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Legions in Britannia at 78 AD

Legio Secunda Augusta - Second Augusta was based at Isca Silurum from 75 AD with an Auxiliary unit at Segontium.

Legio Secunda Adiutrix - Second Support Legion - part used against Druids on Mona Insula and also based at Deva.

Legio Nona Hispana - the famous Ninth Legion.

Legio Vicessimae Valeria Victrix - The Twentieth Legion was based at Viroconium and also Deva.

Fictional Legion

Legio Flavia Fidelis - XXVth Legion based in Rome under Maxentius.

Place names in Britannia  Modern names

Bannaventa   No longer exists

Bravonium   Leintwardine

Camulodunum   Colchester

Castra Dyffryn  Fictional village 

Deva    Chester

Dobreta   Fictional vexillation fort

Dubrae/Dubris   Dover

Durovernum   Canterbury

Isca Silurum   Caerleon

Isca Dumnoniorum  Exeter

Lindum   Lincoln

Londinium   London

Mona Insula   Anglesey

Ratae    Leicester

Segontium   Fort at Caernarfon

Venonis   High Cross

Verulamium   St Albans

Viroconium Cornoviorum Wroxeter

Place names in Gaul  Modern names

Tornacum   Tournai

Forsen    Fictional village

Portus Itius    Roman Channel port   

British Tribes

Atrebates  

Belgae   

Brigantes  

Cantiaci  

Carvetii  

Catuvellauni  

Coritani  

Cornovii 

Deceangli  

Demetae

Dobunni

Dumnonii

Durotriges

Iceni

Ordovices

Parisi

Regnenses

Silures

Trinovantes
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Legio Secunda Augusta had spent many years of its chequered history in Britannia. In many ways it reflected the ruling class of the Empire it served. In 43 AD service in Hispania and Germania was followed by participation in the invasion of Britannia under its commander Vespasian. By the year 78 AD the Romanisation of Britannia at last extended to the most westerly province of Mona Insula when, following an uprising by the Ordovices, Druidism was all but eliminated, save for ineffectual vestiges. The tumultuous year could have had a detrimental effect on the Romano-Celtic village of Castra Dyffryn were it not for the fortunate confluence of several important factors.

The village had existed for nine years and occupied the well-built Roman encampment originally intended to house the XXVth Legion of Maxentius Gavinus Corvinus. The upheavals arising from ‘The Year of the Four Emperors’ - 69 AD had resulted in the XXVth curtailing its March westward and hastily departing Britannia to join up with Vespasian in Africa who, following the death of Vitellius, was declared Emperor in 70 AD. Fortunately for Castra Dyffryn the headman was himself a former Roman centurion by the name of Marcus Rustius Dexter who had ruthlessly resisted the pernicious influence of the Druidic religion whenever it's advocates had sought to insinuate themselves amongst the villagers and the outlying farms, despite Mona Insula being a hotbed of Druidic activity.

The security of the village was further enhanced by its geographical position in relation to other Roman military encampments. Not only was the newly founded legion fort at Segontium less than two day’s ride away, but a new smaller vexillation fort had been created at Dobreta earlier that year some three days ride to the southeast. When taken with the well-established fort at Deva to the northeast, Castra Dyffryn and Mona Insula itself were within a fence of Roman steel. 

An unexpected bonus was the identity of the commander at Dobreta. In 69 AD Caius Velius Nerva had been a young centurion commanding a team of Second Augusta engineers seconded to assist in building the encampment that was intended to house the XXVth Legion, or as it subsequently became known - the Flavia Fidelis. Velius was a cut above many of the personnel serving with the Second Augusta, which at the time was riddled with corruption and internal rivalries. It was then he had met Rustius and although returning with his men to Isca Silurum shortly after Rustius’ arrival, the two men had formed a liking for each other and during the following years became good friends. 

Not long after his return to Isca, Velius had also again met Primus Grattius Paetus, the optio leading those men from the Third Cohort who had elected to re-join the XXVth. Given a free choice they had decided against throwing in their lot with Rustius and those who remained in what had subsequently been named Castra Dyffryn. Despite declining the opportunity to remain in Britannia, mainly due a wife and family in Italy, Grattius departure had been amicable and his loyalty to Rustius remained unswerving. Discussions with Velius over meals at the barracks in Isca resulted in the two men agreeing to maintain contact via the Cursus Publicus - the Roman mail system which proved invaluable in conveying orders and important correspondence within the sprawling empire. 

