whose imperious and audacious spirit did not know how to hide her feelings, did not do so during this event. On the contrary, letting her sorrow express itself as she naturally does, she addressed the listening Roman people this way.<hr>
<hr>
<hr>
                             Agrippina to the Roman people<hr>
       Germanicus, the grandson of Octavian and Antony, Germanicus, the terror of Germany and the love of the Romans, Germanicus, in whom all merits shone, Germanicus, whose every action was glorious, Germanicus, the unfortunate Agrippina's husband, granddaughter of Octavian, finally Germanicus, the most handsome, the bravest, the most modest, the fairest and the most accomplished of men who has ever existed, is no more than a heap of ashes. And this urn contains him whose valour could have conquered the whole world if he had been allowed to live longer.<hr>
       Yes, Romans, here is your Germanicus, in a state where he needs you in order to live eternally. Here he is equally incapable of serving you and avenging himself on his enemies and yours. Here he is no longer able to arouse jealousy about his integrity. The slightest details of his life are so glorious that even slander itself can find nothing to reproach. So, Romans, weep for our common misfortune, for if I have lost a husband, you have lost your protector. Look around this urn, the six children of<hr>
<hr>
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Germanicus, all tear-streaked. Have pity on their youth and misfortune, and fear<hr>
with me that their father, in abandoning them, may have taken all their morality with him. If his life<hr>
had been as long as it should reasonably have been, his example would always have<hr>
directed their instinct towards good. But as it is today, in the state of things as they are, who will be able to instruct them, to correct them? Who will lead them to war? Who will ensure that they hate wickedness and love ethics? I have no doubt that Tiberius will never have the same feelings for them that their father had, for his feelings do not change. Yet, considering that the emperor did not prevent Germanicus from having enemies, envious people, persecutors, and that he died poisoned, it is possible that the actions he will take for their education will be utterly useless to them. May heaven prevent all that I dread for Caligula from happening. Roman friends, let us leave the future in the hands of the gods and focus on the misfortunes that sadden us. These misfortunes are so great that they deserve all our tears. Pour them all out for my dear Germanicus, and remember that he was of the blood of Julius Caesar, the Antonys, the Marcellus, and the Octavians. It is your responsibility, Romans, to mourn his death siegeworthy and to celebrate his memory. And to show the esteem you had for him, hate those who hated him, despise his envious ones, his enemies, and his executioners. Do not be afraid to speak of Piso's cowardliness or Plancina's pretension. Fearlessly let it be known that these bodies found outside tombs, these curses made against Germanicus, his name engraved on lead plaques, and all these tales of enchantments and curses that we know of are clear evidence of a plot against his life. Proclaim that poison has accomplished what charms could not do, and do not fear punishment for this crime. Germanicus' death has brought such joy to those who caused it that they will not be in a mood to care about your sadness or your speeches for a long time to come. Their victory over the bravest man who ever lived makes them vain enough to neglect your feelings and thoughts about this matter. I believe that their desire for glory blinds them enough that they are fine with posterity knowing that they caused Germanicus' death. They covet the reputation of great politicians more than that of honorable men. As long as it's said that they succeeded in eliminating those who could oppose their authority, they do not care if they are deemed cruel, unnatural, disloyal, nefarious and bloodthirsty. Their priority is to maintain their authority, even if they have to use brutal methods to achieve it. Treacherous Piso and cowardly enemies of Germanicus, it will be known that you dominated, it will be known that you killed him, it will be known that you violated all human rights, it will be known that you did not respect the most honorable blood among the Romans, it will be known that you extinguished this flame because it illuminated too much the darkness of your life, and finally, it will be known that the overabundance of your crimes and the merits of Germanicus are the true cause of his death.<hr>
<hr>
<hr>
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I will not revisit all of Germanicus' enemies. Fear does not prevent<hr>
me from naming them, for fear is unknown to me, but I know that you all are familiar with them.<hr>
You understand why they harbored such hate, and today, I observe only the unfortunate<hr>
consequences of this hostility. But how could it be possible to harbor such hatred for Germanicus?<hr>
What had he done in his life to deserve such enemies? Let us take the time to be a fair jury<hr>
and see if he could have merited the torment he endured. First of all, considering any hr>
pride he might have had, no man has ever been more remote from it. The entire world could<hr>
witness that the more he deserved the Empire, the more affection he showed towards<hr>
Tiberius, and the further he strayed from the path that could have led him to the throne. May the gods hear me, he<hr>
should have followed my advice rather than his own sentiments! It was he who insisted on the<hr>
loyalty oath of the Belgians, a nation neighboring Germany. It was he who quelled the<hr>
legion's revolt and who, rather than accepting their offers to follow them anywhere, preferred to<hr>
pierce his own heart with a dagger. This, Romans, is what Germanicus did for<hr>
Tiberius. He intended to die for him. And, ironically, in another way and with different<hr>
feelings, did he not achieve what he wished for? Regardless, let us not dwell on such a<hr>
dismal discourse. Remember that upon his death, Germanicus ordered me to lose some of the pride I felt due to my family's innocence and blood. Let us just say, without<hr>
lying, that one could argue that Germanicus preserved the Empire for Tiberius, as it was he who restored order and discipline after the military revolt in most of the legions, without which emperors cannot wield their power.<hr>
        The chaos was immense, the complaints against Tiberius so unfair, the soldiers' demands so<hr>
insolent, their behavior marked by so much violence that Germanicus had to<hr>
make me leave the camp for fear that I would suffer an offense. However, I did everything possible to not leave him, as fear doesn't have a place in the heart of<hr>
