A Greek Adventure
Chapter 1

“And so as you can see Archimedes was one of the greatest inventors of his time and held the Romans at bay for many years and,”

Brrrriiiiinnng!

 The sound of the teacher’s voice was cut short by the loud ringing of the school bell.
 “For your homework I want an essay on Archimedes’ life and inventions,” shouted the teacher over noise of the bell.

I ran from the school as fast as possible because I wanted to get home and try to finish my homework before 6 ‘o’clock so that I could join up with my friend on the computer.

I ran into my house and slammed the door behind me. “I’m home mom!” I shouted as I ran upstairs to my room.
“Hi,” replied my mom from the kitchen “tea will be ready in ten minutes.”

“Okay mom” I replied.

 I sat at my desk to try to do my homework but for some reason I just couldn’t concentrate. I tried everything: I looked in all the books I had on ancient Greece and archaeology, I found some good stuff  but just not what I was really looking for. Clearly this essay would need a lot more research on it than I had first anticipated.

 Luckily it was Saturday the next day so I went to the library to research Archimedes. I found an old, worn hardback that had definitely seen better days. “This could just be what I had been looking for”, I thought to myself. I found a table in a quiet corner of the library and sat down. As I blew the dust off the cover of the book my excitement grew. I could tell straight away this old battered volume of history was going to be of great use to me. I opened the book and inside was hundreds of diagrams of Archimedes inventions and even his own research notes! I’d struck gold!
 I kept turning the pages until I came to one page with nothing on it but a detailed drawing of a room with a small bed and some shelves in it. Under the picture it said: 

                               Archimedes room 218bc-212bc.
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I couldn’t understand why the drawing or the date was there and just as I was about to close the book, I saw a small glowing blue light in the corner of the page.  I suddenly felt the atmosphere around me change and in the silence a pin dropping would sound like a crash of rhinos running through the library. A strange noise suddenly made me jump until I realised it was just the noise of my heart beating wildly.  Calm down I thought to myself, what on earth has got into you? 

Then quite unexpectedly the light became brighter and brighter until it seemed the light of the sun was shining out of the book. Was it my imagination or could I hear people talking? The light spread until the whole page was covered. Then a hole appeared inside the light and began to suck me in.

“ Help me!” I screamed as I disappeared into the hole “someone help!” everything went black around me and I remember nothing after that.
Chapter 2

Wow! that was a sudden rush of adrenalin! I better remember to take my mom’s advice next time and not have a mars bar and a bottle of coke for lunch as I think the sugar rush has made me hallucinate.

As I lay on what I thought was the floor of the library, I could hear people talking and felt the urge to take off my jumper as it had suddenly got very warm in the room.  

I opened my eyes nervously expecting to see Mrs Applebottom, the rusty old librarian, standing over me about to recite the rules of the library to me but…….
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I woke up in a small room that looked a lot like the one in the book I had been looking at. Or had I been looking at it? I couldn’t remember anything of what had happened in the past few minutes or was it hours I had no idea.

 I turned my attention to my surroundings and looked cautiously around the room; there was a shelf on one wall with many thick scrolls on it tied up with red ribbon. There was a large wooden chest on the floor opposite me, and there was also a table and stool. The table was covered with letters, plans, research and other strange scrolls of parchment which I could not read. There was also a small window with open wooden shutters to let the sunlight in.   

 Suddenly a boy of about my age with long sandy coloured hair and dressed in what looked like my mums best white sheet wrapped around him walked into the room. He was carrying a wooden tray with a bowl made of clay that was filled with oil and next to it a wooden plate with thick slices of bread and olives on it.
 “So you are awake then,” said the boy “I was getting rather worried about you, Hillarion, I thought you had a nasty illness or were you just playing one of your pranks again, and speaking of your love of tricks, one of these days it will get you into serious trouble,” said the boy

 “Who are you?” I asked

“I am Acacius, one of Archimedes’ lower students,” the boy bent down and laid the tray of bread, olives and oil on my lap.

