
        
            
                
            
        

     
   
      
 
      
 
           My horse was still anxiously dancing about when the Commander nodded to Henry who was standing next to the windlass that raised and lowered the gate.  The two men with Henry, both veteran foot archers who had been helping him train the states’ soldiers, immediately began enthusiastically cranking.  The rusty chains rattled and the huge gate in the city wall slowly rose.  Behind us I could hear the sound of many horses stamping their feet and much talking and shouted orders. 
 
           As soon as the gate was high enough for Commander Courtenay to ride under it, he raised his bow over his head, kicked his horse in the ribs and shouted “FORWARD.”  As he did, he pointed his bow at the bridge over the moat in front of the gate and the densely packed camp of the Greek-led army that began only a hundred paces or so beyond the drawbridge.   
 
           I was right behind him as he galloped towards them.     
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           Things had gotten confused when the cold weather and a handful of English archers caused the Orthodox Christian army to fail in its initial effort to invade the Latin Empire and replace its Constantinople-based empress with one of their own kings.  The surviving Orthodox Christian soldiers, mostly Greeks, had returned to the Greek coast whereupon their Venetian allies somehow managed to put together a fleet of transports and carry part of the Orthodox army eastward along the coast to the port city of Adrianople. 
 
           The Venetian sea-lift put the Orthodox soldiers carried by the Venetian transports much nearer to Constantinople than the soldiers it was forced to leave behind.  The men carried by the Venetian transports were, in one sense, the fortunate ones in that they only had to march the rest of the way to the great capital city of the Latin Empire.   
 
           On the other hand, the Venetian-carried Greeks and their mercenaries were unfortunate in that they were incessantly attacked by companies of English horse archers as they moved north toward Constantinople.  The English hung on their flanks like packs of wolves and used the superior range of their longbows to whittle down their numbers and prevent them from leaving the main column to forage amongst the nearby villages. 
 
           The Venetian-carried Greeks arrived outside of Constantinople’s walls in the summer of 1219 hungry and somewhat fewer in number.  Even so, they were optimistic because they knew they would sooner or later be joined by the rest of the Greek-led army.  They would then attack and overwhelm the city’s defenders by the sheer weight of their numbers.  Their priests assured them that victory was certain. 
 
           Indeed, victory was so sure to occur as a result of their army’s great numbers that both the would-be new emperor, currently the king of the Greek state of Epirus, and exiled Patriarch of the Orthodox Church had begun making plans for their grand entrances into the city.   
 
           The return of Constantinople to Greek control was certain because the rest of the huge Orthodox army was slowly but surely marching to join the early arrivals.  When they arrived, they would help the early arrivals finish off the Empress’s small army and replace her crusader-French gobbling nobles and Latin-gobbling priests with Greek-gobbling nobles and the Patriarch’s Greek-gobbling priests.   
 
            The men of the Greek army who had to march all the way to Constantinople finally reached Adrianople in the summer of 1219.  They rested for a couple of days whilst gathering some of the food supplies they would need in the days ahead, and then they began marching north on the old Roman road to join those who had been carried to Adrianople by the Venetians.  They too assumed they would be able to obtain the rest of the food supplies they would need by foraging for it along the way.  And they too were mistaken and arrived outside Constantinople’s formidable walls hungry and fewer in number because of a few hundred English wolves. 
 
           Despite its losses and desertions, the overall size of the Orthodox army that finally arrived in front of Constantinople’s great city wall was huge, well over a hundred thousand men.  Constantinople, in contrast, was defended by about seven thousand men of whom approximately three thousand were highly trained English archers equipped with the latest and most modern weapons, namely longbows and bladed pikes with long handles. 
 
           Even though the Orthodox army was still huge, it was also significantly smaller and its men somewhat less enthusiastic than when it had first been formed.  The reduction of its size and enthusiasm had occurred as a result of constant small attacks by a few hundred horse-riding English archers and a costly defeat they had inflicted on the Orthodox army in the early spring right after the army had been formed.   
 
            The Orthodox army’s earlier defeat occurred when the entire Greek-led army tried to cross the mountains in order to march directly to Constantinople, the capital city of the Latin Empire.   
 
           An inexperienced Greek commander, almost certainly chosen for the position mostly because he was the brother of the Greek king who would be the new emperor, had made a serious mistake by ordering his men to march to Constantinople on the road through the mountains.  It was a mistake because the weather was still much too cold in the mountains and a few hundred horse-riding archers from Cornwall’s free Company of Archers had gotten there first and held the narrow Roman-built stone bridges that spanned the raging torrents of the water that ran off the mountains. 
 
           Had men of the Orthodox army been able to cross through the freezing weather on the mountain without stopping, they would have already reached Constantinople’s formidable walls and begun besieging the city.  Instead, they failed; they had been forced to turn back after suffering horribly from the cold and the arrows being pushed out of the archers’ longbows.   
 
           Even so, and unfortunately for Constantinople’s Empress and the men of the Cornwall-based Company of Archers, a good part of the mostly Greek army, at least three men out of every four, had been able to withdraw from the mountains without being killed or becoming so frost-bitten that they could not continue.  The survivors had returned to the coast whereupon some of them were carried down the coast to the port city of Adrianople by a hastily assembled Venetian fleet.   
 
           Once landed at Adrianople, the Greek soldiers carried by the Venetians, only about a third of the huge army due to the lack of sufficient Venetian transports, had begun marching overland on the old Roman road that ran between Adrianople and Constantinople.  The other two-thirds of the army’s survivors marched down the coastal road to Adrianople, and then, after they had reached it and rested for a few days, began the long march north to Constantinople.  It was the summer of the year 1219 and the days were long and hot. 
 
           The stated purpose of the Orthodox army’s invasion, according to the Greek-gobbling Patriarch of the Orthodox Church, was to “throw the heretics and their Latin-gobbling priests out of our great capital city and restore the Byzantine Empire with an emperor chosen by God.”   
 
           In other words, if the Greek army succeeded, the Patriarch’s Greek-gobbling priests would once again be able to tell the people what God wanted them to do and collect their tithes, and the new emperor’s Greek-gobbling lords would see to it that they did it and collect their taxes.   
 
           Most of the people in Constantinople, of course, did not really give a shite who won the coming war.  They were stuck with tithes and taxes no matter who won, and just wanted to be left alone to get on with their lives.   
 
           On the other hand, most of the city’s residents were Greek-gobblers and looked to the Patriarch of the Orthodox Church and his priests to tell them how God wanted them to behave.  As a result, other things being equal, most of the residents of the Latin Empire’s great capital city almost certainly would have preferred that the Greeks win so they could pay their tithes to the Greek-gobbling priests of the Patriarch instead of to the Latin-gobbling priests of the Pope in Rome.  The Latin priests, after all, did not make the sign of the cross properly and even their own parishioners could not understand them when they prayed.  There was also the very real possibility that God did not understand Latin as well as he understood Greek. 
 