Agrippina, and no human power can oblige her to either stay silent or speak up unless it pleases her and reason dictates it. Germanicus not only quelled the soldiers' rebellion<hr>
but he also ensured that these same soldiers, who no longer recognized a leader, who followed only their whims, who listened only to their fury and took up arms<hr>
solely to oppose the emperor's will, rallied under their standards, regained their ability to reason, obeyed Germanicus' orders, and took up arms<hr>
to passionately follow him into all the dangers he exposed himself to and emerged victorious.<hr>
        It was with these same soldiers that he avenged Varus' defeat, that he reclaimed the eagle of the<hr>
Nineteenth Legion, that he traversed the territories of the Bructeri, that he ravaged everything<hr>
found between the rivers of Amisia and Lippe. Frustrated with only proving his worth through battle, he also displayed his qualifications with his affectionate demeanor. Arriving at the same<hr>
spot where Varus was defeated and where an endless number of whitening bones can still be seen,<hr>
scattered across the plains or piled into large heaps that bear testament to the chronology of the<hr>
<hr>
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battlefield, where still are seen shattered javelins and numerous other shattered weapons, horse heads tied to trees, altars where barbarians sacrificed officers and generals, and where those who escaped from death point to the places where the chiefs received their fatal blow, where Varus received his first wounds, and where shortly thereafter, he took his own life, Germanicus was overwhelmed by sadness and compassion. He burst into tears, surrendering his soul to sorrow. He incited the soldiers to pay their last respects to these unfortunate souls, some of whom were their relatives and friends. He allowed sorrow in their hearts in order to urge them with more ardor to seek revenge. With his own hand, he lit the first fire on the tomb erected in honor of these needy ones. However, Tiberius did not approve of this action. He did not understand how one can be brave and sensitive at the same time, how one can bury one's friends and defeat one's enemies. He viewed affection as a sentiment unworthy of great courage. He wished that Germanicus could overlook these mountains of dead without remembering that they had been Romans like him, that they had fought as he was going to fight, that the same enemies were waiting for them, that to deserve victory over those who had defeated them, he had to become favorable to the gods and nourish in the souls of his soldiers the desire for revenge in order to foment their vigor in combat and win the battle. But the principles of Tiberius and those of Germanicus were quite different, which led them down very distinct paths. Tiberius reigns and Germanicus is dead. Let us at least accord him the same honors he accorded the soldiers of Varus. Since he had enough heart to avenge their death, let us be merciful enough to mourn his. But let us not leave him any longer in the midst of this horrible battlefield strewn with corpses. Let's look at him in his conquests, let's see how the valiant Arminius did not dare to face him and let's admire his skill, his conduct, and his courage when he pursued and defeated such a powerful enemy. In doing this, Germanicus ensured he associated prudence with courage. Surprising the Chatti when they least expected it, he ravaged their entire land, seized the city of Mattium, the capital of the province, setting it on fire, taking a large number of prisoners, spreading terror everywhere before retaking the road to Rhine without the enemy daring to follow him. Then he came to the aid of his ally Segestes, who was under siege by members of his own nation to reinforce Arminius. Upon the arrival of Germanicus, Arminius seemed to be fleeing rather than retreating, but it was only a ruse to trap Germanicus into an ambush. Fortunately, he escaped all the ambushes that had been prepared against his life. He showed his worth in these adventures. Seeing that the Germans who were allied to him were heading towards a swamp that was very advantageous for the enemies, he advanced all the Roman legions in battle formation, which spread terror among Arminius' troops and assured confidence among ours. The success of Germanicus is also reflected in his 
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reflected on his lieutenant Caecina, for he overcame all the challenges he faced, and bravely<hr>
fought the troops of Inguiomer and those of Arminius. The Roman armies have only been victorious in these encounters and if these victories hadn't shed some of their glory on Germanicus, he would have been less exposed to the emperor’s suspicions. I have even heard it said that I somehow contributed to his downfall, for it was believed that his valor was as contagious as the evil in this age and that he had passed some of it on to me. It was thought that since he had made me brave, he would make heroes of all the soldiers who fought for him. But those who thought so forgot that I am of Octavian's blood and that Germanicus had more difficulty in restraining my courage than in stimulating it.<hr>
       Moreover, it is true that when rumors circulated that the Roman army had deserted and that the enemies were coming to ravage Gaul, I prevented some who were too frightened by this false news from breaking the bridge that crossed the Rhine and thus, somehow, saved the Roman legions. I did nothing that should have aroused doubts. Indeed, when the legions returned, I stood at the end of the bridge to thank the soldiers, encourage some, assist others, comfort the wounded and do whatever compassion and generosity commanded me on behalf of those who had just fought for their country, Tiberius' safety, and Germanicus' glory. Instead, I should have been thanked for this act rather than being considered an enemy. The friendship the legions had for Agrippina and Germanicus only served their enemies' interests, the leaders of Rome. For even though Germanicus knew as well as I did that there were illegitimate feelings towards him, he used this legion friendship to engage them in his campaigns that only aimed at the glory of those who did not love him. It’s true he insisted on the war in Germany, but it was only because he believed it was necessary for Rome's good, which the events later demonstrated. After Arminius and Inguiomer's last efforts to raise an army capable of defeating that of Germanicus, after having used all the cunning that wise captains use, and after having taken advantage of all the benefits that the knowledge of the places offered him, Germanicus gained as many victories as he fought battles.<hr>
