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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

“What would happen if the barbarians attacked us now?” Brit wondered aloud, as he dumped his heavy sheaf of barley on the hay cart.

“Ha!” laughed Bumptius Matius, the Chief Engineer. “There haven’t been barbarians round here for as long as I can remember.”
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Brit stood up to stretch his aching back and looked all around him. The sun was beating down on the soldiers of the legion, who were all in their underpants, cutting and tying stacks of barley.


 


[image: images]



 



The soldiers had very little to do these days. They just helped out wherever they were needed. Right now, the barley needed to be harvested for the winter, and everyone was pitching in.
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“There’s no need to worry about barbarians!” bellowed a loud voice behind them. The soldiers stood to attention as Gluteus Maximus, the Fort Commander, came striding across the field towards them.

“Barbarians!” squeaked the girl at his side. “There aren’t any barbarians here, are there Daddy?”

Gluteus Maximus smiled at his daughter and spoke in a gentle voice. “There are no barbarians, my little sweetie pie. Just this field of barley to get safely cut and stored away.”

He turned back to the soldiers and bellowed, “What are you waiting for you lazy oafs? Get back to work! That barley won’t stack itself!”
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“Err… it’s not just the barley, sir,” said Bumptius Matius, bowing his head and saluting. “There’s the apples in the orchard too. They’ll be ripe for picking any moment. Someone needs to go down there and keep the birds away.”

“Festus and I can do that!” Brit said chirpily. “Festus loves chasing birds,” he added, smiling at his beloved dog. Anything was better than carrying these heavy stacks of barley around.
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