Seneca 57.1-2

When I was due to return to Naples from Baiae, I easily believed that there was a storm, so that I would not have to endure a ship again; yet so much mud was covering the whole road that I could nonetheless seem to be sailing. On that day I endured the full lot of wrestlers. The dust took us from the ring into the Naples tunnel. Nothing is longer than that prison, nothing dimmer than those torches, which were there not so that we could see through the gloom, but so that we could see the gloom. If the place even had other light, dust removed it, a burdensome and annoying thing in the open too, which there, where it rolls back on itself, where it is confined without vent, returned to the very place from where it was roused. 