During the nine years since their first meeting Velius and Rustius had also remained in contact and when Velius was posted with a vexillation of the Second Augusta to Dobreta he was able to maintain closer contact with his friend. Although not part of the military forces, Castra Dyffryn was well positioned to provide a reliable centre of peaceful co-existence between Celt and Roman. This was particularly valuable following Agricola’s military campaign which dismantled the Druids influence and effectively brought the whole of what eventually became known as Wales under more direct Imperial rule. The Roman authorities in that part of Britannia knew they could rely on Rustius to act in a manner which would not ruffle Imperial feathers and that even Vespasian had taken an interest in the former Centurion’s welfare. 

Following the chaos of the year 69 AD which saw Nero rapidly succeeded by Galba, then Otho and then Vitellius, the empire was stabilised when, the former commander of the Second Augusta, Vespasian, came to power in 70 AD. This was due to the ardent support of the legions based in Africa amongst which the XXVth under Maxentius was then numbered. Once in power, Vespasian brought the XXVth back to Rome and within its ranks was Grattius - who eventually became centurion in command of the First Cohort. It was due to the close relationship between Grattius and Maxentius that the background and the circumstances influencing Rustius’s decision to remain in Britannia were understood - particularly the presence of the Vatia sisters in Rome. Maxentius, who was related to Rustius on his wife's side, in turn spoke on his behalf to Vespasian, who valued the legate’s opinion. The intercession resulted in the former centurion and the men who had remained with him in Britannia being granted a backdated release from service with the legion. Most important of all was the fact that Grattius held fast to the story that having been recovered from the Iceni, the mummified remains of Boudica were utterly destroyed in a fire within days of Rustius and his men arriving on Mona Insula. Even Maxentius was not made privy to the truth of the matter.
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Chapter 1 - A Change of Plan
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The weather in that part of the world was always prone to rain, but frequent precipitation was what made the grass particularly green and lush. On a morning in late April the smell of the damp countryside augmented the undoubted splendour of the entire setting. A stone's throw from the sea gave the air an unmistakably fresh quality and when inhaled made the nostrils tingle in pleasant fashion. The rainclouds of the night had given way to a morning of clear blue skies. A morning to be relished and have its full quota of pleasure greedily absorbed. However beautiful, nothing of that glorious morning had the power to penetrate below ground. The chamber, although many centuries old, had been expertly constructed by its builders and remained impervious to the elements. Insulated as it was from the outside world it mattered not if the sun shone or the rain fell. Insulated as just effectively against the passage of time.

It was on mornings such as this that working under artificial light in a constant temperature of ten degrees centigrade lost some of the natural attraction which simply being within such an ancient structure engendered. Alone with his own thoughts he was usually happy to work in such isolation - secure in the knowledge that not only could he easily return to the surface at any time, but this tidying up exercise only signified the end of the initial phase of the project. He had rejected the offer of a heater on the grounds that a change in the micro-climate of the chamber was unnecessary as a layer of sensible clothes combined with steady painstaking work helped keep him warm. After much deliberation it had been decided that the entire contents of the chamber should be removed, despite protests from some quarters that it was a tomb in all but name and should be treated as such.

Common sense finally won the day and with a planned purpose-built visitor centre already under construction only a mile away and the guarantee that the human remains would be treated in a respectful manner, the chamber was carefully cleared. It was a slow process requiring meticulous attention to detail as befitted such a momentous discovery and this final few hours needed the presence of only one person in the subterranean environment. The need to take precise measurements, count the quantity of bricks throughout the chamber, photograph and video the empty space from every conceivable angle was time-consuming but not arduous. As a matter of course Richard Steere also took small samples from various bricks by scraping them lightly with his penknife. Roman brick was not exactly a mystery, but even such routine tasks occasionally led to additional knowledge and in this instance the state of preservation meant that the condition of the construction materials was almost as good as the day they were put in place.

