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Vabalathus


The door shut quietly as the beautiful Zenobia entered the room behind her young fourteen year old son. It had been three years since her dearly beloved husband Odenathus had died. Three years of such difficulty and yet finally victory was hers. It was the year 269, and after working her ploys just right she had managed to capture most of Egypt and the surrounding land. She strolled over to a couch and extended herself upon it. She did not necessarily hate the Romans, she was just ambitious. But over the years of Roman rule in her city of Palmyra, she had unwittingly adopted many of their customs. She motioned for her young son to recline beside her.


“Vabalathus, my son,” she began. “It has been three years to the day that you took your father’s place. You have proven yourself well, my dear son. Soon you shall be emperor and the Romans shall be expelled to the farthest boundaries of despair.”


She had known how to pave the way to power. She had always been ambitious for it. And she had the wit to get it. When her husband was assassinated, she did not hesitate. Her son was far too young to act towards the goals that needed to be accomplished. Her city of Palmyra had been diminishing; it was no longer the abundant city it once was. It may have maintained its importance, being a port city between the two grand empires of Rome and Persia, between Emessa and the great Euphrates River, but still it had been faltering. She knew how to act and she understood the art of war and combat.


Knowing the current state that Rome was in, having to extend its resources to fight off several rebellions and invasions in the west, she had quickly invaded Egypt. The Romans could do nothing to stop her. She herself had been there, on the battle line itself, to motivate her troops, to inspire them with courage. She herself had seen them take its cities one by one, repelling the Roman soldiers. She was a warrior woman and she knew how to fight. She did not fear men and the guises they tried to align. She stood to the ranks of her men, and they respected her.


“Mother, I wish to eat before I rest for the night,” her son said interrupting her thoughts. “Please send a dish of spices to my chamber. I shall ready myself for sleep.” With these words he gently parted from his mother’s side and headed towards the door. Immediately two servants followed in his steps to serve any matter their lord might desire, no matter how trivial. Within moments he was gone.


Her son was growing into a man, she thought, and she was proud of her budding progeny. She still had much to do though. Those tiresome Romans continued to persist in fighting her, and she had to make sure that her troops were getting their correct provisions. She had people to do this for her, but she needed to make sure that they did their jobs correctly too. It was about nigh time to get up, but feeling her relaxed state she decided otherwise. She clapped her hands and a servant girl ran over to her.


“Yes, mistress,” the servant responded.


“Fetch me a glass of wine, but make sure it’s not diluted too much.” There was a lot of stress on her mind, and she just wanted some time to throw it all away, even if only for a night.


“Right away, my mistress,” the girl said turning.


“Bring me a new jar of oil too.” The girl nodded her understanding as she left for the requested items. Zenobia would show the world her triumph. She already had begun thinking further ahead. She would spread propaganda for her son and herself, to fortify their position as the ruling body of their growing empire. She was already popular with her people. After all, she was a very tolerant ruler, even to the point that she tolerated the Jews. She increased the bounty of her city, making it more plentiful and rich with abundance of exotic and rare things.


She was a proud woman with high expectations. Her son would become the emperor and she would command the real power. She already did after all. The Roman Empire was in too much disarray to fully handle her. The Roman emperor Gellenius had been murdered, and while he lived he had had his hands full with other troubles more important than her. Now she was fighting the sole emperor Claudius Gothicus. But nothing to worry about.


The servant girl finally returned, graciously handing over the chalice of wine to her mistress, and setting the bowl of oil beside her. Zenobia glanced at the girl, and with a wave of her hand dismissed her. Now she wanted to be alone.


She lifted the chalice to her fertile lips and sipped the wine, soon placing it upon a stand. A woman ruling behind the hand of her fourteen year old son in a world of men was no easy task. Indeed, it was very stressful. Slowly she rose from her couch and clutched the bowl of oil. Tired with fatigue and stress she strode over to her area of worship. She bent to her knees and filled her oil lamp with the oil from the bowl.

It was a very intricate lamp she had obtained from an assault on a city in Egypt. The lamp was smooth and curved and the center curved down into a bowl-like formation. Within this center there was an image of the goddess Allat, the Arabic goddess her son had been named after, standing with pride and wisdom. Here she was pouring the oil, which drained into a hole supplying the lamp with enough oil to maintain a flame for some time. She placed the lamp upon the ground and began praying to the venerable goddess. She knew the gods were on her side.

Zenobia sat there kneeling, praying to the gods for some time, until finally she relaxed herself and stood back up. She walked over to her table and picked up a comb. Upon picking up the small but beautiful instrument, she thought back to when she was little and raised by her own mother. She was named for her mother, her name meaning “daughter of the one with beautiful long hair,” after all. She would fulfill her duty as a mother and insure the success of her young son.

The time was late though. Quickly she drank the wine and ate the food left for her by her servants. She staggered over to her bed, and climbed aloft. Her bed was soft and comfortable. She had done so much in her life. And now here she was in the fruits of her success, on the expensive bed with the luxurious silk sheets, diving into the dreams of sleep that would temporarily divert her from the battles of tommorow.
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