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    It is dedicated to those who have a great story to tell but are quashed because no one believes, and to the people of science who have no limits.

      

    



  	
        
            
            A true story, an old man did see a Roman army marching on the old wall, and he said that he could only see their top halves, it was reported in a little newspaper up in northern England and was picked up and mentioned in late night ITN news, just for fun, I don't know about the dog, but we all love Jack Russell's, Britain's favorite dog, right?

      

    


The Wall ... A century of Roman soldiers walked through the wall.

(Emperor Hadrian’s wall in Cumbria, England)
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By Percy Stevenson ...
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In the beginning was the wall, built by the Emperor Hadrian and started in the year AD122, back in the mists of time, legions came and went whilst building this structure, constructed to the ancient fame of Rome, to the Northern folks it has been there forever, but who in their right minds would say to a legion, I would like a wall built, from sea to sea, east to west, cutting off the north, only an Emperor of Rome when he lived in these Isles, the Emperor Hadrian.

The reasons are distant, some declare it was always defensive, some say, it was a way of producing tax through the gates that allowed cattle and sheep through after paying the Emperors animal transportation tax at his guarded gates.

But the impressive thing still stands, despite some farmers stealing some of the stones to build houses and others the make roads, the impressive structure still stands the test of time and shows fully the Roman mindset of planning and building, from Wallsend in Newcastle and the river Tyne to Bowness on the Solway estuary on the westward side of northern England.

This is the story of pride that the northern folks still have for their wall, and woe unto those who try to diminish, or poke fun at those who love ......... THE WALL.

This is the story of love, of the wall and its people, who introduce the newest technology, and we accept it as if it were just another miracle of science, because it is.
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CHAPTER 1 ... THE CENTURION PUB ... ON THE MOORS.
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The barman dried his glasses and stared at the drunk on the high seat at the bar, then reflected on the conversation he had earlier with the old man and his dog, sitting close to the fireplace and enjoying the heat, he turned to the man and smiled.

“Do you know, I’ve had the strangest conversation with that old bloke over there, very strange, do you know, he’s just witnessed a Roman Legion walking on the wall, the sounds, and the smells, strange don’t you think boy?”

The man looked up at him and grinned, “Another tall story landlord?”

“No Jack, straight up, and do you know what, I believe him, and well with you being a press Barron, well I think that you have to go over there and talk it through, you know, get the gist of it, maybe a good story there boy?”

Jack looked up to him and pushed his empty glass forward with a smile.

“Nope, you’ve had enough for one night, and besides you still have to drive home, I’ll make you a cup of strong coffee as you get to know the old man, go on, over you go, Mr Press reporter, just go and get that big break of a story from the horse’s mouth.”

“Another publicity scam landlord?”

“Well, the publicity wouldn’t help here, just look at the place, only you and him in the pub, so yes, it is, and what’s wrong with that I ask, we all have to make a living, yes?”

Jack turned to take a hard look at the old man and his Jack Russel dog, hogging the heat from the fireplace, the man raised a hand and waved for another short.

“There you go Jack, this is your excuse to talk, take him another whiskey over and start the convo, go!”

Jack reluctantly took the fresh glass of whiskey over to the old man and gently placed it on his little table and smiled.

The old man grunted his thanks, then looked up in shock as Jack sat down in front of him, the landlord walked over with a steaming mug of hot coffee and placed it down.

“This is Jack, and he’s one of our finest news reporter up here in the north, so repeat what you told me earlier chap, fascinating isn’t it, mate?”

“What, so he can make a joke of it all, and print it in his rag, to give them all a good laugh, I think not!”

Jack looked at him and smiled, “Forgive me sir, I’m a little drunk, and this is his way of sobering me up, he gives me a coffee and throws me out into the cold and damp night, it’s like one of his routines, he wants to close up you see.”

The old man looked at his watch and shook his head, “It’s too early yet, so, what the hell is this?”

“Look sir, I have two ears and just the one mouth so I can listen twice as well as anyone, so let it out and we can see where we go, yes?”

“William is my name, but people call me Bill, obviously, and I used to walk the moors with my wife when she was alive, sad really, and I miss the old girl a great deal, and you?”

“Jack is my name, and the landlord is right, I’m a reporter from the Echo over in Carlisle, sports, divorces and deaths, that’s me, on the road to nowhere!”

“And at a loss as well then?”