As he worked with his knife he let his thoughts stray to the evening gathering the four team members had arranged and the pints of beer he would consume. He had with him a large bottle of water to combat the thirstiness occurring through working in such a dry atmosphere where the damp had never penetrated. The thought inevitably brought on the need for a drink and he squatted down to retrieve his bottle from the rucksack. Still in the crouching position he tipped his head back, took a long pull at the cool liquid and, as he replaced the cap, glanced idly at the wall which was no more than six inches from his face. He hesitated, frowned, put the bottle down and then shuffled back a foot and settled onto his knees. A minute must have passed as he sat deep in thought before getting to his feet and carrying across one of the portable high intensity lights used for illumination. There was now no doubt in his mind that his first accidental impression was correct and he carefully made verbal notes and took several photographs before leaving the chamber a little earlier than originally planned.

One thousand nine hundred and thirty-eight years earlier, in the early hours of a warm, damp night, a small group of figures made its way up the steep hill below which in daytime Castra Dyffryn could be clearly seen. Their passage could easily be observed from the flickering torches held by the two female members of the group, one a redhead, the other fair. The other four members were men wearing the uniform of the Roman army one of which was that of a centurion. Two of the men carried between them in a portable framework the object at the centre of the nocturnal venture. Below, Castra Dyffryn lay quiet, blanketed by the moonless night - its inhabitants unaware of the hillside activities.

“Hello, hello!”

The man was reasonably good-looking, around six feet tall with dark brown hair and grey eyes. Physically he appeared in good shape for a man in his thirties - taken overall he could be described as ‘not bad looking’ while at the same time being altogether quite ordinary. Sitting in the library of their home at Château Sarony, the tall blonde looked across at her husband as he gazed down at his tablet. By contrast the woman was what could be fairly described as ‘striking’. Almost matching her husband’s height, Anna Price possessed an attractive face with a head surmounted by a thick mass of rich golden hair, a sumptuous figure and legs that never ended. The excessive confidence which such an exterior should have promoted was, however, missing and in its place was a more fragile personality lacking the self-confidence often misused by others with fewer natural assets and larger egos. In contrast to her lack of confidence and possibly because of it, Anna’s journey through life had endowed her with an explosive temper. Unlike her mother who could undoubtedly be described as ‘tetchy’, Anna was not permanently in a condition of potential volatility. It was simply that if she became frightened or agitated she was likely to erupt and the event was frequently accompanied by a stream of invective. Her use of exotic language was wrongly attributed by her mother to the influence of Martin, her husband who, in reality, rarely lapsed into any form of bad language. 

To the outside world in general, Anna and Martin Price were the famous and somewhat glamorous couple who, in a remarkably short space of time, made two of the most famous archaeological discoveries of the twenty-first century and spent most of their time in a small French château near Dijon. It was perceived as the stuff from which dreams are made and certainly for Anna, her life with Martin was proof that dreams do sometimes come true. Martin, for his part held a doctorate in archaeology, but had spent a large part of his adult life in the armed forces and was a skilled practitioner of some of the more lethal arts of self-defence, which occasionally scared his wife and always appalled his mother-in-law. 

Anna, the product of a nice middle-class upbringing, also possessed a degree in archaeology. Her father, Gordon Freemont, was headmaster at a private school and doted on his only child but stayed resolutely out of her life unless otherwise invited. Her mother was an altogether different proposition.

Vera Freemont was a part-time assistant at Grantfield Museum and full-time dedicated social climber. For Vera, her son-in-law almost, but not quite, ticked all the boxes that should have made her ecstatically happy for her daughter and at the same time promoted her towards the pinnacle of the Grantfield social circle. Unfortunately, Martin, although well brought up and step-son of the late Armand Furneaux the famous archaeologist, had not only acquired somewhat dubious skills during his service career, but remained resolutely uncommunicative concerning his army record. To Vera’s enduring dismay his reticence gave her nothing to boast about to her friends and although frequently referring to his final rank of major, she took care never to relate the fact that he was actually known as ‘Mad Major Martin’ among many of his former comrades. Thanks to his late step-father he was quite wealthy and actually owned a château in France, but even then, when Anna and Martin married, Vera was given just two days’ notice and only when she had actually arrived in France - so no lovely society wedding in Grantfield and all the reflected glamour that would have resulted. 

