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1 ~ Get Outa Rome & Stay Out 
 

The final cast-off bells clang from the captain’s 

quarter deck. 
“Hold the ship! We’re coming!  Hold the ship!” 

Klaudius shouts from the pier.  
“Caesar said you have to hold the ship.” Hektor 

calls out, gasping for breath and holding his middle so it 
doesn’t bounce. 

“Who said Caesar told me to hold my ship?” 
Captain Zosimos’ voice booms. 

A centurion overtakes both men and reins his 
horse to a halt just before reaching the edge of the water.   

“The order was signed by Sejanus, Prefect of the 
Praetorium Guard, and representative of Tiberius 
Caesar,” The centurion announces. “For blaspheming the 
body of Drusus, son of Caesar.” 

Klaudius drops his valued parchments. Hektor, 
following close behind, trips on them. He manages to 
right himself. 

Klaudius stops to gather up his parchments. 
Hektor crashes into his brother.  

The centurion turns in their direction. His horse 
gallops to them and rears up on its hinds to avoid 
trampling the two. 

“Leave those things!” the centurion demands. “If 



 

  

you’re not on that ship by the time it pulls away, you’re 
dead.” 

“And that’s what is happening right now,” Captain 

Zosimos booms down to the pier.   
Just as the ship begins its slide out into the harbor, 

a thick rope hits Klaudius. 
“Grab it!” the seaman calls out from the ship. 
“There’s only one!” Klaudius calls back. 
Hektor grabs hold of the rope and launches over 

the water. Klaudius lunges and grabs his brother by his 
legs. 

A gang of soldiers on board the ship hangs on to 
the rope at their end and pulls on it. 

The two escapees from Rome crash into the hull of 
the ship. 

“Hang on!” Klaudius calls up from his brother’s 
legs. 

 “Hang on!” the seamen call down from the ship.  

As the rope and its two passengers make their way 
up, the hull scrapes Hektor’s face.  

“Stop wiggling your legs!” Klaudius calls up to his 
brother again. 

Handspan after handspan. Hektor closes his eyes. 
Klaudius tries to pray but cannot figure out who to pray 
to ~ the god of the sea, the god of sailors, or the god of 
the underworld. 

“Okay, we’ve got you!”  
Two seamen lean over the side, each one grabbing 

one of Hektor’s arms. His ample belly scrapes its way over 
the edge. 

Two more seamen reach down and grab the arms 
of Klaudius. Klaudius refuses to let go. 

“Okay now, you can let go of his legs,” they 
reassure him. 

And they are on board. 
The dozen seamen and their mates stand around 

watching the two strangers heaped on their deck and 
laugh. 



 

 

Klaudius scrunches his mouth around, stretches 
his long, thin frame, and stands upright. He reaches up 
to make sure his hair is flat and resembles looking 

proper. He tugs at one shoulder of his sleeve that has 
fallen down to his elbow and corrects it. And with all the 
dignity he can muster, Klaudius presents himself to the 
world outside of imperial Rome. 

“So, what did you two do to make ole Caesar so 
mad?” a seaman shouts with a heavy accent. 

“Abscond with his personal silver chalice?” 
“Poison his food?” 
“Steal his wife?” 
“Yo, ho, and the renegades two!” 
“Yo, ho, and the renegades two!” 
“Yo, ho, and the renegades two!” 
Hektor, standing next to his brother, breaks ranks 

with his own jig dancing and “Yo, ho, and the renegades 
two! Yo, ho, and the renegades two!” 

They are interrupted by a voice on the quarter 
deck. 

“ ‘tention!” 
“Let go the halyard!” 
“Weigh anchor!” 
“Unstep the mast!” 
“Furl and strike sails!” 
The ship’s deck thunders with the heavy footsteps 

of the crewmen as they man their stations and ready the 
ship to set sail out to the harbor. 

“You there!  You blasphemers of Caesar’s son! You 
lge rats who dare delay the sailing of my ship! Get below. 
I don’t want to see you again until we dock!” 

The ship’s captain stands before them. He wears a 
calf-length tunic of white with a blue cape. His hair is 
white and blowing in the sea breeze. 

Both Klaudius and Hektor notice a young seaman 
with a scroll drawing something. He looks up at them and 
winks. 

“Uh, where are we going to dock, sire?” Hektor asks 



 

  

the captain. 
“Africanus, if you disrupters of royal funerals must 

know.” 

“I see,” Klaudius replies for his brother, “to lade 
your ship with wheat to feed the empire.” 

“You will address me as Captain ~ Captain 
Zosimos. And my ship is The Xenon. Now, get below and 
stay there!” 

“Yes, sire, uh, Captain Zosimost,” Hektor 
announces with a salute. 

“Zosimos! Zosimos!” 
Klaudius and Hektor make their way to the hatch 

and descend the ladder. With light from above, they find 
a place to sit. 

“Not there!” the captain shouts down to them. Two 
more. Get down to the orlop deck and stay there.” 