“Yes, fair cop, I’m a mummy’s boy who lost the most important woman in my life, my mam, sad right?”

“No son, it’s a sign of your humanity, you loved someone and that makes you very special, you’re in the top ten percent of the Nation who actually loves and was loved, there is nothing wrong with that kid!”

“And now I drink to sink err ....... Bill.”

“How very sad, such a shame, so I have a story, but will you print it, I think not, they would label you bonkers if you did, so thanks but no thanks!”

“I’m at the end Bill, and I don’t really give a shit here, understand?”

“And no fear?”

“None, so out with the story and let’s hear what you have.”

“This could be the start you know?”

“Of what?”

The old man smiled at him and looked at his dog gasping at his feet, “Stupid dog, too stupid to move away from the heat of the fire, I’ll give him five then pull him away, so myself and Lord Fauntleroy here were plodding over the moors, boggy in places you know, well, it’s a wet weekend, right?”

“And?” said Jack as he stared at the dog who was gasping in the heat, “That’s his name then, lord Fauntleroy, and all that heat, it can’t be good for him can it?”

Bill gave the dog a little touch with his foot and the dog stood up and walked over to the cold flag stones and flopped down to cool down, “He saw it first, he even growled at the sight, and I was magnificent boy, it was like magic, I couldn’t take my eyes away, the clonking and the singing, it was out of this world.”

“Singing, they were singing?”

“Yeah, some kind of Latin type, a bit like Gregorian, well that’s modern compared to these guys, I’d say around the second century, good harmony, I’d would say that they sang a great deal, insulting the leaders normally, well marching is a bit like that isn’t it? Leather armor, but steel helmets worn on the shoulders, strange really, but that does prove that the Trajan’s collum in Rome is right, they did march carrying their gear, and even on their shoulders, wow, I was so impressed.”

“Hold up, so you actually watched all this?”

“Yes, the whole collum marched on the wall, but funnily only their top halves were above, I couldn’t see their legs, strange that, don’t you think, and what is that saying about the monument?”

“The wall, the old Hadrian’s wall up the road?”

“Yes, just past the mile fort, and off the moor, cold, damp, now could that be a clue here young man?”

“What kind of clue?”

“Well, stones imprinted in some way during the building period, or even that the wall that we have now has been added to at some later date, how fascinating eh?”

“Not ghosts then?”

“Na, these aren’t ghosts, these are visions of scientific interest, yes, I’ll call them that for now.”

“Spooky though?”

“Yes, if you’re a moron, no, for a scientific man these are fascinating, correct?” He picked up his glass and took a long slug, then snacked his lips, “So have you bought me this?”

“Err, yes, friends, right?”

“Yes, young man, friends, that’s if you actually print this stuff, well, will you?”

“So, you now want me to print your vision?”

“Now that might be the start, don’t you think?”

“The start of what?”

“Well, the technology of sightings, visions of scientific interest, my nephews into these things, very smart you know, the wife’s family all are, come to think of it, the old woman was a sharp as a tack.” His sad face now betrayed his deep loss as Jack watched the dog return to the heat of the fireplace.

“How long Bill?”

“Oh, just two years, but it seems longer, and you?”

“About the same, one day mam’s whistling in the kitchen and feeding us and the next she’s in hospital and looking as white as a sheet with the big c!”

“Can we change the subject please,” said Bill as he also watched Lord Fauntleroy flop back in front of the fire.

“Yes, sorry Bill, so, back to the vision, so how did it go and what did you actually see?”

“See, hear and smell young man, all three, fantastic, right?”

“Smell?”

“Yes, leather and olive oil, mixed with that cabbage kind of smell, very strange really.”

“Not a hallucination Billy, lacking medication perhaps?”

Bill gave him the cold stare as he worked the young man out, “Now if you’re here to make fun then I am the wrong man for that, I’m a retired lawyer and I can take you and your rag to court and win, so don’t think you can print the words of a flake and think you can get away with that, understood?”

Jack held his hands up, “Fair cop, sorry William, just as you tell me, I’ll print it, ok with that?”

“But why?”

“It’s something different Bill, and it’s here up on the wall, our wall, our civic wall, get me here?”

Bill smiled at him, “The centurion walked out in front, a big lad with the transverse head feathers on his helmet, a strange sight really, and not really expected, he was the only one wearing his helmet, all gleaming in the  dull mist, now that was also od, because the sun was shining off it and there was no sun, just the damp atmosphere of an early morning, an obvious recording of another day in the life of the wall, so, what do you think boy?”

