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TRIMONTIUM TO TRIPOLI

The Trust group on the steps of the Arch of Septimius Severus, at the 
entrance to Leptis Magna, is Melrose rugby-linked by number. A dozen 
stalwarts plus an English couple and an Irishman made up the team 

that spent ten days in North Africa in mid-September to visit and marvel 
at a variety of sites. A giant leap for the Trust, organised and led by the 

Chairman, it is an experience still being digested.

The National Museums, our partners, loaned us for 2008 the bronze 
face mask and silvered horse harness from the Curle dig.

The Trimontium Players read Gordon Daviot's play 'Valerius' again (!) in 
April and on our annual outing in July we had adventures when we went 

to Maryport to see the splendid collection of Roman altars there.
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THE YEAR OF THE 
AWARD – 2008 AD

In the June Honours List HM 
The Queen awarded the 
Hon Sec the MBE 'for 
services to the Trimontium 
Trust and to the community 
of Melrose'. It was decided 
to accept, on the under-
standing that the Award 
was for the extended team 
effort that the Trust has 
embodied over the last 
twenty years, since its 
inception in 1988. Without 
all the volunteers, some of 
whom are no longer with 
us, the Trust could not have 
functioned or continued at 
all. It was regarded as a 
cause (and a good excuse) 
for celebration and, 
appropriately, we have had 
a triple party – a Newstead 
Village lunch, organised by 
Elsa and Isobel; a Cockleroi 
afternoon and evening 'At 
Home' for all the local 
helpers, courtesy of Ishbel; 
and, at the last lecture of 
the season, refreshments 
and nibbles for members 
and friends after viewing 
the results of the Tunisia/ 
Libya 'outing' and a toast to 
the health of the Trust. 

December 18th was the day 
of the investiture in London 
when, at a Buckingham 
Palace decorated for 
Christmas (with little 
crowns on the Christmas 
tree branches), and amid a 
number of Scots and other 
recipients, the medal was 
received from the Prince of 
Wales. He asked about the 
Trust and hoped that our 
hard work was achieving 
some success. It was 
indeed a special occasion 
for the Trust, the Gordon 

family and presumably a 
benevolent conspiracy of 
epistolary well-wishers, 
following the example of 
James Curle, whose many 
letters continue to hold our 
interest. 

Thus was rounded off a 
year of events and 
changes, which we hope to 
cover honourably and 
affectionately in these 
pages.

THE MUSEUM

We had our now-customary 
pre-season meeting on 10 
March with the volunteers 
over coffee and Ishbel's 
scones in the Wm Hill 
room, and welcomed Alex 
Fairley from Earlston, 
recruited via member Ed 
Archer's agency in Lanark. 
Fraser Hunter unveiled the 
bronze face mask and the 
silvered pieces of horse 
harness on Saturday 15 
March – and we were off, 

Easter being early.

Brian started on Mondays 
but felt he had to retire 
because of ill-health, a 
diagnosis which, happily, 
turned out not to be quite 
as serious as was thought, 
and we have been pleased 
to see him back at the 
lectures. Alex, good lad, 
took Brian's place as well as 
'doing' his own Wednesday 
afternoons. The undaunted 
Patricia supervised Monday 
afternoons and Tuesday 
mornings, despite her 
crutches, and Ian Skinner, 
President of our sister 
society, the Melrose 
Historical Association (we 
have members in common) 
Tuesday afternoons. Bill 
Watson looked after 
Wednesday mornings, as 
well as enjoying his share 
of the Walks for the first 
time. Thursday morning 
was the province of Liz and 
Thursday afternoon, in the 
absence of Anne (now 
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recuperating well) was shared between Ian Brown, the Hon 
Sec, and others. Sylvia had given up Friday mornings 
before her sudden passing. We persuaded Geraldine 
Rowley, recently retired from Headship but promoted to 
President of Melrose Opera, to take over (she's going to 
paint our front-street figures) and Bill Whittaker, Hon 
Treasurer (and, as we discovered in Africa, an expert 
photographer), continued on Friday afternoons. Young 
Thomas began on Saturdays but found that his musical 
commitments came first and John Hawkins, a Museum 
veteran, though now working in Kelso, came to our rescue 
there and also on most Sunday afternoons. He happened to 
call in at the little personal museum set up on the island of 
Coll by Paul Wilson, late of this parish, and reported that 
'while it is not as big as the garden of my uncle, it is 
certainly bigger than the pen of my aunt!'

It was all an interesting juggle but we managed, with the 
cooperation of all concerned. Late in the season the 

Visitors' Book recorded the 
visit of young Thomas 
Godfrey-Faussett from 
Tweeddale, the great-great-
great-grandson of James 
Curle, whom the staff were 
delighted to welcome as a 
potential Trimontium 
torchbearer for his 
generation.  

Since 1991 the admission 
charges have been £1.50 
for adults; £1 concessions 
(OAPs, children); and £4 
family. The Trustees have 
decided, 18 years later, 
that the 2009 charges will 
be £2, £1.50 and £5 
respectively. We'll still be 
very grateful for members' 
annual subscriptions, Gift 
Aided where possible. Life 
Membership is negotiable 
and we welcomed one 
recently.

SPRING LECTURE 
SERIES 2008

Poses, pens and pointers 
from the past

LECTURE I
28 February 2008

'Gender and Body 
Language in the 

Sculpture of Rome'
Dr Glenys Davies, Senior 

Lecturer, University of 
Edinburgh 

'A statue is a statue is a 
statue.' Well, no, it isn't 
just that. It conveys a 
message in its body 
language and in how it 
displays gender.

Dr Davies started her 
lecture in the Corn 
Exchange on 28 February 
with the modern writers 
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Pease and Wex, who had 
shown how different were 
the postures of men and 
women, seated and 
standing. Men had an 
'open' posture – legs, arms 
and attitude. Women 
looked 'closed' – legs 
together, arms by the sides, 
handbag clasped in front 
(as a barrier?). At one 
lecture where she had 
made this point, Dr Davies 
said she could hear the 
swish of male trouser-legs 
being uncrossed!

Different postures indicated 
different relationships, 
particularly in business, 
where one could pick out 
gestures of confidence, 
usually associated with 
males, and gestures of 
compliance and even 
submission, usually 
associated with females.

what the modern writers 
and photographers had 
commented on. 
Exaggerated movements 
were typical of the lower 
classes; minimal 
movements of the upper 
classes. Character, emotion, 
power and modesty were 
all shown in the poses that 
the artists were conveying, 
but sometimes there was 
an ambivalence. The 
Emperor Domitian had had 
himself represented beside 
his father Vespasian – but 
was he showing himself as 
a worthy son and successor 
or, depicted in his aloof 
attitude, as superior to the 
blunt no-nonsense 
Emperor? Having shown 
himself irresponsible at one 
time during his father's 
absence was he trying to 
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In men, the hands-behind-
the-back, Prince Philip 
stance contrasted with what 
was called the 'Broken 
Zipper' stance, with the 
hands clasped in front, 
below the waist, in 
protective mode. 
Confidence and 
nonchalance could be seen 
in the hands-clasped-
behind-the-head attitude, 
as opposed to that of the 
colleague slumped back in 
his/her chair.

power balance

Power-play dictated that 
the dominant partner in, for 
example, the politicians' 
end-of-conference 
photograph, should stand 
on the left and gaze at the 
camera, while 
grasping the 
other man's 
hand. If you 
found yourself 
standing on 
the right of 
the 
photograph 
you could put 
your left hand 
on top of the 
handshake 
and thus 
equalise the 
power balance.

Starting with 
Greek Attic 
vases, Dr 
Davies 
illustrated the 
differences 
between the 
portrayals of 
men and 
women, 
finding echoes 
down the 
centuries of 
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'redraw' history to suit 
himself?

Barbarian prisoners were 
shown in poses of 
submission (palms 
upturned; or hands tied 
behind or in front) or 
sometimes defiance. The 
modest stance of the upper-
class Roman bride in one 
half of an elaborate 
wedding frieze, showing 
episodes from her 
husband's CV, had, for us, a 
close similarity to the 
submissive pose of the 
captive barbarian woman in 
the other half of the frieze. 
And yet there were artistic 
representations of men and 
women as seemingly or 
indeed obviously equal 
partners.

Most statues were of men 
but there were many, 
possibly funerary 
monuments, of women. 
One type was divided by 
scholars, perhaps a little 
unkindly, into the large 
Herculaneum woman or her 
small(er) sister. The female 
statues were invariably 
clothed, the veritable 
personification of modesty 
and often making gestures 
regarded as feminine eg 
the act of raising the hand 
to the face. Sometimes the 
head of a middle-aged 
woman was placed upon 
the torso of Venus, the 
goddess of Love.

There was a class of male 
statue known as 'the heroic 
nude' or,in the case of 
Emperors, 'the god-like' 
nude, which left nothing to 
the imagination. The 
growth of fashion in clothes 
also had its effect on the 

representations of both sexes, but the stereotypes tended 
to remain the same.

Dr Davies managed to leave her audience with a multitude 
of images and ideas, not merely relevant to the sculpture 
of Rome but right up to date. Do we not recognise that a 
man spreads himself in a bus seat, while a woman tries not 
to impinge upon her neighbour? The questions were not 
slow in coming and the vote of thanks, given with the (now 
doubtful as to its meaning) thumbs-up gesture, in the spirit 
of the evening, was warmly endorsed.

Sir Charles Hercules Read
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LECTURE II
6 March 2008

'Letters to Hercules'
The James Curle 

Correspondence with the 
British Museum 

A Presentation by Members

'Thank you for being my 
grandfather', said Lady 
Jean Cameron, James 
Curle's granddaughter, to 
Ian Brown of Galashiels in 
Melrose Parish Church Hall. 
Ian had played the part of 
James Curle; John Collin 
that of the flamboyant Sir 
Charles Hercules Read, 
Director of the BM; and Dr 
Margaret Collin that of the 
(modest by comparison) 
BM Keeper, Reginald 
Allender Smith. 

