
Chapter One:

Memoirs of a Beetle Pt. 1
By: James Henson
November 25th, 2007



Athens, once one of the most beautiful jewels of Hellas; now it is nothing more than a decrepit rotting city whose only beauty lays in the faces of the homes of the city rulers. Such lowly creatures, mere puppet rulers given power by the “Great” Roman Empire; their kind now infested the city-states, enforcing the law of the Roman powers. The landscape of the city had not changed so much, merely a destroyed building here and there, but the city itself was dead. The people no longer wished to enjoy the agora as they once had; now it was a dreary place to get food and go about one’s miserable existence. The puppets had broken the spirit of the city, the pride of the Athenians had been shattered by taxes, and never-ending propaganda for the illustrious Roman generals who shall “deliver this backwards land from its own idiocy“, what a foolish statement.

But the seeds of rebellion still existed, talks of revolution were in the shadows, but such acts would require years to prepare. However, there were those prepared to infiltrate the government, they had already become friends with the puppets and promised the people that they would soon bring Athens in league with Mithridates, the King of the Pontic Steppe, possibly one of the greatest hopes for Hellas to regain her freedom. 



The sun glowed lazily over Athens, its faded golden grasp reaching along the walls of all the buildings throughout the city. Slender, elongated shadows stretched and melded across the grounds. Not far from the palace of the nobles, the lights of a dingy tavern burned low through several “hole in the wall” windows. The air was thick with scent of strong wine and mildly old bread. Ill-fed slave boys, from Egypt most likely, ran to and fro delivering the drinks and stale food of many drunken souls both old and young. Women sat in the laps of aroused drunkards looking themselves to make a coin or two for playing escort until the fools passed out. In the middle, there was a large brute of a man retelling embellished stories of his own grandeur to around half a dozen parasitic onlookers, hanging on his every word, cheering perfectly on cue all hoping to garner the attention of some of the prettier young women of the evening. Into this mess stepped a man of an almost unreal nature. His movements were very graceful, like a ghost he seemed to float through the crowd of people as he made his way to a deserted circular table that was near the wall opposite the door. He was a strange looking man, his long raven hair was rather coarse and merely draped over his thin pale shoulders, and there wasn’t a curl to it! (Gasp! How careless!) His dress covered both his shoulders and arms with a dyed black sheet of linen; the gown beneath them was the same color with a deep blue sash tied about his slender waist. It came down to his knees, his calves, like the rest of him, showed some well toned muscles despite his lanky appearance. His skin was as light as the moon itself, unheard of in these times of the bright sun. He caught quite a bit of attention, though none of it fazed him, he strolled over to the table and took his rickety wooden seat. For a moment he studied his own feet, perhaps wondering why one of the straps to his sandals looked more worn than the other, who really knows. He quickly brought his attention to the slave boy who had run to him with almost a look of fear in his eyes. The man studied him for a moment and placed his long face in his equally long hand as he leaned on the old table for support.  

“Do you fear me boy?” he asked in a soothing voice. It was so peaceful yet strong, almost like he was some demigod who had wandered into this den of inebriation. The boy stuttered for a moment and then managed to shake his head vigorously. “Well you shouldn’t, I am nothing to fear, merely a monster looking for a drink like all these other creatures,” he half wanted the boy to make some response but quickly saw he wasn’t going to get one, “very well, bring me a small glass of wine and little bit of bread. I don’t need much, just enough to wake me up.” The boy nodded furiously and ran off towards the back, his legs seems to shiver even as he ran. The stranger sat in his chair and noticed a small bug, a beetle perhaps, it was crawling about on the table, carrying a crumb of bread back to whatever hole in the wall from which it hailed. He watched it ever intently, its perfectly tuned senses as it avoided every knot in the wood of the table, its uncanny will for survival despite the obviously small brain. Why it was that this tiny creature fascinated him no one can really be sure, but it certainly had him infatuated with its normal insectoid behavior. 

A large, overly masculine voice rang out, its source a mere two feet from the table. It called to the pale man telling him to stand. But he was too far-gone; the most he could’ve heard was some incoherent mumblings. The owner of the voice, your typical brute, stormed over towards the table and slammed his hairy hand down, breaking the perfect seal on the stranger’s quiet world. His hair was tightly curled to his, head, perhaps too tight; it was brown with a golden tint and matched the tuft hair on his strangely defined chin. His linens were classic white with a golden sash, but they were all too short, showing his tanned thighs and if he moved the wrong way his very manhood, which he was apparently quite proud of despite horrible disproportions. He glared down with emerald green eyes as the half a dozen lackeys from earlier gathered around behind him. 

“’Ey! Freak!” he bellowed at the stranger, “what do you think you are doing in here?” What makes you think we want your kind here?” At that moment, a pair of eerie piercing yellow eyes looked up at him, one more godly feature of the stranger, eyes as gold as the ambrosia of the deities. He spoke in a calm collected tone as before, only now it clearly had a bit of annoyance dancing through it now.

