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1st Essay Contest – School ref 52 – winner Rachel T; subject Septimius Severus

LET US HOPE THAT LOVE PREVAILS

My father, Septimius Severus, was born in Africa many years ago.  He joined the army at a low rank, but his

position rose higher as his skill increased.  He married my mother, Julia Domna, when he was not an important figure

in the army.  My mother’s horoscope showed that she would marry an emperor, not an unimportant soldier, but that

didn’t discourage my father.  In fact, it only made my father hope that someday he would be great and he worked very

hard to achieve his destiny. 

 My father, Severus, was in charge of the Eastern Legions when he heard that the emperor Pertinax had been

murdered.  His troops declared him the emperor.  My father then went to Rome and seized the crown for himself.

            This is about where I entered the picture.  My name is Geta.  I was about ten years old then, and I was just

starting to understand what my father was accomplishing.  In the years that followed, the things that caught my

attention were mostly my father’s battles against his many rivals and my fights with my horrible brother Caracalla,

who hated me.  

            My father had to deal with two main rivals for the crown, Pescennius Niger and Clodius Albinus.  In spite of 

the effort, of their armies, they were both defeated. 

            There was also fighting in the family.  Caracalla and I never got along well.  People talk about ‘brotherly love’

but the relationship between Caracalla and me was proof that brothers do not always care about each other’s welfare. 

The problem was not only that we did not care for each other, but that we loathed each other.  Caracalla was better 

than me at everything, and he made sure that I knew that.  Whenever I tried to stand up against his arrogant manner, 

he embarrassed me in front of our father.  I was always Mother’s favorite, but he was Father’s.  I often got punished

for things that I didn’t do because Father believed Caracalla’s every word.  If you had seen Caracalla and me together,

you would not have thought us to be brothers because of the glare that rested upon our brows as we each tried to out

stare the other.  Caracalla usually won. 

            When my Father died, he told us to rule together as brothers.  Of course that could never happen because

neither of us enjoyed each other’s company.  In fact, both of wished that we were not even remotely related to the

other.  I wanted to forget our grudges and begin again.  I was sure that Caracalla would never agree to a truce, so I was

surprised when a servant of his came to my rooms saying that Caracalla wanted to speak of peace.  I was told that we

were going to meet in Mother’s apartments so that she would be there to give us wisdom as we settled our endless

argument.   

            Mother and I were there when Caracalla knocked on the door.  He entered with a grand procession of servants 

and guards.  He embraced me as if all was forgotten.  He stepped back and nodded a deep and affectionate nod in my

direction.  Just as we were about to sit and talk, I saw a shadow moving on the wall.  I turned around, but I was too 

late.  I felt a sharp pain in my shoulder.  Another burst of pain erupted in my back.  I turned towards Caracalla for 
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help, and saw a sly grin on his face.  I realized that Caracalla had ordered his centurions to murder me.  I ran into my

mother’s arms and begged her to protect me.

             My blood soaked her clothes as she tried to shield me from the death we both knew was to come.  The final

blow sunk deep into my heart. The last thing I remember was my mother’s beautiful face, and the last thing I heard

was her sobs of lament.              I left my wounded body behind as I escaped a sinful world and entered an eternal

happiness.  From my perch in the clouds I was able to look down at my brother’s life.  He became a cruel emperor, 

whose life ended as dreadfully as mine did. 

            The new rival to the throne, Macrinus, was now Caracalla’s enemy.  Macrinus sent his friend and fellow

Caracalla-hater, Martialis, to murder my brother.  As Caracalla stepped off his horse after a long ride, Martialis

walked up to him and pretended to ask a question.  Caracalla began to answer, when suddenly Martialis drew his

sword and mortally wounded my brother. 

                        As I look back on my life I wish that my brother and I had treated each other as brothers.  So much pain

came from a little bit of anger.  Anger is perilous.  It ruined my relationship with my brother, it gave me great distress,

and it killed my brother and myself before him.  If anger is not controlled, it will break the world in two someday.

Anger is succeeding in overcoming the world.  Let us hope that love prevails. 