Donald Gordon provided a 
minimal narrative, linking 
the letters and showing 
slides of Curle's 
handwritten letters and his 
quick sketches of the finds 
– bronze vases, pottery 
decoration, pieces of 

armour – in mid-letter, dashed off at breakneck speed 
(sometimes with the modest comment 'I haven't quite got 
this right, but you know what I mean') as background to 
yet another request for information.

Did the BM know of any artefact like this (he would ask) in 
this country, or abroad? Was there a list of helmets he 
could consult? Could the BM technician make him some 
slides of particular artefacts for a lecture he was giving? 
Could he have letters of introduction to museums in 
Germany?

Based on the surviving letters so far found (some 80 at 
present), the correspondence had lasted from 1892 to 
1931. They included a number of replies from the BM, 
copied on to tissue-thin paper and kept there in alphabetic 
order of correspondents' names in huge leather-bound 
volumes, year by year.

The early letters contain a variety of subjects, but once the 
excavation starts at Newstead the discussion of the finds 
dominates. It is all very much to the point, with occasional 
references to health, holidays, New Year etc. Curle seeks 
information and assistance and continually apologises 
politely for being a bother to Smith, who becomes his main 
correspondent and is the only member of the BM staff who 
is named and thanked in the preface to Curle's 450-page 
'Frontier Post' report of 1911. It is interesting to compare 
the somehow livelier Curle sketches in the letters with their 
more prosaic photographs as they appear in the book.

One hundred years ago in March 1908 Curle gave the six 
Rhind Lectures on the subject of Trimontium, one after the 
other, and commented to Smith that he would be glad 
when the job was over. "Coming into Edinburgh three times 
a week, with a top hat on, is a nuisance."

Leading figures of the day are mentioned in the letters, 
including his younger brother Alexander (also in due course 
a Rhind Lecturer) and George Macdonald (both mentioned 
on the Abbey Street plaque) and pottery experts like the 
Frenchman Déchelette and the Englishman Walters. Curle 
complains that Déchelette, having replied promptly to an 
initial inquiry, will not now reply to his letters. Smith 
sympathises and shows splendid diplomacy. "We have all 
suffered the same way – but he means well." Curle was 
eager to learn about pottery so as to date his finds and he 
is credited with being aware of 'black Samian' and of 
having a type of flanged bowl described as Curle no.11.

In one of his rare letters Read agreed with Curle that he 
should be very careful about cleaning the incrustations off 
the helmets (lemon juice would be allowed) in case damage 
might be caused.
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Particularly intriguing is the exchange of 
letters about Curle's sale to the BM in 1921 
of his collection of Gotlandic bronzes, Read 
being keen to complete the arrangement 
before he retires. There is also Read's 
furious 'long tirade' (as he describes it) 
which reads amusingly (but incredibly now) 
as he tells Alexander Curle about the 
iniquities of the Museum Directors in 
Edinburgh who have dared, as he sees it, to 
cock a snook at the BM from time to time.

In proposing the vote of thanks Dr John 
Reid praised the research in the Edinburgh 
and London archives which had led to this 
fascinating account, in word and image, of 
how people networked a hundred years ago 
and how they concentrated on getting the 
details right.

Professor Keppie has suggested that all the 
writings of James Curle – letters, leaflets, speeches 
and articles in many journals – should be gathered 
together with a view to their being published. Help 
towards this end would be appreciated from people 
who know of such writings and where they may be 
found and copied, including correspondence with 
foreign scholars.

LECTURE III
13 March 2008

'Milestones: Neglected Monuments'
Dr Eberhard Sauer 

University of Edinburgh

The erection of Roman milestones has been taken 
by many eminent scholars to indicate that, during 
the reigns of various interested Emperors, 
programmes of road building and repair were 
regularly carried out. Not so, said Dr Sauer, giving 
the last Spring 2008 Trimontium Lecture in the 
Corn Exchange. Setting aside the 2nd century 
'Trimontium milestone' (the only one found as yet 
in 500 miles of Roman roads in Scotland) as a 
special case (marking work actually carried out) 
and needing more attention, Dr Sauer concentrated 

on the milestones of the 3rd and 4th 
centuries, from the accession of the 
Emperor Maximinus in 235 AD to the death 
of Constantine in 337 AD.

Towards the end of the 3rd century there 
was a spate of short-term Emperors. One 
was Florianus, who ruled for at most only 
three months, all largely spent in Asia 
Minor and certainly none in England where, 
however, there had been found no less than 
four milestones dedicated to him (but 
without any mileage indications inscribed). 
Another Emperor, Probus, lasted for 72 
months – but two milestones only had been 
found with his name inscribed.

Dr Sauer's explanation, backed by lengthy 
probability data and statistics of peaks and 
troughs of milestone distribution in the 
Roman world under various Emperors, was 
that at this period the erection of 
milestones, often apparently by Town 
Councils far from the seats of Imperial 
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power, was an expression of loyalty, from 
which they hoped, no doubt, to derive some 
advantage.

Five milestones had been found in Cornwall 
– where there were no Roman roads. From 
Braga in north Portugal slides were shown 
of a 'forest' of milestones, clustered in 
groups along a road, and an uncompleted 
milestone, lying on its back, waiting to be 
finished. The custom of erecting milestones 
died out after Constantine, but it seemed 
that they were used, for a time, like images 
on coins and stone tableaux, as tools for 
propaganda purposes. Information, now 
weathered away, may have been painted on 
them.

Dr Sauer drew a modern comparison with 
Zia al Huq, Dictator of Pakistan, whose 
portraits, in various uniforms, were 
commonly hung from street poles, even 
after his death (like many a Roman 
Emperor, from an unnatural cause).

Keith Hanson proposed the vote of thanks 
for a seemingly simple but telling address. 
As a computer/computing man himself he 
congratulated the speaker on his probability 
maths working, and looked forward to the 
next discovery of a Roman milestone in 
Scotland.

'UNEARTHING A LEGEND'
'How a solicitor from Melrose became Scotland's 

most celebrated archaeologist – thanks to a 
Roman treasure trove on his doorstep'

These were the headings of a four-page 
article in the Scotsman Magazine of 
Saturday 10 May, 2008 by Doug Jackson, 
journalist and author (Caligula: The 
Tyranny of Rome, Bantam Press, 2008) a 
Jedburgh man, now resident in Bridge of 
Allan. He had rung up earlier in the year 
and, to supplement his own researches, 
had been supplied with a number of Trust 
publications. The article included 12 
illustrations, from a huge aerial photograph 
of the site to images of artefacts and one of 
James Curle himself, supplied by the Trust 
after a hurried telephone request from The 
Scotsman.

In terms of publicity it was material the 
cost of which the Trust could never have 
afforded. We did use it immediately as an 
illustration on a street board outside the 
Museum. Yet, although it undoubtedly 
raised interest locally and became a 
conversation piece, we were not really 
surprised that there was no immediately 
observable increase in Museum visitor 
numbers. The public seems to take such 
items of news in its stride.
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a compelling story

The most interesting aspect 
of the article was its lively 
journalistic re-telling of the 
story and its reminder to 
us, who have been telling it 
in our way for years, of 
what a compelling story it 
is. Mr Jackson plunges 
straight in:

“As he sat in his cramped 
solicitor's office tucked into 
a corner of Melrose Square, 
James Curle must often 
have stared from the 
window and wondered 
when he could escape once 
more to the sun-kissed 
ruins and marble treasures 
of Italy. 

The 20th century was 
barely five years old and 
the siren-call of the past 
had already drawn him to 
the windswept islands of 
the Baltic coast, to Rome, 
France and Germany in 
search of the antiquities 
which were his passion. But 
Scotland's very own 
Indiana Jones could never 
have imagined the fame 
that awaited him beneath a 
Border farmer's field or that 
he would discover the Holy 
Grail of Roman Britain on 
his very doorstep.”

Oh, the 'must haves' and 
the comparison with 
modern celebrities! Yet on 
with the flow as James 
“made preparations for the 
work that would make him 
an intimate of kaisers and 
kings... the astonishing 
finds faithfully recorded in 
his neat, copperplate 
hand... the haunting, 
enigmatic beauty of the 
parade helmet mask – even 

Curle, the amateur who 
always maintained a 
professional detachment, 
must have felt elation when 
his clerk of works, 
Alexander Mackie, first 
placed it in his hands."

a lifetime of service 
to the community

James Curle died in 1944 at 
the age of 82, having, as 
estate factor, bank manager 
and 'writer' (solicitor), 
given a lifetime of service 
to the community, including 
40 years as a Roxburgh 
County Councillor, 
officebearer in the Society 
of Antiquaries of Scotland 
and member of the Royal 
Company of Archers. In 
relation to this last, Mrs 
Linehan told the story of 
the Duke in charge of the 
Archers' parade, who 
momentarily forgot the 
command 'Left Turn' and, in 
desperation shouted 
instead 'Do what you did 
yesterday!' 

[If we could establish the 
whereabouts of the ancient 
Melrose Archers' long and 
wide shooting ground – 
they 'must have' had one – 
we might, with the aid of 
SBC's Civic Head, Alasdair 
Hutton, a Royal Archer 
himself, invite the Company 
to add to the Curle 
Centenary with a Melrose 
Parade.]

a site of international 
importance

Mr Jackson quotes from 
eminent authorities. 
Trimontium lecturer Prof 
William Manning from 
Cardiff describes Curle's 

find of the iron parade 
helmet (on display in 
Melrose in season 2007) as 
'a masterpiece of the 
blacksmith's art'. It is one 
of the centrepieces in the 
Museum of Scotland, from 
where young Dr Fraser 
Hunter is given the last 
academic word: 'James 
Curle and his younger 
brother Alexander are two 
of the great names of 20th 
century archaeology. 