       Never have enemies defended themselves with such tenacity. Sometimes, they seemed to flee only to return to fight with more determination. The defeat of their troops only increased their courage. The closer they seemed to defeat, the more they tried to get in fighting position. It is said that the valor of these killed Germanic soldiers was transmitted to the spirit of their companions for avenging their death. Thus, Germanicus deserves great fame for having defeated such enemies. Among the objects found in the spoils after one of the battles won, many chains were discovered which the enemy had prepared to chain the Roman soldiers as prisoners, for they were certain of their victory. However, after that<hr>
<hr>
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Germanicus had avenged Varus's death and the loss of his legions, recovered the lost standards, and sowed terror among all the barbarians through his valor and command. But what had he done for his personal interest? What did he do for his glory? Should I say, Romans? Yes, let us say it for his honor and the shame of his enemies. He erected a magnificent trophy with a simple inscription stating that Tiberius's army had dedicated these monuments to Mars, Jupiter, and Octavian, for the victory they won against the nations living between the Rhine and the Elbe.

And all of this, Romans, without mentioning himself, without asking for more merit than the modest soldier he commanded. I will not describe in detail all that Germanicus has accomplished, as Roman history has taught you this already, and the hatred some have nurtured towards him should be enough to show that he is worthy of your friendship. Then, when Tiberius deemed it appropriate for Germanicus to return to Rome to receive the honor for this conquest, this noble and unfortunate man fully understood that Tiberius began to feel threatened by his glory, and he wanted to keep him away from battles so that he didn't become more prestigious than he already was. However, he obeyed. Abandoning this unfinished war he so usefully desired to end for you and forgetting all his prudence, he simply listened to his kindness. You saw him, Romans, cross Rome with his generals in a parade, but at the very moment you were shedding tears of joy, there might have been a criminal forecasting that you would soon shed tears of sorrow over the ashes of Germanicus. You also know that he was not recalled to his home to allow him to stay there. On the contrary, he was sent to a far place, deeming it wise, and even necessary, for the public good or rather for the benefit of few individuals, to exile him from Rome under a ridiculous pretext. Whatever the case, Germanicus did what was expected of him. He was as adept at serving the interests of the Roman people's allied princes as he was at fighting his enemies. If the traitorous Piso and his wife Plancina hadn't agreed to take responsibility for his assassination, it would have been difficult for his enemies to achieve their ends. Germanicus was so loved by all that it would have been difficult for his killers to find other allies. He knew the opinon others had of him and the esteem he had gained could not be questioned.

Whenever he set out for war, he had the tendency to go alone into the camp at night, disguised as a simple soldier, to hear what these men were saying about him, not in order to seek out compliments for his bravery, but rather to be informed of his faults and to improve. This, Romans, is the man Germanicus was. His soul was noble and affectionate and, whatever form death took, he looked at it with a serene face. He had known the storm that scattered his army and beached his ship on reefs, fearing nothing but to see the Roman legions perish. After this wreck, he was seen covering all the losses sustained by the soldiers who survived the storm. He was seen, such
...
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has lived, to serve his greatest enemies. And the strangest and most wonderful thing of all is<hr>
that he died without accusing the head of the conspiracy against his life, contenting himself with asking his friends to punish his accomplices. It seems to me, Romans, that this is the least we can grant to the ashes of a grandson of Antony and Octaven, and the husband of Agrippina. <hr>
       Yes, Romans, even if Tiberius was the head of this conspiracy, as the great
statesman he is, he should eliminate his crime's accomplices. Piso and Plancina must be sacrificed for Germanicus. Even if it's simply to prevent them from speaking and to appease your tears, they must lose their life. Those who embark on malevolent actions always have the habit of getting rid of those who execute their horrendous plans so as not to be suspected. Piso has already dared to tell Vibius Marsus, with impertinent mockery that seems to target a person I prefer not to name out of respect, that he will claim to come to Rome to defend himself from Germanicus' death only when the judge in charge of poisonings has summoned all the culprits and accusers. Yes, Romans, I tell you again, regardless of how Germanicus died, Piso must die. I trust in the wisdom of Tiberius and I have no doubt that Piso will be condemned and the death of Germanicus avenged in one way or another. But to obtain this satisfaction, use your tears and prayers. Let Germanicus' name echo everywhere. Do not confine your grief in Octave's tomb with these pitiful relics that we bring him. <hr>
       Follow me, Romans. Let us go to the Senate and demand justice for Germanicus. Remind them that it would be shameful not to avenge the death of a man for whom triumphal arches have been erected, whom we have seen enter Rome in a triumphal chariot and who has passed among all nations, even among the barbarians, as the most prestigious being. Let's not use spells or enchantments to overcome our enemies, as they used to try to defeat Germanicus. Let's not avenge his death with the same weapons that caused it. Let us trust in the justice of the gods, the prudence of Tiberius, and the authority of the Senate. They wouldn't dare deny us the justice we demand. Soldiers who have followed him, demand Piso's blood to avenge the loss of your captain. Tell the Senate about the dangers in which you accompanied him. Show the wounds you suffered in the battles he took part in. Speak the truth about what you have witnessed and finally demand that the death of the father of the legions and your general be avenged. You, citizens who are listening to me, boldly demand the revenge for the loss of Germanicus. <hr>
       Remember what he was like: his will, his modesty, his kindness, his courage, his generosity, and wisdom. Say that he was the model you were hoping to guide the life and values of your children to prevent them from following the bad examples they see every day. Say you have lost your support, and ask at least for revenge for the one who gave so much.
