
    
      
        
          
        
      

    


Passionate Love

“The events described in this book may be entirely fictional, or they may be unfolding somewhere in the world—perhaps right where you live. What matters is that these stories could be happening very close to you, maybe even right beside you. If that’s the case, then this book is actually describing you.”
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Every story begins in silence. In the hidden moments when the world holds its breath before a name is spoken, a choice is made, or a life is claimed by destiny. From Scratch is born of that silence—a grand tapestry woven from history’s unspoken corners, where the decisions of two remarkable souls reshaped not only empires, but the very way we remember them.

Ibrahim Sari first conceived this novel in the still hours between dusk and dawn, haunted by the image of Cleopatra—queen, lover, sovereign—standing beneath the marble columns of Rome with the weight of Egypt upon her shoulders. How did she bear that double burden of crown and heart? And when the Republic turned its blades against her chosen world, what spark survived to light the future? It was this question—the fate of memory itself—that led me on a journey far beyond the shores of the Nile.

From Scratch unfolds in two sweeping movements. The first traces Cleopatra’s passionate alliance with Julius Caesar: her arrival in Rome as a foreign queen, the scandal and splendor of her gifts, the roaring debates of the Senate, and the tremors that followed Caesar’s fall. The second chronicles the hidden life of her son, Caesarion, rescued from the ashes of Actium and raised as the first Custodian of Collective Memory. In secret sanctuaries from Nubia to Norse fjords, he and his allies preserve every story once buried by conquest, forging a new Republic—one built not on legions, but on remembrance.

Throughout this novel, you will travel across deserts and mountains, sail tempestuous seas, and stand beneath the stars in the Observatory of Echoes. You will witness grand councils in marble halls and secret rites in underground temples. Yet at its heart, From Scratch is a story about the eternal flame that burns in each of us—the need to be heard, to be seen, and above all, to be remembered.

May you, dear reader, carry that flame with you. As you turn these pages, you become part of the Republic of Memory: a guardian of laughter and tears, triumphs and tragedies, from the Queen of the Nile to the smallest voice in the farthest village. For when stories live, no stone can silence them—and no empire can claim them entirely.

Welcome, then, to a world reborn From Scratch.

— İbrahim Sarı, İstanbul, 2025



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Introduction 

[image: ]




In the annals of history, few names burn as brightly—and as controversially—as Cleopatra and Julius Caesar. Their storied union has inspired poets, painters, and playwrights for centuries. Yet beneath the grandeur of empire and the clash of swords lies a more profound tale: the struggle to preserve truth when power seeks to rewrite it.

From Scratch opens on the glittering shores of Alexandria, where a young queen dares to reshape the fate of two worlds. Her alliance with Rome’s greatest general secures a golden age for Egypt—but also ignites a firestorm of envy and betrayal in the heart of the Republic. As stone columns tremble and senatorial daggers gleam, the novel’s first half unfolds in a whirlwind of gifts, politics, and heartbreak, culminating in an act of tragic sacrifice that seems to bury Cleopatra’s legacy beneath the sands of time.

Yet no story ends with a tomb. In the epic second act, we follow the hidden life of Caesarion, the exile heir who emerges from the ashes to build a new “Republic of Memory.” Across continents and centuries, from the hidden sanctums of Nubia to the frozen fjords of the North, from the Silk Road’s shifting dunes to India’s monsoon-soaked ports, the young custodian of history forges alliances far beyond any empire’s reach. Through councils of chroniclers, global accords, and grand monuments to shared remembrance, he proves that memory itself can outlast crowns, borders, and even death.