James was a remarkable 
man, who created one of 
the basic classifications of 
Roman pottery (Curle 11, 
as it is known) based on his 
work at Newstead. His book 
A Roman Frontier Post and 
its People (1911) made 
Newstead a site of 
international importance.'

NANCY FINLAY 
Extracts from the Tribute 

on 24 June, 2008

For us, Nancy’s work in 
Business Admin over the 
years as Head of 
Department in Borders 
College, developing new 
courses, encouraging 
students under her wing 
like a latter-day Miss Jean 
Brodie – that was in the 
past. What continued for 
her was the Open 
University tutorials which 
she kept going by computer 
and by regular visits to 
meetings in the South.

For the Trust it was an idyll 
– having an Honorary 
Treasurer who spoke and 
wrote the language of 
finance and who, with her 
counterpoint, a girl called 
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Melody at Tweed Forum, the 
local arm of the Heritage 
Lottery Fund based across 
the river at Drygrange 
Steading, made sweet 
financial music to bring 
about improvements at the 
museum and on the site.

Nancy had a variety of 
centres of positive interest, 
reflecting her clever 
handedness, her 
enthusiasm, her eagerness 
to learn and pass on her 
knowledge and encourage 
others. Newstead was 
basic, with the stained glass 
panels on the door; Win 
and Bill Lonie through the 
wall; and the view across 
the fields to the Gattonside 
Hills.

It was Win herself, now also 
gone before, who suggested 
that we ask Nancy, with all 
her background experience, 
if she would take on the 
Treasurership at a difficult 
time. She agreed – and we 
were off. She provided our 
auditor, Gilbert Harper with 
all the information he 
needed and when he retired 
she remembered that 
Vivien, one of her quilting 
friends had a husband who 
was a retired accountant – 
and that is why Ian 
Hamilton from 
Broadmeadows is now, in 
the new jargon, our 
Independent Examiner. 
Nancy was a networker; the 
Hamiltons stayed with her 
in France en route to their 
annual place in the sun.

Back to Newstead. Nancy’s 
skills at the piano (she had 
a grand piano at home) led 
to her accompanying carols 
at the Village Hall, and the 

make her point. At a 
famous Trustees' meeting 
she unforgettably put a 
man in his place with but 
two words.

She obviously had a hidden 
inner strength on which she 
drew when she announced 
to her startled friends some 
two and a half years ago 
that she was contemplating 
buying a house in France 
with a large garden and 
within sight of the sea. She 
recounted with glee the 
story of meeting at a café 
the local Protestant pastor 
Jean Baptiste (‘John the 
Baptist’ she said) who took 
her to see the house which 
she eventually bought. How 
fitting it was that in that 
very garden her younger 
son Johnathon arranged for 
Jean Baptiste to conduct a 
simple thanksgiving service 
for her, attended by thirty-
five local friends. 

Off she went to France, 
handing over the financial 
reins to Bill Whittaker and 
bowing out gracefully from 
all the little one-man 
businesses she had been 
helping with their accounts. 

Community Singing 
at the Burns Supper, 
plus the Melrose and 
Newstead songs. 
She made a point of 
going to Melrose 
Opera every year 
with friends.

Organic gardening 
became a passion, 
especially when she 
moved to Eildon 
Village, where she 
created a working 
showpiece, opened 
it to the public, had 
it appear in the weekend 
newspapers and entertained 
TV and radio garden 
presenters. She chaired 
Borders Organic Gardeners; 
typically helped them to 
draw up a successful 
application for funding for 
Woodside Garden; joined in 
their round of activities; and 
took great delight in telling 
how she had helped in the 
preparation of an asparagus 
bed. She was in demand as 
a speaker at local groups 
where she dispensed 
workable gardening tips 
(the cardboard centres of 
toilet rolls are not just for 
kindergartens) and showed 
Brian Ashby’s slides of her 
flowers.

Eildon Village is next door 
to Newtown St Boswells, 
and when the villagers 
there needed advice to put 
forward their views about 
the number of houses to be 
built, Nancy was one of the 
people they turned to, for 
help in form-filling and the 
right questions to ask.

Nancy was a tall woman 
with a soft voice which she 
rarely needed to raise to 

Page 10



The Trimontium Trumpet

She put up with the initial 
obstacles of not getting into 
the house immediately and 
then began to put down 
roots with groups like the 
local Sewing Group (led by 
a grande dame). She sent 
back lively letters and 
emails of life in la belle 
France.

She had come late to the 
Romans but she devoured 
the Roman detective novels 
of Lindsey Davis and sent 
to the Trust notes and 
photos of her visits to local 
Roman sites. The last, a 
visit to the amphitheatre at 
Saintes, we have put on 
our new website under 
‘Members: from our French 
correspondent’. She liked to 
be up to date with 
technology. To us her 
sojourn in France seems 
too short, cut off in its 
prime.

From her point of view she 
had the courage and the 
will to follow a dream and 
put it into practice. The 
children and grandchildren 
in whom she took such a 
pride will most of all miss 
their pioneering mother and 
gran.

We should think of her still 
under the warm French 
evening sky, with the scent 
of flowers in the air, the 
sound of the sea in the 
distance and with an echo 
of W B Yeats :

‘I have spread my dreams 
under your feet: 

Tread softly, for you tread 
on my dreams.’

MARYPORT MOOD 
MUSIC 

The two dozen members on 
the Trimontium outing 
mixed the new with the old 
on 21 July when, having 
eventually had their coffee 
at Longtown after an 
unscheduled drive round its 
hinterland, they visited 
Maryport, down the 
Cumbrian coast, to see the 
museum in the renovated 
Napoleonic battery, and its 
wonderful collection of 
Roman altars and 
sculptures. They found the 
town given over to a Blues 
Festival, with streets 
blocked off, vehicles in the 
way, bands and vocalists in 
full volume on stages 
erected here and there, and 
a restaurant menu with 
items like Louisiana 
Gumbo, Kentucky Spare 
Ribs and Mississippi Mud 
Pie. Thank goodness there 
was available, appropriately 
enough, McCaesar's Salad.

The weather was 
wonderful, the entry to the 

museum and the modern 
replica tower on the cliffs 
was heralded by a fluttering 
red kite looking for prey on 
the dunes, and the display 
and the guide's 
commentary left the party 
green with envy at the 
quality of the workmanship, 
which the various Roman 
commanders had 
commissioned over the 
centuries, and the splendid 
museum building which a 
local Trust had rescued and 
renovated. 

[Millions more finance, and 
a new Museum, are coming 
the way of this deprived 
area of Cumbria with the 
proposed excavation of the 
fort site and its huge 
settlement, a taster of 
which has already appeared 
on Time Team.]

After lunch the party had 
another adventurous time 
in locating the path to the 
site of the little Swarthy Hill 
milefortlet, two miles 
North, one of a series of 
guardposts dotted along 

Swarthy Hill Milefortlet
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INTAGLIO RINGSTONE
for Walter Elliot

From The Ringing Rock by 
Valerie Gillies, our poeta 
vatesque, poet and seer, 
who prefaces her book, first 
published by Scottish 
Cultural Press in 1995, 
Genio Terrae Caledoniae, 
“to the spirit which watches 
over the land of Caledonia”.

The hill is a globe, and the 
ploughland,

Well-washed by 
rainshowers, inswells 

Its furrows. Whistling 
through a blowhole, can 

This be a seabeast surfacing 
from where it dwells?

A small and perfect dolphin 
in the stone

Is leaping, with its tail up,
Smooth-skinned, cut into 

the two-tone
Slate-grey oval, to fit the 

sardonyx hump.

This good-luck charm goes 
as one integer 

From the engraver's hand, it 
passes on

By a long-lost man the 
whole way to its finder.

The beaked dolphin makes 
its own impression:

It scribes the tides, calls 
and hears underwater,

Crosses seas and bears a 
man beyond.

NOTE: An intaglio is a gem 
with an incised carving. Here, 
the gemstone is a sardonyx, 
with a sunk 
pattern of a 
dolphin, lost 
from a Roman 
ring and found 
at Trimontium 
by Walter Elliot.

The Trimontium Trumpet

the coast as an extension of 
Hadrian's Wall, but totally 
unsigned from the road. 
Turning for home, members 
Keith Hanson and Ian 
Dalton managed to locate 
and describe from the 
coach the 'platform' of yet 
another Roman fort, Old 
Carlisle, near Wigton. The 
journey back, like that in 
the morning, passed the 
area of the landslide near 
Langholm, now expertly 
repaired. 

It had been a fun day and a 
day of sunshine, but it was 
unanimously agreed that 
the Hon Sec would not be 
in charge of navigation by 
the time the Tunisia party 
reached the Sahara in mid-
September. His discomfiture 
was complete when it was 
realised that two new 
would-be participants had 
been left at Melrose Abbey 
bus stop in the morning, 

while the rest of 
the party had 
embarked at the 
Ormiston in the 
High Street. 
'Humanum est 
errare' – to err is 
human – but this 
unjustifiable sinner, 
though seemingly 
forgiven, will never 
live it down.

TESTIMONY 
FROM A 

SATISFIED 
CUSTOMER (?)
St Peter's School 

Galashiels
 4th March, 2008

Salve, Centurio!

Gratias maximas 
for the walk and 

tour. The weather was 
topsy-turvy but I enjoyed it 
all the same. I have 
learned loads from you.

I liked the tour most, 
especially the real skull. 
The dummy man was very 
freaky. It looked very fun 
to dress up in Roman style. 
I definitely would like to be 
a Centurio.

I have also learned a lot of 
Latin like O Tveda, te 
Salutamus and Sinister 
Dexter, Vide Videmus. I 
had no idea that Janus was 
the god of doors and 
Gateways.

Again Gratias Maximas for 
your time.