           The problem for the mostly Greek-gobbling army and the would-be emperor and the Patriarch, of course, was that other things were not equal.  That was because the Latin Empire’s Empress and her Latin-gobbling priests and her crusader French-gobbling lords had held the great city and the vassal states of the Latin Empire, over which she supposedly ruled, ever since the crusaders of Fourth Crusade took the city some fifteen years earlier.   
 
           It hardly mattered to the people of the city and its vassal states who ruled them.  As a result, a goodly number of the city’s Orthodox-praying citizens had accepted the Empress’s coins and began working full-time to strengthen the city’s walls and defences against the on-coming invaders.   
 
           In addition to the full-time workers who were paid for their work on the walls, everyone in the city was required to work without pay to strengthen the city’s defences on three required mornings each week.  The city’s residents did not know it at the time, but when the Greek-led Orthodox army arrived every one of the Empress’s subjects would be required to work for free every morning. 
 
           Whether those who worked without pay supported the Empress was not the question—they were encouraged to work by the reality that the Empress’s personal guards, the loyalty-sworn Vikings and Rus known as the Varangian axe-men, who also acted as the city’s night watch, would take their heads if they did not.  Losing one’s head happened when a man was found in the city during the hours everyone was supposed to be working to strengthen the city’s great walls and other defences. 
 
           Indeed, some of the Orthodox believers even signed on to fight for the Empress—which was more than many of the princes and kings of the Empress’s vassal states did.  They, some of the Latin Empire’s kings and princes that is, had long ago decided to wait to see who was likely to win before they committed themselves and brought their men in to help defend the city. 
 
            Cornwall’s free company known as The Company of Archers was among the Empress’s few reliable supporters.  Its commander, George Courtenay, and his captains knew in their hearts that God favoured the French-born Empress—because he had showered her with so many sources of coins that she could use to pay them for their services.  Besides that, she had spent quite some time in England where George had actually met her on several occasions and his father, the Company’s former commander, had apparently gotten to know her quite well. 
 
           As firm believers in God, particularly in matters related to the gathering of coins from people God had blessed with them, the archers could do no less than accept the substantial amount of coins offered by the Empress if they would help protect her and the wealthy refugees fleeing the war if they would carry them to safety.  And, of course, the archers also did their best to get even more coins from the Empress’s enemies—by taking their galleys and transports as prizes and selling the weapons and armour they were able to strip off the enemy dead.   
 
           Most of the revenues the Company of Archers earned from helping to defend the Empress and her great capital city, however, came from the tolls the Company’s galleys collected in the Empress’s name from the numerous boats of every type and nation that plied the great waterway that passed in front of Constantinople’s walls.  The tolls were substantial and continuous enough to make it worthwhile for the Company to take on the risk of helping the Empress defend her Empire from the many kings and princes who coveted it.   
 
           The Company’s takings from the Empress’s many enemies, on the other hand, were decidedly mixed.  At first its takings were quite large.  For example, the archers’ galleys carrying the Empress’s coins to Rome to pay for the papal prayers, which had been needed so God would recognize the widowed Empress as her son’s regent, were attacked twice by Venetian fleets.   
 
           Venice’s attacks on the Company’s galleys occurred because Venice’s king fancied the position for himself and, accordingly, did not want God to agree that the Empress should be the empire’s ruler until her son came of age.  Also, of course, the attacks occurred because it was a large amount of coins and the Venetian captains wanted them for themselves.   
 
           In any event, as a result of the Venetian attacks, the archers took a substantial number of valuable Venetian war galleys as prizes and, equally important, were able to negotiate a lower price with the Pope for God’s approval of the Empress.  The archers, of course, kept the rest of prayer coins in the reasonable belief that the Pope had not required all the coins they had brought from the Empress because God wanted the Company to have them. 
 
           After that initial burst of coin gathering, however, the Company’s takings from the Empress’s enemies were nowhere near as great as its commander, George Courtenay, and his captains had hoped.  The Company’s number two and the commander of its horse archers, Richard Ryder, for example, had taken a huge haul of weapons and armour off the Greek army when he and his horse archers stopped the Greeks in the bitter cold at a bridge on the old Roman road that ran through the mountains.   
 
           Unfortunately, Richard’s men were forced to throw the weapons and armour they captured into the cold and raging maintain stream the bridge crossed because they had no way to carry them when they hurriedly fell back to an even better blocking position at a bridge higher up on the other side of the mountain’s summit.   
 
           In one sense, the archers’ rapid withdrawal without the captured weapons was very much the great success Richard had intended it to be when he realized the effect the terrible cold was having on his enemies—because the rapid retreat of the archers had encouraged the Greeks and their allies to continue marching even deeper into the mountains, whereupon the archers stopped them again at another bridge.   
 
           It was there in the mountains that many of the Orthodox soldiers froze to death before their commander finally understood that Richard and his men were deliberately retreating to draw his army deeper into the mountains.  At that point, he ordered his army’s survivors to withdraw so they could live to fight another day.   
 
           The withdrawal was somewhat of a financial success for the Company in that Richard and his archers captured some of the weapons and armour the army’s Greek-led soldiers lost when they froze to death or left behind when they fled back down the mountain in an effort to escape the cold.   
 
           Where Richard and his horse archers had failed miserably was in not letting the cold completely destroy the Greek army when they could have done so.  Their failure was the result of a mistake made by Richard that only he knew about—he had talked too much after he had gotten to know a Greek soldier who had been trying to negotiate a passage over the mountains for the Orthodox army.   
 
           As a result of Richard’s loose lips, the Greek soldier whose life he had tried to save came to understand that Richard was attempting to draw out the negotiations in order to delay the Orthodox army until the cold weather destroyed it.  The Greek was an astute and loyal soldier; he had explained to his commander what the archers were doing in time for most of the Greeks and their fellow believers to withdraw. 
 
             There had been some takings from the Empress’s other enemies as well.  The archer-rowed galleys of the Company of Archers that had been sent out from Constantinople to harass the Orthodox ports, for example, had picked off a couple of the slave-rowed Venetian galleys which were escorting the Venetian transports which had carried part of the somewhat reduced Orthodox army to Adrianople. 
 
           Unfortunately, the Company’s galleys had been forced to ignore the Venetian ships and cogs carrying the Orthodox army.  They ignored them because the Venetian transports had already been loaded with Greek soldiers for transport by sea to a port closer to Constantinople.  
 
           In essence, as a result of the soldiers they were carrying, the Venetian transports had become too dangerous for the galleys of the English company to try to take.  The potential rewards from taking transports loaded with soldiers as prizes were just not worth the casualties that would be expected from the fighting that it would require. 
 
           Similarly, after the Greeks disembarked at Adrianople and began marching to Constantinople, the Venetian transports still could not be taken without serious English casualties because they remained clustered together in Adrianople’s harbour with a substantial number of Greek soldiers remaining on board to guard them.  In the end, the Company’s galleys gave up waiting for the Venetian fleet to come out; they sailed and rowed their way back to Constantinople so the archers in their crews could be used to reinforce the city’s defenders.   
 
