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THE GREEN BRONZE MIRROR 
by 

Lynne Ellison 
Illustrations by Philip Smiley 

I 
THE SEA ROLLED MAJESTICALLY ON TO THE BROAD, 
FLAT sands, and the breeze blew a sharp salty tang into Karen's 
face. She felt a burst of energy drive through her, and started to run 
through the shallows with the wind behind her. The cold water 
splashed her bare legs and made dark splotches on her shorts, but 
she didn't care. How could she bother with boring things like wet 
shorts when she was on holiday by the sea with nobody else at all 
on the beach, except a few people collecting shells half a mile 
away?  

She ran faster and looked down, seeing her own bare feet 
striking the clear, rippled water and sending silver drops to right 
and left.  

At last she slowed to a walk and looked about her. She was 
down at the far end of the bay now, where the picnickers rarely 
came, and the dunes, crowned with long grass like tufts of hair, 
rose on her right. She went towards them and struggled up the soft, 
dry sand, and lay on her stomach to see over the top.  

Inland the ground was flat, rising gradually to hills in the 
distance. Tiny, white-walled farms stood out clearly in the early-
morning light. Grey, twisted roads wound between them, and here 
and there Were areas of dotted woodland. Away on the headland 
rose the ruins of an old Norman castle.  

Karen snuggled deeper into the sand and watched the postman 
ride past on the road below, steadily pedalling his old red bicycle. 
In her imagination he turned into a Turkish troop-train, and she 
was Lawrence of Arabia waiting to blow him up. Behind her lay 
the wild tribesmen of the desert, their Arab horses tethered at the 
bottom of the dune ... this was a dangerous venture. Just a little bit  
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farther ... now! Boom! The wrecked train heeled on to its side 

and she raised her arm to start the charge. 
'Karen! Kaa-ren!' Her sister came running along the seashore, 

yelling at the top of her voice. She flung herself down on the dune, 
panting.   

Anne was ten, five years younger than Karen. She had light 
brown hair in two short plaits and a freckled snub nose. She was a 
pleasant child, and Karen was fond of her, but like most younger 
sisters she could be irritating when she was not wanted.  

She was not particularly wanted now.  
'You spoiled my daydream,' said Karen with mock sorrow. 'Oh 

dear! Was it a nice one?' Anne laughed. 'So this is where you were. 
I've been looking all over for you. What are you doing down here 
by yourself?'   

‘Just running about. I like being by myself. When will you learn 
that?'   

Anne ignored the last remark. 'I'm going to the shops to get a 
postcard for Gran. Coming?'   

'No thanks. I hate those ghastly little trinket-places. It's so much 
nicer here-good and lonely.'  

'I'd rather be with people. It's nine-thirty, you know.  
Mum'll be wondering where you are.'  

'Is it really? I still don't think I'll go back yet, though.  
Goodbye.'  

Anne ran off, dismissed.  
There was no point in continuing the daydream now.  

The postman, alias Turkish troop-train, had long since vanished. 
Karen got up and stretched. The hair blew into her eyes and she 
turned round so that it trailed behind. It was too long, she thought; 
it needed cutting.  

She went slowly down to the sea again, and finding a piece of 
wood brought in by the tide, she drew a. horse in the firm wet 
sand; a good horse, because she'd been drawing them a long time, 
galloping along the ground with its legs in an interesting position. 
The position was correct, though; she had studied photographs and  
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knew just how a horse's legs behaved when it galloped.  
There was a sort of science in it.   
Looking at the horse-drawing, she felt an itch to gallop herself, 

and turned to go farther along the beach.   
About a hundred yards away she saw that there was a large 

section of sand cut off from the rest by a deep channel. Along this 
the sea water flowed fast, pushed through by the current from the 
other side of the bay.   

Smiling to herself and wondering which would be the best place 
to cross, Karen walked along one bank, but as the channel didn't 
seem to get any shallower she waded in. The water soon came up 
to the hem of her shorts, and she had vague ideas of turning back, 
but it came no higher so she continued. The current pushed hard at 
her legs, and the water didn't look or smell too nice. She thought of 
sewage, especially as it was a pale yellow colour; then decided that 
as she was two-thirds of the way across it was silly to go back.   

Although the other bank shelved steeply and smoothly, she 
scrambled up easily enough, and now the whole island was hers! 