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you were robbed of through the treacherous death of Piso. Therefore, whoever hears my voice, use<hr>
yours to claim this equitable vengeance. Echo the names of Julius Caesar,<hr>
Antony, Marcellus, and Octavius everywhere to get what you demand. Speak of tombs, urns, and<hr>
ashes to elicit compassion, even in the harshest hearts. Even add some<hr>
threats to prayers if they are ineffective, and neglect nothing that can lead to the undoing of<hr>
Piso, the comfort of Agrippina, and the revenge for Germanicus.<hr>
<hr>
<hr>
                                       Effect of this speech<hr>
     This speech had a beneficial impact: the Senate and the Roman people were deeply<hr>
moved. Tears were shed, lamentations expressed, and grief seized everyone. It seemed as if all the glory of Rome was about to rest in the tomb beside the<hr>
ashes of Germanicus. Each person saluted Agrippina as the honor of the homeland, the last link<hr>
to the lineage of Octavian, the ultimate example of ancient Roman valor. Prayers arose for the gods to preserve her line and make it flourish, even after the total downfall of the<hr>
guilty ones. In the end, the public's fervor towards Germanicus and Agrippina became so intense that Tiberius found himself compelled to deliver Piso to justice. However, Piso wisely chose to<hr>
stab himself in the throat, resulting in his instant death.<hr>
<hr>
<hr>
                                             Notes<hr>
    Agrippina the Elder, born on October 23, 14 BC in Athens and died on October 18, 33 AD.<hr>
in Pandataria in Italy, is a prominent member of the Julio-Claudian dynasty. She is the<hr>
granddaughter of Octavian, the mother of Caligula, and the grandmother of Nero. She marries her cousin<hr>
Germanicus, and travels with him throughout his military career. Upon his death, she<hr>
claims that he was murdered to remove him from the line of succession for the Empire, which earns the wrath of the magistrates and Emperor Tiberius, who exiles her.<hr>
    Germanicus, prince from the Julio-Claudian imperial family, is one of the most popular military leaders and possibly the most gifted in all of Roman history.<hr>
The name Germanicus is given to him in honor of his many conquests and victories in<hr>
Germania, a region in central Europe. He is the father of Emperor Caligula and of Agrippina the<hr>
Younger. His death is controversial: he falls seriously ill during a campaign; on his deathbed, he voices his suspicions about being poisoned. He is the ancestor of Octavian through his<hr>
father and of Mark Antony through his mother. One of his known military feats was his refusal to have the legionnaires name him emperor in place of Tiberius. To stop the rebellion, he allegedly<hr>
threatened to commit suicide. <hr>
    Tiberius, born in Rome on November 16, 42 BC and died in Misenum in the province of<hr>
Naples on March 16, 37 AD, is the second Roman emperor from 14 to 37 AD. He belongs to the dynastic<hr>
<hr>
<hr>
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Julio-Claudian. He is the son of Livia and the adoptive father of Germanicus, suspected of ordering his death at the hands of Piso.<hr>
    Caligula, full name Gaius Julius Caesar Augustus Germanicus, born on 31st August 12 in Antium and assassinated on 24th January 41 in Rome, was the third Roman emperor. He reigned from 37 to 41, succeeding his adoptive father Tiberius. He was the son of Agrippina the Elder and Germanicus.<hr>
    Mark Antony was a Roman politician and military leader, born on 14th January 83 BC and died on 1st August 30 BC.<hr>
    Marcellus was a member of the Julio-Claudian imperial family. He was the eldest son of Octavia, Octavian's sister, and Gaius Claudius Marcellus Minor, who was a consul in 50 BC.<hr>
    Julius Caesar, also simply known as Caesar, was a Roman general, statesman, and writer. He is the adoptive father of Octavian.<hr>
    Octavian, who was known as Augustus at the time of his death on 19th August 14 AD in Nola, was the first Roman emperor, reigning from 16th January 27 BC to 14th August 19 AD.<hr>
    Piso was a political figure in the early Roman Empire. A confidant of Tiberius, he was sent with Germanicus on campaigns in the East. He is suspected of having poisoned Germanicus under the orders of Tiberius.<hr>
    Plancina, who died in 33 AD, was a noble Roman woman of the early Roman Empire founded by Octavian. She was the wife of the governor of Syria, Piso. The couple was accused of poisoning Germanicus, the nephew and adopted son of Emperor Tiberius. Initially acquitted, she chose to commit suicide when the case was retried.<hr>
    Varus was a General and Senator of Rome under the princely reign of Octavian. He is primarily known for the Roman defeat at the Battle of Teutoburg Forest in AD 9, during which three Roman legions perished under his command when they were attacked by Germanic tribes led by Arminius, a prince of the Germanic Cherusci tribe. Varus is believed to have killed himself on the battlefield.<hr>
