
To my beloved Mater and Pater, 

 I have just finished my training session for the afternoon, and as I sit alone in my 

cell overlooking the quadriporticus, I write you this letter in hopes that I might receive 

some sort of response. I have not heard from either one of you since I left the villa a few 

months ago to move into the city to the ludus to pursue my dream of becoming a female 

gladiator. I can imagine you are both still infuriated with me, but please know that I did 

not make the decision in hopes of bringing shame and infamia to our family. I know you 

both find it disgusting and unthinkable that I gave up my status as the daughter of a 

wealthy senator to pursue the lifestyle of a female gladiator, but before you throw away 

this letter and evict me permanently from your lives, please read on and understand why I 

have made this choice. 

 For the last fifteen years of my life I felt trapped. When I was old enough to 

understand my surroundings, I had a difficult time accepting my place in society as a 

femina. I was groomed and prepped to marry at a young age; I was taught that a Roman 

woman’s sole crowing glory of achievement in their life is to raise healthy heirs to carry 

on their husband’s name. But what if I want a name of my own? What if I want to be 

recognized as an individual, powerful woman rather than apart of a collective group of 

women that have no voice, no autonomy? Aren’t I deserving of more? I chose to join this 

lifestyle not just because of the fame and recognition that comes with being a female 

gladiator, but because it offers me an escape, and an alternative way to live my life.  

Living here has certainly been a change from life back at the villa, but it is a 

change I embrace. Because there are so few of us females training to become gladiators, I 

have a cell to myself. Each day I wake up early before the sun rises and spend the day 



practicing with my training partners, who are both male and female. Not only do I train 

with men as well as women, but I also get to use the same weapons and learn the same 

training methods! I have cut my hair boyishly short, (by my own choice) and with my 

intense training schedule I have lost weight and gained muscle. There aren’t any mirrors 

here but I’m sure if I looked in one I would hardly recognize myself, and I doubt you 

would either. The food here isn’t like what we are served at home. Some people complain 

very openly about it, claiming what we are served is: “worse than hunger.” I don’t find it 

as bad, although I am getting a little sick of eating barley at every meal.  My trainer is a 

retired female gladiator named Camilla. I have learned so much from Camilla: she is 

quiet yet so fierce, and after several training sessions together it’s no surprise to me that 

she survived over twenty fights in her career. 

 Last week I competed in my first gladiatorial games at the Circus Maximus.  The 

night before the games I was so nervous I hardly slept, and in the morning I was 

overwhelmed with the excitement of the day. In the morning before my lunista came to 

get me, I put on my subligaculum, strapped up my balteus, and placed a manica over my 

right forearm. Unlike some of the slave women fighting that day, as a free woman I was 

not required to fight with my right breast exposed, and instead wore all my armor. I was 

pushed through a small, dark tunnel that ran under the street that smelled like animal 

feces and body odor. As I walked up the steps into the arena, I could barely hear myself 

think over the deafening roar of the crowd, and through the chanting and screaming I 

could just make out Emperor Domitian’s name. Then suddenly everything happened so 

quickly; I was placed in the arena with three very short men. A pugio was thrust into my 

hand, and then one of the little men threw a net over me. As I felt the ropes tightening 



around my body I could hear the crowd laughing and jeering. “Women can’t fight!” they 

screamed, “She belongs to the upper class! A FEMINA! What does she think she’s doing 

here?!” I was so overcome by anger and frustration at these comments that I thrust my 

pugio through the net, climbed out, and swiftly pinned the little man’s neck underneath 

the blade. Oh Pater and Mater, it was the most beast-like thing I have ever done, yet the 

most thrilling. And as the crowd roared in approval, shouting and pointing at me in awe 

and disbelief, I have never felt so alive. I was finally the center of their attention.  

 They took the little man away so I did not have to kill him, although I think if the 

crowd had wanted me to I would have. I know for my first fight I was placed in the arena 

as an “opening act” for entertainment and laughter, and not someone to be taken 

seriously. However, as I exited the arena that day, I could hear the spectators muttering 

“Amazon woman” and “exotic” under their breath, so I am hopeful for another arena 

appearance soon, and perhaps someday achieving the status of a female gladiator such as 

Camilla.  

Mater and Pater, I completely understand your disappointment and shock at me 

choosing this route in my life, and while I am truly sorry for the shame, mockery, and 

infamia my choices will bring to you and our family, it was a choice I made for myself. 

While it may have been a selfish one, it is also one I plan to honor for the remainder of 

my life, however long or short that may be. When I compete in the games, it doesn’t 

matter to me that the crowd has come to see the men compete, or that they may not think 

of me as an equal. I may be mocked and shunned; I could be killed or seriously wounded. 

Regardless of what happens, the crowd is still there, they will still be watching me. I will 



be brave, and I will achieve a different kind of status, rather than living in the shadow of 

yours, Pater.  

        

Your Loving Daughter Always, 

        Cassia 

	  

	  