This is not just a story of power and passion. It is a testament to the belief that when voices unite—no matter how different their tongues or traditions—the flame of collective truth shines brighter than any victor’s torch. Welcome to From Scratch: a journey across time and culture, in praise of the one legacy that endures beyond all others—our stories.
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Chapter 1: The Queen’s Return
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The Mediterranean sun burned a molten gold across the rippling waters of the Eastern Nile as the royal barge of Egypt’s most famous queen approached the familiar docks of Alexandria. High atop the bowsprit, the gilded cobra—symbol of divine royalty—stretched its neck toward the sky, poised and silent. Below, the hull’s painted hull shimmered with intricate scenes of lotus blossoms and winged sun discs. At the stern stood Cleopatra VII Philopator, her dark kohl-lined eyes narrowed against the glare, her slim fingers gripping the carved ivory railing. After months of political exile, she was finally home.

A gentle breeze carried the scents of salt and lotus ash, and the distant melody of temple flutes drifted across the water. Yet as familiar as these sounds were, they now filled her with a complex ache: memory and regret interwoven with steely resolve. Whispers in Rome had grown into rumors back in her own court—rumors that she had grown weak, that her reign had ended when she dared cross the Rubicon of Roman politics. She had proven them wrong once before. She would do so again.

Below decks, servants bustled to prepare her chambers, their hushed voices betraying excitement and fear. Alexandria’s streets teemed with citizens—merchants hawking olives and pomegranates, scholars debating Aristotle in the shaded colonnades, street children chasing a worn leather ball. Banners of blue and gold fluttered from every balcony, emblazoned with her royal monogram: two intertwined serpents beneath the solar disk. Yet not all greetings would be joyous, she knew. Factions who had thrived in her absence—pro-Roman nobles, priests of distant cults—would see her return as a provocation. Already she could feel their eyes, their measuring contempt.

When the barge nudged softly against the wooden pier, Cleopatra descended the gangplank. She wore a gown of diaphanous white linen, clasped at the shoulder with a heavy gold pectoral inlaid with lapis lazuli and carnelian. Around her neck, the Uraeus cobra coil rested cold against her skin. Her black hair, braided and entwined with golden threads, gleamed like onyx under the sun. Every scrap of her appearance was a statement of power—of a queen unbowed.

A retinue of soldiers in gleaming bronze armor stood at attention as she reached the pier, their spears raised in salute. Among them she recognized General Achillas, his grizzled face creased with loyalty and worry. He stepped forward, bowing low.

“Welcome back, Your Majesty,” he intoned. “All Alexandria awaits your command.”

Cleopatra inclined her head, acknowledging him with regal grace. “Prepare the palace for my council at dusk,” she ordered, her voice clear and steady. “I will meet with the nobles and the priests. Tonight, we reclaim the heart of Egypt.”

As she strode toward the royal carriage—a chariot drawn by white stallions bred in the delta—Cleopatra’s mind raced. She recalled the betrayal that had led to her banishment: a faction led by Ptolemy Menelaus, her own brother’s treacherous advisor, had seized the Sceptre Hall in her absence. They had persuaded Rome’s Senate that a puppet ruler would serve their interests better than a proud queen undeterred by foreign influence. But Menelaus had misjudged both her cunning and her allies.

Behind her, the barge’s rowers set off on their return journey, their oars dipping in unison. The palace loomed ahead atop the low hill—a colonnaded fortress of white limestone, its towers crowned with banners. The Temple of Serapis rose nearby, its grand hypostyle hall flickering with torchlight as priests chanted prayers for the Nile’s life-giving flood. From there, Cleopatra recalled, she would draw support—crafting a coalition of temple authorities, veteran soldiers, and wary senators who remembered her benevolence.

Inside the carriage, she allowed herself one moment of vulnerability. She pressed her gloved hand against the velvet seat, closing her eyes. She could almost feel the nights she had spent here with Mark Antony—months yet to come—but those dreams were for another time. Tonight belonged to reclaiming her throne.

When the carriage clattered through the palace gate, the grand courtyard fell silent. Statues of ancestral Ptolemies flanked the entrance, their marble faces bearing the weight of centuries. 

Servants hurried forward, opening the carriage doors and laying out a crimson carpet. Cleansing aside memory, Cleopatra stepped out and let her gaze sweep across the courtyard. She was home—and she was queen.