Vale from 
English Anton 
Latin Antonius 
Try... Try... Montium

Maryport 'exaggerated' tower
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WALKS REPORT 
(A local Press report)

The Tuesday and Thursday 
Walks are now into their 
stride and foreign visitors 
are now beginning to 
appear in the Museum. It is 
noticeable that the German 
and Austrian visitors are 
well-informed about the 
Roman presence in their 
own countries, and know 
something about the 
Romans here, through their 
own publications. We were 
glad to be able to show one 
party from Kalkriese (where 
Varus lost his three legions) 
our picture of their famous 
helmet, which two of our 
members were once 
privileged to handle in 
Osnabruck Museum. 

A German lady, whose son 
is an archaeologist, told us 
of the elaborate 
commemoration of the 
Varusschlacht planned for 
Germany in 2009, and on 
which we hope to have a 
lecture in October.

NEAR AND FAR
(Another local Press report, 

July 2008)

Tuesday saw the first 
Tuesday Walk of the season 
take off with Canadians 
from Nova Scotia and a 
man from Kelso. Someone 
recalled a story that 
Edinburgh Castle esplanade 
is part of Nova Scotia – but 
we haven't run that one to 
earth yet. The number on 
the Thursday Walk 
amounted to a standard 
contubernium (a Roman 
infantry group of 8 to a tent 
or to a two-room barrack 
unit). An ex-soldier in the 

party volunteered the 
information that the basic 
infantry group in the British 
Army is still 8 (deployed in 
two groups of 4, or four 
groups of 2).

Rain stopped the complete 
circuit on the Tuesday, and 
also the return by the 
battery wall. The party 
circled the site on the 
Thursday but again omitted 
the wet riverside wall in 
favour of the hard stand of 
the High Road.

That evening most of the 
party going to Tunisia and 
Libya in September met for 
a meal to bring themselves 
up to date with the 
arrangements. At the time 
of writing it is not clear how 
the landslide blocking the 
road at Langholm will affect 
the day trip to the much-
nearer destination of 
Maryport planned for the 
end of the month.

TRIMONTIUM DOINGS 
(A sample local Press report, 

September 2008)

The Museum continues to 
draw people in, out of the 

rain, and the Moffat Centre 
in Glasgow continues to 
ask, each month, for the 
total of visitors, to build up 
a picture of what is 
happening all over 
Scotland.

It's the individuals who are 
memorable. The other day 
an Italian re-enactor held 
court while he explained to 
Alex Fairley the activities of 
his group (they have their 
own website) who don the 
uniforms of the mediaeval 
guard of the Duchy of 
Milan. The Roman legionary 
shield has a continuous 
curve; the Duchy shield is 
round at either end, but 
flat in the middle. It's just 
as well that the New 
Trimontium Guard has not 
yet been formed.

The Thursday Walks 
continue to the end of 
October and last week's 
was accomplished in the 
dry. Once again we had an 
example of how small the 
world is when it was 
discovered that the lady 
from Guernsey and the 
Walk guide had mutual 
acquaintances on the island.
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Bill Watson was amused to watch the faces 
of an American couple who had been to 
Leptis Magna, when he told them that 
Septimius Severus had been here in 
Newstead too. On one occasion he had to 
draw his party out of the wind into wall 
nooks and hedge corners to give his spiel.

Although warnings are issued about the 
possible difficulties of walking along the 
Battery Wall (and helpful suggestions at 
teatime about practising on the top of the 
Village Hall piano first) one couple actually 
came down the Eddy Road and right along 
the river bank to see it with their own eyes, 
before making up their minds not to have a 
go but instead to make their way up the 
track to the Annay Road and Melrose.

The recent meetings of the Trimontium 
Trust and the Museum Trust noted the 20th 
anniversary of its founding in 1988 and 
received reports on ongoing activities, 
including the progress of forthcoming 
publications and, since 1998, the storage of 
the Trimontium Archive (maintaining the 
Curle connection) in Harmony basement, 
now leased by the National Trust to the 
Borders Book Festival, with which we share. 
The situation regarding the Museum 
Accreditation process (an enormous task 
for 2009 for which a determined effort is 
being made) was discussed, as were the 
possible and perhaps worrying effects on 
independent museums of the hiving-off of 
local Authority Museums, Libraries and 
Curatorial advice to a stand-alone Trust, 
presumably in view of the financial situation 

and as a result of the negotiations between 
the Scottish Government and local 
Authorities.

A WALK ON THE WET SIDE 

Alexander Mackie, James Curle's Clerk of 
Works for five years (1905-10) at the 
Newstead excavation, 'stuck to his post, 
undeterred by weather'. The modern 
friends of Trimontium are made of the same 
stuff, for, despite Saturday 6 September's 
wet, wind, rough ground and mud, 15 of 
them, all suitably clad and shod, managed 
to celebrate Scottish Archaeology Month by 
climbing the Gattonside Ridge to the Iron 
Age Chester Knowe earthwork, viewing the 
Vale of Melrose through a veil of mist, and 
returning to Gattonside Village Hall for a 
welcome and rewarding cup of tea.

It was not only a Walk, however, because 
their perseverance had been stimulated and 
entertained. In previous years Jessica 
Bennett, Kyle Blain and Liam Blain, had led 
Walks on the South side of the river, 
dressed in Roman costume. Now they were 
in native garb at Gattonside Village Hall for 
an initial burst of Highland dancing by 
Jessica (a well-known artiste in her own 
right), accompanied on the pipes by Kyle, 
with Liam as the drummer, both from 
Melrose Pipes and Drums. This was followed 
by guide Ian Brown's reading of the 
hilarious last will and testament of the 16th 
century Laird of Gattonside Castle. Leaving 
the Hall, we passed Castlehill field on the 
long ascent, eventually climbed over the 
fence, with the aid of little aluminium 
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ladders, to see the (now semi-circular) 
earthwork, and really marked the event 
with Kyle's playing of The Rowan Tree in the 
shelter of the wood (father Blain had 
carried the pipes box all the way).

It's amazing what people can do, and what 
they can enjoy, when they make up their 
minds not to be put off by the weather, or 
anything else. It's to be hoped, though, 
that next year's SAM Walk will have less of 
Jupiter Pluvius, the rain god, about it.

AUTUMN LECTURE SERIES 2008
'From Tweeddale and Traprain Law... to the 

shores of Tripoli'

LECTURE I
A Fairin' for Tam 

('Ah, Tam! Ah, Tam! Thou'll get thy fairin')

"You can't beat a man who's been to the 
front line" was a saying of the late Stewart 
Roberts of Selkirk. The inimitable Tam Ward 
MBE of Biggar, accompanied by Mrs Ward, 
bore this out at the first Trimontium Lecture 
of the Autumn season. "Saved from a 
watery grave" certainly ended up with 
incredible illustrations of how his team of 
voluntary archaeologists, in daunting 
conditions, had gathered information, over 
the years, from the remaining Bronze Age 
house platforms revealed, below the tons of 
gravel, at the edges of reservoirs – Talla, 
Fruid, Megget, Camps and Daer – when the 
waters receded.

He began, however, with the startling 
reminder of the wealth of archaeology to be 
found in the Upper Clyde and Upper Tweed 
landscapes. The finest collection of beakers 
in the UK comes from here. Bow cairns for 
burials and standing stones (what was their 
purpose?) littered the countryside. One site 
was deliberately placed so that the first 
flash of sunshine at the beginning of the 
solstice in the nick at the top of Tinto, could 
be seen only from that point, or, through a 
180 degree turn, the last dying glow at the 
end of the solstice. The audience sat 
spellbound as the slides were shown. Tam 
and his colleagues had to persuade an 
initially doubting establishment of their 

findings. Their incontrovertible evidence 
and modestly-presented persistence 
succeeded.

Bronze Age bath

'Burnt mounds' were also prevalent, full of 
greywacke rock turned pink by heating (the 
iron in the stone being oxidised) with an 
amazing amount of charcoal, which could 
be analysed to indicate the type of trees 
involved. Tam, practical as ever, showed the 
experimental clay-lined or skin-lined pit full 
of gallons of water, turned instantly into a 
hot, steaming Bronze Age bath by dropping 
in a red-hot stone.

roundhouse revelations

Bronze Age roundhouse settlements, quite 
undefended, one of them having 35 houses 
all in line, along the hillsides – 'how we 
used to live' – were also a revelation. Many 
had disappeared in the construction of the 
dams over the years, without a trace of any 
archaeological inspection. 

Each house had a ring ditch round the 
outside for drainage and an inner ring of 
postholes for the wall which supported the 
low-hanging roof. House contents rarely 
survived. Domestic pottery was poor; 
funerary pottery was high art; the find of a 
bronze axehead a rarity, even in the Bronze 
Age. Were these people farmers, with cattle 
grazing on the upper slopes and crops 
growing on the lower ground, now flooded 
by the reservoir?
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the iceberg's tip

Even now, we knew so little 
about our past; we were 
touching the iceberg's tip. 
Volunteers, like Tam and his 
friends, had to do what 
they could in the absence 
of pre-occupied 
professionals.

Fergus Brown of Peebles 
moved the thanks of the 
audience for Tam's 
splendidly practical 
presentation of his new and 
ongoing work, the shoal of 
questions on which testified 
not only to the 
concentrated 'fair hearing' 
he had received but also to 
the eager anticipation he 
had provoked of future 
discoveries.

LECTURE II
30 October 2008

'BUCKETS OF SILVER'
"Interesting find. Suggest you 

come & see"

Such was the gist of the 
telegram that Alexander 
Ormiston Curle, younger 
brother of James, received 
at his Edinburgh Museum 
desk on 12 May, 1919. It 
came, as George 
Dalgleish of the National 
Museums said at his Corn 
Exchange lecture, from the 
foreman at the dig on 

Traprain Law hill in East Lothian, of which Alexander was in 
charge. 

