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Introduction

How a Roman Ghost Became My Personal Sanity Coach
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If someone had told me that my mental stability would hinge on a guy who’s been dead for centuries, wore sheets with style, and rode horses without a saddle, I would have suggested they put down the wine. But life, as it turns out, is that unpredictable.

My breaking point wasn’t dramatic. It didn’t happen on a mountaintop, nor at a spiritual retreat. It happened on an ordinary Tuesday, stuck in traffic, gripping the steering wheel so hard I nearly molded it into a donut.

Ahead of me, a car bumper sticker read, “Have you called your mom today?” and next to me, a coffee that tasted like defeat and sour milk. On the radio, some expert explained how to reach fulfillment in just three easy steps—for the modest price of $299.

And then, in a moment of existential despair, I buried my fingers in the wheel and let out a scream that probably disrupted the Earth’s magnetic field. I needed a plan. A plan that didn’t involve moving to a Tibetan monastery, chugging green smoothies, or pretending to like yoga.

And that’s when he appeared: Marcus Aurelius. Not in person, of course. That would have been weird—and probably a major space issue in my car. He came through the pages of a book I had bought as an ironic gift for a friend and, out of laziness, never sent.

What I found in those pages wasn’t your typical pocket wisdom. It was the diary of a guy with a stressful job (ruling an empire comes with its challenges) reminding himself how not to lose his mind. It was practical, concrete, and, believe it or not, funny. I mean, what other emperor writes, “Do not argue with a fool. He will drag you down to his level and beat you with experience”?

This book is the result of my Stoic adventure: applying the teachings of a man who commanded legions to my own life, which is filled with its own legions of daily problems—from neighborhood towel wars to resisting the urge to strangle a coworker who says, “It’s just a silly question.”

Marcus Aurelius has become my:


•  Mental endurance coach, for when the world decides to be exceptionally dumb.

•  Interior architect of peace, specializing in fixing leaky brains.

•  Philosophical companion, reminding me that being an adult doesn’t mean being bitter.


Together, we’ve explored how to stay calm when your boss asks the impossible, how to find humor in everyday disasters, and how to remember that, in the grand scheme of the universe, your 3 PM meeting matters less than a speck of interstellar dust.

If you’re tired of self-help books making you feel like you need to become some enlightened guru meditating in lotus position on a hilltop, this book is for you. Here, you don’t have to be perfect. You just have to be a little less of an idiot than you were yesterday—and that, we can totally do, right?

So, adjust your imaginary toga, get ready to laugh at your own drama, and remember: if a Roman emperor could stay calm while barbarians knocked at his door, you can survive one more Zoom meeting.

Let’s go.
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Book I

Chapter 1: Meditations for People Who Don’t Have Time to Meditate


[image: ]


From Book I:


"From my grandfather Verus I learned good character and equanimity. From my father’s reputation and memory: modesty and manliness. From my mother: piety and generosity, abstinence not only from doing wrong but even from thinking about it; and also simplicity in my lifestyle, far from any luxurious habits."



My therapist told me I should meditate. I told her that between the cat barf on the new carpet, the fridge making a noise like a dying tractor, and my obsession with buying plants I then ignore until they become green skeletons, my mind is a battlefield and calm is not in the budget.

So, instead of sitting cross-legged and chanting “om,” I opened Marcus Aurelius’ Meditations. I was expecting imperial wisdom—something like How to Conquer Gaul Before Breakfast. But Book I is basically a list of thank-yous. It’s the diary of a Roman emperor essentially saying: “I thank my grandfather for teaching me not to be a jerk. My mother, for her sweetness. My tutor, for not letting me give up...”

Charming, right? It’s like the most powerful man in the known world giving an Oscar acceptance speech... but only for the people backstage. No farewell music, just genuine gratitude and a bit of sweet gossip. “I learned from Seneca the Younger not to be swept away by rhetoric.” (Translation: “Thanks for teaching me not to be an insufferable know-it-all at dinner parties.”)

And suddenly, I get it. Marcus Aurelius isn’t chasing enlightenment on a Tibetan mountain. He’s doing what I do after a total disaster of a day, sitting with a glass of wine thinking: “Well, at least I didn’t yell at the barista for putting oat milk instead of almond. Small victory.” Or: “Thank goodness I called my mom; she always knows how to say ‘poor thing’ exactly the way I need.”

His first book isn’t about conquering the world. It’s about remembering who helped you not be a total disaster in it. It’s an exercise in humble, brutal honesty: “Look at all the people who put bumpers on your bowling lane of life. You’re not a self-made masterpiece. You’re a collage of favors, lessons, and warnings.”

