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      But London is more than a collection of streets and markets. It’s Wren churches and ABC tea-shops. It’s Burlington Arcade
         and the Temple. It’s the Athenaeum and Adelphi Arches. It’s Kennington Gasometer and the Zoo. It’s the iron bridge at Charing
         Cross and the statue of Eros at Piccadilly Circus. It’s the Serpentine and Moss Bros. It is Paddington Recreation Ground,
         and the Nelson Column. It’s Big Ben and the Horse Guards. It’s the National Gallery and Pimm’s. It’s the Victoria Palace and
         Ludgate Hill. It’s second-hand bookshops and the undertakers and the cinema and the obscure back-street chapels. It’s the
         waif-and-strays Societies and the fortune tellers and the pub on the corner and the trams. That’s London.
      

      
      And the people. They’re London too …

      
      Norman Collins, London Belongs to Me, 1945
      

   
      
      INTRODUCTION

      
      Stand on any street corner in the centre of London and you are on the edge of a historical journey. Look around you, and you
         will see a story that stretches across centuries. The glass and steel of the modern world reflect the stones of previous eras:
         you may catch a glimpse of the shimmering churches and royal houses of white Portland blackened with the soot of city life;
         the sandy yellow brick made from the city’s very own clay; creamy stucco; the knobbly Kentish rag favoured by Romans and Saxons;
         imported marble from Italy and grey blocks from Norman Caen; burnt terracotta in imitation of Renaissance Venice; porches
         and decorations in the faux marble of Coade stone invented in the 1760s and sold off the Westminster Bridge Road; Dartmoor
         granite used to curb the cement pavements; fired tiles in every colour and sheen; rare coloured fragments of porphyry from
         distant ancient monuments. These are the stones of London.
      

      
      The variety of the city’s stones proves that the metropolis is not just one place, captured in a single moment, but plural,
         a series of layered narratives that need to be explored in the same way the palaeontologist excavates geological strata: Celtic,
         Roman, Saxon, Norman, Medieval, Modern, Georgian, Gothick, Modernist. What the stones remind us is that London is not a modern
         city, and it has never been. Despite its deepest desires to escape history, the city finds that its pockets are filled with
         the rocks of the past.
      

      
      On the south side of Trafalgar Square, on an island constantly circled by the bustling traffic, stands a statue of Charles
         I upon his horse, the beast pointing towards Whitehall where his master met the executioner’s axe in January 1649. This is the centre of the city
         from which are taken all measurements from the capital, London’s ground zero. From the front of the statue, the main arteries
         of the city spiral in all directions and it is from here that Dr Johnson spoke his famous tribute to the metropolis: ‘No,
         Sir, when a man is tired of London, he is tired of life; for there is in London all that life can afford.’ From this place,
         the city reveals itself from its earliest origins to the present day.
      

      
      When workmen began to dig the square in the 1830s they were surprised to find the skeletons of prehistoric animals – mammoths
         and hippopotami – that had once roamed the watery banks of the Thames. It was the Romans who first established the roadway
         that still runs along Fleet Street from the walls of the ancient city, through Ludgate, following the river towards the west.
         Once the Romans had left, this place remained an important Saxon enclave. Recent archaeological work at St Martinin-the-Fields,
         on the north-east corner of the square, has uncovered an early Christian burial site. From the Norman era, the square became
         the meeting place between Royal Westminster and the walled city.
      

      
      Looking around this square today one can still find evidence of the many layers of the city rubbing up against each other.
         Charles I’s statue replaced the old Charing Cross, a commemorative cross built by Edward I for his wife Queen Eleanor, which
         is now preserved, in name only, at the nearby train station. Southwards one looks down Whitehall towards Westminster, the
         Gothick towers of the Houses of Parliament rising above Inigo Jones’s 1619 Banqueting Hall, said to be the first modern building
         in London, and the last remnant of Whitehall Palace, the home of the Tudor and Stuart kings. Through the opening of Admiralty
         Arch to the west, one can now see Buckingham Palace, the present home of the royal family, at the end of the elegant Mall.
      

      
      St Martin-in-the-Fields is a reminder of the changing city in the early eighteenth century, when the metropolis was growing
         so fast that a scheme for fifty-one new churches was announced. The completion of Trafalgar Square itself is a marker of the
         evolution of London a century later when first John Nash, and later Sir Charles Barry, were commanded to convert the dilapidated
         Royal Mews into a grand public space. This was once again converted in 2003 by the contemporary architect Norman Foster, who named the project ‘World Squares for All’,
         redefining the public spaces of the city for the twenty-first century.
      

      
      The square was not just the centre of the city but also the fulcrum of empire, and the evidence of its imperial past is layered
         in stone. The column that rises high above the ground is the monument to Horatio Nelson who died in 1805 at the Battle of
         Trafalgar defending Britain against Napoleon. The column is set upon four resting lions, sculpted by Sir Edwin Landseer, symbols
         of the nation’s might. Later statues have been added as reminders of distant valour: Major-General Sir Henry Havelock, who
         successfully quashed the Indian mutiny of 1857; General Sir Charles James Napier, who overpowered the Muslim regions of Sindh.
         In summer 2010, the vacant fourth plinth was filled by a massive ship in a bottle created by the Anglo-Nigerian artist Yinka
         Shonibare. The sculpture was a model of Nelson’s HMS Victory, its sails decked out in vibrant African fabrics. On the edges of the square stand South Africa House, built in the 1930s,
         and Canada House (originally built as the Union Club by Sir Robert Smirke in the 1820s). Both imposing buildings remind us
         of the role of London as the world capital.
      

      
      Yet the square itself also tells another story – of the public history of London, of the crowds that have gathered here in
         celebration and protest. Since its construction, the square has been a meeting point for political demonstrations: in the
         1840s the Chartists held their meetings here; in November 1887 the mob, campaigning for Irish Home Rule and the conditions
         of workers in the East End, clashed with police, on what would be called ‘Bloody Sunday’. This was repeated in 1990 with the
         Poll Tax riot, when mounted police charged into the crowd. An anti-apartheid vigil was held outside South Africa House for
         much of the 1980s, and it was a stopping point for the million-strong anti-Iraq War march of 2003. Yet the square is also
         a place for communal celebration: the euphoria of VE Day, 8 May 1945; the annual New Year’s Eve revels; the announcement on
         6 July 2005 of London’s successful bid to host the 2012 Olympics.
      

      
      Today, Trafalgar Square has been transformed into the front room of the city, a piazza linking William Wilkins’s Greek Revival
         National Gallery with the ornamental open space. Under the guidance of the Mayor of London, it has become the leading tourist site
         in London, with a full schedule of events including concerts, festivals and gatherings. It is the city in microcosm, ever-evolving,
         the confluence of layered narratives, of stones and memories.
      