After lunch, a short train journey to Drem and a taxi ride to 
the bottom and then a climb to the top of the hill, he saw, 
on the edge of a trench, a discoloured pile of what looked 
like dingy pewter but was in fact 53 lbs of 5th century 
Roman Empire-wide silver consisting of 150 bowls, flagons, 
flasks, spoons, strainers, folded dishes, and metal 'packets' 
– a hoard (originally perhaps Roman bribes for the local 
Chief) waiting for a smelter that never took place. 

After an anxious wait at the bottom of the hill Alexander 
and the crated silver went off straight to Edinburgh in the 
taxi to share the excitement with George Macdonald. The 
workmen were paid an extra fiver not to tell the Press till 
things were ready.

an enormous grant

The find 'one of the most notable in Britain or indeed 
Western Europe' triggered off a burst of activity by a small 
number of influential men. The Prime Minister, Arthur 
Balfour, on whose estate the silver had been found, 
arranged for a grant of the then enormous sum of £1,000 
from the Treasury. The Restoration Committee, which 
included the Curles and Sir George Macdonald, 
commissioned Brook & Son, Jewellers, of George St to 
devise the appropriate tools and bring the silver back to life 
by annealing – heating, cooling and bathing many times in 
acids.

an Aphrodite bowl

John Bruce of Helensburgh, sponsor of Alexander's 
published Traprain Law report, was given permission to 
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have 17 of the best pieces reproduced by 
Brook and put on display in the Kelvingrove 
Museum in Glasgow in 1922, while the 
originals were displayed in Edinburgh. 
Brook (paying a small commission on each 
item towards archaeology funds) produced 
some 6,000 replicas over the years till 1947 
(some were advertised as being suitable for 
golf trophies and retirement gifts!) and at 
the lecture three of the Curle grandchildren 
brought for display replicas which had been 
passed down through the family – an 
Aphrodite bowl; a small bowl; and a 
triangular dish. The find had a huge impact 
on both archaeology and commerce. A 
search was on today for the location of 
more of the replicas. One had been a 
retirement gift to Macdonald in 1929.

vote of thanks

Mr Dalgleish, a native of Galashiels and Head of the 
Scottish History section (1200-1900 AD) at the 
National Museums, provided interesting technical 
information regarding sterling and Britannia silver 
(both with inclusions of copper for hardness) and 
the Assay Office, the stamp of which was required 
for the selling of silver (as opposed to 'white 
metal'). 

After a hectic question time the vote of thanks was, 
most appropriately, given by Mrs Christian Curtis of 
Bonchester Bridge, granddaughter of Alexander 
Ormiston Curle, long-time member of the Trust 
herself, and daughter of Sandy Curle, whose 
'Letters from the Horn of Africa' (on his time there 
as a District Officer) she has just published. [The 

garden of Christian and John Curtis in 
Easter Weens had the accolade of 
appearing in a Sunday Supplement in 
January, 2008.]

The lecture over, the audience crowded 
forward to have a closer look at the shining 
replicas of what is still a momentous find.

LECTURE III
6 November 2008

'...to the shores of Tripoli' 
'With all that fine sand in the air, why do North 

Africans not have lung diseases?'

That was one of Dr John Reid's 
observations at the last Trimontium Lecture 
of the season in the Parish Church Hall 
(answer below).

He was presenting to an audience of 70 the 
illustrated story of the Trust's ten-day visit, 
in September 2008, to North Africa, where 
they saw the ruins of Carthage; the huge El 
Jem amphitheatre (poster now in Museum); 
the wonderful theatre at the city of 
Sabratha; the underground tomb frescoes 
at Zanzur; the arch of the Emperor 
Septimius Severus at the vast city of Leptis 
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Magna; and, for three of the company, the 
Greek cities of Cyrene, Apollonia and 
Ptolemais.

Cathy's felt hat with the logo

Newstead was the start, with the face of 
Caracalla, the Emperor's son, on the 
ringstone found by Walter Elliot in 1998. 
Soon we were into the culture and religion 
of Islam (it was Ramadan time) through the 
eyes of Adel and Jamal, our two male 
couriers; fortified mosques (but unfortified 
churches and a synagogue); the 
markets/medinas/souks; the mint-tea 
carpet-sellers; the pushy traders in one 
country and the laid-back stallholders in the 
other; the reckless traffic in Tripoli – and 
the incredible Libyan pedestrian who took 
us across the multi-lane road casually 
waving the crazy cars to a stop, lane by 
lane, and leaving us gasping on the other 
side; the contrast between the magnificent 
ruins and the emptiness of the desert, with 
4x4s 'doing a ton' to get to the locations of 
'Star Wars', 'The English Patient', an oasis 
and the sight of a mirage; Cathy 
Edmondson's felt helmet with the 
Trimontium logo and her little hand-knitted, 
laurel-wreathed, scroll-holding Roman 
senators (one for each member of the 
party); the underground houses (out of the 
heat) where, in the age-old tradition of 
hospitality to strangers, we were offered 
olive oil and barley bread to dip in it; the 
Trustees seated in line on Sabratha's 
Roman public loos; the magnificent mosaics 

at the Bardo and El Jem museums in 
Tunisia; the beautiful hotels; the salt lakes; 
the ubiquitous dates; the flowing costumes 
provided for the camel riders; the tied-up 
pet ram with the curly horns and henna-ed 
tail tip; the rubbish everywhere; Col. 
Gaddafi's museum-piece Volkswagen and 
jeep; the security guards following us 
around the huge abandoned city and 
shoreline of Leptis Magna, peopled only by 
ourselves; and finally John and Margaret 
Collin's images of their extra visit, with Kay, 
to the impressive Greek ruins in E Libya, 
with another experienced local 
guide/conservator, who had worked in 
London.

drinks and nibbles

There was a lot to see and tell, and it took 
longer than the usual Trimontium evening. 
After the warm vote of thanks for all the 
hard work of presentation there were drinks 
and nibbles as a thankyou to friends and 
supporters, without whom the Royal Award 

El Jem

Baths of Hadrian, Leptis Magna
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The result was an unforgettable 10-day 
visit to North Africa, which one member 
described as 'a great cultural and learning 
experience'. Coming from Scotland, home 
of temporary camps and hidden forts, we 
were goggle-eyed at the profusion of sites 
and visible material relics of the past in 
Tunisia and Libya.

Some were partly excavated, some were 
lying around in piles of carved and 
decorated stones waiting to be replaced, 
while others were totally neglected. Any 
one of them would have been the 
centrepiece of our Museum in Melrose.

The West Libyan climax was our visit to the 
vast city of Leptis Magna itself, birthplace of 
the Emperor Septimius Severus, who spent 
a fortune in turning his home town into one 
of the most splendid cities of the Roman 
Empire and leaving his titles like 
'Britannicus' and 'Parthicus' carved in the 
new basilica to remind us of his exploits.

'the scale was overwhelming'

Basilicas, baths, temples, fora, senate 
houses, markets, water-supply buildings, 
amphitheatre, theatre and long chariot-
racing circus by the seashore – the scale of 
it all was overwhelming.

Photographs galore were taken, but even 
the best of images cannot capture the 
magic moment when, from the crest of the 
slope, the Emperor's huge four-way arch 
suddenly comes into view with the paved 
Roman road passing under it and going on 
and on, straight to what seems, because of 
the distance, another tiny arch on the 
horizon.'

High Street, Leptis Magna

to the Trust would have been impossible, 
and a toast was drunk to celebrate the 20th 
Birthday of the Trust, founded in 1988.

And the sand? Under the microscope the 
granules of desert sand (as fine as flour to 
the touch) are smooth and rounded. 'Our' 
sand grains have rough and jagged edges 
which damage our lungs (as in 
pneumoconiosis etc). Trimontium for 
science as well as history!

“Adventurers entranced by Roman relics”

This was the Southern Reporter's heading 
of its half-page, five-photograph article on 
9 October. It began: "For the past fifteen 
years the Trimontium Trust, zealous 
custodians and promoters of the enormous 
Roman complex near Newstead and its 
many artefacts from the 1st and 2nd 
centuries AD have satisfied their wanderlust 
with one-day annual outings to sites in 
Scotland and the north of England.

But not so this year. 'I thought it was time 
to do something different', said chairman 
Dr John Reid. 'The response to my 
suggestion was positive, provided I 
organised it!'
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from camels to Camelon

Hard upon the heels of the 
Trust’s visit to Roman North 
Africa, Historic Scotland’s 
2008 Autumn Outing was to 
the Antonine Wall. The 
many physical contrasts 
between the southernmost 
and the northernmost 
frontier of the Roman 
Empire were further 
emphasised by the drop in 
temperature of some 30 
degrees C. No doubt 
Severus was equally aware 
of the change of climate 
when he made his 
expedition into Scotland and 
thought wistfully of life in 
the sun in his home city of 
Leptis Magna.

The tour of Antonine’s Wall 
from west to east included 
visits to the Hunterian 
Museum in Glasgow to view 
some of the artefacts found 
at sites on the Wall. They 
included the fort at 
Duntocher; the bath house 
at Bearsden; the stone 
foundations of the Wall 
exposed at New Kilpatrick 
Cemetery; the fort at Bar 
Hill; the excellent stretch of 
rampart and ditch at 
Seabegs Wood; the fort at 
Rough Castle with its 
annex, extensions and lilia 
(defensive pits); the very 
prominent remains of the 
ditch at Watling Lodge; 
Callendar Park Museum and 
the adjacent length of 
rampart; the fortlet and 
small museum at Kinneil; 
the presumed eastern 
terminus of the Wall at 
Bridgeness; and, finally, the 
National Museum of 
Scotland in Edinburgh to 
view the famous Bridgeness 
Tablet.