“A recording, really?”

“Well, how else do explain what I saw?”

“A misty ghost sighting, they have been seen before by the way, Bill, well, many years ago by all account.”

“Ah, so we have another witness then?”

“Not really Bill, I mean in the distant talks in local pubs.” He gave Bill a little chuckle.

“Not taking this seriously then young man?”

“I’m listening Bill, that’s all, the story I leave up to you, look, all I can do is print it, and as you saw it all, ok with that?”

“And then what, let’s all go and poke fun at the nutter?”

“I might get a few lines for the Friday issue, so don’t ask, I’ll try, ok?”

“It was just so shocking son, all of a sudden like that, clanking and crunching as they marched off along the wall, and I wasn’t hallucinating son, now that’s not me, I’m a lawyer, critical, logical and skeptical, understood?”

“So, sir, like me you are a bit of an historian, correct?”

“Yes Jack, I’ve studied this wall for years, and yes, you could call me a mad historian, because I also believe that it was built, not only for defense but also for tax, you see you just can’t lift a cow over a ten foot wall, so you go to a tax gate if you want to sell your beef to the Roman army, because they must have been the best buyers around here, right?”

“Tax, then?”

“Yes, and the Antonine wall up in Scotland, and for the same reason, mile forts and protected gates, in the land you can clearly see the cattle areas with its hedges.”

“How?”

“Crop marks in the dry grass, during the summer, clearly marked out, their animal corrals for sheep and cattle, maybe even horses, after all it would have been expensive to bring them from Gaul, right?”

“But perhaps they brought them in by sea Bill?”

“Yes, and that’s another point, both ends of their wall they have seaports, clever, eh?”

“But Scotland was never conquered, well, was it?”

“Look son, the Roman army went wherever they liked, they searched the land and mountains for anything worth digging for, and found nothing, unlike Wales where they found silver and gold, no, Scotland must have been a big disappointment to them, so tax was their only way of making money from the locals, and only one result from fighting this army, at this time, was that if you became an enemy of Rome, then certain death and slavery of your entire family would follow, that is, if you didn’t trade with them, total domination, understood boy?”

“So, should I print that Bill, you know the whole history of the region thing, yes?”

“Yes Jack, give the locals the historic facts, Rome ruled here, the wall, and the mile forts guarding their new lands, this was population control, they wanted to know whose land this was and forced whoever it was to trade, well, in peace or war, their choice, right?”

“But the barbarian Scots and Picks Bill, they were fierce warriors, correct?”

“Were murdered again and again, they had two or maybe three legions up here Jack and the logistics to enforce their will on any tribe, two supply ports and the enforced mile forts well supplied and overlooking everything, also we have to assume that they used the old system of divide and conquer, with the various tribes, bribe one and bully another, Napoleon Bonapart didn’t invent that system son, the Roman war machine did, get it?”

“You ought to write a book on this Bill?”

“I already have, and it’s lost on the back shelves of bookstores, no one buys the historic truth these days son, they much prefer the Harry Potter and all that hocus pockus crap, more entertaining they say, a sad reflection of our selfish society is what I say boy!”

Jack laughed with him, “Yes Bill, agreed.”

“You see, the big reward for the tribes of Britain was Roman citizenship, or being friends of Rome, anyone else were enemies and treated as such, beyond our real understanding Jack, in our so-called free society, be a friend or be enslaved by the legions, get it?”

“Thanks for the lecture, Bill, anything else to add to the story so far?”

Bill laughed at him, “As if you would print this, do me a favor kid, you haven’t got the bottle to print this one.”

“I might just surprise you, William!”

Bill held his hand up in the air again for another whiskey and the landlord came over with another glass, “On the house William!”

The old man laughed, “So don’t tell me, you want to make this place famous?”

“Yes William, and what’s wrong with free trade here?”

“Yeah, sorry landlord, free trade it is then!”

Bill gulped it back and smiled at him, “You see landlord, I see this two ways, metaphysical manifestations of recorded light, or some kind of light matter photographed into the rocks, or something like a fusion come intermittent recording system involving matter not yet understood, my nephew Rupert has all the answers at the moment, he’s a big wig professor over in  Newcastle university, some old gibberish he spouts on and on about, I’ll call him in the morning!”