The council chamber awaited. Inside, a semicircle of nobles, priests, and military commanders sat upon cushioned benches of cedar and ivory. Their faces, half-painted in ritual kohl, reflected skepticism. At their center was Ptolemy Menelaus himself, draped in a purple cloak that fell heavily around his shoulders. He rose as Cleopatra entered, his ancient eyes flicking with thinly veiled hostility.

“My sister returns,” he sneered softly, bowing with practiced deference. “But whether she returns as queen, only the gods shall decide.”

Cleopatra’s lips curved in a slight, predatory smile. With a swift gesture, Achillas barred the chamber doors. Torches danced along the walls, casting deep shadows across the audience. The air thrummed with tension, much like the charged hush before a storm.

She raised her voice so every word would carry: “Ptolemy Menelaus, you have forgotten that the crown I wear has been wrought by the blood of our ancestors and the devotion of our people. Alexandria does not bow to puppets or foreign Masters. I have returned with Rome’s consent—yes, with the blessing of Julius Caesar himself—and with that blessing comes the right to rule.” Murmurs rippled through the chamber. Cleopatra stepped forward, the soft rustle of her gown echoing like a heartbeat. “To those who doubt me, know this: I will not only restore Egypt’s grandeur—I will elevate it beyond measure. Grain for Rome, true—but also libraries for scholars, justice for our citizens, and divine favor for our temples. Stand with me now, and you stand at the dawn of a new golden age. Oppose me, and face the wrath of a queen resolved.”

Silence reigned, broken only by the flicker of torchlight. Ptolemy Menelaus’s lips pressed into a thin line. Finally, General Achillas stood, raising his spear. One by one, other commanders echoed his allegiance until half the chamber had pledged support. The priests, too, inclined their heads.

Cleopatra allowed herself a triumphant breath. The council had been swayed. The palace was hers once more. But as she looked upon the faces around her—some resolute, others resigned—she knew the path ahead would be fraught with betrayal, war, and sacrifice.

She finished, voice quiet but unyielding: “Tonight, we dine together as equals, and tomorrow, we begin the work of rebuilding. Let no man—or Roman—doubt the power of Egypt’s queen.”

The torches blazed, the echoes of her words lingering in the vaulted hall. Outside, the Nile’s currents whispered of destiny. Cleopatra turned her gaze toward the window, where the river wound off into the twilight. In that moment, she felt the full weight of her heritage—and the promise of all that lay before her. The Queen’s return had been triumphant; now her reign would truly begin.
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Chapter 2: Whispers of Rome
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Dawn’s pale light filtered through the slender alabaster columns of the royal audience hall, bathing the mosaic floor in soft hues of blue and gold. Cleopatra sat at the far end of the chamber, her posture regal and composed. Before her stood Bekhti, the chief Egyptian chronicler, reading aloud the morning dispatches.

“—Senatus consultum of Rome confirms: Gaius Julius Caesar, Dictator perpetuo, has ratified the alliance with Egypt. Grain quotas adjusted favorably for Alexandria’s merchants. Further, Caesar extends an invitation for Her Majesty to visit the Eternal City at her convenience.”

Cleopatra’s dark eyes glittered with satisfaction. “Good,” she murmured. “Let them know I will sail to Rome before the flooding season ends. But first”—she paused, fixing Bekhti with a steely glance—“see to it that these rumors stirring in Rome—of my designs on the Republic itself—are laid to rest. We crave stability, not conquest.”

Bekhti inclined his head. “It shall be done, Your Majesty.”

As Bekhti departed with the sealed scrolls, Cleopatra rose and moved toward the rear of the hall, where a small balcony overlooked the bustling harbor. From here she could see the fleet of Roman triremes moored alongside Egyptian merchant ships, their red-painted prows daring the dawn. Sailors unloaded amphorae of grain, slaves carried crates of papyrus, and foreign traders haggled over spices and silks.