It was wide and flat, marvellously lonely and beautiful in its 
solitude, and well suited to the mood she was in. There was 
absolutely nothing on it except a few gulls standing by the distant 
gleam of sea. The sky overhead was a sweep of wind-driven 
clouds, accenting the loneliness, and high up a lapwing mewed 
plaintively.   

Karen's feet sank slightly into the sand, leaving wet puddles 
when she moved them; it was not as hard as it looked. Hoping 
there was no chance of its being quicksand, she started to run. The 
brisk sea air seemed to give her boundless energy, and she sped on, 
leaving silvery tracks behind her that gradually filled with water, 
and then sand again. The gulls standing by the sea saw her from a 
long distance, and flapped heavily away. When she reached their 
former stance, all that was left were a few triangular prints and 
some bird droppings.  

But there was something else, Karen soon realized, something 
almost buried in the sand. It was a greenish colour, and looked like 
the handle of some object. Karen stooped and touched it out of  
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curiosity. It seemed to be made of metal, and she knelt down to 
dig  

it out of the sand.  
It was an old mirror-a flat disc of metal about six inches across, 

set on to a decorated handle. The whole surface was covered in 
grit, and the handle was eroded, as though it had been there a very 
long time. Karen stared and wondered and then went and washed 
the object in the sea.  

Under the sand and the dirt the metal turned out to be bronze, a 
beautiful green, presumably owing to age. Strangely, the flat mirror 
part was completely smooth and untouched, whereas the handle 
was pitted and partially eaten away, although the design of 
delicately twining leaves was still visible.  

Karen wondered who had dropped it, and then the idea came to 
her that it might be an ancient relic-Norman, Saxon, or perhaps 
even Roman. Suppose she had found something of real historical 
interest!  

'I wonder if I could still see myself in it?' she said aloud, and 
took out her handkerchief to rub it. It took time, but gradually she 
worked up a shine on the metal, and as she did so a curious tingling 
came to her from the mirror, almost as if the metal were coming to 
life. Karen distinctly felt it vibrate and examined her tingling hand, 
but there was no mark on the skin. She glanced into the mirror, 
slowly.  
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II  
SHE WAS LYING ON A GRASSY SLOPE WITH THE SUN WARMING her 

cheek. Her head ached violently, and she sat up slowly, trying to think 
what had happened. When she looked down she saw that she was still 
clutching the mirror, and that reminded her. She'd found it on the 
island, and looked into it. Yes, that was right, she thought; the last 
thing she'd done was look into the mirror, and she couldn't remember 
anything after that, just a second of time and she was here but where 
was here?  

Karen jumped quickly to her feet and looked for the village, but it 
was nowhere in sight. Could she have got somewhere else without 
knowing it? No! She recognized the shape of the headland, although 
there seemed to be something missing. After a minute's reflection she 
realized that the old Norman castle had disappeared.  

She scratched her head, puzzled. The very shape of the beach Was 
different. Surely it had been broader than that? Where were the island 
and the dunes? The heath swept right down to the thin, half-moon 
curve of white sand, with no dunes anywhere.  

Karen was completely mystified She wondered if she was 
dreaming and pinched herself, but the sun shone down brightly still, 
and the little brown bees buzzed to and fro among the furze and 
harebells. If it was a dream, it was a very real one.  

She cast her mind back to the island, hoping to remember 
something that might help, and then it came to her that it had been 
a wild and windy day when she had found the mirror, and it 
certainly wasn't that now.  

Could the mirror have anything to do with it, she wondered, and 
glanced at it as it lay on the ground. 'What have you done to me, 
you stupid thing?' she cried in a sudden fit of temper; then picked 
it up roughly, and flung it away as hard as she could.  

She never saw where it landed, because just then she heard a 
tramping of feet, looked to see who it was, and stared, incredulous.  

Marching steadily down a track that led to the beach came ten 
men with an officer leading them. It was their clothes that made 
Karen stare. They wore tunics coming half way to their knees, 
intricately bound leather sandals, metal armour around their 
bodies, and: helmets gleaming in the sun. Each man carried a  
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heavy six-foot spear and an oblong shield, and the officer's 
helmet was crowned with a short plume of horsehair.  