    Arminius, or Armenius, born around 17 BC and died around AD 211, also known as Hermann the Cheruscan in Germany, was a war chief of the Germanic Cherusci tribe, known for annihilating three Roman legions and Varus. He was defeated several times by Germanicus and his legions.<hr>
    The Cherusci were a powerful Germanic nation in the time of ancient Rome, established in the area of the Weser between the Elbe and the Teutoburg Forest, and played a significant role in the resistance against Roman domination in Germania.<hr>
    The Battle of the Teutoburg Forest is the name given to a confrontation that took place in the Teutoburg Forest, in present-day Germany, in the month of September AD 9.<hr>
<hr>
<hr>
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The Bructeri are a Germanic people. They settled at the beginning of our era in<hr>
Hanover and in Westphalia in Germany. Their territory lay between the Lippe and the<hr>
sources of the Ems and around the town of Soest in Germany.<hr>
      Amisia, at the mouth of the Ems, at the outlet of a road coming from Koblenz, a<hr>
city in Germany, is a Roman center built for commercial purposes.<hr>
      The Lippe is a river in Germany, in North Rhine-Westphalia. A tributary of the<hr>
Rhine, its length is 255 kilometers. The district of Lippe was once a state of the<hr>
Holy Roman Empire; it is today a district of North Rhine-Westphalia.<hr>
      The Chatti, or Catti, are an ancient Germanic people who settled at the beginning of<hr>
the Christian era in the region of the upper course of the Weser and the Eder. Formidable<hr>
infantrymen, they gave birth to the present-day Hesse (Hattes or Hesse) and Franconia above<hr>
the Main.<hr>
      Mattium is the ancient capital or main settlement of the Chatti. Its exact<hr>
location is unknown. It is generally assumed to be somewhere in the vicinity of Fritzlar in northern Hesse in Germany.<hr>
      Segestes is a leader of the Germanic tribe of the Cherusci, and an ally of the Romans who<hr>
appears in the testimonies of ancient authors because of his links with Arminius and with the<hr>
uprising against Rome.<hr>
      Caecina, or Aulus Caecina Severus, born around 43 BC and died in 21, is a man<hr>
of politics and a general of the Roman Empire. He is under the command of Germanicus in<hr>
Germany. During the campaign of 15, he is trapped with his legions and narrowly escaped<hr>
being annihilated by a Germanic ambush when crossing the swampy area, known as Pontes longi, between the rivers Ems and Weser.<hr>
      Inguiomer, or Ingomar, is a leader of the Cherusci. He is primarily known as<hr>
the uncle of Arminius.<hr>
      The Elbe is a river in Central Europe that originates in the Czech Republic in the<hr>
Giant Mountains and, after a journey largely in Germany, flows into the North Sea.<hr>
      Mars is, in Roman mythology, the god of warriors, youth, and<hr>
violence. He is a first-rate god in ancient Rome as the father<hr>
of Romulus and Remus, the founder and protector of the city.<hr>
      Jupiter is, in Roman mythology, the Roman god who rules the earth and the sky,<hr>
as well as all living beings there.<hr>
      The Rhine is an international river in Central and Western Europe. It is the backbone of the Rhineland, the most dynamic economic area in Europe, and one of the world's major power hubs.<hr>
<hr>
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Vibius Marsus is a Roman senator. He is consul in the year 17 of our era. He is sent to summon Piso to Rome for his trial. 

Twentieth Discourse – Sappho to Erinna
                                             Sappho, Poetess of Lesbos

                                              Context 
      You will hear about Sappho, whose reputation has crossed centuries. Even  
Plato admired her and her image was engraved like a goddess on the coin of a grand 
people. We still have a form of poetry that bears her name, Sapphic verses, because it was  
her who created this meter that the great men of Greek and Roman antiquity  
attributed to the tenth Muse. I take this opportunity to encourage you to write  
verses like her in order to show women are capable of it and they are wrong to neglect  
such a pleasant activity. This is the subject of this address, addressed here to Erinna, and  
I especially dedicate it to the glory of women, as I have done throughout  
this volume. 

                                    Sappho to Erinna
      Erinna, I must eliminate today in you this self-doubt and misplaced shyness that prevent you from using your mind to its full potential.  
Before telling you about your particular merit, let me show you that of women in
general so that this understanding may more easily lead you to the goal of my  
words. Those who state that beauty is reserved for women, and that fine  
arts, literature and all the sublime and complicated sciences belong only  
to men, abusively excluding us, are as far from justice as truth.  
If this were the case, all women would be born beautiful and all men would have a  
high probability of becoming scholars. In other words, nature would be unfair in the  
distribution of its treasures. But we observe every day that ugliness is found among  
our sex and stupidity within the other.  
