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All rights reserved.

No part of this book may be reproduced, stored in a retrieval system, or transmitted in any form or by any means—electronic, mechanical, photocopying, recording, or otherwise—without the prior written permission of the publisher, except in the case of brief quotations embodied in critical articles or reviews.

This is a work of historical fiction. Names, characters, places, and incidents are the product of the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, or actual events is purely coincidental, except where historical events and public figures are depicted for dramatic purposes.

The author gratefully acknowledges the wealth of historical scholarship on the Roman occupation of Britannia during the second century CE, particularly the construction and garrisoning of the Antonine and Hadrianic frontiers which provide the historical foundation upon which this narrative is built.

Digital Edition: June 2026

Cover design by Ian D Bass

The Small Bites series grew from a simple, personal aim: to create stories that could be fully experienced in a single sitting. Written for readers with little time to spare—for moments stolen on trains, buses, or during lunch breaks—each piece delivers a complete, emotionally resonant narrative without demanding a long-term commitment. The stories are immersive yet concise, distilling the depth and power of a novel into a form that respects the reader’s time while never diminishing its impact.
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The Wind Beyond the Wall follows the life of a veteran Roman legionary stationed on the Antonine Wall in northern Britannia, a harsh frontier at the edge of the empire. Through his eyes, the story immerses the reader in the relentless rhythm of frontier life—vigilant patrols, sudden raids by northern tribes, and the ever-present cold, wind, and mist of the Scottish landscape.

As rumours spread of Roman forces withdrawing to the more secure Hadrian’s Wall, the veteran witnesses the difficult march south, the emptiness left behind on the Antonine frontier, and the uneasy emotions that accompany leaving a post long held. Upon reaching the stone-built Hadrian’s Wall, he and his comrades adjust to a new rhythm of duty, a quieter but more permanent frontier, reflecting on the sacrifices, the men lost, and the fragile permanence of empire.

Full of vivid imagery, atmospheric description, and the psychological weight of life on the northern frontier, the story explores duty, memory, and the human cost of holding the line at the very edge of the Roman world.
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To those who stand at the edge of the world—

who face the wind, the cold, and the unknown with courage.

May their stories, like the walls they guard, endure beyond the years.
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PART I — THE EDGE OF EMPIRE
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The wind never truly stopped along the wall.

It came low and constant off the northern moors, whispering first through the coarse grasses, then rising into a long, mournful breath that clawed at cloaks and rattled shields hung upon timber palisades. In the stillest hours before dawn, when even the watchfires burned low and the men spoke in murmurs, the wind seemed almost like a living thing—restless, ancient, and resentful of the straight line of Roman timber and turf carved across its domain.

I had been stationed there seven years when the rumours began.

Seven years on that damp edge of the world, at the Antonine Wall—though we rarely called it that. To us, it was simply the Vallum, the line, the boundary between what Rome claimed and what Rome feared.

My name is Marcus Flavius Severus, veteran of the Sixth Legion Victrix—though there is little victory in a place like that. Only endurance.
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When I first arrived, I believed the wall was a symbol of power.

I had marched north from Eboracum in a column that glittered with bronze and iron beneath a rare clear sky. The eagle standards caught the sunlight, flashing like fire above the ranks, while the rhythmic sound of thousands of nailed sandals striking the road echoed across the countryside. The roads were straight and strong beneath our feet, stretching toward the horizon with the certainty that only Roman engineers could achieve. Milestones stood neatly carved at regular intervals, their inscriptions sharp and orderly. Villas overlooked cultivated fields. Orchards lined gentle slopes. Stone bridges carried us across rivers that flowed through prosperous farms and settlements.

Even Britannia, distant and damp as it was, felt like a part of something immense and unshakable.

Everywhere there were signs of Rome.

The familiar order of civilisation.

But once we passed through the great wall of Hadrian, the farther north we marched, the more the land resisted us.

At first the change was subtle. The farms became fewer and farther apart, their fields no longer arranged in the neat, orderly patterns that marked the settled provinces of Rome. 