      
      In this book, I tell the story of London through twelve buildings. Arriving in any city for the first time, our sense of place
         is first informed by the physical setting: the density of the clustered buildings, the rush of the traffic, a feeling of verticality
         as our eyes rise to the top of the skyline. As we orientate ourselves we begin to understand the scale of the metropolis,
         the horizon point obscured by man-made vistas, streets and houses. We may start to acknowledge an emotional response to this
         evolving landscape – fear, loneliness, liberation; yet we are also almost unconsciously engaging with the spaces around us.
         It is the physical nature of the city – the stones themselves – that are the starting point for this adventure.
      

      
      The nineteenth-century critic John Ruskin made it clear that the story of architecture is one of the most powerful viewfinders
         into history: ‘great nations write their autobiographies in three scripts – the book of their deeds, the book of their words
         and the book of their arts … of the three the only trustworthy one is the last’. Buildings do not lie. At the time of their
         creation, they are ideas made solid and permanent; they encapsulate, even by accident, the economic, technological and political
         realities of the age. Thus they tell a polyphonous narrative between the individuals on the building site – clients, architects,
         builders, observers – and the wider city in which the building is born. In time, buildings transform and change, and that
         too becomes part of the story handed down to us today.
      

      
      It is for these reasons that we here look at the buildings themselves. Each of the twelve buildings, places and remnants in
         this book can still be found today in various states, either as ruins rebuilt or transformed. These places have been selected
         not because they are the finest buildings in London, nor even the most famous of each era, but because they reveal an essential
         narrative of the city.
      

      
      The relationship between the individual building and the city as a whole is telling, and sometimes unexpected. The twelve or so buildings within this book are the launching point for some of
         the main themes not just of London but the history of urban life. These include the importance of trade, the performance of
         power, the balance between government and the freedoms of city life, displays of patronage or luxury. In each case the building
         begins as a dream, full of hope, but becomes entangled with everyday life. The stories reveal unexpected connections, a ghost
         map of the city that lives and works today.
      

      
      But London cannot be revealed by the stones of the city alone; it is also a human narrative. The relationship between flesh
         and stone is uncanny, for the stories of buildings are the stories of people, the men and women who dreamt and lived their
         lives in London, leaving their imprint upon the fabric of the capital, and vice versa. Through the investigation of these
         buildings, we can come to understand something about ourselves: our need to project vast monuments; the way that we create
         a refuge, a personal space amidst the maelstrom; how we have coped with the problems of the mass within the confined spaces
         of our cities; the rise of consumption; the crisis of social housing; the organisation of crowds.
      

      
      As a result this is not a work of architectural history, nor is it a complete story of London. Instead, each building is at
         the centre of a broad canvas, a panoramic view of the metropolis, and reveals some aspect of the ever-changing art of urban
         living. Thus it is a many-threaded narrative that tells of architects and patrons, kings and emperors, the relationship between
         work and pleasure, the impact of war and the effects of poverty. It is also a history of the present day, and an account of
         this city over 2,000 years from its first origins.
      

      
      I hope that these stories will also help us to understand what we need in order to build the city of the future.

   
      
      CHAPTER 1

      [image: image]

      
      WORDS AND STONES

      
      Fragments of an Ancient City

      
      
         This is a journey to the end of the world.
         

         Patrick Keiller, London

      

      
      In London, history hides barely below the surface. On many occasions, the greatest treasures of the city – a cache of Renaissance
         jewels, an ancient Roman burial ground, a long-forgotten manuscript – have been uncovered by happenstance. In September 1954
         it was, in the words of Professor William Francis Grimes, ‘a fluke’, but what he found was a striking reminder of the many
         layers of London’s past.
      

      
      Two years earlier, Professor Grimes, London’s leading archaeologist, had begun work on the site of what was once Bucklersbury
         House, situated in the heart of the city, near to the Bank, before large-scale redevelopment began. Since the Victorian period
         it had been a thriving business quarter with various offices and shops including solicitors, insurance brokers and a Lyons
         Tea House, yet Grimes realised that the current buildings were set upon ancient foundations. For Bucklersbury House sat on
         one of the oldest thoroughfares, facing eastwards onto Walbrook, a street that had once been divided by an ancient river.
         The River Walbrook had been covered over in the eighteenth century but nonetheless over 2,000 years of history continued to
         exist beneath the modern street.
      

      
      After the war the site had stood abandoned; rubble was strewn across the whole area from the Blitz ten years before, while
         stones and bricks choked the battered basements. The Nazi bombing in 1940–41 had laid waste to the fabric of London, from the docks to the east right into the very heart of the metropolis. In the years following
         VE Day, there had been hopes to revive the city out of the ashes of the Nazi onslaught; however, progress was painfully slow.
         It was not until 1952 that the landowners turned their focus to the Walbrook, which they planned to cover over with a new
         office block.
      

      
      Before work began, the developers listened to the pleas of Professor Grimes, then Director of the London Museum, to explore
         the disrupted ground before it was lost for good. In 1947 Grimes had written in hope that out of the chaos of the Blitz some
         historical good might emerge: ‘the cellars which are now open to the sky present archaeologists with an opportunity which
         they have never known before and are not likely to know again’.1 Grimes and his team hoped to find evidence of the river that ran down the street towards the Thames to the south, and that
         summer they began cutting a number of exploratory sections. To begin with there was a scattering of interesting finds that
         were cleaned and taken to the Guildhall Museum for examination; but Grimes could not have predicted what he was to uncover
         on 18 September 1954.
      

      
      Londoners have always been fascinated by their city’s origin. The medieval chroniclers created myths from the few ruins they
         had found inside the walls, attaching their stories to the fragments and broken monuments that still remained. The antiquarian
         John Stow interwove these ancient stories into his account of the Tudor capital. When Christopher Wren began rebuilding it
         after the Great Fire of 1666, he excavated the classical origins of the metropolis. The eighteenth-century Enlightened thinkers
         hoped to rebuild Rome by the Thames, while the Victorians were aghast as they dug up the old city and found ancient buildings
         and the archaeological evidence for Londinium. In 1869, as they were tearing up the earth to lay a new sewerage system, engineers
         were fascinated by a mosaic found only a few yards from the Walbrook, evidence of a grand villa. Even today, we are still
         discovering new treasures: while the Jubilee line extension was being dug in Southwark in the 1990s, extensive Roman remains
         were recovered that have changed our understanding of the ancient city.
      

      
      That September day in 1954 was intended to be the last of work on-site. Through the slow and patient process of excavation, the archaeologists had peeled back the layers of time that had been hidden
         for centuries. The huge foundations of the modern building had compacted and distorted certain areas of the soil deposits,
         while the digging of basements in surrounding buildings had removed centuries of evidence. Yet, two and half metres below
         the street on the eastern side of the river, the remnants of a solitary building were uncovered. The soil was waterlogged,
         which made exploration difficult but had also preserved the stones, ‘not as flimsy ghosts but as their solid original selves’.2 As they delved there were more intriguing revelations. Grimes’s discovery of a pagan temple in the heart of the capital in
         1954 would reignite the city’s passion for its classical past, just as it hoped for a brave post-war future.
      