Anna found her mother’s social aspirations banal and her mother irritating. As a result, none of Vera’s friends from her social set had ever been invited to Château Sarony. Then, of course, having achieved international fame, graced the colour supplements and appeared on numerous television programmes, they actually lived in France and so Vera was rarely privy to any intimate knowledge not already in the public domain. It was all Martin’s fault that her social aspirations were so tantalisingly close to fulfilment while at the same time being comprehensively derailed by the odd aspects of his nature. What Vera did not know was that Anna invariably referred to her as ‘my bloody mother’.

“Apart from doing a not very accurate impression of a traditional British bobby, what does that enigmatic comment signify, oh husband?”

Martin Price did not immediately respond as he took the time to check that the email was not some form of attempted con trick. Finally, sensing a wave of irritation emanating from his wife he answered. “Just had an email from Smiffy. He asks if we are planning to visit Grantfield in the near future says we should get over to the university as soon as possible because he has some extraordinary news. 

"Why can't he put it in an email?"

"Search me, but you did say that you were feeling guilty as we hadn't seen your parents since before Christmas when we were heading for Northmere. There's nothing too pressing on hand so we could pop over to Grantfield for a couple of days." Martin replied.

She nodded. "Why not, at least seeing the Professor will add some interest - Mother will no doubt manage to irritate me as usual. I wonder what the Professor's news is - extraordinary, you say?"

That is his word ‘extraordinary’ and he is not usually given to exaggeration. I’ll email him and say we will be in Grantfield tomorrow, shall I?”

She swung the long legs off the settee and said “Ok, I'll let Nikki know. Wonder what this is about?”

Having caught the early ferry they arrived at the house in Orville Terrace the following mid-afternoon. "I'll phone the Professor and tell him we can see him this afternoon - let's see what he has up his sleeve before contacting my parents," said Anna. The drive to Grantfield University took no more than fifteen minutes  and they walked across to the Department of Archaeology & History which was the domain of Professor Hubert Smithson-Hunt, known to Martin as ‘Smiffy’, but forever to Anna as ‘Professor’. The large modern atrium and its bustling activity no longer afforded them the anonymity originally enjoyed some years before and their approach to the reception desk was accompanied by nudges and murmured comments from the other visitors as they were recognised. To Anna it felt uncomfortably as if she was running a gauntlet, but the unease was soon dispelled by the wave of greeting from Jan Brules at the reception desk who they had become friends with during the previous Summer. Smiles and kisses were exchanged as Jan said. “Lovely to see you. He’s expecting you, so go on up.” She chuckled and added “Now I’ll have to deal with the queue that will form to ask about our famous visitors.”

They followed the familiar route to the Professor's study and as Martin seated himself he asked. “What's all the excitement, Smiffy? Since when did the world of archaeology cause learned professors to send mysterious emails?”

“Well, since you kidnapped and had the temerity to marry my beautiful department head and now persist in causing the history books to be re-written, I’m reduced to joining the vogue for overstatement prevalent in today’s world. How else do I get the attention of the rich and famous?"

“It will have to be extraordinary, Professor. I positively ache with regret during the time I spend away from Sarony,” responded Anna as she laughed at the teasing comment. 

"In that case, let me pour you both drinks and I will give you an irresistible reason for having been enticed from the verdant depths of France.”

“I hope it meets up to your deliberately tantalising email. Much as I like visiting Grantfield and seeing you, I can honestly say that if told I must spend my remaining days incarcerated at Château Sarony, I would not shed a solitary tear.”

Her comments produced a grin from Martin and a triumphant laugh from the Professor. “Very well, my dear - challenge accepted. Be prepared to hear an unlikely report that I guarantee will have you packing your bags - but not for an immediate return to France!” 

He settled himself comfortably in his favourite chair in a pose reminiscent of the occasion when he first introduced Anna to the Sarony Treasure tale. “You are, of course, still acquainted with the members of what I think of as the Boudica team, but you are probably unaware that I have recently restructured the department. They are a good,hard-working, dedicated bunch and as a bit of a ‘thank you’ gesture I packed them off to Wales to oversee the transfer of the various artefacts at the Anglesey site office to the permanent Boudica Visitor Centre. The building is in the final stages of completion and the new storeroom and back offices are now fully operational. Only the exhibition hall requires completion and of course, the installation of the exhibits themselves. That will take some time, but I like the idea of all those stored items having a more secure home.”