Behind her, a soft voice spoke: “The wind from the west brings more than salt, Majesty.”

Cleopatra turned to find her sister Arsinoë, newly installed as High Priestess of Isis, approaching. Arsinoë’s alabaster skin and moonlight hair contrasted sharply with Cleopatra’s darker hues. Yet in her sister’s green eyes burned the same fierce intelligence.

“They say Roman senators whisper that Egypt’s coffers feed Caesar’s legions,” Arsinoë continued, her tone calm but urgent. “That your favor with him shapes policy across the Mediterranean.”

Cleopatra folded her arms, contemplating the scene below. “Let them whisper,” she said. “We feed Rome, but Rome does not own Egypt. Our grain is our strength, our mercy to the hungry—and our leverage.”

Arsinoë frowned. “The whispers grow louder. Marcus Cato has begun a campaign in the Forum, warning of Eastern decadence corrupting the Republic. He accuses you of ensnaring Caesar with your charms—as if a queen’s intellect and her beauty were crimes.”

Cleopatra’s lips curved in a half-smile. “Cato’s fear is my opportunity,” she replied. “A public debate in Rome—ideally framed as discussion of our alliance—will give me equal footing. I will speak of Egypt’s contributions, our ancient wisdom, and the mutual respect between our peoples.”

Her sister studied her for a long moment. “And if they refuse to hear you? If Cato’s voice drowns out all reason?”

Cleopatra closed her eyes, recalling the council’s pledge of support from the night before. “Then we remind them that Rome, too, has always borrowed from Egypt: mathematics, architecture, medicine. We are the cradle of civilization, and without our tribute, the Republic’s granaries would lie empty.”

A distant trumpet sounded across the harbor, announcing the arrival of a Roman envoy. Cleopatra and Arsinoë exchanged a glance before moving down the marble steps to the sandaled platform on the quay.

There, under the fluttering banner of the double-serpent standard, stood Lucius Valerius Flaccus, garbed in a white toga embroidered with purple stripes. His lean frame radiated a studied dignity, and the laurel wreath atop his brow caught the morning light. He bowed deeply—more a performance than a sign of deference.

“Queen Cleopatra,” he intoned, voice measured. “By order of Gaius Julius Caesar, I bring tidings of Rome’s goodwill—and a request.”

Cleopatra gestured for him to rise. “Speak freely, Envoy Flaccus.”

He produced a sealed parchment and handed it to her. She broke the wax with a delicate twist of her fingers and read swiftly. “‘By decree of the Senate and the Dictator, we extend to Her Majesty safe passage and all honors due in Rome. Furthermore, we request that an Egyptian delegation accompany her, to present the richness of your culture before the Senate and the people.’”

Cleopatra folded the scroll, meeting his eyes. “I accept,” she said coolly. 

“But I require one assurance: that my daughter, the royal scholar Berenice, may attend the lectures at the Forum under Roman patronage.”

Flaccus’s brow rose in surprise. “A bold request—but Caesar admires learning. I will convey it favorably.”

Arsinoë stepped forward. “And I shall accompany Her Majesty as interpreter and witness to ensure Egypt’s interests are upheld.”

Flaccus inclined his head, though his eyes flickered with doubt. “As you wish, High Priestess.”

Cleopatra allowed the cold morning breeze to play at her robes, wrapping herself in the image of an empress who brooked no insult. “Prepare the vessels for departure at week’s end,” she ordered. “And send word to the temple schools: all scrolls pertinent to history and philosophy must be packed. We sail for Rome bearing knowledge as well as tribute.”

Flaccus bowed once more and withdrew, leaving the sisters alone by the water’s edge. The merchants paused in their labors, the slaves halted their trudging, and even the gulls fell silent, as if awaiting the queen’s next move. 

Arsinoë drew in a breath. “You truly intend to stand in the Senate?”