      
      By 18 September, the team had found the outline of a temple building and an altar stone, but on that day, ‘as final recording
         work was being done’, a sculpture was discovered – the head of a man wearing a cap. The following day The Sunday Times claimed to have identified the head as the god Mithras. The story caused a sensation as Londoners rushed to the site and
         hoped to make their own finds. By Monday The Times was calling for the preservation of the temple as a place of major historical importance.
      

      
      As the archaeologists explored the evidence, they must have had a strange feeling of historical vertigo. The work had begun
         during a period of huge change as London attempted to find its feet again out of the debris of war, yet the devastations of
         the conflict had opened up the opportunity to uncover history that had lain hidden for over 1,700 years. They must have felt
         as if they were slowly revealing the foundation stones of the city.
      

      
      London was born a Roman enclave and its stones have their beginnings with five ancient fragments that can still be seen today.
         A twisted stub of wood in the porch of St Magnus the Martyr church on Thames Street is the last remnant of the wooden London
         Bridge, which captures the earliest identity of the city – a crossing place on the River Thames. In the basement of a barber’s
         shop in Leadenhall Market stands a portion of the second forum from the second century AD from where this outpost on the edge of the Roman Empire was administered, linking it to the wider Imperium through extensive trade routes. By the Tower, at the eastern fringes of the city, one can find the old
         Roman walls, built in AD 190 to protect the growing Roman capital, first called Londinium. The London Stone, a block of Oolite rock of unknown origin,
         today almost forgotten, links the city with classical myth and ancient origins. Finally, the temple of Mithras, originating
         in the third century, represents the sacred nature of the city.
      

      
      The bridge, the forum, the walls, the temple, the stone are the genetic code of London, the building blocks of urban life:
         a place of crossing, movement, bustle; a centre of trade, a final destination for the goods of the world; a sacred space,
         the site of miracles as well as worship; a line of protection, a barrier as well as a definition of belonging. This is what
         made London, and what still characterises the city today.
      

      
      Before the Romans London did not exist: there was nothing, except woods rolling down towards a river’s edge, with few signs
         of cultivation or homesteads. The marshy littoral sprinkled with random shingle patches made it difficult to tell what was
         estuary and what was land; rivulets fed by springs wound between sandbanks, creating small islands within the tidal flow.
         Here the waters were shallow but wide and represented the boundaries between tribal lands, where the domains of the Celtic
         tribes – Catuvellauni and Trinovantes – merged. A space in between places, a waterway to be crossed.
      

      
      In 55 BC, Julius Caesar, having vanquished Gaul, chased his enemies across the Channel and harried them as far as the River Thames
         yet saw no point in setting up camp. There was no need to stay; as he later wrote, ‘there was nothing there for us to fear
         or rejoice at’.3 He found a wide estuary that at high tide could stretch 1,000 metres across the low-lying southern shores. On the north bank,
         two hills rose above the marsh while, in between, small gravelly islands dotted the shallows of the river and were used as
         stepping stones across the water. Having ‘achieved nothing’, Caesar returned to Rome. Britain thus signified the end of the
         known earth, and was not even worth submission.
      

      
      The Romans returned in 43 AD; the invasion was a political ploy intended to distract the native Italians from domestic travails,
         an act of Caesarism performed by the Emperor Claudius to prove that he was imperial enough to quash nations. Britain was a soft target:
         many of the Belgic tribesmen who had fled Gaul after Julius Caesar’s rout had settled in the south-east: the Catuvellauni
         and Trinovantes to the north of the river, the Atrebates and Cantii to the south. They had grown wealthy from the land and
         developed trade networks with their kin on the Continent. This was reason enough for Claudius to go to war once again; there
         was also the added bonus of completing the job that great Caesar himself had left undone.
      

      
      As the troops gathered on the Gaulish coast, however, panic struck when the soldiers were gripped with fear ‘since they strongly
         resented fighting beyond the limits of the known world’.4 Yet as they sailed, a comet split the sky from east to west, a good portent. They arrived on the Kent coast and found no
         native army awaiting them; the tribesmen watched from afar and scattered into the woods and marshes as the invaders approached.
         When the Britons did stand and fight they were easily defeated, and at a fierce battle by the Medway, where the Thames ‘discharges
         into the ocean’, they were forced to retreat.
      

      
      A forward party of soldiers gave chase and followed them to a river crossing: ‘The British easily crossed the river, for they
         knew the firm fords. The Romans pursued, but failed to catch up with them. German units swam across, and others crossed a
         little higher upstream by a bridge. They attacked the British on all sides and cut off many of them; but rash pursuit led
         them into trackless marshes, where many were lost.’5 The rest of the band waited on the southern bank for the remainder of the army, elephants and machines to arrive before crossing.
         The troops did not stay by the riverbanks, for as soon as they had fixed a pontoon of boats to span the water they continued
         their pursuit of the natives, whom they swiftly defeated.
      

      
      Claudius returned to Rome, where he built a triumphal arch celebrating the vanquishing of twelve British kings. In addition
         a naval crown was placed above Claudius’s palace to signify not just dominance of the Britons, but ‘as a sign that he had
         crossed, and as it were conquered Ocean’.6 Within a few years, Caratacus, lord of the Catuvellauni, was defeated and brought to Rome where he was paraded through the
         imperial city and, having been pardoned by the Senate, stood in wonder and said: ‘How can you, then, who have got such possessions
         and so many of them, covet our poor tents?’7

      
      From that shaky martial pontoon London was born and for the next 350 years or so it rose at the edges of the greatest empire
         in the world. The insignificance of that first settlement is made palpable in the paucity of written accounts, as if it did
         not deserve a chronicle; no law books, no set of regulations, no accounts or banking receipts, no love letters or memoirs
         have been discovered. The narrative can only be sought through the fragments of what has survived. What history we do have
         – Tacitus’s account of the life of his father-in-law, Governor Agricola – was dictated second-hand and written for a Mediterranean
         audience. Similarly, Cassius Dio’s History puts words more suited to the Appian Way into the mouths of British natives. Britannia appears in the tales of emperors when
         they visit or where the native legions are caught up in conspiracy. Elsewhere, in political and scientific treatises, the
         nation is little more than a reference point in a handed-down geography, a ragbag of myths and assumptions. History is told
         by the victors and Britannia spoke only through Rome.
      

      
      On the rare occasions that words have survived in London, they are on coins, carved into funerary stones and an abundance
         of curse tablets. The first use of the word Londinium was not uncovered in some local record or official document but scratched
         onto the base of a bottle: Londini ad Fanum Isidis. Written letters and reports found at military bases on the northern boundaries offer names and flashes of London life but
         no more. Instead we are forced to reconstruct the city in broken fragments – the official stamp of the governor on baked tiles
         tells us who was in charge, the functioning of the building trade, the status of the commissioned building. Coins concealed
         beneath structures, sometimes discarded by accident or buried as a portent, give a rough dating system. It is the stones themselves
         that begin the story of the city.
      