Martin stole a glance at Anna as he waited for the Professor to wend his leisurely way to the point. “McEwan wasn't happy, of course, but following our restructuring he now heads what has been named the Indoor Section and Margaret Groves now heads our Field Section comprising the four members of the old Boudica team. All due to you people of course and the huge additional funds arising from your two big successes. After careful thought I decided to drop the idea of hiring a senior assistant from outside and promote from within. Margaret has a very good grasp of Latin and I decided to keep that team together, with her as leader and have McEwan run the Indoor Section, where I can keep an eye on him. Now, where was I? Oh, yes. The Boudica team are therefore at present on Anglesey for what should be a routine and rather untaxing job, billeted at the University’s expense in the Dragon Hotel. There was nothing other than the ordinary and rather simple supervisory work to be done, but as I said, I wanted to give them a small reward for their original work with yourselves on Anglesey. It therefore came as rather a surprise when I received this email several hours ago from Margaret.” 

He had picked up and waved at them a printed email which he proceeded to read aloud. “We have made a most startling discovery in the Boudica chamber beneath Galvey’s Farm. Richard was finalising the measurements and construction details of the chamber to facilitate the production of the identical replica for the Visitor Centre. As he was also taking the routine brick and cement scrapings he noticed some differences in the colour and texture of the cement pointing low down on a section of the right hand wall. Closer examination confirmed his impression that an area of brickwork approximately three feet square had at some time been re-pointed - although it is undoubtedly Roman cement. As there is no sign of dampness ever having penetrated the chamber, which could have necessitated some repair work, we took it upon ourselves to hire a void-scanner from a local engineering company which indicated a hidden cavity behind the brickwork. I've now called a halt for two reasons. Firstly I did not want to start removing bricks without you giving us the go-ahead to explore further. Secondly, we understand that Anna and Martin may still be in the country and wonder if you are willing to ask them if they would like to be present if we are allowed to proceed? They were so heavily involved in the original discovery, which would never have been made without their expertise, that it would be nice for them to be here - even if it turns out that we find nothing of interest.” 

He put down the email and gazing at each of them in turn, added. “I have already given her clearance to investigate but asked her to wait until I contacted you. So, is it straight back to France, or do I tell them you will meet up with them at the hotel? I wouldn’t want to cause you any undue anguish, my dear.” He sat, smiling mischievously - secure in the knowledge that following Anna’s response, he would be vindicated if it ever came to light that when replying to Margaret Groves’ email he had asked her to book a double room for Mr & Mrs Price and charge it to the Grantfield University account.

Martin and Anna made an early start the following morning and were on their way out of Grantfield shortly after five o'clock. “Smiffy has got us mapped out and no mistake.” Martin said. “I felt a fool when I phoned the hotel to book a room and they said it was already taken care of.”

“What about me?” Anna responded. “I tell him how much I resent being away from Sarony and ten minutes later do a complete reversal and almost beg him to let us go off to Wales. He just sat there grinning like the Cheshire Cat. I really do adore the man - even when he makes me feel like an indecisive undergraduate. When will we get to Anglesey?”

“We should make good time during the next three hours before the rush hour starts and so I think an arrival in time for lunch should be possible. We can phone the team when we are an hour away and watch them start work this afternoon. In the meantime you can get hold of Nikki and explain why we will be away for longer than expected and also Marcel, they were both expecting to see us back home after just a couple of days.”

“I don’t believe it.” Anna’s statement came several hours later as they pulled into the remaining parking bay in front of The Dragon Hotel at Penrhos. The object of her dismay was a battered old Land Rover with its canvas covering rolled back, alongside which they had drawn up. Martin saw the direction of his wife’s gaze and laughed “Ah, good to see a fellow connoisseur is around these parts”

“Connoisseur of what? Crap, uncomfortable, rattling death-traps? I can still recall in gruesome detail my sore bum from our trip down to Sarony that first time - the seats are bloody rock hard.” Her uncomplimentary comment was made as she hopped out and grabbed their bags from the rear and Martin’s riposte caught her by surprise..

