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  The Most Remarkable Woman

As I lie bleeding, begging for my life in my mother’s arms, I saw the perpetrator standing near us with a satisfied expression on his face. It reminded me of a similar situation many years ago when I was a ten year old boy, crying and looking for comfort from my mother and the same perpetrator, my brother standing next to us.

Today, as I am sitting, from my vantage point in the clouds, looking down, I can see the most remarkable woman in my life, my mother, Julia Domna. My mother was born in 170A.U.C. in a noble family. She was one of the two daughters of Julius Bassianus, high priest of the son god, at the sanctuary of Emesa. My mother’s older sister’s name was Julia Maesa. Both my aunt and my mother were inseparable and shared the same dreams and ambitions.

At seventeen, my mother was married to my father, Septimius Severus. My father was of North African origin, and came from a family of senatorial rank. He was extremely superstitious and a great believer in astrology. He was attracted to my mother because her horoscope stated that she was to be married to an emperor. Therefore in hope of becoming emperor one day, he married her. Although it was not his first marriage, it proved to be a happy one. My father also cherished my mother for her political opinions. After all she was well read and keen in philosophy. 

One year after my parent’s marriage in 187 my brother Caracalla was born and the following year I, Geta came into existence. Finally in 193 my father’s belief in destiny, supported by his ambition, came to fruition when he became the Emperor of Rome. He reigned during the Severan Dynasty.  

My father always insisted that my mother accompany him in his campaigns, which was an uncommon event. Women then were expected to wait in Rome for their husbands. He was also very affectionate toward her. One of the things he did to prove his affection was to have coins minted with her portrait with the title mater castrorum (mother of the camp). 

As empress, my mother had become very powerful and actively participated in decision making which brought her plenty of political enemies. She faced many accusations of treason and adultery, although I knew they were never true.

Meanwhile there was no love lost between my brother and me. We were always fighting on one thing or another. While I was close to my mother; Caracalla was always my father’s favorite. 

However, I did consider myself to be extremely fortunate having been born into this well educated family. My father’s passion for astrology was matched by my mother’s thirst for knowledge. With higher learning, a domain usually reserved for men, my mother carved out her own path to pursue it anyways. She acted as a patroness of literature and learning, at the times when women were less favored then men in respect of literacy and education. 

She not only actively participated in debates on different philosophical subjects but also utilized her position to commission many literary works. She also always surrounded herself with historians, doctors, lawyers, and even philosophizers. 

When my father was in his death bed my mother, Caracalla, and I were very close to him. The doctors had said that he had a thyroid problem, which could not be healed. On February 4, 211A.U.C. my father died with my mother weeping around his neck. 

Before he died he told Caracalla and me to, “Be united, enrich the soldiers, and scorn the rest.” These were his last words before his departure. He wanted us to share the empire, but Caracalla and I came to realize that the only way to avoid a civil war was to divide the empire. He was to get Europe and the north-west of Africa, while I was to have all of the Asiatic provinces.

This idea bothered my mother, knowing that if her two sons were to break up the empire, how would they split their own mother. Immediately she brought this to our attention and for a while my brother, my mother, and I pondered on the situation. 

Both at home and abroad, day and night I had surrounded myself with many soldiers and supporters knowing that my brother had evil intentions. This wise decision on my part, to protect myself, stumped my brother and pushed him lower into asking my mother to summon both of us in her room on the pretext of reconciliation.

As mother and I were sitting, side-by-side waiting for him a great burst of trumpets had been aroused and slaves carrying bowls of fruit and bars of gold aligned the outline of the room. Caracalla entered in an elegant litter carried by four slaves. 

Immediately after he got down he hugged my mother and then I knew it was my turn. I felt his arm around my shoulder and for a moment I felt that we were actually brothers and that feeling surely did not last long.

In the sleeves of one of his slaves hid a razor sharp blade and with no hesitation the slave struck my back. There I was lying in my mother’s arms crying and suffering this great pain that my one and only brother had inflicted on me. 

I begged my mother to help me but it was too late. My soul had departed and the last thing I remember was my mother’s beautiful face and her cry. My mother was helpless and could do nothing. What the Fates had decided was not to be questioned.

My brother’s brutality did not stop there. He did not allow my mother to weep or lament my death even in privacy. Instead he forced her to rejoice and be cheerful. He had her watched and guarded making sure a tear was not shed. I am still not sure if this was his way of covering up his guilt.

After I had died Caracalla battled many allegations concerning my sudden death, but finally succeeded in becoming the emperor. His cruel and ruthless manners helped him in gaining many enemies including Marcus Opellius Macrinus who was second in command to my brother. At one point, Macrinus feared for his own life as my brother had a tendency to murder political opponents. Thus he assassinated my brother.    
It has been six years since I left her. As I look down I do not see the same woman that I knew. She has changed and I know it has not been for the best. Now after all the 

suffering she has experienced throughout her life, I see my mother in her state of downfall with no one to support or comfort her. 

I see now that the anger between my brother and me had torn our family and our mother apart. I wish that my brother and I could have gotten along better and maybe all this hate between us in our adult years would never had happened. 

In her death bed, I see, she is suffering from breast cancer and has decided to starve herself to death. It gives me great pain to see the most remarkable and exceptional woman in my life suffer but at the same time I am happy to know that when she dies I will be reunited with her. 
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