      
      The Roman Empire was founded on brutality, and the conquest of the Britons was a performance that had been practised and perfected
         throughout the Imperium. Rome did not cross the Channel to deliver civilisation to the Celtic tribes; rather, the imperial army advanced in pursuit of raw materials to feed the empire’s appetites
         and to subdue the tribes that threatened their lands across the Channel. Such an invasion was expensive and the nation was
         first won with the sword: between AD 43 and 81 the Roman army was ruthless in suppressing the local tribes and it is estimated that nearly 250,000 natives were
         killed. In the first year, eleven British kings of the southern kingdoms surrendered after a battle at Camulodunum (Colchester),
         which was quickly converted into the first Roman administrative capital. In time the Durotriges, Dumnonii, Atrebates, Corieltauvi,
         Dobunni, Iceni, Cornovii, Deceangli, Brigantes, Silures, Ordovices and the northern Caledonii were also subdued with violence
         and their lands, settlements and goods conquered.
      

      
      If the new lands were to deliver a return on Rome’s investment it would be long-term, however: there was no gold or treasure
         to be found. The rowdy tribes would be expensive to control and at times demanded the services of one tenth of the army that
         was recruited from the various corners of the empire – regiments from Germany and northern Gaul, as well as a cavalry troop
         from Spain. The profitability of the project initially appeared poor: there were expensive start-up costs in administration
         and supplying these troops, with very few rewards in rare artefacts and valuables to satisfy the appetites of Rome.
      

      
      Yet where the army marched, the traders were never far behind. Amongst the letters that were found at the northern fort of
         Vindolanda, in Northumberland, there are many receipts, lists of accounts and commercial demands that linked the front line
         with the profiteer’s warehouse, such as that of Octavius to his brother Veldeius: ‘I have several times written to you that
         I have bought about five thousand modii of ears of grain, on account of which I need cash. Unless you send me some cash, at
         least five hundred denarii, the result will be that I shall lose what I have laid out as a deposit, about three hundred denarii,
         and I shall be embarrassed. So, I ask you, send me some cash as soon as possible.’8 London evolved from such urgent notices.
      

      
      More importantly, London was born a crossing place, the most easterly point on the Thames estuary that could be safely traversed,
         from the ports to the south on the routes northward. The river was dangerous and unpredictable, a tidal basin that flooded daily,
         which was also fed by creeks, brooks and rivers that wound their way through the gravel hills and clay banks. Here, in time,
         the traders built a bridge and, as the historian R. E. M. Wheeler wryly noted, the settlement grew, a parasite, from the two
         bridge ends.
      

      
      Nevertheless, the Thames-side site was not immediately earmarked for colonisation by the conquering invaders. The first evidence
         of a community was as a stopping-off point on the developing transport network, demonstrated by the discovery of dropped coins
         throughout the area that offer a ghost map of the first street plan. By AD 50, a road had been built that led from the southerly ports to the south bank of the Thames, present-day Southwark, on the
         water’s edge. On the northern shore, thirty metres away from the waterline, signs of a road junction can be discerned, the
         first evidence of Watling Street leading to Verulamium (St Albans) and the west. In time the road also branched towards the
         east – Camulodunum and the garrisons of the north.
      

      
      For the next few decades these two locations developed as the first Roman outposts, a nameless crossroads. Nevertheless, the
         crossing point evolved and to the north, on the summit of the gravelly hill, barns and houses began to be built. By AD 60, a small community had grown along the junction of the road; there were now three streets, the scattering of early wooden
         barns had been replaced with a more orderly housing scheme, houses made of wattle and daub. There were even signs of some
         luxury: coloured plaster, glass and marble decorations; even piped water; yet, as Tacitus wrote, the new community ‘did not
         rank as a Roman settlement, but was an important centre for businessmen and merchandise’.9

      
      The crossing place became a hub of exchange; small workshops grew up by the river’s edge – a kiln, a forge for working in
         iron and bronze, even some gems (intaglios) were found that suggest that the site was already a disembarkation point for goods
         from the rest of the empire. It was a merchants’ enclave, huddled at both ends of the wooden crossing, populated by frontiersmen
         who turned a profit manning the army supply routes.
      

      [image: image]

      
      1. The last remaining fragment of the Roman bridge in the porch of St Magnus the Martyr, Thames Street

      
      The first evidence of a permanent crossing can be found from the AD 50s: a modest gravel embankment, a bridge pier, a few timber piles are all that remain of the first bridge, located at the
         bottom of Fish Hill. It is likely that this was constructed by driving timber piles into the river-bed and then building a
         latticed trestle across the span. It was said that this bridge was strong enough to withstand the attack by Boudicca, Queen
         of the Iceni, in AD 60, which destroyed the rest of the settlement. Nevertheless, repairs were necessary and an inscription was found on one
         of the quayfront timbers, naming the unfortunate soldiers, the ‘Augustan Cohorts of the Thracians’,10 who were co-opted into the rebuilding project.
      

      
      In the 80s this early bridge was quickly replaced by another, only a few yards to the east. It is very likely that this was
         also a temporary structure while a more permanent bridge was built on the original site. The new crossing was raised on brick
         piers with masonry arches that carried a road of timber decking. Proof of its existence is the large amount of coins and votive offerings found in the middle
         of the Thames just where it was assumed to be. The structure reinforced the status of the settlement as a permanent crossing
         place, but it also took on a second function: a barrier to all shipping arriving up the river. The bridge thus became a port
         as well as a crossing; in time this would be an essential part of the new enclave, administered by officials and marked by
         a tax. London would be a place not only of trade but also of government.
      

      
      The bridge was to be repaired by successive generations but would remain at the heart of the Roman settlement. The bridge
         placed the city at the centre of the colony and allowed the settlement to profit and grow. By AD 100 the site beside the river had become more than a community of tradesmen and old soldiers; the population was now nearing
         30,000, far larger than Camulodunum; more importantly, work had started on transforming the entrepôt into a thriving city.
         In the second century, London was mentioned in the Geographia of the Egyptian philosopher and stargazer Ptolemy and, just as he set the Aristotelian universe around the earth, so he charted
         the various places within Britain in their relationship to London, measuring their distance from the bridge.
      

      
      In AD 60 the traders’ nameless community was razed to the ground, and the new settlement of Londinium was born from the ashes.
         For archaeologists today, that brutal turning point is represented by a thin layer of ash, measuring half a metre, and fragments
         of broken pottery deep within the London soil. This second enclave saw the community expand into a substantial commercial
         hub, a market place in its own right with a wealthy elite and at the centre of a sophisticated business network. With trade
         came power, and the need for law to protect the rights of both buyer and seller; and the forum – the second foundation stone
         of London – was where enterprise and government combined.
      

      
      Londinium was not a military outpost; a rudimentary ditch was dug around the site, perhaps marked with boundary stones. As
         a result, there was no hope for the settlement when Boudicca attacked. The origins of the unrest were predictable; the resentment
         that had brewed between conqueror and vanquished was uncorked with a dispute over land, resentment fuelled by a high-handed and vicious attack by the conquerors upon the conquered. Usually the Romans attempted
         to find accommodation with the tribal leaders by first brutally breaking their armies and then buying their acquiescence;
         but on this occasion something went wrong.
      

