
I, Octavia

I slept in today, as usual. I deserve it. Besides it keeps me looking young and beautiful. I deserve that too.
I am not insecure. Im sure my skin is admired in all Rome, and no one prepares their hair for as long and as well as I. 	Comment by Paul Wright: Inference rather than statement? Her being in Rome could come thru incidental detail

The focus of the party might structure the whole(?)
Sleep makes my eyes sharp, and one needs sharp eyes in my position. If I am to have the morning relaxation I deserve, then one must be vigilant to ensure the slaves apply themselves to the tasks I have given them and were born to do. There are many important tasks chores that need to be completed, so they must begin early, before I arise. 
Just this morning I had to chastise one of the wretched creatures. “Look upon me. Gaze upon my beauty and squirm.” I glared at his shivering, kneeling form. His head was bowed, as it always should be in front of me. “Know your place. Stay on your knees and kowtow to me.” I laughed as he did so. I thought he was going to wet himself, like a dog. “Reflect on my superiority.” I waved an arm above his quivering head. “You are dismissed.”	Comment by Paul Wright: Experiment with idiom
It was a bit theatrical.I felt like one of those ghastly actors in the amphitheatre, but one has to do these displays. It impresses the simple minded barbarians. They need to be told and put in their place. Otherwise what will become of us? 
One has to keep up ones appearance. Others need to know. You have to keep up the pretence… No.. Aura. I try to radiate with the light of Minerva, whenever I am in company; whether that be a slave, common fish seller or those stuck-up wives whose pompous husbands loudly proclaim, like a lowly actor, in front of the emperor.
You can’t get a proper bath or even a wash from a female slave if they do not respect your authority. As my mother told me, “These people need to be broken. They are just beasts of burden in human guise.”
My father leaned over me, growling, “They are our enemies gloriously crushed in defeat. They are not worthy of empathy or justice. Pity and grief should only be felt for one’s own.”
My mother nodded thoughtfully, like one of those Greek philosophers. “Treat them as you want them to be treated. They need to be made to realise what they are meant to do. It is the only way to get them to work properly. Rome must always produce. To be a great empire, it must produce more. That is what the barbarians are for.”
That is why I spend so much coinage on getting just the right sort of slaves. I like the obedient ones who bathe me and groom me just the way I like it. It takes the slaves hours to curl my hair, but every curl is worth it. You do not get the beauty I have without putting in lots of effort. And for that, after all the exertion of being bathed, I think I deserve the rubbing in of scented oils.
Those women near the merchant district, not far from that bustling obnoxious-smelling port, do not have slaves and so do not look after themselves. I am sure they will say beauty matters to them. It matters to all women. Some are even childishly obsessed with it. They think about nothing else. But those women let themselves slouch around the streets and noisy markets in drab and dirty togas, sweating away their drab and dirty lives. Not everyone makes the effort that is required. They think only of themselves.
Whereas I have thoughts for other importances - such as ensuring my villa is a clean place for the return, from the foreign wars, of my Centurion General husband. Leading all those men into battle against those disgusting Visigoths has given him the body of a statue of Hercules - all tight muscles and chiselled jaw. He deserves a clean home as much as he deserves me. 
My home is a place to entertain his fellow generals, as muscular and rich as my husband. It can only be tolerated that they bring their wives along with them. So I like to ensure my home is absolutely immaculate. I set the slaves to work immediately the day before. The secret is to make it look natural and without particular effort. 
“Oh, Octavia, you do have such a clean villa,” Drusilla droned one evening. “I never expected that from you.”
“Oh, it’s easily done, really.”
I think I have the modesty of Juno. 
My secret is simple. Ask yourself, how can one run a household, a state even, unless you keep the slaves under control? I am proud of what I have done with my home. Showing your husband’s wealth is important. How are others to know your value otherwise? 
For example, in just one recent instance, I caught a female slave grumbling to another when they were washing my laundry, saying how tedious it all was, having to wash all the clothes in a large tub rather than in a stream. 
Why does everyone have to be so irritating? I will not tolerate it. I will not stand for any insubordination. Who do they think they are?!
However, I am not a vindictive person. You only have to look at my face to see that. My eyes are as pure as Minerva’s. I would go as far as to say they contrast appealingly with my blemish-free cheeks. Cheeks, Venus herself would be proud of. 
I am also merciful. So I did not whip her. I do not whip slaves. Instead I instructed a male slave to do it for me. Besides it is too messy to do it inside my villa. That would make more work for the other slaves. I do not want to cause them any more trouble. As I said, I am merciful. I prefer to run a household efficiently. 
To do his next task I instructed him to take her outside. I have a special spot put aside in the yard. Allocating chores to certain areas is a wonderful way to ensure a household runs effectively. I recommend it.
After his task was complete she washed and laid out my clothes to dry, in the manner I had specifically asked her to. Her constant sobbing made her face ugly, but what can you do?
Perhaps, to show forgiveness, I will get her to feed me finger-food at the party tonight.