Cleopatra’s smile was both serene and fierce. “I intend to remind them that power is earned by wisdom as much as by force. And that a queen’s voice—Egypt’s voice—carries weight across empires.”

As the sun climbed higher, spilling brilliance across the harbor, Cleopatra felt the tug of destiny. The whispers of Rome were growing, shaped by suspicion and awe alike—but soon, she would silence them all with her own words. And when she spoke, the world would listen.
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Chapter 3: First Glimpse
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The courtyard of the royal palace had been transformed into a shimmering oasis of light and sound. Tapestries of crimson and gold hung between the columns, and hundreds of oil lamps floated on the waters of a long reflecting pool at the courtyard’s center. Musicians played on silver lyres and reed flutes, weaving melodies that drifted over the murmurs of guests. Servants carried platters of quail roasted with honey and figs, bowls of spiced olives, and goblets of chilled wine drawn from the vineyards of Memphis. In every corner, the air was perfumed with frankincense and the smoky sweetness of date palm torches.

At the heart of it all stood Gaius Julius Caesar—Dictator perpetuo of Rome—his white cloak clasped at the shoulder with a simple bronze fibula. He had arrived that afternoon, crossing the desert sands atop a swift litter and sailing down the Nile under the banner of truce and alliance. His keen eyes, framed by the laurel wreath, took in the beauty of Alexandria with a mixture of admiration and calculation. Here, he recognized, lay both the riches and the risks of an empire’s most fabled frontier. Cleopatra awaited him on an elevated dais at the far end of the pool, seated upon a low ivory throne carved with serpents and lotus blossoms. She wore a gown of emerald-green silk that caught the lamplight with every subtle motion. Around her throat lay a collar of polished gold segments, each inlaid with turquoise and garnet. Her hair, glossy and dark, was coiled into an intricate knot adorned with tiny pearls. Despite the flurry of courtiers and the strains of music, her presence commanded absolute stillness.

As Caesar descended the marble steps, flanked by triumphant fanfare, all eyes turned toward the queen. His strides were measured, each footfall echoing against the polished stones. When he was halfway across the pool’s reflection, she rose—graceful and unhurried—her skirts rustling like the wings of a night bird. In that moment, their gazes met.

It was as though the world contracted around them. The flickering lamps blurred; the harp’s notes trembled in the air; even the stars seemed to lean closer. Caesar felt the familiar weight of power and ambition slip away, replaced by an electric awareness. Across the courtyard, Cleopatra’s dark eyes held him captive—sharp, intelligent, and alive with a secret promise. He halted a pace from her dais, bowing deeply. “Queen Cleopatra,” he intoned in measured Latin, voice steady but infused with genuine esteem. “Your hospitality honors Rome and its people.”

Cleopatra inclined her head, her smile slow and enigmatic. “Dictator Caesar,” she replied in his tongue, her voice a silken purr. “Egypt is indebted to Rome’s strength—and grateful for your safe passage through lands both friend and foe.” She paused, letting the compliment linger. “Please, join me.”

Behind Caesar, the assembled nobles and diplomats parted like a sea, forming a ceremonial aisle. He ascended the steps to her dais and stood before her, close enough that he could see the fine tracery of kohl that framed her eyes, the faint sheen of perspiration on her brow from the desert heat. Yet she appeared entirely composed, the very embodiment of regality.

A slave offered Caesar a goblet of rose-infused wine. He accepted it with a nod of thanks, meeting Cleopatra’s gaze once more before drinking. The wine was cool and fragrant, like summer rain distilled into crimson drops. Caesar found himself savouring not just the taste, but the moment itself—a singular instant of intimacy amid the swirl of politics.

Cleopatra stood and extended her hand. “Walk with me,” she invited, guiding him along the length of the reflecting pool. As they stepped over the lantern-lit water, the columns and tapestries passed by in a silent procession. Whispers followed in their wake: admiration, envy, suspicion. But neither of them seemed to notice.