The first decade of the 20th 
century saw a number of 
notable excavations of 
Roman sites take place in 
Scotland, pre-eminent 
among which was that 
undertaken by James Curle 
at Newstead on behalf of 
The Society of Antiquaries 
of Scotland. More or less 
contemporary with that 
work was the excavation of 
the fort at Bar Hill under the 
patronage of the landowner 
Alexander Whitelaw and 
recorded by his Factor and 
(the future Sir) George 
Macdonald, and also that of 
Rough Castle by the Society 
of Antiquaries of Scotland. 
Notably, this latter site 
produced a building 
inscription which 
demonstrated for the first 
time that the Roman name 
of its headquarters building 
was principia, whereas 
previously it had been 
thought to be praetorium 
(that is, the commanding 
officer’s tent).

World Heritage Site

The Antonine Wall was the 
last of the frontier barriers 
erected by the Romans and 
exhibits a number of 
enigmatic elements, which 
continue to puzzle 
archaeologists. What was 
the purpose of the 
extensions, for example? 
Were they beacon 

platforms? Why was the 
building period of the Wall 
apparently so extended? 
Why was the period of its 
occupation so relatively 
short? Had it served its 
purpose in giving military 
credibility to a new 
Emperor, Antoninus Pius, by 
advancing the line of formal 
Roman control by some one 
hundred miles beyond that 
of his predecessor, Hadrian? 
Why is there so little 
evidence of civil settlements 
associated with the forts on 
the Wall, when these are 
commonly found in 
proximity to forts 
elsewhere? Does this 
indicate that there was little 
interaction with the local 
population? If so, why not?

The challenge with all such 
questions is how to 
reconcile reasonable 
speculation with the known 
facts. The significance of 
the Antonine Wall as a part 
of the frontiers of the 
Roman Empire is not in 
doubt, however, and this 
has been recognised by its 
recent inclusion in the 
UNESCO list of World 
Heritage Sites.

Although the loss of 
employment and therefore 
economic income to this 
area of Central Scotland is 
to be regretted, 
undoubtedly the de-
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industrialisation which has 
occurred along much of the 
line of the Wall in recent 
years has had a greatly 
beneficial effect upon its 
environs and it is now an 
attractive as well as a most 
interesting monument to 
visit.

— Ian Dalton

HADRIAN: EMPIRE 
AND CONFLICT

In September the 
Trimontium Trust were 
looking, in Africa, at the 
legacy of the 3rd century 
Emperor, Septimius 
Severus. In October it was 
his distinguished 
predecessor, by a century, 
Publius Aelius Hadrianus 
(117–138 AD) who was the 
subject of a special visit to 
London.

The huge domed Reading 
Room of the British 
Museum has been 
converted into a vast 
blockbuster exhibition area 
and artefacts illustrating 
the life of Hadrian had been 
brought from all over the 
world. The amount and 
quality of the Hadrianic 
family sculpture and 
stonework was staggering. 
There were magnificent 
statues of everybody in the 
family from his predecessor 
the Emperor Trajan and his 
mother-in-law, cousins and 

aunts to his wife, his 
favourite Antinous and (he 
had no children of his own) 
the children of the next 
generation. Originally the 
statues were painted, and 
some still had the holes 
where the metal leaves and 
fruits (now gone) had been 
fixed. 

Hadrian himself was shown 
as armed warrior (in marble 
and bronze, both life-size 
and gigantic); as civilian in 
a toga; and in the nude, as 
a god. Recent discoveries 
included an enormous 
marble Hadrian head, leg, 
and sandalled foot (the 
sandal topped with lion fur) 
from Sagalassos in Turkey, 
and a rare bronze Hadrian 
warrior head and torso 
from a camp in Israel. Each 
image shows him as having 
a diagonal 'crease' across 
each of his ear lobes – you 
have to look for it – and 
this apparently is a tell-tale 
sign of coronary heart 
disease, of which he 
eventually died.

'May his bones rot'

He journeyed throughout 
his Empire, not just as a 
tourist but supervising 
project after project, 
including planning Hadrian's 
Wall; withdrawing the army 
from Iraq; building a city in 
Egypt to honour the 

favourite who drowned in 
the Nile, and utterly 
crushing the Jewish 
rebellion. ('May his bones 
rot' is a Jewish saying). He 
was fond of all things Greek 
and used them to promote 
the Empire. An architectural 
innovator, he rebuilt the 
Pantheon in Rome, with its 
fabulous still-unrivalled 
lightweight dome. When he 
first suggested it he was 
more or less told to go 
away and draw his 
'pumpkins' elsewhere. He 
also created a fantastic 
'villa' at Tivoli outside 
Rome, in fact an estate of 
many superb buildings and 
features which he could use 
as his Downing St, 
Chequers, Buckingham 
Palace and Gleneagles, as 
required. Having himself 
become Emperor (after the 
simple soldier Trajan) in 
dubious circumstances, he 
was wise enough to make 
sure of the succession for 
two generations after he 
died. 

To this day in Rome you 
may see not only the 
wonderful Pantheon but 
Castel St Angelo by the 
Tiber which was his 
enormous mausoleum, 
highly decorated in his day. 
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Many ancient bronzes have 
been melted down over the 
centuries and re-used, but 
two magnificent bronze and 
enamelled peacocks 
survive from that building 
and are astonishing to see. 
Over the years the 
Antoninus and Septimius 
Severus families were 
buried there.

Two pieces of Hadrian's 
own writing survive – a 
poem and a fragment (a 
few lines) of an 
autobiography. The poem, 
about his soul, provides – 
according to Thorsten 
Opper, the author of the 
magnificent catalogue – 'a 
touching insight into his 
psyche in his final 
moments'. In terms of 
language, Roman poets, as 
the first line shows, could 
pile on the diminutives (like 
the Aberdeenshire 'wee, 
wee, tiny calfie', as Prof C J 
Fordyce, of Glasgow 
University, used to quote).

Animula vagula blandula
hospes comesque corporis,
quo nunc abibis? in loca
pallidula rigida nubila –
nec ut soles dabis iocos.

'Little soul, little wanderer, 
little charmer,

body's guest and companion,
to what places will you set 

out for now?
To darkling, cold and 

gloomy ones –
and you won't make your 

usual jokes'

[Trans. after A R Birley, 1997]

Memoires d'Hadrien

The autobiography referred 
to above and written 
shortly before Hadrian's 
death, appears to have 
taken the form of a series 
of letters to Antoninus Pius, 
his successor. Marguerite 
Yourcenar, a French writer, 
immersed herself in 
Hadrianic studies for over 
20 years and produced her 
fascinating and imaginary 
version of these letters 
entitled 'Memoirs of 
Hadrian', in which the dying 
Emperor looks back over 
his life and loves in 
philosophic mode and 
imperial language, as in 
this extract:

'I crossed to the Isle of 
Britain in a ship which was 

flat as a barge. More than 
once the wind threw us 
back toward the coast from 
which we had sailed. I had 
here a feeling for a Neptune 
more chaotic than our own, 
of an infinite world of 
waters. I was the first 
Emperor to settle pacifically 
in that island situated on 
the boundaries of the 
known world, where before 
me only Claudius had 
ventured for several days' 
time in his capacity as 
commander-in-chief. 

'For an entire winter 
Londinium became, by my 
choice, what Antioch had 
been by necessity at the 
time of the Parthian war, 
the virtual centre of the 
world. Thus each of my 
voyages changed the centre 
of gravity for imperial 
power, placing it for some 
time along the Rhine, or on 
the banks of the Thames, 
and permitting me to 
estimate what would have 
been the strength and 
weakness of such a capital. 
That stay in Britain made 
me envisage a hypothetical 
empire governed from the 
West, an Atlantic world. 
Such imaginary 
perspectives have no 
practical value; they cease, 
however, to be absurd as 
soon as the calculator 
extends his computations 
sufficiently far into the 
future.... This rampart 
(Hadrian's Wall) became 
the emblem of my 
renunciation of the policy of 
conquest: below the 
northernmost bastion I 
ordered the erection of a 
temple to the god 
Terminus.' [Trans. G. Frick, 
1954]
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MRS BARBARA ELIZABETH LINEHAN

A link with a vanished Melrose past has 
gone with the recent passing in her 93rd 
year of Mrs Barbara Linehan, youngest 
daughter of James Curle of Priorwood, 
celebrated for his excavation at Newstead 
(1905-10), and niece of Alexander, younger 
brother of James, celebrated also for his 
work at Traprain Law and Jarlshof in 
Shetland, both of whom are 
commemorated, along with their colleague, 
Sir George Macdonald on the Abbey St 
plaque, which Mrs Linehan unveiled in 
2006. 

The funeral service took place in Holy 
Trinity, where the address was given by her 
daughter, Mrs Christian Wharton, who paid 
tribute to her mother's artistic, musical, 
linguistic, intellectual and gardening skills. 
Brought up in an Edwardian atmosphere of 
non-emotional restraint and conformity, she 
had been educated at home by governesses 
and then at a finishing school in Florence 
before marriage to Col J D Linehan (who 
died in 1990), bringing up three children 
and criss-crossing the globe as an Army 
wife. At the beginning of the war, although 
begged by her family not to do so, she had 
travelled with a toddler and a baby from 
the UK to Malta so as to be with her 
husband. Later, two of the Curle sisters' 
families occupied Harmony together for two 
and a half years.

On retiring to Melrose, the 
Linehans eventually were allowed 
to build Scaurhead and begin the 
creation of its garden. Barbara 
became the secretary of Melrose 
Music Society, bringing many 
artists to perform here, encouraged 
Anne Carrick Scott to provide the 
historical figures, connected with 
the Abbey, for a room in the 
Commendator's House, and, with 
her husband, contributed to the 
'Melrose 1826' booklet, produced 
by the local team headed by the 
late Mrs Muriel Hood. She became 
a Trustee and later a patron of the 
Trimontium Trust, formed as a 
result of a question she posed to 

Robin Birley of Vindolanda at a public 
meeting in the Corn Exchange in 1988. 
"What do you think we should do?" she 
asked in that high fluting voice (her 
mother's legacy, as she herself 
explained)."Well," he said, "we formed a 
Trust," – and the rest has become history.