“I thought you looked a bit out of shape when we first met - a bit of discomfort in that department worked wonders, didn’t it?” 

Being an ex-serviceman, Martin knew the value of a strategic retreat and as he quickly backed their car round and headed towards the rear car park he missed the response Anna hurled after him. 

“You sadistic overbearing bastard, Price. My backside has always been in good shape.” 

Not only did this unwise public announcement draw appreciative glances at the posterior in question from a couple of middle aged men, but it also coincided with Margaret Groves appearing with the intention of greeting the new arrivals. A look of alarm crossed her face, but completely unabashed, Anna smiled at her and said “Wait till I get that bastard of a husband alone - he’s only brave when he can drive to safety. Margaret, how good to see you. We have been looking forward to this.”

This opening address caused confusion until Margaret recalled some of the verbal byplay she had witnessed when the team first met the Prices. She hugged Anna and said, “It’s like old times, isn't it?”

“Well, since we last saw you in Grantfield we understand that there have been some changes to the department and that you are completely free of Rod McEwan’s clutches.” Anna replied as they made their way towards a table at which three other people were sitting.

Margaret laughed and said “Excuse my language, but I have never seen anyone so pissed off as when the Professor called us all together and announced the restructuring arrangements. McEwan never liked me, but now we are on an equal footing I don't have to put up with any more of his snide comments, so I just ignore him.” 

Lunch consisted of sandwiches and drinks from the bar as Richard Steere, Annette Brown and Dave Milbanks completed the reunion of the Boudica discoverers. “Of course, it may prove to be a complete waste of time,” Dave Milbanks said, “but what with us having a pretty easy time of it down here, we thought it would be appropriate if you were on site should it prove to be something of genuine interest.” 

“Like your beloved Land Rover?” Teased Annette.

“Oh, it's yours, is it?” Martin asked. “Anna was admiring it when we arrived.” 

The bare faced lie earned him a venomous look from his wife as in all ignorance, Dave said. “Happy to give you a spin if you like, Anna.”

The conversation ebbed and flowed around the table as lunch progressed and eventually moved from social to work. “One thing concerns us’ said Anna as they worked their way through the remaining food and drinks “and that is what is actually going to happen to our dear old Centurion - and Boudica too, for that matter?”

It was Annette who answered. “It has provided us all with a great deal of thought and the Boudica Trust, which has been set up and funded by an initial loan from the University, has produced what we all feel is an ideal solution. The Exhibition Hall has been designed to house an exact replica of the underground chamber and everything it contained. Beneath the floor of the hall will be two airtight coffins - one for the old queen and one for the centurion. It was agreed that to have them both on show as exhibits would be unkind. They both deserve to be treated with the greatest respect even though neither of them, so far as we know, subscribed to the Christian religion. Proper interment - two old enemies side by side seemed the correct course of action. They will be copied in the most exact detail and the copies will occupy their rightful places as part of the main exhibit. It’s all very expensive, but as there is every indication that the Visitor Centre will become a major tourist attraction the loan will be easily repaid within a few years.”

The journey to Galvey’s Farm and the subterranean chamber was short and by three in the afternoon the five people stood watching as  Richard Steere went to work on the old Roman cement. “I can’t imagine what the point of a hidden void is - perhaps it’s just a geological anomaly that caused a problem with the wall and it had to be repaired.” Annette Brown commented. 

“You did wonder initially whether it was some form of repair due to dampness.” Martin said.

“Yes, although that was a bit unlikely due to the construction. It was a surprise when we first found the chamber and saw no evidence of water penetration - we are in Wales after all. We then found that the entire chamber was surrounded by a sort of outer slate jacket between the earth and the bricks. The chamber ceiling was, as you know, covered by ceramic floor tiles which, at a later date, were themselves overlaid by stone flags. The place was pretty much completely sealed from the outside world for almost two thousand years.”