“I have heard much of your intellect, Your Majesty,” Caesar said as they paused before a row of jasmine bushes. “Your strategies in statecraft rival those of any Roman consul.”

She tilted her head, considering him. “And I have heard of your victories beyond the Alps, of your legions’ discipline and your oratory in the Forum.” Her voice dropped to a quieter register, “Yet—my dear Caesar—words on marble seldom reveal the man behind them.”

He smiled, intrigued by her candor. “Then you must know that ambition drives me as much as duty. Rome’s future rests upon strong alliances—and upon champions who can both wield the sword and sway the people.”

They moved on, the path now lined with priests of Isis and Serapis, feasting their eyes upon the unlikely pair. “My alliance with Rome,” Cleopatra said, “is not born of weakness, but of calculated strength. Egypt’s wisdom, its grain, its scholars—all must serve the prosperity of both our realms.”

Caesar regarded her thoughtfully. “And what of passion, Cleopatra? What of the heart’s sway, beyond politics and treaties?”

The question hung between them like a suspended star. Cleopatra’s breath caught. She met his gaze without flinching. “Passion,” she murmured, “is the most potent force of all. It can topple thrones or bind them more tightly than iron.”

In that charged moment, their hands brushed—a fleeting touch that sent a ripple of warmth through Caesar’s arm. The courtiers behind them murmured in awe and dismay: a queen and a conqueror, drawn together by forces beyond their control. Suddenly, trumpets blared anew, heralding the entrance of the court chamberlain carrying a veiled casket of carved alabaster. Cleopatra broke the spell, lifting her hand as if to still the rippling water. “Shall we return to the banquet?” she asked, voice as composed as before.

Caesar nodded, but his eyes dwelt on her longer than courtesy demanded. “Lead the way, Your Majesty.”

They rejoined the feast, passing between tables laden with delicacies. As they walked, servants flitted around them, offering dates stuffed with pistachios, pastries sweetened with rosewater, and more goblets of wine. Each offering was accepted by Cleopatra, who in turn offered Caesar a taste—an exchange as symbolic as any treaty clause.

At the head table, she seated him on her right. Across the expanse of the cloth, their knees nearly touched. Conversations resumed around them, but the undercurrent had changed: here was not merely monarch and conqueror, but two souls discovering a dangerous, irresistible spark.

Cleopatra lifted her goblet toward him, her dark eyes flashing in the lamplight. “To alliances both old and new.”

Caesar raised his own, steel meeting glass. “To the destiny we shall forge together.”

And as the lamp-flames danced in their reflections, neither could deny the truth: in that first glimpse, they had found not just a political partner, but the person who would irrevocably alter the course of their lives—and of history itself.
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Chapter 4: Veiled Intentions
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Late afternoon sunlight filtered through the latticework screens of Cleopatra’s private salon, painting the marble floor with an intricate pattern of light and shadow. The room—known as the Hall of Petals—was scented with the delicate aroma of crushed jasmine and rose, its walls hung with richly embroidered tapestries depicting the Nile’s annual flood in opulent threads of gold and lapis lazuli. At one end stood a low divan piled with cushions of purple and turquoise, beside a small alabaster table bearing a porcelain bowl of pomegranate seeds.

Cleopatra sat upon the divan, her posture graceful, almost languid, as she regarded her guest across the length of the chamber. Julius Caesar stood beside a bronze brazier, its coals glowing faintly, warming the cool air. He wore a simple white tunic trimmed in crimson, his cloak set aside in the antechamber, his expression composed but alert. Between them lay the unspoken question: would Rome honor Egypt’s sovereignty, or would the Republic’s appetite for expansion swallow her kingdom whole?

Cleopatra’s fingers toyed with a single cluster of grapes from a silver dish. She raised her dark eyes, flicking them toward the brazier. “Rome’s winter can be harsh,” she observed in measured Latin, “but Egypt knows only the gentle warmth of the sun.” Her tone was light, even teasing—yet layered with purpose.
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