Sen. Apoc. 2
Now on a shorter path Phoebus had reduced his motion of light: and the times of dark Sleep were growing; and already conqueror Cynthia was increasing her own kingdom; and unformed Winter was seizing the pleasing glories of wealthy Autumn; and with Bacchus ordered to age, the slow wine grower was plucking the straggling grapes. I think it’ll be better understood if I say: the month was October, the day was the third day before the ides of October. I’m not able to tell you the hour for sure (for it’s easier to get agreement among philosophers than clocks) nevertheless it was among the sixth and seventh. “Too rough.”.

Unseen translation Pet. Sat. 7-8.
And so having cursed the little old woman's trap, I covered my head and began to flee through the middle of the brothel to another part, when, lo and behold, in the entrance itself, just like me, Ascyltos worn out and dying ran into me.
You might suppose he had been brought by the very same little old woman. And so as I greeted him laughing, I inquired what he was doing in such an unsightly place. 
He wiped away the sweat with his hands and said "if you knew what happened to me". I said "know what?". But he was weakening and said "as I wandered lost through the whole town and couldn't find out in which area was the stable I had left; the head of the household approached me and most kindly put himself forth as guide of the journey”.