A founding member (matrona legionis) she 
was always willing to grace any event from 
the Curle Circuit of Melrose in 2005 to a 
garden party at Scaurhead, to the unveiling 
of the plaque, to the public reading of 
father's letters, coming out with wonderful 
stories and comments from her bank of 
memories. She was generous to the Trust 
and to people in need.

James Curle had an ability to turn his hand 
to light verse (the family played verse-
making games) and Barbara was similarly 
gifted. (Her poems about the Melrose-
Gattonside Suspension Bridge are 
appended as examples).

At the funeral service the lessons were read 
by her sons Tim and John (the latter now 
resident in Australia) and a light and airy 
Bach duet was played, to remind us of the 
part music played in Barbara's life, before 
the cortege moved to the Abbey where, a 
rare event these days, the interment took 
place in the South East 'Curle Corner', the 
resting place of the two brothers, their 
parents and close family.
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A VIEW FROM THE 
(SUSPENSION) BRIDGE

In nineteen hundred and 
ninety-one

My middle age had just 
begun

And I was feeling fine and 
strong,

Quite certain there was 
nothing wrong.

In gales I creaked and 
swayed a bit

But nothing really came of it
Until one day the Powers 

that Be
Sent experts to examine me
Who found, as they were 

paid to do,
That I was rotten through 

and through.

There followed soon the 
dreadful day

They took my deck and 
chains away.

My topless towers, with 
many a frown,

On bridgeless stream gazed 
sadly down.

While matters long 
continued thus

All Gattonside was forced to 
'bus.

Eventually, two giant cranes
Re-fixed my deck and rails 

and chains.

My deck is flat, and rigid too.
My chains – a pale ethereal 

blue.
My railings, hideous but 

robust
Are of a substance that 

won't rust.

At last, my usefulness 
restored,

I was re-opened by a Lord *.
But, though it's churlish to 

complain
I'll never be the same again!

* The late Lord Minto, then 
Convener of Borders Regional 
Council. The story was that 
the Council was offered a large 
grant to keep the Bridge as it 
was, i.e. a suspension bridge, 
but for reasons of 
maintenance, etc, chose to 
renovate it by making the 
structure rigid.

The following poem was 
penned in 1976, the 125th 
anniversary of the bridge's 
construction, when there 
was a party to celebrate, a 
cake cut at tea-time and a 
garland of flowers left in 
mid-bridge. An original 
notice still indicates that 
eight people only may cross 
the bridge at any one time.

BIRTHDAY POEM 
(1976)

I'm feeling proud and 
jubilant

As in the breeze I sway,
A sesqui-centenarian –
That's what I am today.

When Beethoven was dying
And Prinny wore the crown,
I was summoned into being
By Messrs Redpath Brown.

They made me highly 
graceful

And I know they made me 
strong

For I'm frequently inspected
By the men from Dorman 

Long.

They didn't use box girders
Or any modern tricks
So the chances are
I'll still be here
In twenty twenty-six.

I'd like to take you all upon
My deck to celebrate,
But, alas, I am forbidden
To take 'one o'er the eight'!

THE TRAINING 
GROUND

‘The Best Training Ground 
for Archaeologists’ is the 
title of a small hand-sized 
book of 688 pages (known 
among students as 'the 
brick', because it has that 
appearance) which is the 
life’s work of Dr P W M 
Freeman of Liverpool 
University. He lectured to 
the Trimontium Trust in 
2005 on one of the scholars 
to whom James Curle wrote 
regularly, for help and 
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information, during his 
1905–10 excavation at 
Newstead. The sub-heading 
is ‘Francis Haverfield and 
the Invention of Romano-
British Archaeology’, and 
Freeman goes to 
enormously detailed 
lengths to document 
Professor Haverfield’s 
influence on a circle of 
influential people (including 
George Macdonald) in 
shaping the way in which 
Romano-British studies 
were organised and 
developed, not least in the 
setting up of Departments 
and Institutions which have 
lasted till the present.

'My Dear Haverfield'

It is pleasing to note on 
p.15 a reference to the 
work of the Trimontium 
Trust in publishing in 2005 
‘My Dear Haverfield’, a 
collection of some twenty 
letters from James Curle 
which were preserved in 
the Haverfield archive in 
Oxford, together with other 
letters of the time, actually 
from Haverfield himself. A 
public reading of the letters 
was held by the Trust in 
Melrose in 2005. The 
collection gives an idea of 
the discussions and 
arguments that went on 
before the Curle Report of 
1911. There is apparently 
no other similar body of 
correspondence in the UK. 
The reference goes on to 
mention that there is no 
detailed commentary on 
the contents of the letters – 
another little job for the 
Trust, at some time.

James Curle's letters to 
staff at the British Museum 

over many years (four times as many as to Haverfield) 
were also read in Melrose as part of the Spring 2008 
Lecture series and are described elsewhere in this issue.

COINS

Over the years people have handed into the Museum 
various things they have picked up on field walks, 
sometimes metal, sometimes stone, for identification. 
They're usually Victorian or Georgian and often 'chuckie 
stanes', as a well-known fieldwalker says – but we 
welcome such evidence of interest. The Carberry 
tombstone story emphasises just how unexpectedly 
something of historic value can turn up.

Three coins were handed in recently. Two were little bronze 
affairs and the third looked like silver. Nick Holmes, the 
coin expert at NMS, has always been willing to identify 
coins for us, (pointing out the little details and leaving us to 
look up the technical terms in David Sear's books – one of 
our USA members). He reported as follows: 'The two 
bronzes are rather the worse for wear and showing their 
age. The slightly thicker one is a Republican bronze sextans 
(one-sixth of an as), dating from after the coinage reform 
of 211 BC and no later than 82 BC. There are a very large 
number of varieties of this coinage, and unfortunately the 
details of the various small issue marks are not clear 
enough here for me to be any more specific. 

The coin bears a head of the god Mercury on the obverse 
(the front) with two "pellets", little dot marks of value 
above the head, indicating the value as 2 unciae – more 
"inch" than "ounce" because each uncia represented one-
twelfth part of the big as. On the reverse (the back, 
naturally) is the prow of a ship, with ROMA below and 
various symbols beside and above. The other bronze coin is 
a late 3rd century AD antoninianus (with devaluation it 
became very debased), but of which Emperor it is 
impossible to tell.
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Arch of Galerius

gone native

I'm very sorry to have to 
report that the (silver-
looking) Antony and 
Cleopatra denarius is a 
modern reproduction. This 
is obviously disappointing, 
as a genuine coin of this 
issue would have been a 
considerable rarity, but the 
flan (the metal 'blank' on 
which the coin was struck) 
is too thin, wide and 
regular, and the edge is 
much too smooth, for there 
to be any doubt.'

David Sear (p292 vol I 
Roman Coins and their 
Values, pub. Spink, London 
2000) shows the Latin on 
the obverse of the real 
silver denarius as being 'of 
Cleopatra, Queen of Kings 
and of the Sons of Kings', 
while on the reverse it is 'of 
Antony, after his conquest 
of Armenia'. Cleo's symbols 
are the diadem on her head 
and the ship's prow in 
front; Antony is bareheaded 
with apparently an 
Armenian tiara behind. The 
Romans certainly thought 
that he had 'gone native'.

lettering in Greek

Recently another eight little 
bronze coins were handed 
in for identification and Mr 
Holmes again obliged. Most 
coins he sees are very worn 
but these, all of late 
Emperors, were very 
readable. Coins of non-
precious metal (copper, 
bronze or brass) are now 
called, apparently, AE. The 
most unusual was minted in 
Nicaea (the place of the 
Nicene Creed) in Bithynia 
on the S shore of the Black 

Sea in the time of Gordian 
III (238-244 AD) and its 
lettering was in Greek, the 
common language of the 
Mediterranean area. The 
others were of Galerius 
Maximianus (305-306 AD) 
– Susan Taylor sent us from 
the family archive a 1920's 
postcard of his gate in 
Thessalonica; Constantines 
I and II (333-336 AD); 
Constantius II and 
Constans (347-348 AD); 
and Constantius Gallus 
(351-354 AD) – certainly 
not household names 
today. It is interesting to 
note that the places where 
the coins were minted are 
indicated – Siscia (5) and 
Sirmium (1) in Hungary, 
Constantinople (1) and 
Nicaea itself (1). The 
patriotic dedications on the 
reverse include the Genius 
(guardian angel) of the 
Roman People; the Glory of 
the Army; the Victory of 
the Emperors; and the 
Time of Restoration.

Mr Holmes is coming up for 

retiral in April 2009. We 
send our best wishes and 
hope that this intriguing 
and much-appreciated 
service can continue.

JOINING THE 
MAJORITY

As we went to press with 
our last Trumpet (No. 22) 
we reported the passing of 
our first Hon. Treasurer, 
Trevor Kitchen, at whose 
packed funeral service, 
appropriately enough in 
Newstead Village Hall, the 
Trust was well represented.

During the year we lost 
other valued Trustees and 
friends. Win Lonie passed 
away, wife of Bill, a Village 
Hall and Trimontium Walk 
stalwart herself, a constant 
supporter of all our ploys 
and, like him, a Trimontium 
Trustee for many years. 

Another was their more 
recent next-door neighbour 
Sylvia Payne, who 
regularly supervised the 
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Geoff and Molly

Museum on Friday mornings, as well as 
helping at Bowhill, the National Trust at 
Priorwood, and Holy Trinity. 

Yet another, and a longstanding member, 
was Derek Thornton from Galashiels, who 
once wrote to the Trumpet from 'the Street 
called Straight' in Damascus, and whose 
lively reports of the Old Gala Club were a 
feature of the Border Telegraph. Winty has 
taken up the baton, and, celebrating the 
Award, wished us longevity in the words of 
Juvenal – 'Da, Iuppiter, da multos annos'.

