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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 do you mean I can’t go to the toilet?!”

Drusilla’s piercing voice echoed through the cold and empty bath house.
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The icicles on the ceiling tinkled. One broke off, fell silently through the air and shattered on the frozen bath water below. Festus barked and chased the broken bits across the ice.

“We can’t leave the fort,” Brit explained. “There’s too much snow!”

It was the worst winter anyone could remember. Fort Finis Terrae was surrounded by deep, thick drifts of snow. Worst of all, they had run out of firewood, and no one could get in or out of the gates to get any more.
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Brit had left the barn where he lived and moved his sheep into the centre of the fort, where they would be safe until the snow thawed.

The courtyard of the fort looked more like a farmyard than the nerve centre of a highly disciplined fighting force. Brit spent most of the time clearing up sheep poo and throwing it over the castle walls into the icy sea below.

“But I need to gooooooo!” Drusilla wailed.
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The icy wind whistled through the frozen corridors of Fort Finis Terrae. The storm outside blew flurries of snow through the windows of the bath house.




Drusilla was not happy. She sniffed loudly and then wrinkled her cold, red nose. “What’s that awful smell?”

“Blocked drains,” Brit sighed. “And cabbages. It’s been such a hard winter, there are only cabbages left to eat. Cabbage is so stinky – and now the toilets have frozen solid!”
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Drusilla stamped on the tail of a dolphin on the mosaic-covered floor. “So there are no toilets? Oh, I hate this place! If we were in Rome, it would be like summer now. I need to go! I’m bursting!”

“The only way in or out of the fort is through the tunnel that leads to the beach below the fortress walls,” Brit explained. “Some people are using the sand dunes on the beach as toilets. But you can’t go out there now – not while this storm is raging.”
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