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FORT FINIS TERRAE is a sleepy backwater in the great Roman Empire. A young shepherd boy named Brit lives there with his sheep and faithful dog Festus.

 

It’s a quiet life for Brit and his animals in the fort. But every so often, something happens to make it a day to remember!
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CHAPTER ONE

“By Jove! I’ve never seen so much poo in my life!” Brit exclaimed, as he threw another lump on the pile next to him.

“Baaa!” complained the sheep that Brit was holding. Picking dried poo off sheep tails was not Brit’s favourite job, but someone had to do it.
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“A daggy bottom attracts flies and disease,” Brit explained to the bleating sheep. “You should be more careful and lift your tail a bit higher!”

He let go, and the sheep ran back to join the rest of the flock.

“There you are, Brit!” rang out a shrill girl’s voice. “I’ve been looking for you.”
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Brit groaned. Just what I need right now, he thought. Drusilla!




Brit’s dog, Festus, bounced off to meet her as she came skipping down the path towards them. A stocky, sly-looking boy marched along behind her.




“Hello!” Drusilla said brightly. “This is my cousin Brutus. He’s come to stay for a few days. He’s frightfully clever and ever so strong. He’s going to be a Senator in Rome when he grows up.”
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Brit smiled and said hello. The sun was right behind the boy, so he could only see his outline. He certainly was big!
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“What are you, then?” Brutus asked rudely. “A shepherd boy?”

Brit knew his place. He wasn’t exactly Drusilla’s servant, but she was sort of in charge of him. Her father was the commander of Fort Finis Terrae, so she acted like the commander of everything else – including Brit!

And Drusilla’s cousin obviously thought he was in charge too. Brutus wrinkled his nose. “What is that horrible smell?”

“I’m dagging,” said Brit. “I’m removing the dags – the bits of dried poo – from my sheep.” He was tempted to flick a lump of poo at Brutus, but thought better of it.

“I suppose that’s all a shepherd boy is good for,” Brutus sneered.
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