“I’m sorry. I was busy paying attention to this bug which is about fifty times more interesting than anything an oaf like you could have to say.” He gave a quick smirk and looked back to his six-legged friend. “Now if you don’t mind, please take your leave. I find you bothersome.” He waved his hand indicating for the man to leave him be.


The robust man looked at him with great disgust, he resented that this pale little mite had just tried to make a fool of him in front of the entire tavern. He wasn’t going to just stand there and take this kind of treatment from some ashen-faced stranger. 


“Who do you think you are you undead maggot!?” the man roared at the stranger who was already focusing again on his tiny little friend. “HEY!!” He then slammed his hand down crushing the bug; he was beginning to seem less like a man and more like a spoiled child, same difference I suppose. The stranger looked up at him with an evil look in his gold eyes; the man had crossed him now. “You answer me when I talk to you, you filthy blood sucking wretch!” The pale man winced at the mentioning of “blood sucking”. “Yeah, I know just what you are, you beast. You don’t hide it too well at all. Why? Are you proud of being an abomination? What do you have to be proud of? You lowly little parasite. What’s your name?” 


The stranger grinded his teeth as he looked into the large man’s face and spoke in a sour tone: 

“I do not see, how my name is any of your concern, you loathsome creature.” At this, the large man ripped up the stranger by his collar and slammed him into the wall with a good bulk of his might. 

“I will not let myself be talked down to by some worthless plague carrier!!” The men around him began to cheer for the large man as they jumped with glee at the idea of the public beating of the “plague carrier”.  They cheered in unison:


“Go Alcaeus!! Beat that monster senseless and put him in his place!!” They screamed many idiotic obscenities at him while Alcaeus held him to the wall.

“What’s your name beast?” He asked with an evil smirk across his face. The stranger bit his lip for a moment and then spoke with an unimaginable amount of venom in his voice.

“My name… is Nosophoron.” He glared at Alcaeus with a look of pure hatred. Alcaeus and his cronies began to laugh uncontrollably. 

“Nosophoron? Wow, your father was fond of you wasn’t he?” Alcaeus laughed along with his flunkies at Nosophoron’s unusual name. The plague carrier merely smirked slyly as he said:


“Yeah, I was his favorite.” 


“Yeah, I bet you were,” Alcaeus pulled out a large stone knife with a wooden hilt and pressed it firmly against Nosophoron’s cheek. “I bet he even gave you his big pretty fangs did he not?” The brute began to press down even harder with full intent to slice Nosophoron’s mouth wide open. “And those fangs will go nicely on a necklac-”

His sentence was cut short when he was sent hurtling across the room. The plague carrier had been forced to use his mental abilities on this sap. The brute laid in shock on the opposite side of the tavern while everyone’s mouth was wide open at what had happened. They began to whisper hateful things and Nosophoron knew what was coming next. He started moving along the wall towards the back room where there was an excellent escape door. The crowd realized that he was moving and quickly began to gather weapons in a drunken rage. 

“Well isn’t this lovely?” Nosophoron thought to himself as the crowd surrounded him blocking his escape route. “Plan B: Kill them all and run like the wind…I think I can do that. But it’s not going to be easy; I never can anticipate the inebriated. Of course they can’t really anticipate themselves.” Nosophoron cracked his knuckles as he prepared for the inevitable fight that was about to ensue. Then suddenly from the far adjacent wall came a shouting man’s voice.

“Do not touch that man!” Through the crowd, a man forced his way to the point that he was in front of Nosophoron. One of the drinkers looked at him angered and puzzled. 

“That is no man Alexios that is a monster! A demon spawned from Hades himself!!” 

“Demon!? Here now…I maybe a dark creature, but I am by NO mean some dried up demon…” Nosophoron snorted to himself as he contemplated this insult.

“You would dare call this man a demon?!” Alexios roared at the crowd. His face was well defined with high cheekbones and a definite jaw line. Nevertheless, despite these hard features his eyes were a kind hazel brown. He furrowed his brow, which was partially hidden by short light brown curls. He was of an average size with a muscular build. He wore a silver breastplate that gleamed in the low light and his tunic beneath it was simple white linen; a long elaborate leather sheath hung by left side. He spoke again in a strong loud voice, though it seemed to contrast his nature. “This man is the farthest thing from a demon! Many a year ago he saved my life, and by consequence saved all of yours!” He pointed around to the crowd as they began to humble themselves, a few even taking their seats. “None of you are to touch a hair on his head. Lest you wish to deal with me!” He turned to look at Nosophoron’s table and gestured for him to take his seat. “May I?” He asked much quieter and more politely as he touched the chair beside of Nosophoron’s. 

“Umm…of course.” said the plague carrier, rather confused by what had just transpired. He took his seat and glanced down at the green spot that had once been his subject of study. It’s hard to say what he thought here, could’ve been pity or a sense of expected apathy. The two sat in silence for a moment while Nosophoron occasionally glanced around at the bar patrons. They all were looking away and those who weren’t were glaring at him as though they thought he would catch ablaze. “Erm, not to be rude…” this random sound caught Alexios’s eye quickly, “but, who are you?” 