The landlord and Jack locked eyes, but both realized that the old man was bonkers.

“You are going to print this though, yes?” asked the landlord.

Jack nodded and laughed as he looked at the dog boiling up again in front of the fire.

“And you’re going to name my pub as the center of this discussion?”

Jack nodded again but wanted to hear more from the old man.

“So, you see this as some kind of recorded pictural information then Bill?” said Jack.

“I saw the look between you and him, so, let me say this, Marconi, was it an invention or a discovery, clouds, rainbows, weather systems, inventions or discoveries? Marconi was called bonkers for his first attempts at making voice recordings, and look at us now, do we laugh now? Television, radar, sonar, the northern lights and those small ion particles that flood the earth from outer space, which could indicate that there are weather systems in space as well, so, do they laugh at them now?”

“No Bill, understood, I’ll print it, ok?”

“Yeah, we’ll see young man, we’ll see!”
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CHAPTER 2 ... THE ECHO OFFICE ... CARLISLE ... CUMBRIA.


[image: ]


The office was the normal mayhem before the final print run, the editor was pacing up and down waiting for his submissions to pass onto the printers, he read Jacks story as he walked up and down the office, people watched his every move and understood that a black cloud was about to explode over Jacks head and thunder on his parade.

Julian let the paper float down to Jacks desk over his head and it landed on his laptop.

“Are you stark raving bonkers, we can’t print this crap, seriously, are you still drunk Jack, should I call for the funny van to take you away to a drying out clinic?”

“I talked to the man Julian, and he’s a genuine character, he means it!”

“Another drunk at the bar then?”

“A new science potentially Julian?”

Julian placed his face in Jacks, and stared, “I have a rag to sell here Jack, what happens if this thing becomes the joke of the year, we’re dead in the water, the laughingstock of the north, they will all gang up on me and my stupid paper they will tear us to pieces, now do you understand that, moron?”

“Look, Julian, this is not the first, these things are seen all over the world, France, Spain, Germany, Turky and even the middle east, this is a new science in its impact, we need to write about it, and firstly because this is ours, it’s our wall, our monument, the story starts with us, understood?”

“And I have to trust a drunk in a pub?”

“He’s a retired lawyer Julian, he’s not a flake, lonely maybe, but he’s sound, he even has a nephew at Newcastle university doing research on this subject, we have to lead with this, it’s our story Julian, understand me here, please?”

“Ghosts on the wall, really?”

“The great northern wall Julian, I should have thought of this before, it’s our responsibility to publicize the wall, Hadrian’s wall, built in the first century by Roman builders, it’s our history Julian, who else can do this, if nothing else we are talking about our own, understood?”

“Ghost’s?”

“Observations of scientific interest Julian, a new language, a new way of looking at these things, this is the 21st century and all that, get it?”

“I can see it now Jack, the end of the news on TV, and here’s something to laugh about, some old bloke has seen the Roman army marching on top of the Hadrian’s wall, with a bit of luck, they won’t mention the newspaper?”

“Or they might Julian, then we have to stand up and be counted, right?”

Julian stared into his eyes as he blinked and thought it through, other reporters and secretaries stopped to listen to the argument, machines stopped, but Julie on the reception desk coughed and broke the spell. “Run off time Julian, we need to make a decision here and quickly, we have an hour before the first print run!”

“If it made the nationals, we could become famous Julian, the place to see the Romans on the wall, imagine what the local tourist centers will make of it all, this could be our Lock Ness monster here on the wall, Imagine how much they will want to spend on advertising, we’ll have to expand the paper, a monthly glossy mag perhaps, in full color, pictures and some history, big sellers Julian?” said Jack, Julian ignored his words as he thought about it all.

“Yes Julie, give me five please darling,” he sniffed and stared walking again, then abruptly turned back to Jack, “Ok, smart arse, you have the center spread, so make your point and make it good, this is shit or bust time, get me?”

“Yes boss!”

“And get some photos of the wall, make the splash look good, clear?”

“Yes boss, on it!”

“And if it fails to get any interest then it’s back to the touchlines of football and the lower leagues, parents shouting at you to print their children’s efforts in scoring goals, you will be back in welly’s and arguing with dads of the under 13’s football teams, in the cold wind and rain, understood moron, and may God have mercy on us, clear?”

“Clear boss!”