Karen dropped to the ground among the furze bushes and tried 
to figure out what they could be. She could have sworn that they 
were Romans, exactly like the ones pictured in 'Roman Britain' 
which she read in school last term, but the idea was so impossible 
that she tried to dismiss it. How could there be Romans in this day 
and age? Unless... unless the mirror had taken her back-about two 
thousand years. But that was preposterous. Perhaps the men were 
just part of some sort of advertising gimmick. Still, that didn't 
explain the disappearance of the castle. Maybe the men would 
explain that to her. She'd ask them.  

She stood up and faced them resolutely, waiting for them to 
come level with her.  

The officer saw her first.  
'Halt!' he bellowed, and beckoned imperiously to Karen. 'Come 

here!'  
Karen stood before him, feeling rather foolish in her shorts and 

striped T-shirt. What if they really were Romans? And if they 
were, how on earth had she been able to understand what he said?  

'Who are you and what are you doing here?' asked the officer, 
in a tone which implied that he wanted a prompt and businesslike 
answer.  

'N-nothing,' said Karen, trying to think what to say. 'Only 
taking a walk: Golly! she thought. I think they must be real 
Romans. She wondered with a growing sense of panic how she 
could explain that she was from the twentieth century. The man 
stared at her suspiciously from under thick black brows.  
'Only taking a walk, are you? Where are you from?' Karen shut 
her mouth defiantly. 'I won't tell you!' This was the easiest way of 
getting out of it.  

'Oh? And why not? You wouldn't be a runaway slave, would 
you? If you were, you'd not tell me, naturally. But there are ways 
and means.'        

Karen's eyes widened. 'I'm not, really! I swear it!’  
'Then you'll be a sensible girl and tell me where you live!' he  
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snapped. 'And if you can't, you'll be coming back to the fort 
with me.'  
Karen still said nothing; she could think of nothing. The silence 
became more and more unbearable, until mercifully one of the 
soldiers spoke.  

'Excuse me, sir-there was a trading-ship called in not half an 
hour ago. She's probably given them the slip and walked off, if 
you ask me-the cheeky little-'  

'That's enough, Calvus’  The officer turned to Karen. 'Well? Is 
he right or isn't he? I'm inclined to believe him myself. You know 
what happens to runaway slaves? You could be crucified.'  

She stared in horror, eyes beginning to swim with tears of 
desperation. 'But I'm not a slave!'   

'Now don't start that again; I'm not a fool. However, I'm a kind 
man-when I want to be. Officially you're the property of the state, 
but I can soon fix that with the commander. You'll come and live 
with me in the fort!'   
Karen, almost struck dumb, opened her mouth to protest, then 
thought better of it and turned to run. She had only gone a few 
steps when something hurled her to the ground with an agonizing 
thud. One of the soldiers had thrown his spear, shaft first, in such a 
way as to knock her down but cause her no injury, beyond a bruise. 
The officer ran after her and jerked her roughly to her feet.   
'You ought to be grateful,' he shouted. 'I could hand you over to the 
authorities. You'd not get off lightly then. you know. Now, come 
on with you. Quick march, men!'   
Karen tried to hang back, and nearly asked if she could look for the 
mirror, but then decided not to. She probably wouldn't be allowed, 
and anyway, she thought bitterly, what was the use? She was in a 
big enough mess as it was, without looking into the rotten thing 
again and landing somewhere in the Ice Age!   
In the fort the decurion, Duillius Rufus, had a very comfortable 
couple of rooms which he shared with another man of the same 
rank, Veturius Grassus. Veturius had an old male slave to serve 
him, but Duillius's servant had died recently so he was glad of 
Karen. When they arrived at the fort he left her in the charge of the  
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old slave, and told him to get her what he called 'some proper 
clothes'   
The man eyed her disapprovingly. 'You are dressed oddly,' he said, 
pursing his lips, 'Who are you, anyway?' Karen sighed 'You 
wouldn't believe me if I told you.  

But my name's Karen; what's yours?'   
The man said he was called Davus, if it meant anything to her, 

and then stumped off in the direction of the buildings, telling her to 
follow.   

He went around the back of the barracks-house, and Karen 
looked about with interest. So this was a real Roman fort! She had 
once gone round the ruins of one, on a dreary school-organized 
tour, but the real thing was far more interesting.    

It was neatly and geometrically divided into square blocks, and 
the larger buildings were made of the local grey stone. The roofs 
were tiled in the Roman manner, looking like corrugated brick. 
The biggest building was the granary; it was made without 
windows, but Davus said that the floor was supported on stone 
piles, to let air in to ventilate the corn. Apparently this was also 
the -place where the soldiers arranged to meet their girls .  