This brought on a hearty from Alexios as a poorly fed slave boy ran over carrying the bread and wine that Nosophoron had ordered. The man looked at his undead dinner mate with a look of glee on his face as he said.


“I am Alexios, and it is a pleasure… Nosophoron was it?”

“Yes…” he replied now more confused than before. 

“I am considered somewhat of a guardian by many people in this area. I have protected them from many threats and now as you have seen have more authority than some governors.” Alexios chuckled at the truth of this last statement.

Nosophoron looked at him curiously. “Yes, I can tell. But why in the world protect me? Am I not something that you would normally slay?”

“Normally yes, but today isn’t a normal day.”

“How so?” his curiosity was peaking furiously now.

“Well, I would not usually speak of it to a stranger. But I have no one else so why not a man that I share wine with?” He hinted as he grabbed a wooden cup from a nearby table and poured some wine into he then smiled before taking a sip. “I am to leave soon. I am going to fight with Mithridates and his army in the north. I am not seeking war rather…redemption…”

“You, a man obviously more honorable than most is seeking redemption?”


“Do not think a man honorable unless you know his every deed. I have done things that I must repent for and the only way I can do that is to fight for something that matters on a grand scale…this land’s freedom.” He took a deep drink of wine after this and then stared down into the cup at what was left. Nosophoron studied him silently. 

“A human with a true heart of honor…well I have found a rarity have I not? This man is clearly sincere in his plans; he is one that, perhaps, I could stand.” Nosophoron thought these things, fascinated by Alexios’ personality and moral uprightness. It was something the plague carrier had never seen in humans before. “It is good to see such humanity in a human; it is a very rare trait you know.” Nosophoron spoke quietly as he sniffed the bread that sat before him. 


“I am aware. I realize the harshness human tend to implement on the world around them. But you certainly see it more than I do as you are surely at the receiving end of it more often than not.” Alexios looked over at his dinner mate who had taken a bite of the bread but continued to examine it. 

“Not nearly as good as the bread of the western coast…but I suppose it will do.” The dark creature sat down the bread, took a drink of wine, and then looked very harshly at his new acquaintance. “What would make you think I knew the harshness of humans?…Other than the fact that the bulk of them would love nothing more than to see me and my “kind” impaled and put on display as decorative pieces…”

“I suppose that I assumed too much of myself by claiming to understand what you deal with. “


“Feh, all you humans assume too much of yourselves. You all believe that because you walk under the light of Apollo that you are some magnificent beings who can understand all things earthly and divine. Presumptuous little things. However, the thing you seem to have difficulty with is the extent of your own lunacy and cruelty. The few humans who suffer the sight of these things rarely live to speak of it and those who do are deemed as heretics and exorcised from society; thus having no one to speak to but some rocks and the wild dog that has become their wife. But we, the Nosophorus, the plague carriers, the undead blood sucking wretches… our lives are not as easily extinguished as yours are; we can live through much harsher punishment and for much longer periods. So you see we are able to survive your people’s hatred and bigotry and thus we know it far too well. You are pitiful creatures and I would like nothing more than to see the lot of you extinct…with no offense to you of course, but often the benign minority must suffer with the intolerable majority.” 

“No offense taken. But I like to think that there are many humans of virtue, one must simply look. I feel everyone has goodness in them and that they have simply lost sight of that goodness.” Nosophoron chuckled at this statement. It was an eerie almost frightening chuckle.

“What of the Romans? The ones who have enslaved your home with currency and that you yourself intend to fight and to kill?”

“The Roman military in its entirety has lost sight of its goodness. Moreover, it chooses to forever neglect righteousness and thus I do not see it fit for mercy. If I feel there is any hope for a soul to find its sincerity I truly wish not to extinguish it.”


“You speak with more optimism than reason sir. Humans are humans no matter the virtue. And by definition humans are filthy back stabbing animals whose only civilized trait is the ability to fornicate and spread their power at lightning speed.”   

Alexios mumbled a bit feeling as though he had been made a fool of. “I suppose you’re right.” The two sat there sipping their wine and nibbling at the bread, which strangely enough kept getting staler the longer they sat. 

“I believe that I am going to take my leave now. I have grown rather tired of this atmosphere and the moon is high. It is probably the best time for me to make my way out of this place.” Nosophoron said as he slowly rose up from his chair.

“Where do you intend to go?” Alexios asked sounding almost worried.

“Why? Do you plan on meeting me down the road?” They both chuckled a bit but it quickly died back down.


“Well no, but I consider you an ally after sharing this intimate discussion, or at the very least a friendly acquaintance. And it is always good to know the whereabouts of those you feel you can trust.”


Nosophoron smiled a bit at this statement. Maybe he was amused at a human calling him a friend, or maybe that a fly had just landed in Alexios’s hair without his knowing. “If you must know, I am heading north as well. But only to make my way towards the eternal city itself…” With this he spun about and began to walk out of the front door, he walked away from the table with the same godly grace that he had entered with. Alexios sat perplexed by this. 

“Why would he go to that accursed place? He who despises humans so greatly intends to waltz right into the centre of wretched human filth. I suppose he has his reasons but still…” 