      If it were true that charm were the only advantage we received from heaven, not  
only all women would be beautiful, but I even believe they would remain so until  
their death, that time would respect in them what it destroys every moment, and having  
been sent on earth solely to display their splendour, they would therefore be beautiful as  
long as they were present. It would be really strange to live for a century thinking  
that only one thing could make us remarkable to others, and taking advantage  
only of the five or six years of glory that beauty can bring us, among all the  
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years that lead us to the grave. Instead, it is more consistent to relish all the<hr>
years of our life to attain glory and realize our ambitions in order to leave a significant<hr>
legacy. Elements created by nature to seemingly only garnish the universe almost never lose the magnificence it has given to them. Gold,<hr>
pearls and diamonds maintain their brilliance for as long as they exist, and even the phoenix<hr>
dies with its grace only to be reborn with it. Of course, we say that the beauty of women does not<hr>
fade like roses or lilies, and that their eyes remain dazzling even after securing numerous victories. But time robs us of our most precious treasures,<hr>
our youth fades away and our charm can't resist the ravages of disease and<hr>
old age. Thus, we must seek other benefits in life, for beauty alone<hr>
doesn't make everything worthwhile. And to tell the truth, beauty is to our sex what valour is for<hr>
men, but just as this virtue doesn't prevent them from loving the study of letters,<hr>
our advantage should not prevent us from learning and mastering them.<hr>
       If there's a difference between men and women, it should only exist with regard to<hr>
war: it's up to the elegance of my sister to conquer hearts, and to the bravery<hr>
and strength of men to conquer kingdoms. Nature's will is so apparent<hr>
in these circumstances that one cannot oppose it. I'd leave the capturing of<hr>
cities, delivering of battles and leading of armies to those born for that cause. As for things<hr>
requiring only imagination, quick wit, memory and judgement, I can't<hr>
agree with us being deprived of them. Men, who are almost all our subordinates<hr>
or opponents, even when the constraints they endure seem burdensome, do not<hr>
question our ability to appreciate the power of imagination, the quick wit or remarkable memory that characterize us.<hr>
       But when it comes to judgement, some unjustly maintain that they possess more<hr>
than we do. However, I believe that the moderation and modesty of our sex sufficiently prove<hr>
that we do not lack it. If it's true that we possess the advantages of<hr>
imagination, memory as well as better modesty and moderation, it's almost<hr>
impossible that we don't possess judgement. If our imagination presents things as<hr>
they are, if our mind comprehends them perfectly and if our memory<hr>
serves us as it should, how could our judgement be mistaken? When<hr>
the imagination is vivid, it's a faithful mirror of reality; when the intellect is illuminated, it<hr>
deeply understands things; and when the memory is great and cultured, it instructs<hr>
effectively by example, and it's impossible that judgement is not formed. Believe me,<hr>
Erinna, when the sea is calm, it's hard to be shipwrecked. Even the worst<hr>
navigator can enter the harbour, and we can dodge the rocks when the waves are not<hr>
agitated. Similarly, when the mind is calm and our faculties are clear, it is<hr>
easier to make sensible decisions and avoid judgement errors. I do not<hr>
<hr>
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I cannot comprehend how those who recognize our imagination, our intelligence, and our<hr>
memory can pride themselves on having more judgement than we do. How could they think<hr>
with their imagination that does not show them things as they are, with their reason that<hr>
does not know those things, and with their memory that is not faithful, that their judgement could<hr>
act rightly? <hr>
        No, Erinna, this is not possible, and to be more rational than some of them,<hr>
I would say that there are among them and among us people who possess both<hr>
imagination, reason, memory, and judgement. If I were inclined, I could convincingly demonstrate<hr>
that our sex can boast of having more intellectual richness than<hr>
men. For consider, Erinna, this universal law that we observe in all animals that live in the<hr>
woods and caves. You will see that those born with strength and courage are often clumsy and unintelligent while the weakest often have a stronger instinct and are smarter and more skilled than those to whom nature has<hr>
given other advantages. You understand that according to this law, nature having given more<hr>
strength and courage to men than to women, has given us more spirit and judgement.<hr>
        But once again, Erinna, let us admit that they have as much as we do provided they<hr>
also acknowledge that we have as much as they do. You could tell me that even though if<hr>
I obtain the consent of all men to the admission of our judgement, I would still not be able to persuade you that the knowledge of letters is suitable for a woman, because by a practice established by men, studies are as forbidden to us as war. Writing poetry is the same as starting wars, if we listen to them carefully. Indeed, it seems that what is permitted to us today should be forbidden. What, Erinna, we have a lively imagination, a keen mind, a advantageous memory, a solid judgement, and we are only allowed to use them to do up our hair and seek the ornaments that may enhance our beauty? No, Erinna, this would be a waste of the gifts which we have received from nature. Those women who were born with eyes designed for conquering should not be content with these subterfuges to complete nature’s charms. This would belittle our intellect to allow it to be devoted all our lives to such tasks. We could even say that if there was proper order, the study of literature should be more allowed to women than men. Given that they have the responsibility of governing the universe, some are kings, others province governors, some priests, others magistrates, and all in general masters of their households, and thus are busy with either public affairs or their own, they undoubtedly have little time to dedicate to this art. They have to steal this time from their duties, their friends, or themselves.<hr>
<hr>
<hr>
<hr> 
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       Yet for us, our recreation and retreat offer all the ease we could wish for. We take nothing from the public or from ourselves. On the contrary, we enrich ourselves without impoverishing others. We glorify our homeland by becoming glorious ourselves, and without compromising anyone, we accumulate much renown. It seems fair, since we leave ascendancy to men, that they at least leave us to the freedom to know all things our minds are capable of. The desire for goodness and knowledge should not be forbidden to us, and practicing it is not criminal. The gods created nothing useless in nature, each thing follows the order that has been given to it. The sun illuminates and warms the universe, the earth offers us flowers and fruits each year, the sea gives us all its wealth, the rivers water our meadows, the forests provide us with their shade, and in the end, all things contribute to society. Under these conditions, why should we be the only rebels and ungrateful ones towards the gods? Why is it that our minds should be employed in a shameful or perpetually useless way? What morality could there be in despising what is honest? What cause can sustain that what is honest becomes bad and condemnable as soon as it is within us? Those who have slaves educate them for their comfort, and those whom nature or usage govern want us to extinguish within ourselves all the lights that heaven has set there, and that we live in the darkest ignorance. If this is to more easily obtain our admiration, they do not achieve their goal, for we do not admire what we do not know. If their goal is to make us more obedient, it does not show great nobility. And if they truly have a certain control over us, they receive no glory for ruling people who lack intelligence and knowledge, according to them.