      
      At that time the Roman army was pushing back the frontier of the empire; the governor, Suetonius Paulinus, was at the head
         of his troops attacking the island of Mona (Anglesey). At the same time, in the eastern counties, the death of the King of
         the Iceni, Prasutagus, gave the local magistrates the opportunity to plunder the royal lands; in addition ‘his widow Boudicca
         was flogged and his daughters raped … The King’s own relatives were treated like slaves.’11 It was an act that shocked Romans as much as tribesmen and, in fear of further reprisals, the Iceni rose up alongside their
         neighbours, the Trinovantes, and marched towards Camulodunum, and then southwards towards Londinium.
      

      
      With the bulk of the Roman army miles away, the Iceni were free to rampage. Eventually Paulinus was forced to march eastwards
         and hoped to meet the native army at the junction at the Thames. Once here he saw that the enclave could not defend itself
         against the hordes and so he decided to sacrifice Londinium and manage an evacuation. Any who remained were left to their
         fate. For Tacitus, the scene was more gruesome: ‘the enemy neither took nor sold prisoners nor indulged in any of the traffic
         incidental to ordinary warfare, but massacred, hanged, burned and crucified with a headlong fury’.12

      
      The site could return to Rome only if Boudicca was defeated and, on a field, Battle Bridge, long believed to be to the north
         of the city, the two armies met. Tacitus puts noble, rallying speeches into the mouths of both Paulinus and the British queen,
         yet the fighting itself was so brutal that even the baggage animals were added to the heaps of dead. Rather than accept defeat,
         Boudicca poisoned herself and her daughters.
      

      
      The merchants’ enclave itself was slow to re-emerge; new building began within two years of the fire but the settlement’s
         rebirth was influenced as much by events in faraway Rome as by local issues. In AD 69, following the death of Nero, civil war rocked the imperial city and that year saw four emperors – Galba, Otho, Vitellius
         and Vespasian – taking the throne. Vespasian held onto the prize and was able to establish the Flavian dynasty. He was determined to unite
         the empire and was willing to fight for it, yet at the beginning of his reign he faced revolt in Judea in the East and uprisings
         in Germany; he subdued both without mercy. Yet he also knew that his lands would never be secure without the suppression of
         the northern tribes of Britannia. He had participated in the first invasion of Britain and had seen the dangers with his own
         eyes.
      

      
      In AD 71 legions began to arrive in Britain and were sent marching off towards the untamed corners of the empire: Wales, the north
         and Scotland. Under this new Imperium, a permanent Londinium was built for the first time as an administrative centre for
         the new territories, and with every marching step of the legionaries the enclave became stronger. Recent excavations along
         the north Thames shore have found significant evidence for a Roman port developed in the AD 70s: a timber waterfront terrace running along both sides of the bridge, likely commissioned by the civic officer and paid
         for by the city through tolls and levies. This new development may have coincided with Londinium finally gaining status as
         a municipium, and the permanent base for both the governor, the military leader, and the Procurator, the imperial lawgiver and tax man.
      

      
      In AD 77 this was consolidated with the arrival of a new governor, Gnaeus Julius Agricola, who was commanded by Vespasian to seal
         the frontiers of his lands, which he did with breathtaking efficiency. He was also ordered to cement Roman rule within the
         conquered territories; and here he proclaimed a new phase in colonialism – the soft power of Romanisation, as his son-in-law,
         Tacitus, famously recounted: ‘He therefore gave private encouragement and official assistance to the building of temples,
         public squares and good houses. He praised the energetic and scolded the slack; and the competition for honour proved as effective
         as compulsion.’13 Thus, from the start, the stones of London were politics by other means, the embodiment of power within the bustle and rush
         of the city.
      

      
      By now Londinium had gained sufficient size and wealth to become a destination for merchants; this trade encompassed not just
         rarities such as ivory bracelets from Africa, amber from the Baltic, gems from the Continent and the Middle East, but also more mundane
         but equally profitable stock – oil, grain, olives and wine sealed in large clay amphoras from the Mediterranean; building
         stone from further up the Thames coast, marble from across the Channel. Once the ships had docked official negotiatores worked the waterfront to set the prices for the commodities being offloaded that then were passed on to local customers or
         destined for the garrisons in the north. The haggle and trade did not move from this very site alongside the Thames for another
         1,800 years, and then it only shifted less than a mile eastwards up the estuary; there the port remained until the 1960s.
      

      
      There were other civic programmes in the AD 70s that further established Londinium as the leading colony in Britannia. A bathhouse was built at this time along the waterfront,
         and the work was so elaborate that archaeologists still dispute whether an adjoining annexe was part of the sports complex
         or was in fact the governor’s palace. On the south bank of the river was erected a resplendent coaching inn or mansio, with a courtyard eighteen metres across. Meanwhile the population grew, pushing the boundaries of the enclave further outwards,
         across the River Walbrook and on to Ludgate Hill to the west. Here a fort was built and a temporary wooden amphitheatre. A
         new road scheme linked and divided the neighbourhoods. Many of these prized buildings were funded by private investment as
         Agricola encouraged architecture as an act of citizenship – one could become Roman by building Roman.
      

      
      Nonetheless, the most important building in this emerging city was situated at the centre of the community, the forum. In
         fact, Londinium was growing so rapidly during the thirty years of the Flavian dynasty that two fora were built. The first forum was relatively small, 104.5 by 52.7 metres, and consisted of a wide, open market place ringed
         by a range of rooms, many of them shops that could also face outwards onto the street beyond. The main gate was on the south
         wall and at the northern end stood the impressive basilica, an aisled hall forty-four by twenty-two metres with a central
         space where the political business of the city was handled in public. The foundations were of stone – flint and brown mortar,
         probably shipped from the nearby county of Kent. The rest of the walls above the ground were of local tile and then buttressed on the outside with bricks. The whole was then
         roofed in earthen tiles, made and baked outside the city boundaries.
      

      
      The forum courtyard with its rooms and shops would be the first ancestor of the cries and hubbub of medieval Leadenhall Market,
         which rose on the same plot 1,200 years later and soon became the main meat market inside the walled city; it was also the
         antecedent of the loggias that encircled the Elizabethan Royal Exchange, the trading floor of the stock exchange, first established
         in a coffee house in Change Alley, yards away; and even the modern-day financial trading floors of international banks, within
         a minute’s walk, encased in glistening modernity, steel and glass.
      

      
      The basilica was intended as the most prominent building in the city, dominating the market place, raised upon a platform
         of rubble and gravel to ensure that it sat above the roofs of the surrounding dwellings. The long hall was now also the home
         for the curia, or council, that met and deliberated the regulations of the city, while at the east end of the room there was a magistrates’
         court, which saw that the law was followed. This too would be the forebear of many of the essential institutions of London:
         the Guildhall, built on the ruins of the once resplendent amphitheatre, home to the Lord Mayor and the Common Council that
         regulated the Corporation of London, once again making business and politics indivisible. The form of the basilica itself
         was a powerful influence on London: St Paul’s Cathedral, the religious heart of the city, completed in 1708, was based upon
         a Flavian basilica, the Temple of Peace in Rome, identifying its role as a place of civic as well as divine power.
      

