Shadow’s of the Forum

Know only this, for it is a past, not the past. It is a past, my own, and that of my childer. What do I remember? The song of the waves hungrily, thirstily slapping against our boat. I remember seeing land growing in the distance. A new place. A different way of life.

Rome, it was called. We made land fall. The city was strange to Ben and I. Ben was yet mortal, but then again, if one believes in the providence of fate, perhaps he was always destined to be more, oh so much more. In this, as in so much else, it is but a matter of perception.


I clutched my ancient and dusty tomb to my heart as we prowled into the city. Relativism made Simple. My heart’s song. Ben and my knowledgeable companions all had one as well. I knew I had to get its message out there, out into the vacant minds of the occupants of Rome. 


Ben, of course, was almost immediately a problem. My best student, (well one of my best, for Aristotle wasn’t all that bad either) he had habits none-the-less. Troublesome habits. When he came home one night with an inebriated member of the aristocracy, I decided to keep a closer reign. My disciple’s habits were troubling. This is perhaps what slowed the growth of my school. Perhaps this is what doomed it to failure, for I would have needed Ben’s help in this. I found, however, that Rome had different laws, different rules. I always considered these mere guidelines, but in the end, the school was a failure. I never gave up the dream, only the reality. Such is the way.

What became of us? Ah, simple. I had to slay quite a number of those whom would lead Ben astray. I should have known back then, but I was not yet as wise as I might have been. But wisdom comes with age, and we, we are the wisest of all. Eventually, I embraced Ben and brought him under my reign, or as much as I could manage. The rules and laws were what was blocking my school, so I took that under my wing to, using my presence to make the senate bow to my will. But the sad fact in the end was that Rome was not ready for my wisdom, history was not…not yet. 


My childer and I had become Roman’s, two Brujah lost in a land of Ventrue. Worry not, for it is the past. A past. Know only this.