Stone villas disappeared from the landscape.

The roads remained straight and strong, but they seemed increasingly isolated, narrow ribbons of civilisation crossing an untamed wilderness.

The countryside grew wilder with every mile. Great expanses of grassland rolled beneath the wind like waves upon a restless sea, stretching toward distant hills that seemed perpetually wrapped in mist. 

Ancient forests gathered along the valleys, dark masses of oak and pine whose shadows lingered long after sunset. Even the air felt different—cooler, damper, carrying the scent of rain, peat, and growing things.

Villages became rare. When we did encounter them, their inhabitants watched our column in silence from doorways and hillsides. There were no cheers for Rome here. No welcoming crowds. Only cautious eyes following our progress northward.

Even the weather seemed determined to challenge us at every step. Bright mornings vanished beneath rolling clouds. Sudden rain swept across the landscape in grey curtains. The wind never seemed to rest, tugging constantly at cloaks, standards, and tempers alike.

At every fort along the road, soldiers had stories.

Stories of patrols that disappeared into the mist and were never found.

Stories of scouts discovered days later hanging from trees with their throats cut.

Stories of entire villages burned because they had traded with Rome.

Some spoke of warriors who painted themselves blue before battle.

Others claimed the northern tribes could move through the forests without making a sound, appearing from nowhere and vanishing just as quickly.

Most of us laughed at such tales.

At least at first.

Yet the farther north we marched, the more those stories seemed to belong to the land itself. Smoke upon a distant ridge no longer looked like the smoke of an ordinary hearth. A lone figure standing against the skyline caused hands to tighten upon spear shafts. 

Even the forests appeared watchful, their dark edges concealing who knew what secrets.

By the time Hadrian's Wall was a memory the frontier road carried us deeper into the north, I began to understand why so many soldiers spoke of this country with unease.

Rome ruled here.

But only just.

Beyond the settlements, beyond the forts, beyond the reach of the patrols, there remained something ancient and stubborn in the land itself—a wilderness that had never truly accepted our presence and showed no desire to do so. 

Every mile northward felt less like entering another province of the empire and more like approaching the edge of the known world.

By the time we reached the wall, I understood.

The Antonine frontier was not simply another military posting.

It was the edge of something.

The edge of certainty.

The edge of civilisation.

The edge of Rome's confidence.

Before us stretched a landscape that refused to be mastered and peoples who refused to be conquered.

This was not a monument to Rome's strength.

It was a line drawn against the unknown.
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The first sight of the wall disappointed me.

That is the truth of it.

After years of hearing officers speak of Rome's northern frontier, after listening to veterans describe campaigns beyond the edge of the known world, I had imagined something greater. Something vast. Something that would dominate the landscape like a mountain built by human hands.

Instead, I saw earth.

A long ridge of dark turf stretching across the countryside beneath a grey sky.

I remember standing beside the military road as rain drifted across the hills in thin silver curtains. The wall rose before me, perhaps fifteen feet high in places, its sides reinforced with tightly packed sod cut from the surrounding ground. Wooden stakes crowned its summit, and before it lay a deep ditch that glistened with standing water.

At first glance, it seemed unimpressive.

Then I spent a winter defending it.

Only then did I understand.

The Antonine Wall was not meant to inspire admiration.

It was meant to keep men alive.

My posting was to the fort at Bearsden.

Among the legionaries, it was known simply as the fort on the western sector, one of the many strongholds strung along the frontier like beads upon a cord.

Yet Bearsden possessed a character of its own.

The fort occupied slightly higher ground overlooking the countryside to the north. Beyond the ditch and rampart, the land rolled away in a patchwork of marsh, grassland, and low hills that disappeared into the mist.

On clear days—and such




























































































d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
The Wind ~

~ond

A SOLDIER.
A FRONTIER.
A CHANGING EMPIRE.
IRNCHOICE HE
DIDN’T MAKE.

—— THE ANTONINE WALL CHRONIGLESS:——
—— BOOK Lig=es





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/image000.jpg





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





