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Roman Marine #2 

 

The floor of the passage was dry, and the temperature 

was both cool and dark.  He saw several small rooms that 

were set off the passageway which were filled with scri-

bae and librarii laboring over piles of ledgers and stacks 

of papyri and parchment.  This was obviously the Adminis-

trative heart of the fortress at Dubris.  As Hastus consid-

ered his surroundings his guide stopped abruptly in front 

of him. 

 

“Wait here,” said the officer, and punctuated the order 

with another scowl.  Hastus simply nodded his assent and 

leaned cautiously against the stone wall.  The stone was 

cold on his bare arm.  His guide had stepped around corner 

of the doorway and immediately snapped to attention and 

gave a crashing salute.  Hastus thought that the man re-

sembled a miniature thunderstorm  with his dark forbid-

ding scowls, and crashing salutes , but Hastus knew bet-

ter than to give voice to his observations.  “A new man re-

porting Centurion, he awaits your pleasure sir.” said staff 

officer in a loud voice, still standing stiffly at attention.  

Hastus could hear a faint murmur of a reply from within 

the room, but could not make out the words.  Hastus dis-

liked overt military courtesy thinking it greatly overdone, 

even on parade, but in the god’s name, deep in the bowels 



of a fortress…….  However, service experience had taught him 

that conformance was the best path, at least for the present.  

His guide’s action indicated that the unknown senior officer in 

the next room was dedicated to such trivialities, and the sealed 

orders from a disbanded legion would not make him the most 

popular replacement at this outpost.  

 

He was fortunate to be in the legions at all as many of his for-

mer comrades had been dismissed the service, and a few were se-

verely punished for their crimes and neglect of duties as well 

as orders.  The last battle laurels of the Fourteenth Legio 

were more than twelve years old, and the legion had grown 

lazy in it’s post.  His cohort , “The Ailing Eighth” as it was 

“fondly” known to it’s members, because the Commanding Centu-

rion was not well, and the Tribune to which it was assigned was 

more interested in the rear of his concubine than the comple-

tion of his duties. The foolish attempted theft of the legio’s 

strongbox, as well as the complaints and poor performance, 

and the political situation at the time decreed that the legion 

would be disbanded.  His Centurion had spoken for him and his 

energy and skill as a weapons-maker had won another posting 

for  him rather than the disgrace of being dismissed the service. 

Others in his cohort, not dismissed, were sent en masse  to sup-

port the Roman fleet on the Danube to be used as naval person-

nel, a step down from the honor of the legion.  However, all 

this would make little difference here.  He was a remnant of a 

disbanded legion and therefore suspect until proven otherwise.  

Now he was face to face with his new commander, and without a 

further thought Hastus strode forward, came to attentions 

and rendered a proper salute. 

 

The bite of his dress helmet clamped tightly under his arm 

helped him to retain his sense of reality in this gloomy place, 



”Hastus Pilius Scipius, acting Principalus reports his arrival.  I sa-

lute you and Caesar.”  This last was accompanied with a clash of 

armor and the thud of his nailed boots.  Hastus thought that he 

had done rather well as ceremonials go, but the man seated be-

fore him did not change his expression at all.  The room in which 

Hastus found himself  was small as uard rooms go and rather 

sparsely furnished.  The bare rock walls were hung with a few 

items of armor and weapons, probably those of the Centurion, and 

a pitcher rested in a shallow dish on a small table in one corner.  

The officer before him was seated on a rough wooden bench at a 

plain table and the room’s harshness was relieved only by a simple 

rush mat on the floor and a small cushion which eased somewhat 

the hard split surface.  The table was piled high with scrolls, 

foolscap, and wax tablets.  A second small table in an opposite 

corner was also filled with scrolls, and a basket beneath the ta-

ble held a small stack of waxed tablets, and wooden tablet 

leaves. 

 

The slight figure behind the table surprised Hastaus.  His armor 

badge marked him as a senior Centurion, and his face was the 

color of well-tanned leather.  He was dressed as if for parade 

with a rust red cape and molded leather chest plate.  His white tu-

nic was freshly laundered and bore around the lower edge the 

watered green stripe which denoted the fleet support legions.  

His right eyelid drooped slightly as though he was half asleep, but 

his grey eyes never wavered as they looked at and seemingly 

through the legionary in front of him.   

 

The centurion slowly stood and holding out his hand , he rounded 

the table to stand before Hastus, “your orders please,” he said in 

a crisp voice.  The officer stood a full head shorter than man in 

front of him.  Hastus extended the orders cylinder, and the offi-

cer broke the seal and withdrew the papyrus sheet inside.   

Respectfully submitted — marcus audens 


