The Return of Rome
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Earth, around 972 C.E. The Dark Ages are underway and the western world has been thrown into chaos and disorder. Disease runs rampant in the major countries of the world, as does filth and poverty. Some countries have sealed themselves off from the rest of the world, so their problems won’t get any worse than they already are. An example is Portugal: It has barricaded itself from all sides with militia, turning back anyone that tries to enter.


Another country that had barricaded itself was Italy, the once-mighty homeland of the Roman Empire, which had fallen almost 500 years before. However, Italy had not been hit as hard as the other countries by the famine and poverty when it sealed itself off in 961. For eleven years the country had been the subject of fierce debate: Why protect yourself when you are faring the best? Why defend yourself when you should defend others?

The questions were not entirely invalid, as something dreadfully serious was indeed happening within the confines of the great country of Italy.


The King of Germany sat at his desk, writing out orders to send to his people and armies. One of his Royal Guards entered the room quietly after knocking, and walked up to the desk. The King looked up, “Do you have your report?”


“Yes, your highness, I just returned from the Italian border...”


“And?”


“I was unable to penetrate Italy’s barrier. They are very efficient in their blockade.”


“That displeases me. You were given orders to infiltrate Italy.”


“Yes, highness, I understand. I simply couldn’t get past them...I tried multiple times.”


“Then you will try again.”


“Your Majesty, my report is not the reason I have entered.”


“Then why did you?”


“You have visitors, your highness: Three armed knights. They did not state their origin when it was asked of them.”


“Three knights?”


“Yes, highness.”


“Have them wait in the Throne Hall. I’ll call them in when I am ready. See that they have armed escort.”


“Yes, your Majesty.” finished the Guard, and he turned and left.


The King entered the Throne room with his cloak over his shoulders and his crown atop his head. He sat down on his throne and looked at the door for a moment, thinking whom these men could possibly be. The King was young and ambitious, so he was eager to pursue anything that could aid him. When he was confronted with a mystery such as this one, he usually eagerly accepted it.


“Send them in.” he commanded. The huge doors were opened by two servants each, and the three knights entered, followed on either side by three Guards. Two of the knights wore standard gray metal armor with Chain mail, and billowing red capes followed them. The knight in front wore gold armor, but also was adorned with a red cape. All three of them wore helmets of their respective armor colors with red hair crests situated on top of them.


The three stopped in front of the steps up to the throne, and the escort stood to the side, facing inward toward the knights. The knights showed full respect, bowing on one knee to the King, which brought a slight smile to his face. Whoever these people are, he thought, they sure seemed friendly. The foremost knight stood and pulled a rolled piece of paper from a small cylindrical container attached to his waist. He bowed his head in submission as he stepped up slightly to hand it to the King.


The young King eagerly opened it, still with a slight smile on his face, full of wondering. After his eyes coursed down the page for a few seconds, the smile disappeared and his face soon gaped in astonishment and horror. It was a notice of occupation. He was to turn the country of Germany over to...


Then his jaw dropped. He was to turn Germany over to Italy. After finishing the letter, he rolled it up, and slowly began to laugh. Then he roared with laughter and threw the letter back down at the Guard’s feet. “Italy? Turn my country over to Italy?” he asked, between laughs. “Who do they think they are? The Roman Empire?” he said, then he started to laugh again, then suddenly his eyes fixated on the knights’ armor.


His history that he had learned as a boy stated that the mighty Romans wore armor exactly like what the knights were wearing. The knights, now standing, stared up at the King with blank faces that you could almost hear saying “What did you think this armor was supposed to be? English?” The front knight waved his hand, and they turned to leave the room.


“Close the doors.” bellowed the King, and the gargantuan doors were closed and bolted. The Knights stopped dead in their tracks. Their leader turned and stepped between the other two. “Your assumption is correct, your Majesty; And be assured that whatever you do to us, the Emperor will have your country.”


Then he stepped forward and scowled at the King, “...one way or another...”


Not phased by the Knight’s boldness, the King laughed again and said, “My poor child, Rome as an Empire died long ago...” then he turned to the escort. “Arrest them, and at dawn, execute them.”


The Escort seized the Knights, who put up no resistance, and walked them out of the room.


Two weeks later, the King was on his chamber’s porch, looking out onto the hills that he had played on as a child. His castle stood next to the Italian border, so what he saw was the hills outside of Germany. He turned and looked to his right, and looked out over the expansive city that had been created through the many lines of kings before him.


Then he turned to face the hills again, smiling as he did. Then he noticed something odd. He didn’t remember trees being on top of the hills. He cleared his eyes by squinting slightly, then he looked again. He slowly began to stumble backward, and then he fell back into the chamber as he looked out onto the hills.


They weren’t trees. They were soldiers, lined up across the hills and there were more of them as far back as he could see beyond the hills.


Roman soldiers...

