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 The Missing Cohort
It was the day The Moon fell. Our cohort, The Lions, were on guard when we heard 

a shriek from the forest. It wasn’t a fox crying out or an owl; this had definitely been a 
human screaming in terror and pain. Followed by silence. I ordered my squad to stand 
ready as I reported to the captain. 

The Moon cohort were in the forest tonight. It was their turn on patrol. Normally 
nothing happened on night patrol, but we thought it wise to keep a look out because we 
were camped near a native settlement at the very edge of the Roman Empire. The natives 
beyond the frontier were unfriendly to Rome and might rebel. We all knew that The Moon 
were the elite cohort in our battalion, so it can’t have been them we heard, we thought. 

The captain was a good man but on that fateful night he seemed to have drunk too 
much and was singing in the camp taverna. I told him what had happened and his face lost 
all expression. He ordered a battalion to search the misty woods. As we patrol about we 
kept on high alert because the natives have a tendency of ambushing us. I set up a little 
base in a clearing so people could report back. We had a few sightings like the odd dirty 
helmet but nothing more was found of the lost Moon cohort. I set out to help my fellow 
Romans and the missing men of The Moon, but we searched in vain: nothing ever turned 
up. 

As I sat in the tent with my second in command, suddenly the bushes behind us 
rustled and a native warrior jumped out. he seized my friend and held a knife to his throat!

“You will surrender or this man dies” he pigeoned in latin. I had no idea what I was 
supposed to do.

“Don’t surrender, don’t give up. I’ve spent all my working hours fighting for this 
cause. Continue what we started but tell the soldiers how I died” said my friend. And with 
that last and final speech the warrior slit his throat. I  turned upon the native. My anger was 
boiling inside me. I grabbed my faithful pilum and started towards the man and with one 
sweeping blow he fell to the ground. I at and wept beside my friends fallen body.

That night was the longest night of my life; the wind howled in the trees and owls 
hooted in the dark. I lead a scout group through the usual patrol route but everything was 
normal. Cackling could be heard from the native settlement so we went and had a look. 
The native were performing some kind of ritual and my anger bubbled and foamed inside 
me. One of those men had just killed my friend. I wanted my revenge. Sensibly a soldier 
dragged me away explaining to me that we were out numbered thirty to one. The 
settlement was unlikely to have kept the missing cohort alive if they had captured them. I 
thought of my second in command up in heaven and cold fury made me angry. It shouldn’t 
have happened. The night turned deathly quiet and the stars grew brighter and brighter the 
moon was not out tonight. Could it know about the cohort named after it? We marched on 
hoping for some sign of The Moons. How had they disappeared without any trace? Had it 
been planned? I did not know. 

The soldiers were growing restless so we headed for the camp. In the morning the 
body of my friend was cremated and buried. Everyone was feeling sad, miserable and 
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grumpy. A few people tried  to cheer me up with only limited success. The Moons were 
brave but if they had run away they would be killed for cowardice — if they were found.

Thirty years later and we are still looking for The Moons. Nothing ever turns up The 
Moons are still a mystery…