“If it weren’t for you…” Klaudius mutters as the 
brothers work their way to the next two decks below by a 

fainting light from above. 
“If it weren’t for you…” Hektor mutters as they work 

their way to the third deck below in utter darkness. 
“Hey, you stepped on my toe.” 
“Stop bumping into me.” 
“I didn’t bump into you. The ship is listing on the 

waves.  
Silence. 
Their feet touch the lowest and dirtiest and 

smelliest deck of the ship 
“I guess that means we’re out of Rome.” 
Feeling around in the darkness, they find a beam 

to lean on and sit on opposite sides of it. 
“For good.” 
“Yes, for good.” 
Sighing. 

Silence. 
“Klaudius, were we all that bad?” 
“Well, disrupting Caesar’s son’s funeral is kind of 

serious.” 



 

 

“What do you want to bet it was Prefect Sejanus 
who convinced Caesar to turn it into treason and exile 
us. I don’t think he ever liked us.” 

Silence. 
“Hey, get your elbow out of my ear.” 
“My elbow isn’t even up. What are you talking 

about?” 
“Well, something is crawling around on my side.” 
Silence. 
“Do you think our master really murdered 

Drusus?” 
“And pinned it on us? Maybe that’s the real reason 

we were exiled.” 
Hektor crawls around in the dark. “Hey, look what 

I found. Must be bags full of empty bags, ready to fill up 
with wheat. I’ll get one for you. Perfect for pillows” 

Silence. 
“Why’d you have to pick an argument with me out 

on the street while Drusus’ coffin was passing by?” 
Hektor demands. 

“It was not me. It is never me. I am in full control 
of my emotions.” Klaudius says, spitting out his words. 

“Well, it was you who were the loudest.” 
Silence. 
Heavy breaths. 
Snoring. 
“Stop snoring.” 
“I never snore.” 
“Hey down there, catch your dinner!” 
The brothers open their eyes and see a torch with 

a face beside it. 
“Hey! What’s your name?” Klaudius asks. 
The face works its way down the ladder and sits on 

the orlop deck with the exiles. 

“My name’s Argos.” 
“I am Hektor.” 
“I go by the name of Klaudius.” 
“You have names!  Well, maybe everyone will quit 



 

  

calling you the bilge rats.” 
“What are they saying about us, might I ask?” 

Klaudius responds. 

“They’re proudly calling you their best catch since 
that giant sword fish they caught two months ago.” 

“Where are we?” 
“Working our way down Italy’s west coast. Hoping 

to be off the coast of Sicily tomorrow. The next day 
Carthage. Then Numidia; that’ll take a couple days. Then 
Mauritania, but we’ll have to go through the straits below 
Spain. Then our destination, Anfa, or what the Spanish 
call Casablanca.” 

“If that’s your final destination, I guess that’s where 
we’ll be kicked off your ship.” 

“Yup. And where you’ll be at the mercy of sand 
dunes so far they… Well, enjoy your bread. You’ll get 
more tomorrow night.” 

The brothers eat in silence. 

“Klaudius?” 
“Hmmm? 
“I’m sorry I got us in trouble.” 
“Me too. I’m sorry too.” 
Sleep. 
They hear the thunder of weather-hardened feet 

above them. 
A faint ray of sun appears at the hatch above. 
“C’m on up, you bilge rats.  We need you.” 
“What’s going on?”  
“Pirates!” 
The seaman disappears above them as a trumpet 

calls the alarm. 
Klaudius and Hektor scamper up the ladders. Just 

before reaching the main deck, the force of a swoosh of 
fire throws them off balance. 

Boom.  Another fire ball hurled at the enemy from 
the catapult above board. 

Once on the main deck, Klaudius and Hektor see 
the crew filling a pot with tar at the end of the catapult. 



 

 

Their seaman friend, Argo, calls over to them from the 
rail.  

“Hurry, before they set fire to the tar!” he calls.  

The brothers rush to the rail. 
“Now, see those knaves swimming over to us? Don’t 

let ‘em climb up any ropes to get on board. If one reaches 
you, knock ‘im in the head and feed ‘im to the sharks!” 

“Aye, aye,” Hektor replies. “This is gonna be fun.” 
“And duck when you see an arrow or a fireball.   
Just then a slew of fire arrows flies over their head 

and to the enemy ship. 
One of the pirate’s crewmen swims over to The 

Xenon, climbs a rope to the main deck and pulls out a 
sword. 

“Get ‘im!”  
The First Mate lunges at the invader with his fine, 

silver-handled sword. 
“Back, you scoundrels!” he growls, circling as he 

stands in place. 
A fire ball of tar whizzes overhead from the enemy 

ship and plunges into the mainsail. 
Crewmen grab pails of water and work nonstop to 

put out the flames. 
“Ahhh!” an enemy arrow hits a seaman who falls to 

the deck. 
Then another.  
And another. 
More swimmers invading. More arrows plunging. 

More fire balls disabling. 
The battle rages the rest of the day.  
Night arrives. The crippled pirate ship backs away 

into the darkness. 
Silence. 
The crew looks around at the damage. Stunned but 

content.  Feelings of victory surge in the survivors’ blood. 
First Mate on the quarterdeck is glassy-eyed and forces a 
smile. He raises his burned hand in victory. 

