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Seneca Epistles 57.1-2
At the time when I ought to return to Bain from Naples, it was easy to believe there to be 
a storm, so not to try the journey by ship; and yet so great was the mud all the way, that I 
was able to be seen none the less to have made a voyage. That day I had to bear the 
whole destiny of an athlete. The ointment we had was followed by sand in the Naple’s 
cavern. 
Nowhere could be longer than that prison, nowhere darker, which darkness we could 
not see through, only the darkness itself. Still, even after all, if the place had light, the 
dust, a serious, troublesome thing would take it away even in the open. There, where it 
is rolling itself and enclosed without any breath, falls back on those who excite it. 
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