      
      Here the two pillars of Roman power, politics and business, were based, and in the chamber the rulers debated questions of
         citizenship, the systems of trade regulation and the exploitation of the colony for the good of the empire. While no Londinium
         constitution, legal documents or decrees remain, as the community was transformed from a nameless enclave to an administrative
         centre, a colonia, and finally a municipium, it slowly became Roman. As a result the city government was forced to balance local demands by the new elite, rich from
         business on the island, with the pressures from the imperial centre.
      

      
      The issue of citizenship – to Rome, not Londinium – was at the centre of an individual’s legal standing within the community.
         Genetic studies of many of the remains within the cemeteries prove the diversity of the settlement’s heritage: soldiers had
         marched here from Germany, Spain and Syria; there were also traders from throughout the empire who came and sought commercial
         advantage. Local elites, the defeated Celts, were also slowly acculturised into the imperial way of life – they were ‘civilised’
         – and tempted with membership to the most powerful club in the world. Roman citizenship was the only bond that united these
         disparate people. Belonging encouraged uniformity of aspiration; more importantly, it set out the rules for property-owning,
         the freedom to conduct business and the exercise of political power.
      

      
      As a market place and a political exchange, the forum regulated the internal politics of the community and as the city grew
         so the role of the institution gained prestige. The site was Rome in microcosm, just as the statues of the emperors that stood
         in the temples were the imperial presence itself. The place came to signify power. This was once again given added importance
         when, as the role of the army evolved from a conquering force to an administrative tour of duty across pacified lands, that
         of the governor changed from martial general to political figure-head. Thus, rather than deriving his power from the size
         of the garrison or his reputation in the field, he sought to find a more permanent base.
      

      
      The Flavian dynasty came to an unpleasant end in AD 96 with the murder by court officials of Vespasian’s grandson, Domitian. Despite the coup, the subsequent emperor, Nerva,
         inherited a stable empire that was set to prosper. Londinium, in particular, enjoyed a period of ambrosia for the next fifty
         years, when it reached the summit of its power and wealth. This was once again set in stone by the demolition and rebuilding
         of a new forum five times the size of the original (166 by 167 metres) – the largest building in Britannia. The structure
         took the same design: a wide courtyard surrounded by walls, with a basilica at the north end. It is quite possible that the
         original building may have stayed in place as they started to build around it, as it could easily have stood inside the courtyard.
         Yet the basilica itself was far more impressive, spanning 52.5 by 167 metres. Inside there were a number of arcade rooms, and here the power of the city sat. An elegant portico
         and herringbone tile floor were later added to offer a sense of grandeur. This established the forum as the most important
         space within the city, combining a trading floor, a law court and the main political chamber. And as a result, Londinium became
         the forum of Britannia.
      

      
      Londinium by the AD 190s had risen and fallen over the century. It had grown rich on army contracts when the military was on the move pushing
         the frontier in the north. In AD 83/4 Agricola had led his army to victory at the glorious battle of Mons Graupius where, as Tacitus reported, ‘Arms, bodies,
         severed limbs lay all around and the earth reeked of blood … Only night and exhaustion ended the pursuit. Of the enemy some
         10,000 fell.’14 Yet the Caledonii tribes were not suppressed for long and the Romans failed to consolidate their victory. As a result, defending
         the northern frontier became a lengthy and expensive business – not that the Londinium merchants were complaining. Under the
         emperors Trajan (AD 98–117) and Hadrian (117–138) there were constant uprisings amongst the tribes. After Mons Graupius work
         was started on the northerly fort of Vindolanda, built by hand by the soldiers themselves, provisioned by traders brave enough
         to risk their stock in the badlands of Caledonia. Quickly a civilian community grew alongside the garrison providing for the
         soldiers’ every need – merchants, craftsmen, slaves, wives and prostitutes.
      

      
      In AD 122 Hadrian himself arrived in Britain to see the state of his northern frontier. He was concerned that this patch was costing
         him dear by absorbing so many of his troops when there were more pressing conquests to consider. On his arrival he initiated
         a project for a protective wall to run along the northern boundary. Hadrian’s Wall was a barrier between the Romans and the
         northern barbarians; but that was not all it did. It had been planned to run through contested territory in which the enemy
         occupied both sides; it was not meant to exclude but to control the movement between the two zones. The new regime of surveillance
         brought with it an uneasy peace.
      

      
      Stability in the north did not last long but there were greater threats closer to home, for the Imperium was on the verge of implosion. In AD 192 the Emperor Commodus was murdered, strangled by a wrestler called Narcissus. The next decade was marred by conspiracy
         and death as numerous factions fought for ultimate power. Britannia was not allowed to stand outside the fray, for, although
         far from the centre, events on the frontier had a habit of destabilising the empire. According to the historian Edward Gibbon,
         this was the beginning of the end of the Roman Empire. For fear that the military power of the governors could threaten Rome
         itself, the territory of Britain was divided into two colonies – Britannia Prima in the south and Britannia Seconda in the
         troublesome north. Britain now had two governors, neither powerful enough to topple Rome. Londinium was renamed Augusta, and
         designated capital of Britannia Prima. To be granted a wall, the enclave needed imperial permission: clearly, Londinium’s
         role within the empire was changing.
      

      
      Work soon began on the wall to surround the city, signifying not just the need for security but acting as a multi-faceted
         barrier, both figurative and real, and far larger than the needs of the urban community. On the western edge of the walls
         the city was protected by a natural defence: the waters of the River Fleet. Elsewhere a ditch was dug on the outer edge of
         the boundary, usually about five metres deep. The ditch was a standard defensive technique to make the outside of the wall
         as high as possible. In addition, the ditch took on the role of the city’s liminal space – neither city nor country – symbolised
         by being swiftly transformed into a vast rubbish tip. From the Romans onwards the debris of 1,800 years has been excavated
         from this area; at Houndsditch, for example, there is extensive evidence that ‘dead dogges were there laid or cast’.15 The region remained on the edge of things for centuries to come.
      

      
      The walls themselves exhibited all the fine engineering know-how of the Romans, two and a half metres thick and probably six
         metres high. The stone was Kentish rag, a very hard, fist-sized stone, not easily carved, transported thirty miles or so up
         the Thames from Maidstone, and used to face the outside of the walls. One of the three Roman shipwrecks in the estuary, at
         Blackfriars where the Fleet meets the Thames, was clearly used to bring the stones up to the capital. At certain stages there was a flat course of red bricks to stabilise the structure.
         On the inside of the wall a bank was created from all the moved earth, that then led up to a parapet from which the guardian
         troops could watch over the wall’s edge. The parapet could also be reached by three towers with wooden staircases.
      

