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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

“I am bored, bored, bored!” sighed Drusilla. “It’s been raining for weeks. I’m cold, I’m damp and every time I go outside my hair gets all frizzy!”

“Come and have another game of knucklebones,” said Brit, throwing five sheep’s bones into the air.
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He caught them on the back of his hand, lined up in a neat row in the crack between his first and second fingers. “Hey! Peas in a pod!” he cheered. “How good am I?”
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“It’s so boring playing with you,” Drusilla grumbled. “You always win.”

While the rain continued to pour outside Brit’s barn, there wasn’t much else to do. The chickens were roosting in the rafters, quietly clucking to themselves. The sheep were munching their hay, and Brit’s dog, Festus, was fast asleep in the corner. What else could Brit and Drusilla do, but wait for the rain to stop?
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“There must be loads of things for you to do at the fort,” Brit said hopefully, wondering when Drusilla might think it was time to go home and leave him alone.

Drusilla’s father, Gluteus Maximus, was the Commander of Fort Finis Terrae. That meant Drusilla thought she was in charge too.

She had sort of adopted Brit, and thought of him as a bit of a pet.

“Oh, the whole fort is leaking, and Daddy has the soldiers running about with buckets to catch the drips,” Drusilla explained. “It’s dark, damp and cold. It’s much nicer here in your warm, dry barn.”


 


[image: images]



 


Brit sighed. It looked like Drusilla would be sticking around for a while!

“I wonder if it will EVER stop raining,” he said. “The sheep need to get out and eat fresh grass – they’ll be having their lambs any day now. Maybe the gods are angry with us. Or maybe they’re sad, and can’t stop crying, and the rain is their tears.”
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