Further afield we lost Geoff Mein from Usk 
in S Wales, a larger than life character and 
digger at his local site at Trostrey, who 
joined, out of the blue, when we first 
started and kept up a lively association 
through correspondence and e mails 
(always inviting us to the annual Legio XX 
birthday party event at Caerleon with the 
Ermine Street Guard); stop-offs on visits to 
Scotland (even coming on two recent 

outings);and generous donations. Mein is a 
Borders name (wasn't Robert de Mayne the 
Bruce's architect?) and he felt sure of 
kinship.

There have been many obituaries of the 
premier Earl of Scotland, the Earl of 
Wemyss and March, who did us the 
honour of agreeing to be one of the original 
Patrons and paying members of the Trust, 
and (hailed as 'David' by Mrs Patricia and 
Dame Jean) came to the Museum Opening 
in 1991. 

John Holliday of Washbrook Edge, Stroud 
was a distant but interested and generous 
member.

At the end of January we learned of the 
passing at the age of 95 in Norwich, his 
home for many years, of the Rev Jack 
Drummond, composer of 'Here's tae 
Melrose', which is sung at every Melrose 
Festival Crowning of the Queen ceremony, 
at which he once gave the oration. A 
Melrose lad and scout leader with a taste 
for light verse, he served in Italy during the 
war, drawing a comparison between himself 
on the banks of the Tiber and, he fancied, 
his Roman opposite number on the banks 
of the Tweed centuries before. He 
ministered for many years in Corby, 
Northants to emigre Scots, was always 
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interested in the affairs of 
Melrose and became a loyal 
and generous member of 
the Trust.

We salute them all.

VINDOLANDA LINK

'Vindolanda 2008 produced 
another string of 
spectacular results, ranging 
from minute finds to 
monumental additions to 
the visible attractions. 
Major discoveries were the 
main road (via principalis) 
in massive flagstones, a 
granary, a warehouse and a 
complete centurion's 
quarters, with the name 
RIACUS inscribed outside.

Visitors can now walk on 
the original paving stones 
down through the civilian 
vicus and into the heart of 
the stone fort. The granary 
and warehouse buildings 
have impressive stonework 
still in situ, but sadly the 
outer walls were robbed-
out (recycled, as we would 
say today) probably in the 
1800s to build local farm 
buildings. Soil samples 
have been taken in many 
tubs from the channels 
beneath the granary, and 
environmental information 
will be revealed later. The 
granary was re-occupied in 
post-Roman centuries, 
some evidence of which are 
Christian crosses carved 
into the stonework.

part of a water-clock (?)

In addition to usual finds 
like coins, nails, pottery 
and bone, spectacular new 
finds include a bone dice 
(or 'die' if you wish us to be 
pedantic), a bronze plumb-
bob and, uniquely, a metal 
fragment thought to be part 
of a perpetual calendar in 
bronze. The piece has the 
month of September, by 
name, along the top, with 
K,N ID and E along the 
bottom, denoting the 
Kalends (1st of the month); 
the Nones (5th Sept); the 
Ides (13th Sept); and the 
Equinox. 

In Current Archaeology 
no.228 (March 2009, pp.13-
17), Michael Lewis, an 
ancient technology 
specialist, adduces 
evidence to show that the 
fragment is part of 'an 
anaphoric water-clock', one 
of the most sophisticated 
technical devices known to 
antiquity. [There'll be more 
to come on this subject, for 
sure. Ed] There would be 
no energy shortage for 
such a timepiece at 
Vindolanda!

Two sections from the top 
line of a 16-foot wide 
Severan monumental 
inscription have also been 
discovered, adding to the 

Bardo, Tunis mosaics
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same inscription uncovered by Eric Birley 
last century.

Further work has been done on the civilian 
settlement, uncovering cobbled streets, 
more inscriptions, a portable altar to a 
Syrian goddess and a finger ring 
affectionately inscribed 'MATRI PATRI' – 'to 
Mum and Dad'. New discoveries will be 
displayed as soon as conservation and 
preparation are complete. Further 
information may be obtained from the 
Vindolanda website: 
www.vindolanda.com/excavations.html'

— Averil and Ian McHaffie

Note: 2009 marks the 60th anniversary of 
the 14 year old Robin Birley's first carefully-
supervised dig on the site. The celebrations 
will be crowned if the Vindolanda Trust 
jumps all the hurdles (they're half way 
there) to receiving the finance for their 
proposed £6.25 million Vindolanda cum 
Roman Army Museum project (along the 
road at Carvoran). We send best wishes for 
success in winning this and other funding. 
We owe Vindolanda so much for their 
support, especially when we started.

A LATINIST'S BUGBEAR
(courtesy of Melrose Parish Church Magazine)

Some people are annoyed about the misuse 
of the apostrophe; others about the glo''al 
stop. A local Latinist is bugged when radio 
and TV announcers talk about a hospital 
bug as 'c. dee-fee-seel'. His bugbear has 
burst out as follows:

Clo-stri-di-um is Latin: and dee-fee-seel is 
French.

To join them both together is really quite a 
wrench

Of language. For BOTH are Latin; and it's silly
If they don't SOUND right (willy-nilly!).
The bug's a KILLER: SOUND it so.
Think KILLIE-crankie – make them go
Together. Let's not gild the lily!
Shout out 'clo-stri-di-um dif-fi-KILLY!

(Actually, it's pronounced 'dif-FI-killy'. But 
it's certainly not French, and you can 
always hide under 'c-diff'.)

IN A NUTSHELL
Anon

My Latin has left me,
which may be as well.
They were brute engineers
and their afterlife, hell

Only one tag stays:
a bird with no wings.
'In mediis rebus'
in the middle of things.

I am weighed down by parents,
made mad by my child.
The late sky is sleeting
the garden is wild.

I slump on a chair
in the last glow day brings.
In mediis rebus
in the muddle of things.
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Virgil, with the Aeneid and the Muses of 
Tragedy and History

A WORD FROM WALTER 
(dated Sept 2007 – but a good thing will keep)

In 'A Roman Frontier Post and its People' 
James Curle notes that 'the comparative 
absence of inscribed stones was a 
disappointing feature of the excavations'. 
He published the six altars which had been 
found on the site, the first in the East 
Annexe in 1783, dedicated by a cavalry 
decurion to the Campestres, the gods of 
the parade ground. Four of the others were 
found in the southern part of the East 
Annexe.

As a fieldwalker I had walked this area 
many times but gradually ignored it 
because there was nothing to be found 
there. It eventually dawned on me that this 
was the obvious place for the parade 
ground, being beside the fort and 
reasonably flat. The parade ground was a 
sacred place for the Roman soldier, as 
indeed it was to the RSM of my youthful 
soldiering period, who would bellow at 
anyone walking casually across 'his' parade 
ground.

The Romans took their parade ground even 

more seriously, having animal sacrifices at 
the beginning of each year and, according 
to one theory, burying the previous year's 
altar (like its predecessors) along the edge 
of the parade ground. This is unproven, 
though much repeated. 

My own theory, equally unproven but, to 
me, logical, was that the altars were left 
standing round the parade ground to show 
that this was a sacred place, guarded by 
the Roman gods against intruders. The 
altars were buried only when the fort was 
being abandoned or when one garrison unit 
was being replaced by another. [cf the 
Maryport altars? Ed]

To see if there were any further altars to be 
found I walked the line of the East Annexe 
ditches with divining rods. Though Curle 
had noted only a single ditch, air photos 
and the rods show up a double ditch, on the 
outer line of which I found indications of 
altars – eighteen, to be exact. [Pause for 
readers to read that again, and again, Ed]

At the Bar
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The line started with no.1 at NT 57338 
34355 and I followed round the East and 
South sides of the Annexe until I reached 
no.18 at NT 57125 34273. I did GPS (Geo-
positional recording) of the sites, noting 
them for future investigation.

[There's a long, long trail a-winding and a 
lot of permissions before that, Ed. As one of 
the Lords says in Iolanthe we need only to 
find 'a thoroughbred excuse'.]

IT'S ALL GREEK TO ME

The first lecture in 2009, on 12 March, is 
about a Greek play (the Romans were 
fascinated by Greek culture). The words of 
a song from a recent musical put on by an 
Edinburgh school seemed a good link with 
which to end. 'Horse Play!' the Troy Musical, 
with words and music by Ross 
Macfarlane, starts with a blind Homer, 
joined by the cast, singing:

Archimedes, Socrates, Euripides and 
Sophocles,

Hippocrates, Demosthenes and Solon,
Wine-dark sea, democracy, Euclidean 

geometry,
Antigone, apostrophe and colon.
Daedalus and Icarus, Scylla and Charybdis,
Ze-us and Pythagoras and so on,
Metanoia, paranoia, [here comes Draco – call 

a lawyer]
It's all Greek to me.

Jason and the Golden Fleece, Sappho and the 
Isles of Greece,

Perseus and good old Heracleitus,
Aphrodite, Aeschylus, Agamemnon, Oedipus,
Then there was the golden touch of Midas.
Alpha and the Omega, Cressida and Hecuba,
Ouzo and severe conjunctivitis,
Melina Mercouri, Banana Mouskouri(?)
It's all Greek to me.

Helen and the Trojan War, Theseus and the 
Minotaur,

Thespis with his orchestras and paeans,
Cretans and Corinthians, Athenians, 

Delphinians,
There's no people quite like the Achaeans.
Plato who would like to think, 
Poseidon who would like to sink

The triremes that would sail the wide Aegean,
Mounts Olympus and Parnassus, 
Don't forget Ari Onassis,
It's all Greek to me.
If you want the recipe for comedy and tragedy
It's all Greek to me – to me!

[Roll on Trimontium: The Musical]
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Under Mediterranean Skies

A Chairman, in his time, plays many parts.
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No, Samson, no! Oh, Samson! Trustees' fundamental considerations

'While here, my dear Watson.' Cut down to size. 'I told you, I certainly did!'

Cathy: ahead with Trimontium Three of her Senators Camel loading