“Thank you,” I said shakily as I sat up and tucked into the bread and olives.
“Acacius did you say you were a student of Archimedes?” I said.
“Goodness me, you are on top form today aren’t you Hillarion?” said Acacius in a surprised voice. “Yes I am a student of Archimedes and so are you, and if we don’t hurry we’ll be late for his class.”
 Acacius then opened the wooden chest and brought out a long white tunic. Oh great, I thought to myself my turn for a fancy dress outfit. But on a more serious note if I remember from my lessons correctly then the proper name for it is a chiton.

 “Put this on and then we can hurry to our lessons,” said Acacius.
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As he hurried out of the room my head was spinning. I had so many questions to ask.  Like, where am I? What has happened to me? And who on earth is Hillarion?  Just as I was formulating all these questions in my head, Acacius came rushing back into the room and said
 “Come on slowcoach,” and disappeared from view again.
Oh well, I thought perhaps the answer lies outside of these four walls around me. Let the adventure begin……
I pulled the chiton over my head and draped it over my shoulders. I walked cautiously out of the doorway and looked around me; I was standing on the top floor of a house, very much like our modern homes. But this house was made of large stone blocks which were neatly joined together with glossy, cement like material. When I poked my head round the door the rooms looked very bare, and all looked relatively the same, with a wooden chest, a table, a stool, one of the horrible uncomfortable beds that I had had the displeasure of sleeping in, and with one small open window with the hot sun beating through it and into the room.

 I made my way down a flight of stairs that were again, made of cold, grey chunks of stone and walked down a small hallway.  As I looked into the different rooms on this downstairs level I noticed that they all looked very basic. There was a kitchen with two long tables opposite one another and two more wooden chests under each table. Clay bowls containing different spices and herbs were carefully arranged in order on the tables and all their wonderful smells mixing together in the air made your nose tingle with delight. I walked on down the hall to the front and opened it wide. 
I walked out onto a busy street with brilliant white tiles placed on the floor of it.  Large stone houses lined the streets, with their red tiles shining brightly in the sun. People were going about their day to day business all around me, there were people selling food and clay bowls, ornaments, plates, pots and other wares at small market stands in the middle of the street. What struck me was that everyone was wearing a white chiton with a bronze, silver or gold clasp holding it together on their shoulders and the sun was made even brighter by all the white.
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I then noticed Acacius waiting for me by one of the market stalls and I ran after him.

“Ah, there you are Hillarion, for a moment there I thought you were going truant…. again.”

 “No I wasn’t” I said in a rather small, scared voice. “I was just taking a while to get myself ready,”

“Well, we’ve stood around here for too long, we need to get to lessons quickly; we don’t want to keep Archimedes waiting do we?”

Archimedes, I thought that name keeps popping up everywhere, I wonder where I am?

“Acacius?” I asked

 “Yes,” he said

 “Just humour me for a minute, remind me what year it is,”
  “Goodness me, I can actually see your brain working from here!” said Acacius sarcastically “It’s the year 109.”

Oh no, I thought. He’s right. The puzzle finally slotting into place, the year, the clothes, the house and Archimedes. 

I WAS IN ANCIENT GREECE!!

Chapter 4

I followed Acacius into a small building with only one room and tables arranged facing to the front of the room where there was a desk. Next to the desk sat the man himself, Archimedes. He had curly black hair and a short, bushy beard, he was quite tall and wore a white chiton with a silver clasp to hold it onto his shoulder and wore a pair of brown sandals on his feet. 

   “Now then everyone,” said Archimedes in a loud voice “settle down I have something to show you.”
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   There were ten of us in the class and Acacius and I sat ourselves down at the front of the classroom while the eight other boys sat behind us.

 “Today we will be looking at one of my first inventions that I made some time ago, this,” he said as he got a large piece of parchment out which looked to me like it was covered in sketches, notes and complex mathematical equations and lay it on his desk.