Suddenly a thought struck Karen. If these people really were 
Romans, then they must be speaking Latin, yet she understood 
them perfectly, and the odd thing was that she heard them as 
though they were speaking English. She felt that she couldn't very 
well ask Davus outright about this; she didn't want to be thought 
insane. The Romans used to send mad slaves to the salt-mines, or 
so she'd heard. She silently worked out how to phrase her 
question.  

'When did you learn to speak Latin, Davus? You're not a 
Roman, are you?'        .   
Davus shook his head. 'I'm a Greek,' he said, and the words 

were slightly blurred. 'Don't ask me where I learned this accursed 
language. Everyone learns it now-it's the language of the 
conqueror.'   

Karen realized that she had reminded him of his slavery, and 
tried to undo it. 'I'm sorry, Davus. I didn't mean to make you 
remember.'   
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He looked round and smiled vaguely. 'It doesn't matter now. 
I'm an old man-fifty, sixty, I don't really know. In here.'   

He dived into a low doorway and hurried along a passage thick 
with the smell of cooking. The air hung heavy, and Karen was 
glad when they came out in a spacious kitchen lighted by a row 
of windows near the ceiling.   

A huge fire was roaring in the hearth, and a whole ox's body 
rotated slowly on a spit, turned by a sweating slave-boy. A small, 
thin woman with iron-grey hair was chopping vegetables and 
when she saw Davus she smiled and stopped her work 

"Well, now,' she said in a bright, chirpy voice, 'What can I do 
for you, eh?' She cocked her head on one side; she was like a little 
bird with bright eyes.   

'This young lady wants some clothes, Cordella,' explained 
Davus.   

'This is a girl?' Cordella inspected Karen more closely. 'I took 
you for a boy!' My dear, where did you get those extraordinary 
garments?' She gave Karen no time to explain, but went on. 
'They're indecent! Come with me.' She led off down another 
passageway-the whole building was a maze of passages, Karen 
soon noticed-and into a square room with a bed in the corner and a 
few smaller articles of furniture. Opening a large brass-bound 
chest, she rummaged around inside, and extracted a dress of 
brownish woollen material.   

'Try this for size,' she ordered, and Karen removed her shorts 
and shirt, and dropped the dress over her head.   

CordelIa shook hers. 'Extraordinary underclothes!' she 
muttered. 'You're an odd child altogether, I swear.'   

Karen reddened slightly and tied the belt; at last something 
pleased Cordella, for she smiled and nodded.   

Karen asked if there was a mirror anywhere. Cardella produced 
one and held it up at the far end of the room so that Karen could 
see most of herself in it. She had to admit that she looked very 
nice. The rather dullish brown set off her dark brown hair, and the 
simple lines of the dress suited her. The length was right too: just 
down to the knee.   

'By the way’, remarked CordelIa on the way back to the  
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kitchens, 'I suppose you are a slave?'  
Karen decided that she might as well say yes and not start an 
explanation that would only make matters worse.  
'I'm the new slave of the decurion.'  
'Which one, dear?'  
'Er ... Duillius Rufus.'   
Oh yes? He's not a bad man, but if I were you, dearie, I'd do my 
work well. He's very particular. That's a piece of good advice for 
you.'   

  

Karen thanked her. Oh, and there's another thing,' Cordella went 
on. 'You needn't worry about anything else; that man's got no use 
for girls except as house-cleaners. With most of the legionaries it's 
another matter-lawless disreputable thugs with no respect for 
anyone but their officers, let alone a girl. So I've warned you, if 
you needed it.'   

Karen nodded dumbly. It's all real, she thought. They're real 
Romans in a real fort, really speaking Latin, and I've gone and got 
myself back amongst them as a slave, and who knows what'll 
happen to me? I wish it were all a dream. I wonder why it sounds 
like English when they speak. Still, it's as well it does, because I 
was never much good at Latin. What year can it be? I must find out 
if Rome's an empire now.'   

'Who's emperor now?' she asked Davus when they were walking 
back along the main street. She'd look a fool if it was still a 
Republic, but when she thought back Britain hadn't been 
Romanized till after the last dictator, Julius Caesar,so they were 
bound to have an emperor.   