“Hurrah!” 



 

  

“Hurrah!” 
“Hurrah!” 
A trumpet on the quarterdeck blasts. 

Captain Zosimos climbs one halted step at a time 
back up to his quarter deck. A tourniquet is on his thigh. 

“Men! Be proud of yourselves. Do you know who we 
defeated?  Anicetus himself.  A self-important pirating 
rascal who thinks he is stronger than Rome.” 

Klaudius and Hektor notice the same young 
seaman as before with his scroll, drawing what he 
remembers of the battle scene, or perhaps of the victory 
scene. He notices them and winks. 

Second Mate, his green cape still on him but 
tattered and dirty, steps forward, leaning on his sword. 
“Three cheers for our captain!” 

“Hut, hut, hurrah!” 
“Hut, hut, hurrah!” 
“Hut, hut, hurrah!” 

The cleanup begins. 
Seaman Argos approaches Klaudius and Hektor. 
“Well, this is it. You may as well get off here and 

make Numidia your new home. Know anyone here?  Of 
course, you don’t.  Well, these people are Berbers. Half of 
‘em red headed, don’t cha know. Not as smart as the 
Egyptians a couple kingdoms up the coast, but nice 
enough.” 

“Thank you, kind sir, for all you did for us,” 
Klaudius says holding out his hand. 

“Yeah, me, too. Thanks, Argos. We owe you,” 
Hektor continues. “If ever you need us, you’ll find 
us…well…somewhere.” 

“I wish I could have found a descent tunic and robe 
for both of you to wear on shore.” 

“We will find a market and a bath somewhere, I am 

sure,” Klaudius responds. “Thank you for the thought. 
And goodbye.” 

The brothers disembark and step on shore for the 
first time in nearly a week. 



 

 

“Whoa,” Hektor says while stumbling. 
“Ha. We’re used to the waves under us.” 
“Stand still until you get your land legs back.” 

“The first thing we must take care of is buying new 
clothes,” Klaudius says. 

“And I know what the second thing is:  Get a bath.” 
“Right. I will look for the clothes while you look for 

a public bath,” Klaudius instructs. “Make sure it is clean 
and respectable.” 

Clothes are found, a bath is found, and all of 
Tunisia smells a whole lot better as the two brothers stroll 
through the market place. 

“Hey, who’s that over there?” Hektor says, pointing. 
He runs in the man’s direction.   

“Hey!  Uncle Tertullus.” 
The man turns. 
“Oh, I’m sorry, I thought you were our uncle, 

Tertullus.” 

“Why do you do such things?” Klaudius 
admonishes. 

“What things?  It coulda been him, ya know.” 
“Well, it wasn’t. So, quit embarrassing me. Let’s sit 

on that bench over there and think.” 
“I’m going shopping,” Hektor announces. 
“Why?” 
“For something to do, that’s why.” 
Klaudius remains on the bench, his head bobs 

forward, and he falls asleep. 
“Hey, wake up! Wake up, Klaudius.” 
“Wha?  What? Leave me alone to think.” 
“Gold! I found gold here.” 
“You’ll find gold trinkets anywhere in the world. Go 

away.” 
“Not like this.  They say there are gold mines here.” 

“Here in Numidia? I never heard of that,” Klaudius 
retorts, trying to shoo Hektor away. 

“But our uncle.  Did our mother always say she had 
a brother who owned a gold mine somewhere in 



 

  

Africanus?” 
“That was just talk.” 
“Remember, she got a letter from him once?” 

“Well, I guess I do remember,” Klaudius replies, 
sitting up and opening his eyes. 

“Remember how he used to send her a coffer of gold 
nuggets for her birthday every year? Told her to hire a 
goldsmith to make whatever she wanted from them.” 

Klaudius stands. “Yes, I do remember that.” 
“We’re in Africanus, aren’t we?” 
“I do suppose we are, little brother.” 
“Well, what are we waiting for? Let’s go find our rich 

uncle.” 
“First, we must find out where the gold is mined.” 
“Right you are, pal of mine,” Hektor says, reaching 

up to put his arm around his taller brother’s shoulders. 
“Don’t do that, Hektor. I hate it when you do that.” 
“Here we are. This is the gold merchant I was telling 

you about.” 
“Kind sir,” Klaudius enunciates. “Would you be so 

kind as to divulge the location of the mine you purchase 
your gold from?” 

“Don’t mind at all.  It’s in the Kourandou 
Mountains.” 

“And, kind sir…” 
“Don’t call me kind. You don’t know me. My boy 

might be standing behind you right now robbing you of 
that leather pouch at your waist.” 

Klaudius looks down and grabs his leather pouch. 
“Uh, we just want to know where our uncle has his 

gold mine,” Klaudius interjects. “That’s all.” 
“Your uncle? What’s his name?” 
“Tertullus. Uncle Tertullus.” 
“Ha! That’s the one. But if you plan to join him 

there, good luck. Those mountains are full of angry 
guerrillas, ferocious lions, elephants running wild, and 
snakes so long and fat they can swallow a man whole.  
And tell him Hamouda sent you. Ha, ha.” 



 

 

 