“Now does anyone know what this might be used for?” enquired  Archimedes. 
Archimedes gaze drifted around the classroom until it rested on me.

Thank goodness I had been concentrating in Mr. Healy’s history class last week, I thought.  I know what this is, it’s the Archimedes screw!

“Hillarion, let’s have some contribution from you, what would this contraption be used for?”

“Moving water from A to B uphill,” I said calmly.
A smile spread over Archimedes face, or was that a look of shock?

“Ah, so my daydreaming student has finally got his head out of the clouds,” laughed Archimedes,

“Yes sir,” I said nervously.

Archimedes then got another piece of parchment from under the desk while he said,

 “Now then, as most of you know, the Roman Empire believes that it can take over Greece and the Sicilian Isles so I have some inventions to help us against them.”

 Archimedes held up the parchment to show us all. There were gasps of amazement from the class at the gargantuan project he had in mind.
“This,” he said “is the catapult, which can fling rocks and other materials at the Romans and sink their warships.” He then drew another piece of parchment out the desk and held it up to show us.  “These are the burning mirrors. I will attach them to the dockside and then the sun will reflect off them and burn the Romans ships as they approach us,”

I’d heard about these inventions and read about them in books but I’d been blown away by the excitement in the classroom and the fact that the man himself, Archimedes, was standing in front of me.
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“ Right then everyone, that’s class over for today, tomorrow we will be looking at some of my mathematical theorems.”

All of us ran out to escape class almost as if we thought he was going to change his mind and not let us out.

 “You go ahead,” said Acacius “I need to go and talk to Archimedes about some astronomy.”

“Ok I’ll just go off and explore then,” I replied

Good, I thought, I’ve got time to explore! 
Chapter 5
I wound my way through the alleyways and streets of the town, which I guessed was Archimedes home town, Syracuse. I heard loud cheering and shouting in the distance, so I headed towards the commotion. Hundreds of people were sat on stone benches in an enormous amphitheatre; there was an oval shaped dirt track with four chariots waiting in a line. A major part of the amphitheatre was taken up by a large throne with a tall, middle aged man sitting on it. He wore a chiton with gold embroidery on the edges and sandals with small jewels studded in them. The man in the throne who I guessed was the king nodded to a servant who scurried off and down some steps onto the track.

On the track the servant held up a sign that said, ‘Please welcome Alexius of Syracuse, Diokles of Athens, Spartactus of Thrace and Hermolaos of Sparta’. The slave retreated back up the steps and placed the sign on a table beside him as four large men, with a small knife in a sheath at their waist and a large chest plate of armour, walked to the chariots and jumped onto the small carriage which was attached to two large horses by large, thick reins.  A man up near the king’s stand shouted

  “Go!”

And the chariots were off. 
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They sped off all nearly hitting one another as they hit the first bend.  

The outer two chariots wheels made a loud scraping sound as their wheels were dragged along the stone wall on the edge of the track.                 Two of the chariots began to collide and got their reins tangled up, the riders looked at one another in horror as their chariots smashed and splintered wood flew everywhere. The riders were tied to the chariots to stop them falling off and so used the knives that were attached to belts around their waist, to cut the ropes holding them. The two riders  jumped off while the horses kept running, dragging the ruined chariots behind them.

The remaining two chariots kept going and kept ramming one another into the sides of the track. One of the chariots finally gave up and as his wheel spokes splintered he began to try and cut the ropes of the harness holding him to the chariot. But I could see that he was struggling and there was a loud gasp from the crowd.  He tried and tried and tugged at the ropes but they would not cut.  Almost instinctively I ran down to the stone wall and stretched out my arm for the man and his decimated chariot as they came towards me. I shouted to the charioteer,
   “Grab my hand!”