Davus stared, his grey brows raised incredulously. 'Where you 
been, not to know that?' he said, and Karen felt a country bumpkin. 
'Nero, of course-may the gods his soul.' The last words were 
spoken in a tone which that the gods had better, because nobody 
else would.  

Karen’s eyes widened. 'Nero!' she said in a tone of horror; she'd 
read a good deal about Nero and his deeds.  
'Why do you speak of him in that tone?' inquired Davus, covered 
her confusion by saying she'd thought it was someone else.  
How old is he now?' was her next question. After a thought Davus  
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said twenty-five. ‘How old is he now?' was her next question. 
After a thought Davus said ‘Twenty-five.’ There had been a great 
celebration  on the occasion of the emperor's birthday and he still 
had the scar on his ribs where a drunken soldier had attacked him 
and tried to carve Nero's name with his dagger.  
Karen did some quick reckoning. In her Latin lessons at school she 
had done some Roman history, and the date A.D. 54 stuck in her 
mind as being the year in which Nero had ascended the throne at 
sixteen years of age.  So if he was twenty-five now, that meant he 
had been emperor for nine years, and the date should now be A.D. 
63. Furthermore, judging by the flowers that were out at the 
moment, it was safe to assume that it was still late spring, about the 
time of school half-term.               

She had no time for further reflection for Davus put her to work 
as soon as they returned to the decurions' rooms, and the men came 
in themselves an hour later. Cordella cooked the officers' meals in 
her kitchen, and Karen's job was to fetch and carry the trays. She 
lost her way twice, and had to ask a couple of leering soldiers, one 
of whom slapped her bottom, but at last she found the right 
doorway.  

Coming back with the tray of faintly steaming plates, she again 
met the soldier who had slapped her behind-she recognized him as 
Calvus, of Duillius's ten-and he tried rather meanly to trip her up. 
When she told him what she thought of him, the lazy smile left his 
fat face and he ordered her not to speak to him like that because 
she was only a slave-girl.  

Karen stared hotly, colour rising to her cheeks, and then stamped 
on his foot really hard with her sandal before she hurried away as 
fast as she dared with the wobbling plates. Hearing him bellow 
with pain and start to hobble after her, she was horribly frightened, 
but in spite of her fear she very much wanted to giggle, because it 
was like an old comedy film. After that Calvus treated her with 
more respect.  

Apparently Cordlella cooked only for the officers, who had 
better fare than the legionaries' food which was cooked in a larger 
communal canteen. Tonight Cordella had done them proud with  
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chicken and white sauce, though Karen couldn't help wondering 
if they would have liked potatoes with it. She herself, like the rest 
of the slaves, ate the stew which was on the soldiers' menu and was 
hungry enough to enjoy it.  

That evening old Davus polished the armour, and Karen washed 
the dirty clothes, while Duillius wrote a long letter to his sister in 
Capua, and Veturius went out. Later, Karen slept on a couple of 
old blankets in the corner, wondering miserably if she would ever 
see the twentieth century again, and cursing the green bronze 
mirror.  
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III  
DURING THE NEXT WEEK KAREN SETTLED INTO 

HER NEW life, although she found it depressing having to work all 
the time. She could never reconcile herself to behaving with the 
proper servility, and anyone seeing her going about the camp  would 
not have taken her for a slave.   

Duillius was amused at her attitude, but made no attempt to 
change her nature. As far as he was concerned, she did no harm to 
anyone; besides, he never really thought of slaves as being human. If 
she did not come up to his required standard he would sell her. It 
was as simple as that.  
This state of things did not last however. One afternoon Duillius 
Rufus came in scratching his head and staring at a letter he had just 
opened. Karen was washing clothes on the doorstep and moved 
aside to let him pass. Wondering what the letter was about, she kept 
her ears open in case he said anything important to Veturius, who 
was lying on the bed.   

Sure enough: 'I've been to headquarters, Veturius. Just look at 
this.'   

There was a silence while Veturius read the letter, and Karen 
waited agog on the step. A woman passing winked at her as she saw 
her so obviously listening, and she guiltily fell to squeezing and 
thumping the sweaty tunics again, although still listening. It was so 
hard to get anything clean without soap. She wished that Veturius 
would hurry.   
At last he spoke: 'Hmmm! When'll you be going, then?' 
'Three days.'  

