   JOURNEY DOWN THE AGES THROUGH THE PARISH
                          Laws Fort  -  About 200 A.D.         

If the huge stones on the battlements of Laws Fort could speak, what stories they could tell you. Listen to them, if you will, as they describe the straggling line of women and children, roughly and poorly clad, wending their way up the steep hillside to the Fort for safety. The alarm had gone out: ‘Enemy in sight’. 

At once, they left their dismal wooden dwellings around Drumsturdy Road. Once in the Fort, they crouched in the ditches, leaning against the stout wooden posts, hoping the enemy would soon pass by. The men were already in the Fort, standing in the shelter of the fairly high stone walls, watching and waiting. A watchman was always there, for one could see for miles and miles in all directions from that vantage point.

Careful not to be seen, these Celtic men kept their eyes on the lower ground amid the trees at Ardownie. “Look, there they are!” A bright spear glinted in the sun through the trees. Further along the track, a helmet with its coloured plume moved through the leaves like a coloured bird. 

The officer in charge of the small Roman patrol – for that is what it was – was quite aware that he and his men were being watched by these Celts on the Laws Hill. His trained eye had seen movement against the sky-line, but he did not intend to engage them. Nothing was to be gained by attacking them as long as they remained in the strong position of the Fort. His men had marched that day from the little camp at Kirkbuddo and they were due back by nightfall.

“Forward!” he ordered his men, and the Roman banner with its eagle was carried on. The men in the Fort watched and waited until it seemed that the Romans had really gone. The all-clear was given and down the hill ran the men, the women and the children, leaving only the watchman on duty by the hard grey stones of the Laws. If only these stones could speak, or do they?

And far below them in our day, in Newbigging Church, the people sing of another Fort in the strong strains of “Eine Feste Burg”: “A safe stronghold our God is still.”

This tale, devised by the Rev. Chisholm in another small book of his, ‘Journey Down The Ages Through The Parish’, depicts an event which undoubtedly captures the reality of how it would have been in Roman times in the Scottish lowlands. The Romans never really conquered this part of ancient Britain, Celtish ferocity and long supply lines frustrating their initial intentions.