Julian walked off to his office and slammed the door behind him, Jack turned to one of the secretary’s, “Ok Francis, send numb nuts up town to the hire shop and get him kitted out as a Roman, then get the tech boys out there, to take pictures!”

“Half day closing Jack, it’s Wednesday, remember?”

“Ok, naked shots then, a towel or a nightshirt, and a good view of the wall in the background, plenty of posing, got that?”

“Hey, my name is Brian, and I’m not a numb nut, I’m a photographic designers apprentice!”  said the young lad.

“Yes of course Brian, look, you’re new to all this so you have to take one for the team, this is the press, and the reality of selling the story, understood, so, a nappy, and a belt and show them your stuff, right?”

“But?” said Brian before Francis pulled him to get going.

“Francis, move it darling, we have a couple of hours before final print review, clear, so move it everyone, and Brian, this could be your big break, imagine the splash in the nationals, they’ll all want some of you boy, understood?”

“But it’s bloody freezing up there!”

“Theres no I in the word team Brian, so do it for the paper, so, take one for the team boy, yes?”

“I’ve got a purple dress at home Jack, any good?” said Francis.

“Perfect, turn it back to front, and imagine, the purple of our young Emperor of Rome looking at his new plan to build a wall from coast to coast, give it the arrogance of youth please Brian, nose in the air and all that, imagine ordering your legions to build a wall from east to west, you lot get it done now, slaves brought in from other tribes, you just point at the horizon, Emperor for the afternoon Brian, yes?”

“But?”

“What, still here boy, and besides, after an hour on the wall, you’ll understand about numb nuts, we have deadlines, get it?”

The office burst into sudden action as the deadline became more important.
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CHAPTER 3 ... NEWS AT TEN PRODUCTION OFFICE ... RESEARCH TEAM ... 06.00
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The production manager stared at them as if they were still asleep, “Come on, give me something here folks, what’s happening in the counties, murders, big cat sightings, something?”

“I have one boss!”

“Yes Kelly, shoot!”

“Barry, I have a news story .... the north, up in Carlisle, an old man saw a vision on the old wall, that’s Hadrian’s wall, and he watched as Roman legionaries marched on the wall, sounds, hearing and a smell about them, strange, eh?”

“Yes babe, strange!”

She scowled at him because he called her babe, but he saw the look.

“Err ... sorry Kelly, so what do you think and how long could be get out of it?”

“Could be a flake I suppose, but could also be worth checking out, yes?”

“So, who is it, Kelly?”

“The Carlisle Echo, do you know them?”

“Yes, an old rag up north, as old as the hills, probably started when they were still scribbling it in Latin.”

Everyone in the room laughed at his joke, but not Kelly, “A plane ride out Barry?”

He stared at her as he thought about it, “So who’s the reporter on the story?”

She looked at her notes, “Err .... Jack Green, do you know him?”

Barry shrugged, “Ok, check it out for reliability, then if it’s good take a van from the garage and a film crew, we might be able to put in the news at ten if we’re lucky.”

“But who’s front of camera?”

“Ah, could you do that?”

“No boss, not in my contract and I don’t want it, thank you very much!”

He looked at her for a second or two, “Some of these would kill for that slot Kelly, a pretty girl, up north interviewing the locals, windswept and very interesting darling?”

She gave him the sour face again, for calling her darling.

“Yes, sorry Kelly, ok, ask this Jack Green to do a front of camera piece, you never know we might just discover a new star, I bet he’s got a great northern accent, flat cap and whippets, wonderful, yes, ask your boy for us, ok?”

“I’ll make the call first boss!”

“Good, ok, go and get it please Kelly!” he waved her away then looked around, come on people wakey, wakey, let’s have what you’ve got!”

“A stabbing boss, Brixton?”

Barry grunted and looked at Kelly before she slammed the door, “Ordinary, London actions, been there, reported that, old news even if it’s new, something else please!”

On the other side of the production office doors, she punched in the number and waited for the pickup.

“Echo office, Francis speaking, can I help?”

“Yes Francis, I read a storyline in your latest print off, ghosts on the wall, so could I talk to the reporter please, a Mr Jack Green, is he there?”

“And you are?”

“Oh, sorry, this is Kelly, from the production office of News at Ten, down in London, I’m a researcher trying to find new stories from the north, so is he available?”

“London, News at Ten, in London?”

“Yes dear, so is he there please!”

All ears were now listening to the conversation with the News at Ten people down in London.
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