The Roman Camp.

From the ‘Isle of ‘Wight Miscellany’ supplement.1844.Unpublished handwritten poem.
Centurion’s wood at the head of Brading Haven, is said to be the site of a Roman station.

I stood within the Roman Camp

Fast by an inlet of the sea;

Now partly woodland partly swamp

It lay in low obscurity.

The daffodils rose in the fosse,

And primrose through grass and moss,

On the half levell’d banks were springing;

Where once the Roman ensigns flew

The stately trees in numbers grew

And in their boughs the birds were singing.

Where the Roman cohorts trod,

The fatling kids were on the green

And scattered o’er the flowery sod,

The ewes and playful lambs were seen.

White on the waves, so want to feel

The furrow of the hostile keel.

The fisher’s little skiff was sleeping

Such was the quietness and ease

On all around it seemed that Peace

Her holy festival was keeping.

And where are now the Roman ranks

The subjugators of the world

Who raised these long enduring banks?

And here their victor flag unfurled.

Partakers of the common lot

They moulder in the dust forgotten,

Their works, their very graves have perished. 

Of all the great of ages gone.

A few distinguished names alone

Live in remembrance and are cherished.

Save these decaying earthen mounds

No vestige of Rome we meet

Her battle cry no longer sounds

Her warriors sleep beneath our feet.

And where upon a soft ascent

The captain from his central tent

Looked o’er the host, his word obeying

Now garlanded with ivy green,

 A venerable oak is seen.

Its sturdy limbs abroad displaying.

Here war’s loud note has swell’d the gale

Heroic actions here have been,

The orphan’s cry, the widow’s wail,

Have risen o’er the battle seen.

Whatever chequers human life

With joy and sorrow, peace and strife,

Has here had place, and now is ended

Actors and acts alike are done

Oblivion surrounds them every one

Into their early nothing blunders.

                                                     So man and all his works decay

So fails the triumph tongue of fame

While nature in her fair array

Lives still renewing, still the same;

Although the general winding sheet

The earth is fertile at your feet

He skies above are blue as ever,

As fully flows the ancient sea

The rivers run as dear and free,

While we and ours are constant never.

                                             1847.

Centurions.

In  ‘Centurion’s’ at the head of Brading Haven are several embankments and ditches apparently of military construction and traditionally ascribed to the Romans. Their present appearance is not imperfectly described in the preceding verses. Tradition points out the spot as the site of Wolverton le Wode, mentioned in Worsley, and adds that the beautiful Norman arch in Yaverland church was taken from the church that anciently existed there.
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