           Surprisingly, the Latin lord at Adrianople had welcomed the Greek soldiers when they arrived on Venetian transports—he had turned against the Empress in return for promises of a kingly title recognized by the Orthodox Patriarch and the promises of Venice’s and France’s protection when the Byzantine Empire was re-established.  He also required, and was given, French-owned estates in France and England in case the Empress won and he had to run. 
 
           News that the Venetians had carried some of the Orthodox army to Adrianople, and the rest of the Greek-led army was marching there, reached Constantinople via the Company’s returning galleys.  It resulted in the Company’s horse archers being hastily recalled from where they had been vainly waiting in the mountains for the Orthodox army to re-appear when the weather got warmer.  They immediately returned to Constantinople for supplies and to drop off their wounded and poxed.   
 
           The horse archers rested in the city for a few days, and then Richard Ryder, the Company’s deputy commander and the man whose good nature and loose lips had allowed the Greek army to escape from the mountains, once again led them out of the city to harass the Orthodox army, this time as it marched towards Constantinople from Adrianople.  
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter One 
 
    The Orthodox army begins to arrive. 
 
           I had a great revelation jump into my head early one evening while we were awaiting the imminent arrival of the first soldiers of the Greek-led army.  It arrived, the revelation that is, whilst I was drinking a bowl of ale and thinking about whom else might be a threat to the Empress and the coins she was paying my company to help keep her on the throne of the Latin Empire.  I was also, at the time, trying to distract myself from thinking about women, particularly, the young widow I hoped would be coming to my room for a “visit” later that evening. 
 
           What I realized as I sat there with my bowl of ale was that the Company of Archers which I had the honour to lead was quite similar to the Latin Church led by the Pope.  And they were similar when a man thought about them and compared them—the Church competed with the Moslems and the Orthodox Church led by the Patriarch to collect coins from people in need of someone to tell them what God wanted them to do; the Company competed with the Venetians and others to collect coins from merchants and passengers in need of someone to safely carry their bodies, cargos, and money orders from Christian ports to wherever they wanted them to be taken.  
 
           The problem, of course, was that there were only so many coins in the world—and we all wanted them and were willing to fight for them in one way or another. 
 
           Just the thought that my company was very much like the Pope’s church and the devious and untrustworthy Venetians was enough to give me a pain behind my eyes.  As you might imagine, I quickly called for another bowl of ale and settled in for an evening of drinking and thinking about my company and its future.  Truth be told, I hoped it would distract me from thinking about women all the time—something, to my great surprise, I had been doing more and more frequently since I received word of the pox taking poor Becky. 
 
           I had a bowl of ale lifted halfway to my mouth a few minutes later when the door opened and Elizabeth slipped into the room. 
 
           “Drinking again, are you?”   
 
           She was beginning to sound like a wife. 
 
           “And a good hoy to you too, Elizabeth.  Would you care for a bowl?” 
 
      
 
    ****** 
 
           The pounding on my door the next morning woke me from a sound sleep.  The space next to me on the bed was empty and the familiar light of early morning was filtering into the room from the cracks around the window shutters.  Elizabeth was gone so it was unlikely to be her mother. 
 
           “Commander,” … “Are you awake commander?” … “A courier has just ridden in from Lieutenant Commander Ryder with urgent news.” 
 
           I recognized the voice.  It was my senior aide himself, Major Captain Michael Oremus, and he sounded out of breath.  Something important must have happened to cause him to get up while it was still dark and ride here to tell me about it instead of sending a messenger. 
 
           “Come in Michael.  The door is not barred.”  Damn, I must have overslept. I invited him in as I rolled over and put my feet on the stone floor.  It was cold and I needed to pee. 
 
           “A courier has come in from Richard Ryder, Commander.  He says the van of the Greek Army is now moving faster for some reason and is likely to reach the city in the next day or two.  He said he had one more horse company’s supply wagon to relocate, and then he would be riding in ahead of the Greeks.” 
 
           “Thank you, Michael.  I will be along shortly.  Please return to the Commandery and tell everyone it will be a normal day for everyone since it will be at least two or three days before the Greeks can arrive with enough men to give us much trouble.”  Unless, of course, they sweep right in on an attack and the city rises behind us. 
 
           “Oh yes.  On the way out would you please find Elspeth, the Empress’s maid, and ask her to find my father and ask him to meet me in the Citadel’s eating hall.  I am going there to break my fast there instead of immediately riding to the Commandery.  With a little luck, of course, my father will already be there himself.” 
 
           What I did not explain to Michael was that I was going to the eating hall so that I would be seen breaking my fast as I had not a care in the world.  It was important, I had decided, that word get around that the news of the imminent arrival of the Greek army did not distress me; it would hearten the Empress’s supporters and confuse her enemies. 
 
           “Also, please tell the captain of my guard company that I will be breaking my fast in the Citadel’s eating hall and that he and the men can come in and eat there instead of waiting until we get to the Commandery.” 
 
           Michael knuckled his forehead and left.  I began whistling one of the Company’s jolly tunes under my breath and getting ready for the day; meaning I put on my rusty chain shirt and my wrist knives, and then slipped my hooded archer’s tunic over them.  The tunic did not hide the fact that I was wearing chain, but it certainly hid my wrist knives. 
 
           To my great surprise, I felt excited and wide awake.  The waiting was almost over.  I also noticed that the day was already quite warm.  It would be another scorcher 
 
      
 
    ****** Commander George Courtenay 
 
           My recently un-retired father was sitting at the sitting at the Citadel’s long wooden table breaking his fast.  His back was to me but I recognized his long white hair and hooded archer’s tunic immediately.  The men sitting around him were a motley crew of the court’s courtiers, ambassadors, and visiting lords who had wandered in for the free food.  They were sitting with him because they saw an opportunity to talk with someone who might know what was going to happen next and how soon it might occur. 
 
           The men sitting across from him looked up expectantly as I approached. 
 
           “A good hoy to all,” I said happily as I walked up to my father rubbing my hands together gleefully.  He had seen the men sitting across from him look up and turned to see what or who had grabbed their attention.  So did just about everyone else in the room.  The buzz of talking in the hall died away almost completely by the time I reached him.  The man sitting next to him scooted over to make room for me to sit. 
 
           “There is good news today,” I said rather enthusiastically, and a little louder than necessary, as I slid my leg over the wooden bench and prepared to sit down next to my father.  I said it knowing that within an hour or two whatever I said would sweep across the city by word of mouth. 
 
           “I just got word from Richard that the Greek army is finally approaching.  They are all strung out as a result of the beating they took in the mountains, but at least some of them are coming, thank God! 
 
           “Our men will certainly be pleased.  They were beginning to worry that Richard and his horse archers had scared them off such that they would not share any prize money for taking the Greeks’ armour and swords off them.” 
 
           What I said, of course, was a lie intended to mislead the people of the city and the Latin lords who were still undecided as to who to support.  Our men were not stupid; used armour and weapons rarely brought much in the way of prize money to an archer with only one or two stripes on his tunic. 
 
         “The Greeks are here?” one of the men asked as if he could not believe what he had just heard.  He was well-dressed, but I could not place him. 
 
           “Aye, Your Lordship, and it is about time.  My lads are getting anxious to see them off.  And so am I for that matter—the sooner we finish them off, the sooner we can sell their armour and weapons and get back to our families.  It will take time, of course, but the outcome is certain.” 
 
           One of men sitting at the table was not convinced.  It was the French ambassador, a rather sour-faced fellow and newly arrived. 
 
          “So you say, English Commander, so you say.  But I am told that there are a great number of soldiers in the Greek army, well over one hundred thousand of them is the number I heard—so it looks to me as though the Empress’s forces are hopelessly outnumbered and the Greeks will either starve out the city or come over the walls and kill or take for a slave every man who was foolish enough to stand against them.”   
 
           Of which you will not be one, George thought to himself as he faked a look of astonishment and replied. 
 
           “Nonsense, Ambassador, sheer nonsense.  Your fears are groundless.  You are safe.  The Greek army is not even here yet and they have already lost a third of their army to a few hundred or so Englishmen who rode out to challenge them in the mountains.  Badly led, badly equipped, and badly learnt to fight is what the Greeks are, eh?  In other words, the Greek army is an inconvenience, not a problem.”    
 
           Everything I said was somewhat true, of course.  What I did not say was that the Greeks would now only outnumber us by at least forty or fifty to one and most of their losses in the mountains had been due to the cold weather.   
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter Two 
 
    Hearts and minds. 
 
           My personal guard was an entire company of horse archers, all sixteen of them.  Thomas Fiennes was their captain.  They were newly arrived from England and had been ordered to stay close to me whenever I was out of the Citadel.  I did not really want them or need them, but it was not worth arguing about since the Empress herself had ordered them to be with me whenever I was out in public.  That was after I had been captured and injured by the former Venetian ambassador and a couple of the Empress’s traitorous Latin lords whilst riding alone in the city.   
 
           I did for them myself with my hidden wrist knives, the Venetian ambassador and the traitors that is, when I got myself free and made my escape.  And my father did his part after the Empress’s axe-men found me bloodied and staggering down the street by taking off the head of the barber who had started to bleed me to help me recover from my wounds.  It further endeared him to me. 
 
           Being captured and desperately fighting to break free was an experience I would not want anyone to have to repeat, although I did appreciate the Empress’s daughter, Elizabeth, for moving me into her room to help me recover.   
 
           She did so, moved me that is, because my room was unsuitable for use as recovery room for a wounded man.  It was a mess because the barber whose head my dear father had cut off had bled a lot of blood.  Great puddles of it is how Elizabeth described it to me when I finally woke up.  She and her mother had never seen such a sight and had apparently been quite excited by it. 
 
           Truth be told, and even though I claimed and acted as though they were an unnecessary bother, I was glad to have Captain Fiennes and his horse archers with me when I was out and about, at least some of them.  Constantinople was a damn dangerous city for an Englishman.  It was almost as bad as the outskirts of London up around Saint Peter’s Abbey where the lepers and cutpurses still congregate to this very day. 
 
      
 
    ****** 
 
           Richard Ryder rode in today with his apprentice sergeant and four of his horse archers just as the sun was high overhead on its daily voyage around the world.  It was a hot mid-summer day. 
 
           It was the second time Richard had ridden in since the Venetian transports carried part of the Greek army to Adrianople.  The first time was when I was taken prisoner and Richard had been hurriedly summoned back to assume command of the Company.  He had waited until I got back on my feet, and then rode back out to re-join his horse archers in the mountains that separated the Latin Empire from the Greek states. 
 
           I heard the noise and commotion as Richard and his men rode into the Commandery’s bailey and walked out to see what was causing it.  It was a nice early morning despite the relentless summer sun.  More than a little warm, perhaps, but nice.  There were a number of cats stretched out enjoying the sun or scratching in the dirt for a place to shite.  The city was full of them. 
 
           Richard and the six men with him were leading their saddled remounts and looked ragged, filthy, and saddle sore—and quite satisfied with themselves and in fine good cheer.  They were clearly pleased to be back in the big city with all its delights. 
 
           “Hoy Richard.  It is good to see you safely returned,”  
 
           I shouted out my welcome as I walked briskly up to Richard with my hand outstretched and a big smile on my face—and I truly meant it.  Richard was a good friend from our days together as the first students in my Uncle Thomas’s school for boys at Restormel Castle. 
 
           “Hoy George.  It is good to see you too.  You heard the Greeks were almost here, did you?” he asked as he swung down from his horse and we gave each other the handshakes and great manly hugs and backslappings that are a tradition of the Company when its captains and commanders meet after a long separation or a successful battle.   
 
           “Aye.  That I did.  Both of your messengers got through.  What is the latest?  How soon do you think the first of the Greeks will get here?”  I was full of questions. 
 
           “Their advance party is only about a hundred or so mounted men.  They could arrive in a few hours unless they turn back, which is what I expect they will do unless they are poorly led, which is also a possibility from what I have seen so far.   
 
           “We bumped into them south of the little village by the river, the one with the mill.  They are fairly well mounted, but riding with no spare horses.  My lads and I pulled a “wounded bird” on them and culled a half dozen or so of their thrusters when they took the bait and chased after us, so they may have turned back.   
 
           “It matters not, however, as the main column of the Greeks carried by the Venetians are on foot and not likely to start arriving here in force for several days at the very earliest, perhaps even longer.” 
 
           “And the rest of your horse companies?  Any news of them?” 
 
           “Hanging like wolves all along the flanks of the Greek column to whittle it down and delay them.  Of that you can be sure.  But here is the thing, George—the size of the main Greek column is too small, only thirty or forty thousand men by my estimate, and not many horsemen.  I know for sure they lost a lot of men and horses in the mountains, but not that many.    
 
           “What I think is that the Greeks marching towards us are probably only the men the Venetians carried to Adrianople.  The main body of the Greek army is either walking down the coastal road to Adrianople, or the Venetian transports have sailed back to carry another load.  Maybe both.  Either way, the main strength of the Greek army is probably just setting out from Adrianople about now.  It will be several weeks, at least, before they arrive.” 
 
           “Well, that is certainly good news if it turns out to be true.  It means the Greeks are going to miss a good part of the campaigning season and will have less time to prepare an attack the city before returning to their farms to bring in the harvest.” 
 
           “Aye, it is.  It also means the Greeks will be strung out and easier for our horse archers to get at.” I appreciated that Richard said “our” horse archers instead of “my” horse archers; he is a company man through and through. 
 
           “Richard,” I responded after I thought about what he had said.  “Do you have any idea why the men carried by the Venetians did not wait in Adrianople so the Greeks could march on us all together at the same time?  Or why they were in such a big hurry to get some of their men here that they used the Venetian transports instead of marching?”   
 
            “No.  But you are right.  That is a bit strange.  I would have thought that they would have all marched together and arrived at the same time.  It must mean something that some of them are hurrying to get here before the others.  It could be that they are over-confident for some reason, or perhaps they just want to get started on their siege preparations.”  It turned out to be something else entirely, but we did not know it at the time. 
 
           “Aye, that could be it.  They may be wanting to get started so they can take the city in time to get their men back to their farms to bring in this year’s harvest—but somehow I think it must be more than that.  But what?” 
 
           Then, after a pause while we both pondered about the various possibilities, I added more. 
 
           “Ah well; we will know soon enough, I suspect.  And if the Greeks succeed, it certainly will not be your fault, Richard.  Stopping them in the mountains so the cold would take some of them was brilliant.”   
 
           Actually, it only started out to be a brilliant move.  He ended up letting many of them get away, and he and I both know it even if the men do not and never will.  
 
      
 
    ******  George Courtenay 
 
           Richard and I walked into the Commandery together and talked as he and his men enjoyed a hastily prepared meal of flatbread, burnt meat strips, cheese, and morning ale.  They had been riding almost constantly since yesterday afternoon and were famished and thirsty, but full of talk as to how they led the Greek riders to chase after them and almost catch them.   
 
           It had been a classic wounded bird of the type used by both our horsemen and galleys.  Richard and his outnumbered men had pretended to be fearful and easy to catch such that the Greeks were enticed to gallop after them.  The chase continued with the Greeks continuing to almost catch them until the Greek riders were strung out on tired and faltering horses, at which point Richard and his men had switched to the fresh horses they were leading and turned back to roll up the Greeks by putting arrows into their horses and backs. 
 
           While Richard and I ate, runners were sent out to all of the Company’s available lieutenant commanders and major captains inviting them to join us.  They soon arrived and so did Eric, the commander of the Empress’s axe-carrying Rus and Viking guards.   
 
           Eric’s men were called Varangians.  They were the Empress’s personal guards and served as the city’s night watch.  More importantly, they were ferocious fighters and the only men we could depend on as allies in the fighting that was sure to come with the Greeks and their mercenaries.  At least that was what we thought at the time. 
 
           Our conversation continued for hours and covered everything from the recruitment of more auxiliaries to serve in our galley companies and the use of the state forces that had come in to help defend the city, to what must be said about our chances for success and victory—that everyone must be extremely optimistic about our prospects at all times in order to encourage the lords and armies of the Empress’s vassal states to stay loyal to her, and to encourage the city’s people not to decide against her and attack us from behind.   
 
           Indeed, the city’s people were more important than the Latin lords—because most of them were Greek gobblers and relied on the Orthodox Church to tell them how to lead their lives and sell them indulgences.  We understood that both the Company and the Empress would be in serious trouble if her vassal states rose against her and her subjects living in the city attacked us from the rear whilst we were fighting on the city wall against the Greek army.  It was, unfortunately, a very real possibility. 
 
           The sun was going down by the time the meeting finished and Richard and I walked out into the Commandery’s bailey together.  A number of things had become clear.  One of them was that we should make an effort to take some high-ranking prisoners to question.  We particularly needed to know why the Greek commander used the Venetians to carry part of his army to Adrianople instead of having them all march there, and why he had immediately sent a few riders to Constantinople ahead of the army.  And why did the Venetians do it?  Something was up; but what? 
 
           “Oh, Richard, wait.  I forgot something that could be important.  Tomorrow morning I want you to ride over to the Citadel to break your fast with me and have a meeting with Aron, the company’s alchemist.” 
 
           “The alchemist fellow who is trying to make gold for us out of lead?  What about him?” 
 
           “Do not say a word to anyone or mention a word about it tomorrow when you are at the Citadel, but Aron, that is his name, may have developed a weapon we can use against the Greeks.  You need to know more about it in case something happens to me. 
 
           “So come to the Citadel’s eating hall about a half hour after the sun arrives tomorrow morning.  We will break our fasts together and let the courtiers and spies see our optimism about fighting the Greeks.  And we particularly want the Empress’s servants to overhear our optimism since everything they hear and see will quickly spread through the city when they talk to their friends and visit the market.   
 
           “And be sure to bring your apprentice sergeant with you so he can listen and be learnt.  Mine will be there too.  We will visit the alchemist’s workshop in the stables immediately after we break our fasts.” 
 
      
 
    ****** 
 
           Richard and I met in the Citadel’s hall the next morning just as we had arranged.  Usually I sat at the far end of the long table with my guards sitting around me so that none of the Empress’s courtiers could get close enough to bother me with their inane observations and stupid questions.  This time was different.  I motioned for Richard sit across from me amongst a crowd of courtiers at the higher end of the table. 
 
           I had, of course, already heard about Richard’s men slaughtering the front part of the Greek column on the mountain road and the fate of their weapons and armour.  And the men sitting around us and the people in the city had almost certainly heard rumours about what had happened.  What I wanted to do that morning was encourage the Empress’s supporters and those who were undecided, and discourage her potential enemies so they would not decide to rise against her. 
 
           “So tell me what happened in the mountains, Richard.  You had six companies of English archers carrying pikes and swords in addition to their longbows.  What caused you and your men to let some of the Greek army get away with their weapons and armour?”  
 
           “The fighting was easy.  The Greek column massed in front of us and we shot them down left and right with our arrows until they ran. 
 
           “The Greeks in the rear, however, were able to get away because we could not climb over the pile of bodies in front of us fast enough to chase them.  It was a huge pile and it was hard to climb over it to get at the others because some of the Greeks in the pile were still alive and moving about.   
 
           “In the end all we got was the weapons and armour of the men in the pile—and then, damn it all, we had to leave most of it behind in the river so we could go further up the mountain and get ready to stop them once again where it was even colder.   
 
           “It worked as it always does when we go against the Greeks.  We stopped them once again with even more Greek casualties, many because of the cold, and then the whole Greek army turned and ran for the coast leaving as many as thirty thousand of their dead and wounded behind.  We took the weapons and armour off the second lot.  It is generally inferior and certainly nothing we would use ourselves, but I suppose it will fetch a decent price when we sell it. 
 
           “Now the Greek king and the Patriarch are once again spending their men to their deaths with the Venetians helping to transport them.  The result will be the same, of course, the only difference being that now we will be grinding the Greeks down slowly instead of taking them all at once.  
 
           “At the moment, my horsemen are hanging on to the Greek columns like wolves surrounding a flock of Greek sheep.  But their friends keep grabbing the weapons of the Greeks we kill and wound and running away with them before we can get to them.  It is making my men angry that the Greeks have no stomach for fighting; my men want to get on with taking their weapons and armour so they can go home and sell them.” 
 
           “Aye, you are right, Richard.  There is no doubt about it; we need to let the Greeks and their supporters assemble all together in one place so we can eliminate the whole flock of them and capture all their weapons.  You might want to explain that to your horsemen—that they should pull back and let the main body of Greeks get through to the city.  Then they can move back in and cut them off so we can take them all.”   
 
           Then I pretended that a thought had just crossed my mind. 
 
           “You know what?  I am bored sitting around here all the time waiting for the Greeks to show up.  I think I will ride out and explain things to the Company’s horse archers and see for myself what is happening.  Perhaps I can try out my new longbow.  It is your turn to stay here for a while.  You can explain things to the lads who are here.”  
 
            The wide-eyed men sitting around us were hanging on our every word and taking it all in.  So were the servants who were bringing the food and re-filling the bowls.  What Richard and I hoped, of course, was that the listeners would be gullible enough to believe what we were telling each other and spread the news that it was not wise to take up arms against the Empress.   
 
           One thing was certain—the Empress’s vassals and her subjects living in her capital city had best remain loyal to the Empress for their own sakes; the Varangians were telling the truth about killing everyone who came against her and so were we.  The real question, of course, was whether we would last long enough to do it. 
 
           And the only other thing that was certain was that it was going to be one hell of a fight because we were so badly outnumbered. 
 
      
 
    ****** 
 
           Aron, the Company’s alchemist lieutenant, and James Howard, the sergeant assigned to assist him, were waiting for us when we arrived to see the demonstration they had been ordered to provide.  It was held in the far back corner of the wall that surrounded the Citadel’s little-used rear bailey, and it started with a flock of sheep. 
 
           No one except Richard and me and our apprentices were there when Thea, the stable master’s young daughter, and Aron’s betrothed, used a switch pulled off a tree to drive a flock of sheep into the corner.  Some sheaves of cut grass had already been brought to the corner where the bailey’s walls came together and had been scattered about in great clumps next to the wall.  The sheep immediately began eating the grass and stopped trying to get away. 
 
           We stood there looking at each other, a bit amused and perplexed, as Aron smiled at us and James disappeared around the corner of the nearby building.  Sheep? 
 
           A few moments later a heavily-loaded four wheel wagon with no sides clattered around the corner of the Citadel and came into sight.  It was pulled by James and three of the Empress’s hostlers.  We could tell it was heavily loaded because the men were straining to pull it across the bailey’s cobblestones.   
 
           At first glance the flat-bed wagon seemed to be loaded with a cargo of large and heavy sacks.  But then it soon became obvious that the sacks were stacked up to surround something in the wagon, apparently so it could not be seen. 
 
           Aron noted our curiosity. 
 
           “Those are sacks filled with dirt and stones.  They will protect us from the ribaldi if it comes apart when the lightning escapes.”   
 
           Aron made the explanation before anyone even had a chance to ask about the wagon and its strange cargo.  There was more than a little pride in his voice when he did. 
 
           A ribaldi?  Now I knew what the sacks on the wagon were concealing—one of Aron’s ribaldis, the long gold-making tubes into which he stuffs with rocks to keep the lightning inside so it would hit the lead he puts in the tube and turn it into gold.   
 
           Richard had been told the ribaldis were used for making gold, and had seen one before he rode off to harass the Greeks, but he and our apprentice sergeants had never seen one actually used to make gold with man-made lightning.  I certainly had, and I instinctively began backing away from it until I saw that the candle Aron was holding was not lit.  Richard saw my move and raised his eyebrows in a question.   
 
           None of the others had seen my concern, or, if they did, they did not understand the danger.  They were curious and promptly walked forward for a better look.  Richard and I followed them, but only after I saw it was safe to do so. 
 
           What we could see when we gathered around the cart was not much—the open end of the ribaldi where the lightning power and rocks were put in was the only part not covered by the sacks of dirt and stones.  I knew what I was looking at because I had seen it before.   
 
           This time, Aron told us, he was using a hollowed-out oak log to hold the powder.  It was about six feet long and so heavily wrapped with a galley’s mooring line that the wood could not be seen.  Its open end was pointed at the sheep.   
 
           “Is he really going to make gold?” Richard asked out loud, but to no one in particular.  The tone of his voice suggested that he did not believe it. 
 
           “I think he has something else in mind,” I answered.  And you my fine friend are going to be astonished. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter Three 
 
    The new weapon. 
 
           We gathered around and watched in fascination as Aron and James Howard started preparing the gold-making log that Aron called a “ribaldi” since no one ever knew exactly what it would do when he put fire to it.   
 
           Aron began by taking handfuls of dark grey powder out of a leather bucket and using his bare hand to push it down into the hollow log to make room for more handfuls.  Then he used a rounded pole to push it all the way down to the very end.  The pole looked like one of our oars with the paddle cut off.  It probably was. 
 
           After the lightning powder was pushed in, Aron and James Howard began stuffing many handfuls of small rocks into the end of the log.  Every so often Aron stuck the pole into the end of the log and used it to push the rocks tight against the powder.  He seemed to know what he was doing.  We were obviously watching an expert at work. 
 
           “Normally I would have put a piece of gold-making lead in before the rocks, but not this time,” Aron offered as he got down on his knees and began putting handfuls of the lightning power on a piece of linen he had laid on the ground.   
 
           Aron used his hands to shape the powder on the linen into a narrow line about two feet long.  And then, to my surprise, when he was finished he rolled up the piece of linen to make a short rope with the lightning powder in the middle of it. 
 
           “This is something new, a fire rope,” he explained.  “It will make it safer and easier to make the lightning because I can roll the rope in advance and then run to safety after I put a flame to it.”  None of us understood a word of what he was saying, of course, but we nodded out heads as if we did. 
 
           When Aron finished making the fire rope, he reached through a gap in the dirt bags and mooring line wrapped around the log, and then stuffed one end of into a hole he had drilled in the log.   
 
           “Now I am putting one end of the fire rope into a hole I gouged into the log where the lightning powder is located.   
 
           We could not see how Aron was stuffing the fire rope into the log because only his arm fit through the opening between the dirt bags, but he told us all about it as he worked.  It must have been important because it took him some time to get it right.  A handful of lightning powder dripped out of the open end of the short fire rope as he worked to get the other end into the log.     
 
           Finally he nodded to himself and withdrew his hand.   
 
           “We are almost ready,” he said as he pulled his hand out of the hole between the sacks and rubbed his hands together to dust them off.   
 
           “Everyone please go stand over there by the building.  Thea, you get behind the building so I cannot see you.”  He pointed as he gave his orders. 
 
           We walked back towards the Citadel; Thea lifted her skirts and ran. 
 
           “Further back, Commander, please go further back.  You too, James; there is no need for you to risk yourself if things go wrong.” 
 
      
 
    ****** 
 
           Our little group of watchers walked about a hundred paces away from wagon and stopped.  Aron waited until we were gathered there.  Then he walked towards the corner of the Citadel where Thea had run.  He picked up a candle lantern that was already lit, said something to Thea who had poked her head around the corner that caused her to hurriedly withdraw, and walked back to the wagon. 
 
           We watched as Aron used the lantern to light a candle.  Then, shielding the flame with his hand so it would not blow out, he walked briskly over to the wagon.   
 