'That all? You'll have to get a move on. I'll tell Davus to help you.'  
'Thanks. What I must get is a good strong British slave to come 

with me.'  
'You know, I thought it wouldn't be long before the Welsh made 

trouble again. If they think they can follow Boadicea's example 
they're wrong!'  

'About two years ago, wasn't it? Well, no matter. You 
know that cock-fight on tonight? People are saying ... .' Karen went 
to rinse the clothes. So Duillius was being sent somewhere else, was  
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he? To Wales. Huh! She hoped he'd like it there. And 
meanwhile, what would be done with her?  

When she had returned and settled down to scrubbing the 
step-Duillius was particular-the decurion himself came out.  

Karen tugged the hem of his tunic. 'Oh, sir--'  
'What do you want, girl?'   
'Well, I couldn't help overhearing you just now, and-' He 

frowned and looked at her very hard.  
ÔI couldn't.  I was washing your clothes ... on the step. She just 

stopped herself from applying an uncomplimentary adjective to her 
master's garments. 'Anyway, I heard you were being sent to Wales. 
Please, what are you going to do with me?'  

He looked at her in some surprise. He could really be very 
supercilious at times.  

ÔWhat! You didn't think you were coming, did you?'  
She gazed at him, speechless.  
ÔI can't take a girl with me. It's impossible. YouÕd only be a 

hindrance. There's an auction the day after the next fort up the coast. 
I'll buy a man there and sell you.Now, I've no more time to waste. 
Get out of my way.' Karen moved slowly, her mind a blank except 
for one word. Sold!  
The day of the auction came all too soon, and Karen went to say 
goodbye to CordelIa, who patted her arm comfortingly.   

'I'm so sorry you're going, dearie,' she said, 'I've taken quite a 
liking to you, I must confess. Now, don't you worry. Just take things 
as they come, like.' She watched Karen mysteriously for a minute, 
and beckoned. 'Come on. I've a mind to give you another present.'  

Karen followed her to the little room she had visited before.   
The present was another dress, this time bleached white, with a 
border of Greek design.  

'It'll fit,' said CordelIa. 'It's another of my old ones, same as the 
brown. It used to be my favourite. Like it?'   

Karen smiled through her melancholy and gathered the dress to 
her. 'Yes,' she said. Oh, thank you, Cordella!' She sighed again. 'I 
must go. The decurion'll be searching for me.' She couldn't bring 
herself to call him 'my master'. Not yet.     

The only other goodbye was to old Davus. He gave her a parting  
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hug; then she hastily wiped a tear from her eye and reluctantly  
followed the waiting decurion on foot, while he rode a grey cob. He 
had wanted to tie her hands, but had refrained when she had 
promised not to run away; she was prepared to promise anything, if 
only he wouldn't humiliate her like that. She looked back once and 
waved to Davus.   

It was a journey of five miles to the next fort, along a dreary cart-
track, and the day was hot. Soon Karen was streaming with sweat; it 
made great dark patches on the dress, especially under the arms,and 
added to her misery. She lagged farther and farther behind, until 
Duillius reined in the stolid grey and impatiently helped her up 
behind him. Shyly, she held on to his waist.   

Once she was on the horse's back the slight breeze fanned Karen's 
hot face; she began to feel better, and looked around her.   

The green downs swept to the sea in gentle curves, at this 
time of year covered in flowers. Insects buzzed among them, 
and high up a lark warbled sweetly. Karen noticed the absence 
of walls dividing fields from one another; to one who was used 
to cosy farms everywhere, it made the scene look wild and 
untamed. It didn't look like England, dear, peaceful England, 
but then, this was Roman Britain.   

Karen knew how to ride, so she was in no danger of falling off, 
and soon she began to feel drowsy. The sun's heat and the buzzing 
flies added to her sleepiness, and besides, the view of the straight 
cart-track. with its uniform stripe of scrubby grass down the middle 
was always the same, so there was nothing to divert her. When she 
asked Duillius if it was much farther, he said in a tone of impatience 
that they had come about half-way, and Karen once more settled into 
boredom ...  
After another half hour the fort came into sight. It had much the 
same appearance as the other except that it was  larger--a cluster of 
stone buildings strongly protected with a rampart and ditch. The 
guard at the gateway asked their business, and when the decurion 
told him, he waved them on and told them where to find the scene of 
the auction.   