At first he hesitated and shook his head and then decided he would. He grabbed hold of my arm and I pulled as hard as I could. I turned my head to the people behind me watching and shouted,
   “Help me.”

They all rushed to my aid and helped me to pull him out of the harness and up onto the safety of the steps while the horses dragged his destroyed chariot behind them.

  “Thank you,” he breathed

“Any time,” I replied, exhausted and out of breath.
I left the man to the rest of the crowd to carry him to somewhere to rest and headed back to the school building, but I took a wrong turning. I found myself near the main gate to the city and looked around me. Everything seemed perfectly normal….
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Shouts and grunts of pain came from outside the gate as a large bang shook the gate and echoed round the street.

   “Open up!” shouted a rather sarcastic sounding voice from outside the gate as another bang made the gate shake.
  People in the street started to run around in panic screaming and shouting

     “Call the soldiers!” or “It’s the Romans, run!”

The Romans just kept on hammering at the gate and shouting abuse and threats at the Greeks. In the distance a loud rumbling sound and the chink of armour could be heard. Everyone turned to where the noise was coming from to see Archimedes directing the pulling of a large wooden catapult. It seemed Archimedes had actually organised the building of his invention, I thought to myself as the catapult rumbled towards the gate.

A large group of Greek soldiers also marched down the street, as everyone backed away into the alleyways of the street to watch. As the soldiers approached the gate the commander shouted at the soldiers where to stand and they stood ready at the sides of the street.
  Some soldiers went to Archimedes to aid him in the firing of the catapult. There was a quick discussion and then they drew back the large catapult arm and loaded a medium sized rock into it, they then went to the up ended side of the catapult and pulled it with a large rope, when Archimedes shouted,
   “Fire!”

The soldiers continued this exercise until many rocks had been flung over the gate. They then drew their swords and swarmed out of the gate to finish off any of the  Romans that had not been killed by the bombardment of rocks. But it turned out many of them had retreated after the first few rocks had been fired from the catapult.
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While everybody walked away from the street or carried on with their usual business, I noticed a small gold coin on the tiled floor of the street, reflecting the light of the sun. I kneeled down and picked it up, rolling it between my hands and moving it so the sunlight reflected of it even more.

 I remember it was called a drachma, from my history lessons and so I pocketed it, deciding that it would make a good momento for when I got home. Home, I thought, it was so far away it seemed like I had always lived here, and two thousand one hundred and seventeen years from now I would be in the library, about to be transported to ancient Greece.

But I didn’t notice the horse and cart coming towards me as I stood up.  I turned to walk away and as I did so was hit by the cart, sending me  sprawling across the street. I heard voices and footsteps as people ran towards me to help me, but it was too late and as my consciousness began to ebb away, the small child inside me wailed ‘I want to go home, I want to go home!’ and everything went black.
Chapter 6
I had a feeling of déjà vu, as I lay in fuzzy haze and heard voices all around me.  Dare I open my eyes and see where I am this time?  I cautiously opened one eye. A familiar sight, Ok I will open my other eye.  I was back in the library.   

I was beginning to think I had nodded off to sleep and had dreamt it all up, when I put my hand in my pocket and grabbed hold of a small, cold, metallic object. I withdrew my hand and opened it up, and on the palm of my hand was a small golden drachma, which no longer shining in the sunlight of Greece, had become dull in  the dim light of the library.
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Then I turned my attention to the book. It was still turned to the page with the picture of Archimedes’ room, but the picture had changed. It was now the picture of a boy standing next to a man in a street that I seemed to recognise…..I racked my brain to try and remember who those people  were and then suddenly it came to me; they were Acacius and Archimedes, standing on the very same street that I had first saw when I was transported to ancient Greece.

 So it hadn’t been a dream, I thought, I really had travelled back in time!

Do I tell anybody? Or will they think I have gone slightly crazy.  I smiled to myself. This adventure would come in handy next time I had an English homework that required me to write a story involving waking up in another time……………………

The End.
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