       You might tell me that not all men are so ruthless towards us and that some consent to women using their minds in the knowledge of letters on the condition that they do not compose works themselves. But let those who hold this view remember that if Mercury and Apollo are of their sex, Minerva and the Muses are of ours. I acknowledge that having received as many gifts from heaven as we have, we should not faint-heartedly engage in this art. For example, the shame is not of writing verses, but of writing poor ones. If my poems had not been fortunate to please, I would never have shown them a second time. This shame is not exclusive to us, and anyone who does badly something they willingly undertake undoubtedly deserves to be criticized, regardless of their sex. A bad orator, a bad philosopher, and a bad poet do not acquire more glory than a woman who performs all these things poorly. Regardless of gender, one deserves to be criticized when doing wrong and much respect when doing right. But to address the customs and decay of the age, leave all these thorny sciences to those who seek glory through difficult paths. I do not wish to lead you to places where you see nothing pleasant. I don't want you to spend
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all your life in the tedious pursuit of these inaccessible secrets. I do not wish you to spend all your mental energy needlessly wondering where winds retreat after causing shipwrecks. And finally, I do not desire you to spend the remainder of your days philosophizing indifferently.
      I cherish your peace, your glory, and your beauty combined. I do not desire this kind of study for you, which give a yellow hue to the complexion, hollow eyes, a gaunt face, which creases the forehead with wrinkles and make the mood dark and disturbing. I do not want you to avoid society and light, but only that you follow me to the edges of Parnassus. It is there, Erinna, that I wish to lead you. It is there that you will surpass me as soon as you have arrived. It is there where you will acquire a beauty that time, the years, the fashions, aging, and even death cannot steal from you. And it is finally there that you will understand perfectly that our gender is capable of everything it undertakes. You might tell me that I am not keeping my word by encouraging you towards poetry, for in the descriptions made of poets, it seems that beauty cannot coexist with their grimaces. Erinna, know that this is a false idea propagated by men wanting to believe that poetry, being divine, haunts those who practice it, just as divinations disturb those who deliver them. In reality, poetry is not a source of disturbance to its wielders, but rather a form of inspired and enriching artistic expression. But even if it were the case, your vision would not be less clear, for when the divination is pronounced, the priest regains his tranquility. And as soon as you have put down the pen, you will find your former charms.
        Moreover, I do not believe that you would burden your mind with such dark images, for I see nothing dark in your eyes. You will be the absolute master of the themes you wish to tackle, and among so many beauties found in nature, you can choose the one that will touch your desire the most. The description of a forest or a fountain, the complaints of a lover and a mistress, or the compliments of a worth will provide you with enough subjects to highlight the talents that the heavens have bestowed upon you. You were born with such great advantages that it would be selfish of you not to make good use of them. You will ask whether it is not praiseworthy enough for a beautiful woman that all the fine minds of her time pen verses for her without her needing to write her own praise. You may ask whether her glory is not better in this way than the other. But I will answer you that, whatever praise may be given you, it would be more glorious for you to have composed texts for all the famous figures of your century, for if you do it well, it is as if they had all written them for you.
       Trust me, Erinna, it is better to create the immortality of others rather than receive it, and to find one's own glory within oneself instead of expecting it from others. Descriptions made of you in such manner would only pass temporarily into posterity, like mere portraits painted for pleasure. Whereas if you write, your works will be admired more.

<hr>
<hr>
                                                  153<hr>

[bookmark: _Toc153]Page 154
The imagination of the poetess that your beauty is, and in the end, your poems will so accurately reflect the world that they will be mistaken for reality. By leaving markers of your own hand of who you are, you will live in honor forever in the memory of all men. Those of our time who have supported you will then appear as scholars, and those who have not as foolish or envious. However, I do not advise you to describe yourself, to tell of your beauty, your merits and all the rare qualities that are within you. No, I do not wish to impose such a thing on your modesty. Poetry has many more privileges. You will not need to talk about yourself to make yourself known to posterity. You just need to speak eloquently, and you will be fully known. Yes, Erinna, even if you use your pen only to criticize the ills of our time, encouragement will not be lacking. Consider again how weak and fleeting is the reputation based on beauty. Among this infinite number of beautiful women who undoubtedly lived in the centuries before our own, we have heard of only two or three at most. 
     
     And yet, in those same centuries, we see the glory of many men solidly attested by the writings they have left us. Erinna, make sure that time, old age and death only take roses from you and do not rob all your beauty. Triumph over these enemies that threaten all beautiful things. Show yourself capable of supporting the glory of femininity. Make it recognized to our common opponents that it is as easy for us to defeat them with the strength of our mind as with the beauty of our eyes. Display your judgment by despising the nonsense that customs could spread on your initiative. Offer to the whole world the beautiful works of your imagination, the noble exploits of your mind, the great results of your memory and the beautiful markers of your judgment. You alone have the advantage of restoring the glory of all women. So do not neglect my words, for if you refuse to follow me and you place all your glory in your beauty, you will weep in your lifetime the loss of that beauty. You will be spoken of as if you had lived in another age, and you will then realize that I was right to tell you today what I thought I had already expressed before in some of my verses:

                                          The lilies, the carnations, the roses,
                                      Their brightness rests in your eyes,
                                            But all this will fade,
                                 And you, completely, will be forgotten,
                   Unless, to defeat Fate and Destiny,
                        You embrace learning, an immortal shield.
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                                        Effect of this Speech<hr>
       One could say that this speech had its desired impact as it appears the recipient allowed herself to be<hr>
swept along to where Sappho wanted, as an ancient Greek text tells us that while Sappho surpassed Erinna in lyric poetry, Erinna surpassed Sappho in hexameters. If we move away from the literal meaning towards my intentions, I would be very proud if I could convince you that beauty should not be the object of glory, in the same way that the beautiful poetess persuaded her friend.<hr>
<hp></hp>
                                                 Notes<hr>
       Sappho is an ancient Greek poetess living in the seventh and sixth centuries BC,<hr>
in Mytilene on the island of Lesbos. Quite famous during antiquity, her poetic works have survived<hr>
only in the form of fragments. She is known for having expressed her attraction<hr>
to other women in her writings, hence the term "sapphism" to refer to female homosexuality,<hr>
while the term "lesbian" is derived from Lesbos, the island where she lived.<hr>
       Erinna, or Herinna, is a poetess from ancient Greece. It was long believed that she<hr>
lived around 600 BC and that she was a contemporary and friend of Sappho.<hr>
       Plato, born in 428-427 BC and died in 348-347 BC in Athens, is an<hr>
ancient Greek philosopher of the classical era, contemporary of the Athenian democracy and the<hr>
sophists; orators and philosophers vehemently criticised by him.<hr>
       Sapphic verses are lines of poetry consisting of eleven syllables or a stanza whose invention is attributed to Sappho.<hr>
       Mercury is the god of commerce in Roman mythology. Equivalent to the Greek Hermes,<hr>
he also becomes the god of thieves, travel, and the messenger of other gods. His<hr>
name is sometimes equated with poetry.<hr>
       Apollo is the Greek god of arts, singing, music, male beauty,<hr>
poetry and light.<hr>
       Minerva, in Roman mythology, is the goddess of enlightened thought, wisdom,<hr>
intelligence, trades, and those who practice them, as well as strategic reflections and tactical skills of war, in contrast to the brute courage of Mars, the god of war.<hr>
       The Muses in Greek mythology are the nine daughters of Zeus, the father of gods, and<hr>
Mnemosyne, the goddess of memory, who presided over liberal arts: epic poetry,<hr>
history, erotic and lyric poetry, music, tragedy and singing, rhetoric and<hr>
eloquence, dance, comedy, and astronomy.<hr>
       The Parnassus, originally, is a mountainous massif in Greece. In Greek<hr>
mythology, this massif, like Delphi, is dedicated to Apollo and is considered the<hr>
mountain of the Muses, the sacred place of poets. The Parnassus became the abode of poets.<hr>
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symbolic of poets, ultimately lent to all poets, then to poetry itself.<hr>
In Roman mythology, the Fates are the deities controlling human destiny from birth to death. They are usually depicted as spinners, measuring people's lives and determining fate.<hr>
Lyric poetry is a poetic genre characterized by the expression of feelings or emotions related to religious or existential themes in rhythmic forms that allow for chanting or declamation with musical accompaniment.<hr>
A hexameter verse consists of six feet. It is the major epic verse in classical Greek and Latin literature, as in the Iliad, the Odyssey, and the Aeneid.<hr>
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                                        Itero Edition<hr>
       Soon, find Legendary Women and Their Heroic Speeches for<hr>
twenty more exciting speeches detailing the characters of Polyxena, Dido, Helen,<hr>
Alcestis, Penelope, Bradamante, Sophronia and many more!<hr>
<hr>
<hr>
More information at https://editionitero.com/<hr>
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