           Aron shifted the candle to his left hand, murmured something and made the sign of the cross, and then he held the candle to the end of the fire rope.   Suddenly, he spun around, dropped the candle on the ground, and ran desperately towards us. As he did, the fire rope caught fire and began hissing and popping and burning faster and making more smoke than I would have thought possible from burning a linen scrap. 
 
           Then the hissing and burning seemed to stop.  Nothing had happened.   
 
           Aron had stopped running when he reached us, and turned around to look.  The smoke from the burning rope was drifting away. 
 
           We waited and watched.  Nothing.  After about one hundred heart beats, Aron started to walk back to the wagon.  There was a look of great disappointment on his face.  Richard and I looked at each other.  Richard shrugged. 
 
           Suddenly, without any warning, there was a great clap of thunder and a flash of lightning reached almost from the end of the wagon to the sheep.  Both the ground and the air shook and a huge cloud of black smoke appeared in front of the wagon as if by magic.  Foul-smelling smoke was everywhere and so thick between the wagon and the sheep that we could not see them at first. 
 
           My ears seemed to be hurt and for a brief moment I could see that Richard was wide-eyed and gobbling something that I could not hear.  Even so, for some reason, I could understand the words his mouth was making. 
 
           “Holy God!  Did you see that?  What happened?” 
 
           There was the strange smell of rotten eggs in the air as we all instinctively ran to the wagon and the cloud of black smoke that covered it.  The wagon had rolled some distance backwards on its wheels, and its cargo was all askew with some of the bags of dirt having greatly shifted.  Some of them had burst open.  The hollow log was gone; the lightning had burst the mooring line hold it together and torn the log into pieces, some big, some small. 
 
           “Look.  Look!  My God.”  
 
           It was Richard’s apprentice and he was pointing at the sheep as he ran towards the wagon.   
 
           They were almost all down on the ground dead or dying, and a good number of them had literally been torn apart.  There were great amounts of sheep body parts and blood splattered up against the bailey wall, and we could see fresh chip marks all over the wall as if masons had been at work with their hammers. 
 
           “Oh my God,” someone said. 
 
           “We will be eating mutton for weeks,” someone said with a happy sound to his voice. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter Four 
 
    The long night. 
 
           There was unrest and rioters were in the streets the day after Aron’s ribaldi killed the sheep.  It was a Sunday and that night only the Latin Quarter of the city was quiet.  A few hours earlier the city’s Orthodox priests, every single one of them, told the Orthodox faithful at their various Sunday services that the Patriarch had intervened to unite the armies of the Epirus and Nicaean kings, and that the restoration of the Byzantine Empire was imminent with the King of Epirus as the emperor chosen by God.   
 
           That was merely repeating old news.  It was what the priests said next that caused the trouble and rioting—that God had spoken to the Patriarch and told him that he wanted his people to rise up against the heathen Latins once again just as their grandfathers had done, and that God said that every person who did not participate in ridding the city of the Empress and her Latin gobbling priests would burn forever in the fires of purgatory.  Rising up against the Empress and her supporters was, the priests told their parishioners, what God wanted them to do. 
 
           One of the many rumours that had already begun spreading through the city was that the head of the Orthodox Church had offered enough coins and concessions so that Venice had stopped being neutral and Genoa had changed sides.  Those two sea-going states were now, it was said, actively siding with the King of Epirus, one of the many men who claimed to be the rightful heir to the Byzantine Empire with Constantinople once again its rightful capital and the Patriarch of the Orthodox church once again residing in the city.   
 
           It was a believable rumour as Venice was already known to have helped carry the Greek army towards Constantinople and had always been the Latin state most defiant of the Pope.  And it certainly was an indication that the world was changing rapidly—it was Venice, as everyone knew, that had actively supported the crusaders some years ago when they captured Constantinople and established the Latin Empire with its Latin gobbling priests replacing the Byzantine Empire and its Greek gobbling priests.   
 
           The crusaders had succeeded against the Greeks and replaced the Byzantine Empire with the Latin Empire—with a leader of the crusaders as the emperor and others of the crusaders as its princes and nobles.  The Greek-gobbling Orthodox Patriarch had abandoned his palatial residence and fled for his life, and many of his priests had been replaced in their churches with Latin-gobbling priests who answered to the Pope.   
 
           According to Eric, the trouble had started that morning when the city’s Orthodox priests, every one of them according to Eric, told their flocks of worshippers during their morning services that the Empress was a heretic who should be either killed or overthrown so she could be replaced by a Greek-gobbling emperor approved by God.   
 
           More importantly, the priests said God had spoken to the Patriarch and told him that he wanted his people to rise up against the Empress and her devil-worshipping Latins once again.  God, the priests told their congregations, wanted the Empress replaced by the King of Epirus. 
 
           Whatever the cause, the immediate result of the Orthodox priests delivering the Patriarch’s “message from God” was scattered looting and the rapid spreading of all sorts of rumours on every street corner and in the markets.  We knew it would be much worse that night when the sun finished passing overhead and darkness fell.   
 
           My decision to ride out to see the on-coming Greek army for myself was immediately placed on hold, both because of the troubles and because the Empress summoned her advisors, including me, my father, Richard, Eric, her hand-wringing chancellor, and Archbishop Colonna to an emergency meeting.  It was mercifully brief, probably because the insufferable Latin archbishop arrived after it ended. 
 
           The questions the Empress put to us when we were assembled in her private chamber was “what should we do?  And what will happen tomorrow?  Will the people of the city turn out to work on the walls?” 
 
           Richard and I immediately understood that we would have to send our men into the city to help Eric and his Varangian axe-men maintain order.  But neither of us said a word.  I just looked over at Eric and nodded.  He understood and nodded back. 
 
           The answers and suggestions raised by the Empress’s questions ranged all over the place from doing nothing and waiting to see what happens to killing them all.  The Empress just listened for about thirty minutes.  In the end, it was the Empress herself who made the decision and gave the orders.  
 
           “Deploy your men as you think best to protect the city, particularly the Latin Quarter and the markets and churches wherever loyal refugees might gather.  Also the public baths and the city’s underground water reservoir.  Eric, I want you to bring me the Orthodox bishops in chains, but leave the priests alone so they can continue to supervise their parishioners on the work gangs.   
 
           “First and foremost, however, you and your men are to put down the rioting tonight and for so long thereafter as it continues—and leave the bodies of the rioters in the streets where they fall to encourage the others to go home.  
 
           “Oh yes.  And turn out the people and their priests in the morning to work on the walls.  Immediately cut down anyone who refuses to work, even the priests.” 
 
           She was a harder woman than many knew; like a mother bear protecting her cubs. 
 
      
 
    ****** 
 
           Richard, Eric, and I met together as soon as the Empress’s blessedly short meeting ended.  We were in full accord with the Empress’s orders and turned to the task of carrying them out with enthusiasm and determination.  Of course we were with her; it was a matter of principle, the principle being that we had a lucrative coin-earning contract with her.  Besides, we would lose our privileges and a major source of the Company’s coins if she was overthrown by the Greeks. 
 
