MARCUS, A Roman Soldier is leading CAIUS, a Northumbrian slave along the perimeter of what will be Hadrian’s wall. 

MARCUS
It’s a carefully planned defence. This section here will be mostly stone. 
Further west, it will be turf — the ground won’t hold proper foundations. 
There will be forts, milecastles... the Vallum to dig. We’ll need to clear the land first. Trees, rocks — anything in the way. Plenty to keep us busy. 
You will supervise up to the Vercovicium, though the wall will stretch much further - from the banks of the River Tyne in the east all the way to the Solway Firth.

Caius moves.

Did you say something, Caius? 

CAIUS
I did not.

MARCUS
Ah.  Let’s continue on shall we? We’ve marked out the line. Our plan is to build along this ridge here, then follow the flatter ground - it’s easier for the carts and... 
What is it?

CAIUS
I did not speak.

MARCUS
No. But you want to.

Beat.
CAIUS
It is nothing. 

Beat.
MARCUS
Very well. Once we’ve/

CAIUS
/It’s just...
The land is flatter, yes, but it’s also lower. That valley floods in winter. The fog rolls in so thick you won’t see ten paces.  And if you're planning to quarry stone from that outcrop there — it crumbles in frost. The ground splits by early winter. You’ll waste a season fixing what you build. And it is the River Tweed where you propose to start. The Tyne lies further south, past the territory of the tribes you watch.

Caius knows he has spoken out of turn.

I... I only wanted you to know where you were pointing your sword.

Beat. Marcus smiles.

MARCUS
You know this place well. 
You are from here?

CAIUS
I am. 

MARCUS
Mmm. 
Well our engineer has surveyed the land and /

CAIUS
/With respect, your engineer hasn’t spent that last thirty winters freezing his backside off searching for his sheep in a cloud. I trust the land more than I trust that parchment.

Beat. Marcus is amused.

MARCUS
You speak freely for...

CAIUS
...For someone who is not free?

	Beat.	

MARCUS	
I do not need a companion for my patrol. Best return to camp. There are boots and armor that need scrubbing.

As Caius heads back in the direction they came he looks out over the horizon he sees something in the distance. 

CAIUS
Raiders! Raiders! They’re coming through the trees! There, they’re coming at speed.

MARCUS
Sound the Cornu! To your positions!

CAIUS
There’s thirty men, maybe more. 

MARCUS
Positions! Weapons — now! Form the line! Get inside the stockade. Now!
