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 The cold surface of the narrow passage received the heavy soles of the dead with 
equally heavy, apathetic pat-pats. She proceeded, blindly continuing to tread upon the 
cold, indifferent floor, wondering whether the walls of this hallow passage remembered 
any of the past souls that have tread before her; if they listen to the lively wind coming 
from the outside world carrying mournful cries. She concluded that surely they don’t and 
how millions have come down walking this route and how the walls, like death, don’t 
discriminate between the rich and poor, the prestigious and decrepit, the mass populous 
and herself. Then, she thought herself foolish for wondering about the ways of walls. She 
believed the other ambling souls fortunate to be rubbing shoulders with one such as 
herself; being that this is the only and final circumstance that they would get to do so; for 
she was Livia Drusilla.  
 With coins in hand, Livia followed the mass herd evermore downward to the river 
Styx, where Charon stood ready and waiting, oar in hand, to row the approaching 
aggregation across. Between the Styx and the Rubicon, Livia wondered which crossing 
Caesar felt more definite and complete. Anxiously fingering the worn embossing on the 
coin and staring intensely into it, a younger, certainly happier, version of her stared back. 
The slender image on the coin wore a proud, stoic expression; head and neck erect, thin 
lips pushed together and outward to form a modest smile, a heavy brow that was 
weighted by worries. Directly underneath the image, were the thick letters that spelled 
out ‘pietas’ which means ‘devotion to duty’. She thought about the grave meaning and 
significance of this six-letter word as she delicately placed the coins in the rough palm of 
Charon, thus, parting with her past self and past life. A passenger, empty of any coins, 
asked Charon why he needed to give coins, what business the rower of the underworld 
had with money.  

“This payment is not representative of money so much as the acknowledgment of 
your debt to the gods and their protection,” Charon dully breathed out. 

“Hercle! What debt is owed!?! We’re forced to pay tribute to gods that lust for 
and rape our women? Gods that ruthlessly slaughter and plague when they squabble with 
one another? Incestful, domineering, troublesome gods? If it weren’t for them we’d all 
still be living now. We’d still be living!” the man burst out. 

A loud murmur of agreements rose up among the coinless, but at this point their 
futile effort and energy was wasted for the cries, as well as the images of them, were 
fading as Charon rhythmically rowed to the other side; then again, it’s not as if the 
stranded coinless had anywhere to go, being that they’re now doomed to wander for 
countless years.  

Passing Cerberus, the mass of shades ambled onward with a sullen mood about 
them all. They were now nearing the three judges, Minos, Rhadamanthos, and Aeacus, 
who would analyze their past-lives and see how morally each person lived it. Livia, her 
face now growing whiter and whiter with each step, was fearing for her soul and pitying 
herself. With sudden desperateness and concentration, she now was prying her life apart, 
searching for all the good deeds she did (and overlooking the others). It now was her turn. 



Livia stepped forward and was shrouded by three menacing, elongated shadows 
that connected to three tall, threatening silhouettes of three men sitting at podiums. She 
couldn’t see their eyes, but she could feel every eye boring into her and through her, 
unraveling her appearance, and staring upon her naked, exposed character. The middle 
silhouette leaned forward into the light and smirked. A voice then broke the silence. 

“Ah…Livia Drusilla, this moment comes at last. I’ve waited for this moment. We 
all have…,” the middle one began.  

“Yes, yes, you’ve sent a good many people here, now it’s finally your turn…,” 
boomed another from the left. 

“I suppose you know where you’re headed at the conclusion of this meeting 
…indeed you do…but let us go over your life for the sheer amusement of it…,” the right 
one ended. 

Many Gods and demigods came to watch the judgment of Livia and all focused 
on her. Livia, now dead white, but still standing undaunted and proud, refused to be 
reduced to tears. She held her head high, her nose higher, and paid little attention to the 
judges. Attention then shifted to the pool of water immediately in front of the three 
figures, where images of Livia’s past life were surfacing then fading. Minos, 
Rhadamanthos, and Aeacus then began commenting and conversing among themselves 
about the images in the pool. 

“Hmm…nothing bad yet…daughter of Marcus Livius Drusus Claudius and 
Alfidia…married Tiberius Claudius Nero at age 15 and bore him two sons: Tiberius and 
Drusus…” 

“Ah, here we go,” another figure smirked, “Divorced several years later so she 
could marry Octavian! Furthering her own life at the cost of others…” 

“The marriage was important to Octavian, too, though. Livia had an impressive 
lineage and name so it attracted other families to support him. In fact, the marriage 
might’ve been the single most important event in his rise to absolute power.” 

“That doesn’t justify the fact that she was a power-whore.” 
Murmurs rose among the audience. Livia was still unmoved. New images 

appeared and the judges went on. 
“Hmmm…decent period after the marriage to Octavian…suitable wife, loyal, 

obedient, advised him, devoted to him…” 
“Then begin the moral downfall,” one chimed in as a picture of a raging battle 

surfaces in the pool, “after Octavian won the Battle of Actium, and received title 
“Augustus”,  the determined ambitiousness starts coming out again…her husband is 
emperor, and she has statues and built for her, but she wants more…” 

“Yes, after Augustus proclaimed Gaius and Lucius his heirs, she killed Gaius and 
Lucius by ordering a hole be made on the side of their boat….tsk, tsk…”  

“All this for her son Tiberius to eventually become emperor…” 
“And a few years after Tiberius was reluctantly named heir by Augustus (because 

of lack of options), she killed Augustus…I guess he was not needed anymore…a great 
emperor killed by a poisoned fig…” 

“Tiberius then reigns as Emperor, but Livia gets nervous that her grandson, 
Germanicus, is getting a bit too popular with the people for her liking…so of course he 
had to go…” 



“Tiberius got sick of being ruled by her so he permanently left Rome to distance 
himself from her…” 

Now addressing Livia one said, “then you died of old age and here you are 
today…oh, and I thought you should know, Tiberius didn’t attend your funeral or carry 
out your will…Do you have any justifications of your past actions?” 

For the first time, Livia acknowledged the presence of the judges and spoke 
confidently and proudly.  

“Pietas. The fitting word placed on my coin, I will now use as my defense. My 
devotion to duty was too great. Before I stepped in, Rome was going to the lions, and I 
was not about to let that happen. I was the only one who could save Rome. I needed to 
rule Rome through Octavian and Tiberius in order to save it. Some people stood between 
me and my grand vision, so consequently, they had to be silenced. I love Rome too much, 
not to keep her under my wing. With that said, march me to the flames of Tartarus; 
subject me to the torture of the Furies that await me there, but know this: I won’t give out 
a single cry. I am now ready to go.”  

The whole audience, even Dis and Mors, reverently respected Livia as she was 
silently marched away. A tear of regret dropped down Livia’s cheek. She didn’t regret a 
single calculated action that she made in her past life, but she regretted not being there 
now to save and be there for Rome. The tear silently dropped from her cheek and fused 
into the River Lethe, as she knelt down to place her head in.  