      
      The four gates opened across the major routes out of the city – Bishopsgate, for the north-east and York; Cripplegate, where
         previously the garrison fort had stood, led to the north-west; Newgate, the west and Gloucester; Ludgate, Oxford and the south-west.
         Aldersgate was added in the AD 350s, towards the east. Evidence from Newgate proves that these were impressive structures: two towers stand either side
         of the two openings, a ten-metre-wide double carriageway. These gates remained the main crossing points of the city until
         they were finally destroyed in the eighteenth century, yet their names can still be found upon the street map, wards and parishes
         of the Square Mile.
      

      
      The whole project was a vast undertaking that included mining, quarry work and transportation from the east up the Thames;
         shipping the huge amounts of stone to the city where they were prepared, alongside the local brick-making efforts. Large supplies
         of mortar and clay had to be found to bind the stones together. It is not known whether the army were used to construct the
         wall, as with Hadrian’s Wall, but it must have taken at least two years’ constant work.
      

      
      The very act of building gave the wall – and the space it enclosed – its identity. Defence and prestige inspired the project,
         as a physical manifestation of the elevated status of Londinium within the empire, and the threat that such a status now held.
         But once work had started the economic identity of the barrier, the question of how the wall was going to pay for itself,
         must have come to the fore. Like Hadrian’s Wall, Londinium’s defences were as much a crossing point as a buffer and the walls
         now determined access to the richest markets in the colony. Just as all goods that arrived up the Thames would have been subject
         to a levy as they were docked on the quay, now all goods that arrived by land could be stopped, checked and charged. In addition,
         the market place was now protected and exchange could be conducted in safety. As with goods, so with people: unwanted visitors could be deterred or stopped from entering the city. The walls became a physical
         embodiment of the privileges of citizenship, defining who belonged and who did not.
      

      
      A thousand years after the Romans left London, after the bridge had been rebuilt in stone and the forum lost, the temples
         smashed into the earth, the chimera of Roman Londinium remained. In that millennium the capital had withstood numerous attacks
         from Saxons, Vikings, Danes and Normans. It had also gained a cathedral and palaces, Gothic spires replacing the basilicas,
         guilds and new systems of regulation superseding the curia. Many of the original Roman roads had been built over, wooden houses mushroomed across the once regulated street plan, governed
         by a new idea of what London should be. Despite all these transformations, the upheaval of the stones of London themselves,
         the essence of the Roman city bound by the ancient walls remained.
      

      
      It can still be seen and felt today. Bare remnants of the walls themselves stand awkwardly at random points in the city; in
         places they have been integrated into the foyer of a modern office block or encased in glass, while elsewhere they rise boldly
         amongst the traffic. At some times in later centuries the walls were rebuilt and extended, houses emerged from the defences.
         More significantly, where the walls have disappeared, a palimpsest of the original design can still be found in the street
         plan around the City that arches from the Tower in the east along Aldgate and Houndsditch towards Moorgate, along London Wall
         itself, where Professor Grimes discovered remnants of the old wall that now stand in the grounds of the Museum of London,
         and then returns to the Thames along Fleet Street and Blackfriars, once the course of the River Fleet. The Roman walls still
         define the Square Mile, the powerful financial centre within the city.
      

      
      But a city does not solely find its identity in the relationship between businessmen, the exchange of goods, or even the stuff
         of politics and law. A city is a holy place, where the sacred and the profane must find accommodation. Places of worship sanctified
         sections of the city and blessed the inhabitants; they also regulated the order of the community, offering a transcendental
         hierarchy to consolidate the social. Roman religion was a complex and very human affair that monitored the interaction between the divine and the mundane. The history
         of Roman gods combined omens and rituals, sacrifices and promises in order to balance the world and protect the supplicant;
         it was used to unite the masses, binding them together in a common fate.
      

      
      Armies conquer but nothing unites the conquerors and the vanquished in commonality like a shared fear of the supernatural.
         When the Romans arrived in AD 43 they brought their own gods with them and the victories on the battlefield were reflected in the defeat of local deities
         by potent Latin-speaking powers. In the decades that followed conquest native symbols, places of animistic power, secret rituals
         took on Roman identities, with the latter absorbing the powers of the former in a process that Tacitus termed interpretatio. This act of translation was as powerful as the legionaries’ cohorts and the merchants’ wagons as they trudged through the
         new colony.
      

      
      Yet the Roman gods were not rational, obedient travel companions and the Roman soldiers who arrived on British shores believed
         that, as these wayward deities were necessary to protect and bring good fortune in everything, prayers, offerings and altars
         needed to be made wherever they marched. In addition, they brought with them a complex celestial social system that incorporated
         local gods, professional protectors and imperial and official cults that they had picked up throughout their travels within
         the empire. While worship of personal protectors was a daily business, the year’s calendar was marked with festivals to celebrate
         the passing of the seasons, altars were regularly serviced to guarantee victory, rituals performed to sanctify the status
         quo, religious guilds and household shrines organised, talismen crafted to ward off spirits and wayside markers carved to
         protect the traveller against evil.
      

      
      Emperors themselves became objects of worship, giving the impression of distant rulers watching over their domains. Commodus
         was partial to statues of himself as Hercules, while Domitian promoted the worship of his favourite goddess, Minerva, the
         inventor of music and protector of the parade ground. Hadrian even had the temerity to deify his lover, Antinous, creating
         a series of statues that represented his paramour as the Roman god Bacchus and Egyptian Osiris, both symbols of rebirth and youth.
      

      
      The army were a superstitious lot and religious cults followed the military routes across the country. The first major temple
         to be built in Camulodunum was constructed almost as soon as the colonia was established, and dedicated to the divine person of the Emperor Claudius. There is similar evidence that the gods of Rome
         swiftly settled on the banks of the Thames in Londinium. Beside the first forum a small basilica was set up, while inscriptions
         indicate at least one temple to Jupiter, the father of the gods. On the south bank there was a temple to the Egyptian god
         Isis. The remains of a round building on Peter’s Hill suggest another holy site. It is said that a temple to Diana was built
         on the place that has for the last 1,400 years been home to St Paul’s Cathedral. A vast amount of altars, plaques, vows, dedications
         and curse tablets has been uncovered which proves that the Romans saw their gods walk the streets of the city, doing the bidding
         of dedicated petitioners.
      

      
      By the mid-third century, the capital of Britannia Prima was also home to a new temple. Mithraism originated in Persia, possibly
         from the town of Tarsus on the eastern borders of the empire in modern-day Turkey. The first Roman mention of the cult was
         in a dedication by Sacidius Barbarus, of the XV Apollinaris legion, stationed in Austria. The legion had travelled extensively
         – to Austria, Armenia, Jerusalem and back. At some point, Barbarus had adopted a new icon of worship. Mithraism soon began
         to infiltrate the army, starting first in legions which saw service in the East but then finding rich soil in Germany and
         Gaul. It appears to have marched into Britannia near the beginning of the third century, by which time it had been officially
         sanctioned by the empire and became hugely popular amongst the cohorts on the northern frontier. A temple to the Persian god
         was consecrated on the eastern banks of the River Walbrook inside the walls of the city.
      