The area was crowded with people, soldiers, merchants, dealers,  
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all waiting to buy or sell, and, of course, slaves, were lined up 
along the far wall; some to be sold in groups, some singly, under the 
eye of a watchful slave-master who carried a vicious whip coiled in 
his hand. Duillius left at the end of this queue and went to see the 
auction- master.  

The slave-master eyed her sullenly and she felt very 
uncomfortable. I wonder if we're allowed to talk, she thought, and 
resolved to try. She stole a glance at the slaves next to her, but  they 
didn't look as if they would respond to friendliness. They all had an 
air of complete hopelessness and misery, as if nothing in the world 
mattered at all. However, just at that moment, another one was 
joined to the line, and Karen turned to him. She guessed him to be 
seventeen or eighteen, and she thought him rather nice-looking, 
though very tired. He had dark hair down to the nape of his neck, a 
high forehead, brown eyes, and a straight well-shaped nose.  
His hair was in a tangle over his brow and, smiling faintly, he 
pushed it out of his eyes when he saw Karen watching him. As he 
did so, she noticed a brand on his arm, in the rough shape of an 
eagle. It was quite recent, being still red and peeling. Karen 
immediately felt very sorry for the slave; she thought how awful it 
would be to be branded.  
'Did it hurt?' she asked.    

'What? Oh, the brand; Yes. It was only done a month ago, to show 
I was army property.' He sighed. 'Now I suppose my new owner-
whoever it'll be-will cross it out and do another. I'm not looking 
forward to that!'   

'Oh dear, I'm sorry for you, though it won't help. Perhaps whoever 
buys you will only cross it out and not do another. I hope they won't 
brand me!'   

'They don't do it to women nearly as much, so you needn't worry. 
You're a funny girl; one wouldn't take you for a slave. What's your 
name? I'm Kleon.'  
'Mine's Karen. Are you a Greek?'   

'I was originally. I've travelled a good way; with the army, you 
know. But recently they found that one or two of us had slipped off, 
so they branded the rest to make it more difficult if we did get any 
notions of freedom--' He broke off suddenly. 'Quiet, I think they're  
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In front of the buyers, and the bidding started.   
As the line moved slowly on, Karen became more and more 

nervous. I do hope someone nice'll buy me, she said to herself. I 
should hate to go to one of those hatchet-faced merchants.   
At last the sad group in front of her had gone, and she heard the 
auctioneer call out her lot number before the slave-master thrust her 
into the cleared 
circle.

 
Ô' ... female slave, fifteen years, property of Duillius Rufus, 

decurion of the sixth cohort of the ÉÓ 
She stared around at the ring of men, like a trapped animal. They 

seemed to be all eyes, critical, examining eyes that bored right 
through her.  

' ... female slave, fifteen years, property of Duillius Rufus, 
decurion of the sixth cohort of the ...'   

Property! Of Duillius Rufus! For a moment Karen was furious, 
but she knew her anger was of little use; after all, when she reflected 
on it, she was his property-personal property, like a piece of 
furniture. It was funny to think she belonged to someone else, but 
after all it was only in body. These calculating old men could not 
buy her soul for all their money. She raised her head, self-assured.   

Several people had already bid, but the auctioneer was trying to 
push the price up. 'Twelve hundred sesterces,' said one of the  
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watching legionaries at last; then there was a silence. Karen 
looked for the man who had said it; he might well be the one to take 
her, but he was hidden behind a great fat merchant in long robes.   

Sure enough, the auctioneer asked in vain for more bids and the 
hammer fell. Karen's hands were tied behind her back and she was 
told to sit down at the back of the platform. She did so with rather a 
bump and consequently grazed her knuckles on the rough stone. She 
was then so uncomfortable that she wriggled about until, she was 
able to bring both bound hands underneath herself and round in front 
of her. She only achieved this after a great struggle that was 
witnessed with interest by one of the sad-faced group sitting to her.  

'That's a good idea' he said, and did the same, though it 
was easier for him because his arms were longer. When the slave-
master came round and saw them sitting there with demurely in their 
laps, he stared suspiciously and frowned, scratching his head. Karen 
tried not to laugh.  

Although she looked out for Kleon, Karen did not 
manage to see him before the legionary who had bought her came to 
fetch her away, and she was dragged off down the street clutching 
the brown dress in a bundle.  

After a while her new owner said, 'You'll be wondering 
why I bought you?' 

