
Story 
As the chariot races congregated to the start line, the crowds went wild. Thousands of 
people came from all across Rome to see the ferocious battles in the colosseum. Tales had 
long been told about the fearsome gladiators who battled there and the gruesome 
slaughtering of animals – it had to be seen to be believed. Cassia was a young girl who 
belonged to her master called Marcellus. He was a fearsome man, with many enemies across 
Rome. She had longed to visit the colosseum her entire life and today, she was finally going 
to see it.  

Masses of crowds ushered towards the towering archways. Cassias’ jaw dropped and her 
eyes widened at the sights of The colosseum. Mouth-watering smells of bread wafted down 
the cramped alleyways, whilst persuasive stall merchants showcased their oil lamps to lure in 
customers. Cassia had come to the amphitheatre to watch the famous chariot races, but it 
was the sight of the vicious gladiator wielding an all-mighty sword, which had captivated 
her. She was left speechless. She focused her eyes on the shadow lurking behind the 
gladiator. In the dark, was a prowling tiger. What was this place? Just as she was about to 
investigate further, she heard the crowd roar.  
“Cassia! It is beginning, we must take our seats now!” Marcellus commanded.  
“Coming, Master,” she called back. With that, she tumbled her way through the cramped 
alleyways and found her seat.  

The colosseum fell silent. A deafening roar echoed around the theatre. Making its way to the 
centre was a terrifying lion. It prowled around the barrier. The lion looked proud and strong. 
The venatio had started – the lion was to be hunted and slaughtered. This was always the 
pre-entertainment of the gladiator fights, but Cassia was shocked. She had never imagined 
that she would see this when she ventured to the amphitheatre today. The lion was carried 
away and now the arena erupted into cheer. The gladiators were entering and the battle 
was about to begin. From miles around, the metallic clashes of the swords could be heard, 
until a deathly silence followed and all that was left was a victor. Cassia suddenly felt 
hollow. She had always wanted to come and see for herself, but she left that day feeling 
wretched. 