“Stand back near the far wall while I use the grinder to take out the old pointing,” ordered Richard and for what seemed like hours the rasping shriek of the grinder reduced conversation to nothing more than desultory comments as fine dust flew out from the brick wall. At long last, just as Anna thought she would have to take a break up on the surface Richard sat back on his heels, removed goggles and dust mask and said. “Pass me that chisel someone and I’ll clear some of the residue and wiggle out the first brick. Sorry about the racket, but using the grinder makes it quicker than a hammer and bolster and cuts down on vibration and brick damage from an accidental blow. Tough stuff the old Roman cement they used as pointing and no telling just how well the bricks have come through almost two thousand years. I’d look a proper idiot if I’d thumped one and half the wall had collapsed.” 

“I’ve got the camera running”,” said Annette. 

In fact two other members of the party were also filming the process as the first brick was removed while Margaret carefully placed it to one side and made a note on the chart she had pulled up on her tablet. Anna watched as Richard carefully removed the vertical line of bricks on the left hand side and fitted a small acrow into place. He then repeated the process on the right hand side before removing the topmost lateral row, loosening the acrows and slipping a stout wooden plank into position. “Need to support the weight above the cavity I’ve created,” he explained. “OK, let's have the spotlight.” He leaned forward and shone the light into the dark opening. “It looks quite deep, but there is something in there, um,that's interesting.” 

“Don't keep us in suspense, Richard. “What is it?” Margaret called from alongside her precise brick arrangement.

“It's an extremely large metal container - looks like a cooking pot. If you pass across one of those dust sheets I’ll ease it out and wrap it up. Give me a hand one of you, we don't want any accidents.” 

It was Anna who knelt beside him and helped with the careful wrapping. As Richard stood up he became the focus of attention, saying. “It looks as if it’s been sealed with a wax plug, but I’ve never seen a plug anything like as large. It must be supported somehow from beneath; we can take a look back at the Centre. This is far more exciting than we thought possible. I wonder what the point was in secreting something inside a burial chamber?” 

“Guarding against grave robbers?” Questioned Annette.

“If so, why leave Boudica's gold items in view?” Martin responded.

“They didn't eviscerate their dead, did they?” Dave Milbanks asked.

“No, that was the ancient Egyptians - I don't think that practice prevailed in the Roman funerary rights.”

Anna, who was about to join the others, leaned across to flick off the spotlight and without thinking brushed away the cement dust that had drifted onto the floor of the cavity. Her voice echoed across the chamber and caught the attention of the rest of the group. “Hey, call yourself an archaeologist, Richard? There's some sort of emblem carved into the floor of the cavity.” 

“Anything interesting?”

“Not sure.  Hang on and I’ll switch the spotlight back on. Hmm, that’s interesting.” She held her mobile phone inside the cavity, took several photos and hurried across to the others. They crowded around as she showed the illuminated image. “No doubt about it, is there?” She gloated.

“It's the Boudica symbol, no doubt about that wild boar.” Annette agreed. Ok, are we ready to get back to the hotel?”

“Hold on,” said Anna. “The pot was standing on top of the flagstone.”

They looked at her expectantly and she was forced to say. “So why cut a figure into a piece of stone and then cover it up?”

“Maybe it was a spare flag and they used it because it was handy.” Richard said.

She almost conceded, because even Martin was looking at her in puzzled silence. “No, that doesn't seem right. Everything else has been done so precisely and look.” She waved the phone in front of them. “See how the figure is exactly in the centre and the ‘right way’ round so you can see immediately what it is? Come on, Richard, back to work. I want to see if there's anything underneath that flag - If there is nothing there, I'll buy all the drinks this evening.”

It took a further half-hour of work before the pointing around the flag had been cut out sufficiently to enable a metal bolster to be inserted and used to lever the flag loose. The confined space made it difficult to raise the flag enough to allow it to be lifted clear, but it was finally managed and Anna’s stubbornness was rewarded. “Hah - told you,” she crowed. “Looks like another bloody cooking pot, smaller though and made of terracotta with a proper lid.” Once more the awkward access made life difficult, but much effort and a liberal application of Anglo-Saxon expletives at last saw the earthenware pot lifted out into the chamber.

“Got another of those dust sheets? Make yourself useful and give me a hand, Martin.”  With his assistance the pot was carefully enveloped in the second dust sheet. “Quite an exciting afternoon's work, I'd say,” remarked Richard.

Margaret decided to take charge and said. “Let's get back to the Centre, lock everything up and wait until tomorrow. We can all share the fun when we are feeling fresh first thing.” 
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