      
      There is still much debate about what Mithraism was. Until recently it was considered to be a mutation of Zoroastrianism,
         or an initiatory cult involved in animal sacrifice. The London temple itself, uncovered by Professor Grimes in 1954, conformed
         to many similar temples – the mithraea – found on the frontier in Germany and near Rome. The building was made from stone, faced with Kentish rag and levelled with a series of courses of tiles; following the standard
         form of a basilica, it lay approximately east to west, in total nineteen metres long and eleven metres wide, with the portico
         on the east end and the altar to the west. Inside, there was a long nave that ran the full length of the interior, with two
         aisles, arcades of stone columns on both sides, where the cult members reclined. In the west end, a series of steps led down
         to a plinth, while to the south there was a well. It was here that Grimes uncovered his most unexpected find.
      

      
      The tauroctony, the central icon of the cult, depicted the story of Mithras, combining the personality of the god, born of
         stone, who alongside a dog, a snake, a raven and a scorpion kills a bull. As a result many theorists have presumed that this
         was a cult dripping in blood and sacrifice. Recent research suggests, however, that Mithraism has a more rational explanation
         than most ancient cults. The symbolism of the bull-slaying can be read as an astrological prediction – the moment spring turns
         into summer. The figures each represent an astrological entity: the bull is Taurus, the dog the stars Canis Major, the snake
         Hydra. There is also evidence of the sun and moon, and the constellations of Scorpio, Leo and Gemini.
      

      
      Tarsus was known as an intellectual powerhouse that held a library of over 200,000 books, including the work of Hipparchus,
         the Greek astronomer who bridged the scientific gap between the stargazers of Babylonian and classical tradition. The Babylonians
         had systematically observed and charted the night sky in order to predict eclipses and celestial portents; Hipparchus concluded
         that the whole universe worked to a single plan that could be discerned by careful observation. Mithras’s tauroctony therefore
         mapped the hoped-for order within the universe with a system to appease the gods that controlled the fates and the seasons.
         Not just gods but also the motions of the heavens themselves predicted fortune and order.
      

      
      As in the heavens, so on earth: Mithras’s temple represented the unity within the empire, and the means by which it was made
         concrete. Starting as a military cult in which the necessity for order and fortune united soldiers who were themselves recruited
         from every nation, Mithraism was soon adopted by the merchants. It linked the turning of the celestial spheres with local needs and fears and
         offered a celestial reason for belonging. Through a sophisticated system of initiation rites, it also embodied and sanctified
         the social order within seven levels of seniority: raven, bridegroom, soldier, lion, Persian, sun-courier, father; what secrets
         each rank revealed are unknown.
      

      
      Christianity arrived in Britannia soon after the mithraeum was built and offered the prospect of one god rather than many.
         In the following decades the fortunes of the Church rose and fell on the whim of the emperor. A Christian basilica and a London
         bishop, a vicarius granted by Rome, are mentioned but no evidence has as yet been found. It is with a certain irony that Edward Gibbon, writing
         his masterwork The Decline and Fall of the Roman Empire, identified Christianity as one of the main reasons for the decimation of the great empire. While Mithraism united its adherents
         to the cosmic system and the empire, Christianity offered an alternative power, a religion that promoted private redemption
         above public service. Within a century, Rome was under threat and there was nothing the gods could do to save the empire.
      

      
      When the Romans left Britannia in AD 410, Governor Honorius commanded the nation to ‘look to its own defences’ and departed. The temple still remains, however,
         one of the foundation stones of the city. In 2006 it was declared that the ancient stones were to be returned to their original
         setting beside the Walbrook, but this was not to be. Instead a new, prestigious modern block, the Walbrook Building, has been
         built here, designed by Foster + Partners, boasting office space as well as extensive shopping facilities. In a quirk of fate
         the temple has now been replaced by its most contemporary incarnation – the shopping mall.
      

      
      Once the Romans had abandoned Augusta, Britannia was soon overrun by tribesmen who had little interest in cities; soon after,
         Rome itself was conquered. Without the centre the empire could not hold, and without Rome there was no need for London and
         the bridge, the forum, the walls and the temple were all allowed to break and decline. It was only centuries later, when the stones of the city were being rebuilt, that the story of London was told once again.
      

      
      The myths surrounding the birth of a city often involve the descent of gods into the world of men, a period of nomadic wandering,
         the fulfilment of a prophecy, a sign of divine approval. The city needed its own genesis story, as John Stow commented: ‘by
         interlacing divine matters with human, to make the first foundation of Cities more honourable, more sacred, and as it were
         of greater majesty’.16 Both the Bible and the Qur’an recall that the very first city was built by Adam’s son, Cain, the tiller of the ground, who
         murdered his brother, the nomadic keeper of the sheep, in jealousy and was banished by God. The mark of Cain can be found
         in the foundation myth of all cities.
      

      
      The new history of London was written by the twelfth-century monk Geoffrey of Monmouth, a Welshman who lived most of his life
         in London. He claimed that he heard it first from Walter, Archdeacon of Oxford, and it may have come from ‘a certain very
         ancient book written in the British language’.17 Geoffrey may have also read the work of Nennius, the Abbot of Bangor and ‘pupil of the holy Elvodug’,18 which told a similar story. London was not born with the spilling of fraternal blood, but had its origins in the fire that
         consumed Troy. Brutus was the great-grandson of Aeneas, the hero of Virgil’s poem, who escaped the flames and wandered Europe
         before finding a refuge in ancient Italy. On the island of Leogetia Brutus was visited by the goddess Diana, who told him:
      

      
      
         Brutus, beyond the setting of the sun, past the realms of Gaul, there lies an island in the sea, once occupied by giants.
            Now it is empty and ready for your folk. Down the years this will prove an abode suited to you and your people; for your descendants
            it will be a second Troy. A race of Kings will be born there from your stock and the round circle of the whole earth will
            be subject to them.19

      

      
      And so, after many travels – including Africa, the altars of the Philistines, the salt-pan lakes of the Middle East, Russicada
         and the Mountains of Zarec, sailing up the River Malve and landing at Mauretania, withstanding the temptations of the Sirens’
         call at the Pillars of Hercules – Brutus and his men reached the coast of Albion, where they established their new kingdom at Totnes, in the south-west
         of the island. They soon discovered that they had disembarked onto an island of giants and, after many struggles, culminating
         in the defeat of Gogmagog, claimed the island for themselves. Meanwhile Brutus went in search of his own city and ‘visited
         every part of the land in search of a suitable spot. He came at length to the River Thames, walked up and down its banks and
         so chose a site suited to his purpose. There he built his city and called it Troia Nova.’20 A new Troy.
      

      
      From Brutus, whose body was buried in the walls of the city he founded,21 came generations of British kings. The last of the line was King Lud, who transformed the fortifications of London in the
         face of the threat from
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