'Not particularly' She was determined not to care. He 
looked at her curiously.      
'Pretty little so-and-so, aren't you? But that's not the reason I paid 
twelve hundred for you. You're my surety-an investment, you might 
say. You can work in the kitchens until the ship leaves.'  
'Ship?'   
'For Rome. We're going back at last, and it can't be too soon for me, 
I can tell you "That's what I mean about your being an investment. 
I've put my money in you and I'll get it back with interest in Rome. 
You're coming back to the city with me.' 
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IV   
IT WAS ONLY THE THIRD COHORT THAT WAS GOING, although that was six 
hundred men. They were squeezed into eight troop-ships with two 
faster war-vessels to guard them.  
It was a miserable wet morning when they embarked, with mist 
obscuring everything, and drizzle pocking the waves. Everyone got 
very wet and cross before they were on board and in the dry.   
Karen was put in the cook's charge and told that she was to help 
him with the meals. Several of the other soldiers had slaves, so 
there were several girls on the ship. With the work divided among 
them it was easier. The male slaves were set to the oars.  

Karen was appalled at the terrible life these galley-slaves led. She 
had read one or two novels about Rome, in which the Roman ship-
system had been described, but the real thing was so much worse. 
The rowers underneath the deck were at least dry, but the air in the 
belly of the ship sometimes became almost unbreathable, especially 
if the hatches were closed. Walking about the ship, she could see 
them the square hatchway, heaving -and straining at the bodies 
covered in sweat. They were treated exactly like savage dogs, 
chained and beaten, with their food thrown so that they had to fight 
to get any; and savage dogs they became. 

On the first day out, the cook, who was a hasty, fat, man with a 
red face, flew into a temper with Karen because she dropped a 
saucepan of beans on his newly washed floor. He stamped and 
fumed, to KarenÕs secret amusement, and finally said that for the rest 
of the trip she could feed the rowers as an extra chore. Karen was 
not unduly upset at the task; instead she resolved to give it to them 
individually so that at least they would have a fair share. Then she 
climbed down the ladder for the first time and started along the 
gangway, saddened to see them all slumped in misery over the oars. 
The first man looked up in some surprise as she thrust a lump of 
stale bread and a little meat into his hand. They were all puzzled by 
her attitude, but as some who had never managed to grab much 
before now got a proper share, they were grateful. Looking at their 
sad, bearded faces. With the eyes dead, like stones, Karen wondered; 
how people could reduce their fellow men to a state like this.  

As well as feeding the slaves, she had to help distribute the  
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legionaries' food. They were fed in three shifts, at several long tables 
in one of the cabins. On the whole, the food was good, for one of the 
girls was imaginative at cooking and so managed to vary the menu 
now and again.   

Karen didn't mind feeding the rowers below deck, although it 
made her feel depressed, but she hated dishing out soup and fish to 
the legionaries. They used to make passes at her, and comment on 
her figure as though she were a statue. It was like going on show 
every mealtime. The only one who never made remarks was Marius, 
the man who had bought her in the first place. One drunken soldier 
seized her round the waist on one occasion as she but she managed 
to throw him off, furious, before he could kiss her.   

Two days went by with cooking in the hot little galley, cleaning, 
and tidying up. No sooner had one meal been finished with and 
cleared up after, than it seemed to be time to start on another. 
However, Karen still found time to take some interest in the journey.  

They disembarked on the French coast, somewhere near 
Boulogne, she reckoned, and they walked from there to the 
Mediterranean more or less due south by the regular trade and 
military route via Lugdunum, which she knew became Lyon in later 
history. The soldiers marched ahead in a long column, and the 
slaves travelled behind with the baggage-waggons.  

They had only been on the road for one day when Karen suffered 
a mishap. It was a silly little accident. She had been riding on the 
tailboard of a cart and when they halted for the night, she had 
jumped down and put her foot in a rut, falling and twisting her ankle 
agonizingly. The driver of the next waggon pulled up his mules to 
avoid trampling her, and hauled her out of the way. She sat 
miserably propped up under a tree, nursing her ankle, and the other 
girls brought her something to eat. Later that evening Marius 
wandered over and inspected her ankle, now badly swollen. She 
gave him a withering look when he asked if she could manage to 
walk.  

'I'll arrange for you to ride in a cart then,' he said.  
He kept his word, and for the next week she lay flat on her back in 
the creaking cart, surrounded by boxes and sacks, with only the sky  
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