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Memoirs of a Beetle Pt. 1
By: James Henson 



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. However, our story does not take place on such a grand scale just yet…



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 in order 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! How careless! His dress covered both is shoulders and arms with a dyed black sheet of linen, the gown beneath
 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 phased 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 as 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 buggy behavior. 