So I decided to steal the idea. My own Book I of Modern Meditations:
"From my grandmother, I learned that a strong cup of coffee can solve—or at least postpone—80% of crises. From my friend Claudia, I learned to send memes in the darkest moments, because sometimes laughter is the only antidepressant that doesn’t require a prescription. From the guy at the fruit stand, I learned that a genuine ‘good morning’ can set the tone for the whole day. And from my cat, I learned the art of supreme indifference toward problems that don’t deserve my energy."
Marcus Aurelius’ brilliance isn’t in being an unreachable Stoic—it’s in being wise enough to start with the basics: before trying to fix the world, take stock of the tools others gave you. And the most important tool? Active gratitude, not passive.

It’s remembering, in the middle of chaos, that you carry an army of borrowed kindness in your backpack. And that, my friends, beats any “om.”

How Marcus Aurelius Became My Life Coach (Without Charging a Cent)

	The Context (or “Why a Roman Emperor Matters in My Chaotic Life”)
Marcus Aurelius didn’t write the Meditations to publish a book, but as a personal diary, a “notepad to avoid losing his mind.” He was the most powerful man of his time, facing wars, betrayals, and plagues. His life was hardly a yoga retreat. He wrote to remind himself of Stoic principles, a practical philosophy roughly summarized as: “Focus on what you can control, accept what you cannot, and don’t let your emotions hijack you.”


Book I is the foundation. Instead of starting with abstract theories, he does something brilliant: acknowledges his intellectual and emotional parentage. It’s his way of grounding himself. Saying: “I didn’t appear out of nowhere. I’m the product of good people around me.”

	The Key Players (or “Cast of Me, Marcus Aurelius”)
Marcus Aurelius doesn’t talk about gods or abstract concepts. He talks about real people:



•  Grandfather Verus: Taught him “good character and equanimity” (not to get angry over trivial things).

•  Mother, Domitia Lucilla: Taught him “piety, generosity, and abstinence not just from doing wrong, but even from thinking about it” (the maternal voice of conscience).

•  Tutor, Diognetus: Taught him “not to occupy myself with frivolities” and “to hear the truth” (the first antidote to fake news and unnecessary drama).


By listing them, Marcus Aurelius shows gratitude and prescribes himself the virtues he wants to practice. It’s an exercise in moral memory.

	Practical Application (or “Your Own Book I of Daily Crap”)
The invitation is to copy the format. You don’t need to be an emperor. Answer this question: Who has taught me to be less of an idiot than I could have been?


Here’s an example of modern translation:


•  Modern situation: You’re about to send a passive-aggressive message to your neighborhood WhatsApp group.

•  Marcus-style thought: “What did my friend Pablo teach me? ‘Never send angry messages. Save it in drafts and read it tomorrow.’ From him, I learned to avoid 90% of unnecessary digital conflicts.”

•  Result: You don’t send the message. You avoid drama. That memory acts as a philosophical brake.


	Humor as a Vehicle (or “Why Laughing at Yourself Is Deeply Stoic”)
Stoicism is sometimes misunderstood as being a kind of emotionless robot. It’s not about not feeling; it’s about not being enslaved by what you feel. Humor—especially self-directed humor—is a powerful tool for that.


When I write, “From my cat, I learned the art of supreme indifference,” it’s a cute way to remember a key Stoic principle: the difference between what depends on you and what doesn’t. Your cat doesn’t care about your deadline. It’s your problem, not theirs. An absurd but effective reminder not to waste energy on what we cannot change.

In Conclusion:

Book I of the Meditations is the most human, accessible reminder that philosophy isn’t in books—it’s in the people who cross our path. By making your own list, even if it’s funny, you do several things:


•  Practice gratitude concretely, not abstractly.

•  Identify your values (what do you truly admire in others?).

•  Create an emotional “toolkit” for crisis moments (“What would [person X] do in this situation?”).


Marcus Aurelius didn’t want admiration. He desperately wanted to be better. And he started with the basics: looking back and saying, “thank you.”

Even if, while doing so, the cat has barfed on the carpet again. That, as Marcus would say, is outside our control. What is in our control is to laugh, clean it up, and move forward.

Practical Guide: Your Useful Family Tree

	Make Your “Virtue Shopping List”: In 5 minutes, write 3 people and the skill they gave you. Example: “Grandfather: whistling to calm anxiety. Ex: doing laundry. Ex-boss: saying ‘no’ without explanations.”

	The “Emergency Kit”: Next time panic hits, rescue one of these skills. Boss breathing down your neck? Use your ex-boss’s ‘no.’ On the verge of collapse? Whistle like your grandfather. Tools, not memories.

	Express Gratitude: This week, send a quick voice message to someone on your list: “Hey, I used what you taught me about [specific thing] today. It worked. Thanks.” That’s it.


Final Reflection: The Army of Umbrellas in Your Backpack

My grandmother used to tell me: “No one reaches old age without being rescued at least a hundred times.” She meant crossing streets, but she was right. What Marcus Aurelius gives us in this
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