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Chapter 1
Marcus’s Journal

\. 3..‘__.

Pompeds
18 Auﬁmt
Cronus, my tutor, was not pleased with my essay
on Judins Caesar. He wants me to practise
writing, o he :Mﬁjarted that I éeﬁm w journal.
He has no desive, however, to read, this journal.
It (s fW to be a record ofm:y t/wuﬁ/uf: and
observations, written as t/wuﬁ/p I weve ;pea/a'nﬂ
to a fmmd/

I will beﬁm/ é}/ teléé«ﬁ youw :omet/u'&g about
myself. My name is Marcus Gracchus, and I am
thirteen. My father is Lucius Gracchus, an ol
mevchant. My mother is the Lady Octavia
Clandia, and I have @ younger sister, Lucia. I
also have a dog called, Ixion.
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Marcus’s Fournal

W&é&w%wl&rﬁ&hom&omww
overlooking the Bay of Naples, andavelten
staves (including Cronus). My father’s cargo ship.
b:mw/wre&éwvth&ba}/, and we have a small
boat, which we use for short trips.

My best ﬁfemd/ is Chivo. He is fourteen, and
an expert ﬁf/wrwwv Chivo lves fa/t/wr m[onﬁ
the coast, in Herculanenwm. Just b@/md/
Hevculaneum lies Mount Vesuvius. Father owns
many of the olive groves on the slopes of

Vesuvius, He (s ﬂoénﬂ to tnspect thewm tomorvow:
As usual, I will go with him, and I'm allowed

to take Lxion. If Chiro iswt busy ﬁfw, perhaps
we will be able to fpem some time togeﬂwx



Chapter 2

79 Auﬂu;t

W&WP/W— b)/t/wtmmremd
Herculanewm, Chivo MVWM@MW@‘
ﬁ:/v, 0 he was ﬁfe& ﬁ)r the afternoon.

Chivo, Ixion and I accompanied Father to
the olive groves, then set o/j‘ to explore the

W&Wﬂhzﬁwmmwm&gﬁm—
up bg/ond/ the olive groves, orchards and
uing/a/d;, to wheve the woods éegé//o. Then we
rested, Mdffmdcedwww — the
jromwé beneatt, me /elt very warm.
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Warning Signs

I was about to mention thisHdChive, when
something disturbing happened. “The eavth
beqan to shake! It fdt as f/wuﬂ/b the grassy ﬂoor
off/w/wvod/s had, become liguid, like the-sen,
and, we had been helplessly cast adrift on is
/LE&ZW ;me. Ixion barked. I tried to go to
him, but I was unable to stand.

Then, just as mdden@ as it had éeﬁm, the
;/La/cénj sfoﬁ%oﬂ. “What was that?” I asked Chivo.

“4 tremor,” he answerved. “Weve had a lot of

them Zoufeé/, but my faf/wr says W’V& MW
to worry about.”




Escape from Vesuvius

Aét/wuﬁh/ I adwmived Chito’s cofidence, I
wmwéétté&w&ttéed/@/t/wtrmn 0 I
mentioned (t to Father Wmﬁ the Joukiey
home. Like C/u'm’rfmt%wr, he said it was nothing
to worry about. I hope he’s r'gkt, but I suspedt
that he was less concerned with the earth
trmrtﬁanwit/vt/wcmdéféomofﬁér olive
groves. Some zy‘ the wells on Mount Vesuwvius
have dried up; and the stream he relies on for
lrrigation has ceased ﬂowmy The olives are a
good, size, but without water from the stream,
their qualéi,j/ will suffer.

Itwu;m'g/ufdéw%wmwaremdzhoww,
and, Lucia greeted us &xaltedé/. Mother’s plans
for tomorrow- n'%ht’r dinner party were well
under way, and, Helen (our cook) had, alveady
made the special seasoning my sister loves — a
mixture of dried figs /wmg/ and, éay leaves.

I was going to warn Lucta not to steal too
much oft%w seasoning, when mddené/ @ tremor
passed through the house. Lucia screamed, and,
Imawed/to calm her, t/wuﬁhldédnotfeeé
the least bit calm wyself:





