Fire from Vesuvius

‘It is still six days till the coming of Thesus, why does the master feel so the way that he does?’ Soriala was always thinking like that but she actually liked her master in a way. Yesterday she had been allowed to make her first friend. She had gone to the blacksmith for the first time and had found that he was very friendly. She had liked playing with his son and little darling, Maricus. This had only been possible by her master. She shuddered as his face came into her mind. She saw the dark brown eyes, the large and ugly nose and worst of all the big, brown thing above the mouth on his cheek. Soriala had no idea what it was but was glad that she didn’t have it. She looked up at the huge and great mountain rising up above everything else. Vesuvius. The mountain was motionless sitting there calmly. No one would know that in 6 days on August the 24th that it would blow its top off and burying her and lots of others.

  Soriala hurried off to the bakery. She knew she was late but she loved thinking. She took one last look at the volcano and ran off over the stones on the road.

  The bakery was small and cold and had a dark feeling to it but Soriala loved the smell of the bread. She lifted the very large loaf from the table and into her basket and hurried off, eager to make it back home in time. The last time she was sent to get some bread she had fallen into chat and had come home late, the result of this was getting a beating. The worst thing about it though was getting told off over and over and over again. It was amazing how the master could repeat stuff so much times, it was incredible. None of the servants liked her very much because she thought to much. However she liked that. She often wondered what friends were for and then thought that she wouldn’t like a friend. She enjoyed being on her own. After seeing the blacksmith she changed her idea and found out that friends were the best thing in the world. The best thing that the gods created. She stopped suddenly, wasn’t that an earth tremor? She wondered if anyone else had felt it but life was carrying on normally on the streets. She hoped it wasn’t the sign of another earthquake, she had heard stories of the last one and they were dreadful. It happened 17 years ago. She hadn’t been born yet, that was to come only 12 years ago. The earthquake was a sign from the gods as even worse things to come. 

  As Soriala went past the blacksmiths shop she paused. If she paid him a visit she would get beaten but if she didn’t she would have to bear not seeing him that day. Finally she decided to pay him a visit. She walked inside and was greeted by the young man, around his 20’s, dark hear, black bushy eyebrows and a handsome nose. He is quite pretty Soriala thought as she said hello back. There was no time to talk though because the blacksmith was very busy. Soriala made sure that nothing made the loaf of bread dirty    

