
Dear Diary,  

Horrific! That is the only word to describe this disastrous, heart breaking day. When 

mater woke me, I was quite excited thinking that we we’re going to have some sort 

of adventure. Little did I know it would be an adventure no child would wish to go on. 

Having been roughly woken, I then had baby Dora thrust into my arms. I was so 

confused. Mater was so frightened and I was so sleepy it didn’t seem real at first until 

she gave me pater’s cloak and told me to go to where it had come from. Britannia!  

When mater finally explained about the family being denounced by some informer, I 

realised how serious the situation was. The Emperor Domitian was coming for our home 

to claim it as his own. I despised the volatile man but I had heard of how dangerous 

he was. Whilst recovering from the shock, mater gave me her necklace as well. She 

was shaking when she told me to use to it buy a safe passage to Britannia. How was I 

going to manage this enormous task on my own? How was I going to care for my 

siblings?  

Eventually, a loud crash broke my thoughts. The Emperor’s men were closing in. From 

the entrance of the house, I could hear the deep, strong voice of my pater. With a 

final kiss, my mater pushed me out into the courtyard. It was down to me alone. I had 

to be brave.  

If we hadn’t been in Rome, if the Emperor Domitian wasn’t so paranoid, if people 

hadn’t been so greedy then I could still have my family. Instead I am in the streets of 

Rome now, hiding in the inky black shadows of the aqueduct for safety. If I am still 

alive tomorrow, I will write again. 

Juba 