           My senior aide, Major Captain Michael Oremus, and our apprentices listened intently as Eric suggested, and Richard and I immediately agreed, that the archers would guard each of the city’s four markets and each of the city’s churches and synagogues, as well as the entrances to the Latin Quarter and several other areas where Eric thought refugees might gather such as the city baths and the water reservoir.   He would provide one of his Varangian guards and a translator for each of our galley companies. 
 
           It was also decided that the men of the Company’s galley companies not detached to serve in the city would continue to guard the city walls and the Commandery, supervise the people working to strengthen the walls, and be our reserves.   
 
           The Latin Quarter would function as a general refuge with a few of the Empress’s guards patrolling the quarter’s streets even though it was expected to remain quiet.  Refugees and their Latin-gobbling priests and merchants would be allowed in and Orthodox rioters would be kept out.   
 
           Eric was grim-faced as he said he and all the rest of his axe-men would patrol the Latin Quarter and the streets of the other quarters just as they did every night.   
 
           “Every available man, including me, will be patrolling the streets of the city tonight.  I fear it will not be enough.  The priests’ calls and the heat will bring the trouble-makers out into the streets for sure.  Wherever possible we will send those who are trying to flee from the trouble-makers to either the Latin Quarter for my men to guard or to their churches and markets for your men to guard, whichever are closer.”   
 
           Things moved quickly after the meeting.  Messengers were soon rushing in every direction and some of Eric’s men were immediately dispatched to collect the city’s Orthodox bishops and their priestly assistants, and bring them in for questioning.  According to Eric, the head bishop was called the Metropolitan and he had gone to ground in Patriarch’s palace where he now lived.   
 
           “The other bishops my men and I can quietly catch and bring in.  The Metropolitan we cannot capture without fighting our way into the Patriarch’s residence.  It is not worth it.” 
 
           Eric did not go with his men to collect the bishops.  He rode with Richard and me to the twenty-seven walled enclosures that totally filled the space between the city’s outer and inner defensive walls all the way across the peninsula on which Constantinople sat—and, in so-doing, formed a line of fortified enclosures that totally separated the city of Constantinople at the end of the peninsula from any invader who attempted to reach the city by land. 
 
           The archers from one of the Company’s galleys were camped in each enclosure and charged with guarding the section of the city’s outer defensive wall that was their enclosure’s northern wall.  The other three walls of each enclosure being the city’s inner defensive wall and the somewhat lower interior walls that ran from the inner wall to the outer wall and, in so doing, divided all the land between the city’s outer and inner walls into fortified enclosures. 
 
           Thirty or so of Eric’s axe-men jogged along behind us as we galloped from one galley’s fortified enclosure to the next.  We stopped only a minute or so at each company to give its captain his instructions and for Eric to assign one of his Varangian axe-men to be the captain’s guide.   
 
           As you might imagine, we accepted Eric’s suggestions as to where each of the galley companies was to be placed.  Of course we accepted them; he knew the city and its potential trouble spots far better than we ever would. 
 
           Less than an hour later the Company’s archers and their auxiliaries, guided by Eric’s axe-men, began flooding into the city carrying their longbows, pikes, and extra arrows.  They had very simple orders—protect their assigned market, church, or public facility where people seeking refuge were likely to assemble, cut down everyone who was looting or part of a street mob, and in the morning turn everyone out to work on strengthening the city’s walls no later than thirty minutes after the sun arrived on its daily trip around the world.   
 
           It sounded simple.  But it would not be an easy assignment to carry out once the sun finished passing overhead and darkness covered the city.  That was particularly true since it would be a night when the moon would be very small and we only had a few hours to get everything organized.   
 
           In other words, we were facing a situation in our rear that we should have prepared for many weeks ago. 
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter Five 
 
    Unrest in the city. 
 
           Every galley captain realized that time was of the essence and quick-marched his archers and auxiliaries to their assigned positions—and everywhere the people of the city saw and heard the archers coming and scurried to get out of their way.  It was a powerful message to the people of the city. 
 
      
 
    ******  Captain Jack White of Galley 29 
 
           My men were practicing with their longbows and I was napping in my tent when my number two, Harry Evans, rushed in shouting that the Commander and some riders were coming this way and coming fast.  They were, he shouted, just now coming through the narrow entrance in the wall between our enclosure and the enclosure to our north with a great mob of men running behind them.   
 
           Harry seemed quite excited.  He was not normally very excitable, so I immediately understood that something important might be occurring and rushed out of the tent to greet our visitors. 
 
           It was Commander Courtenay himself with a number of riders and men coming one at a time through the narrow wall opening behind him.  The running men looked to be some of the city’s axe-carrying guardsmen, the ones we had been told were our good friends. 
 
           The Commander did not dismount; he merely pointed at one of the axe-men who was on foot and began giving me my orders.  The axe-men were carrying shields and battle axes and had obviously been running hard to keep up with the horses. 
 
          “Jack, you are to take your company at the double to one of the city’s markets and guard it.  That man will lead you there and find a translator for you from amongst the merchants.  You and your company are to protect the market and everyone sheltering in it against possible looters and rioters.  You and your men are to stay there until you are ordered to return.  It might be several days or even longer.  Leave a steady sergeant and a couple of men here as lookouts on the wall and to guard your company’s tents and supplies. 
 
           “Every morning you are to send everyone out to work on the walls thirty minutes after the sun returns in the morning.  Take your pikes and swords and all the arrows you can carry.”    
 
           As was expected of me when receiving such a direct order, I immediately repeated it back so George would know I understood it. 
 
           “Aye Commander.  My men and I are to follow the axe-man to a market and guard it and the people sheltering in it against looters.  We are to take our weapons and all the arrows we can carry, and we are to send the people of the city out to work on the walls no later than thirty minutes after the sun comes back each morning.  We are to stay there until we are ordered to return which might be several days.  A steady sergeant and a couple of men are to remain here as lookouts and guards.” 
 
           “Exactly so; you have a good memory.  And good luck to you, Jack.” 
 
           And with that the Commander ducked his head low and leaned down so he and his party could ride one at a time through the narrow opening in the nearby interior wall.  He was heading towards Dan Tenn’s company which was camped in the next enclosure over from mine.   
 
           The Commander and his followers were able to pass directly through to Dan’s camp because we had left a single very narrow opening in each of the new interior walls, and then covered them over with bridges of loose boards so our men could walk out all along the top of the new interior walls and shoot their arrows down at anyone who got into the enclosures that resulted when the new interior walls went up.   
 
           The narrow openings in the new interior walls were as close as possible to the city’s much higher inner defensive wall so an archer standing on the much higher city wall would have an easy target of any enemy who tried to use the opening to get out of the enclosure and into the one next to it.  Moreover, each such opening was so narrow that only one rider or foot soldier could go through it at a time to get into the next enclosure—and would be at the mercy of archers standing on the nearby city wall when he did.  
 
           Because of the narrowness of the openings, each new interior wall was given two temporary wooden plank bridges for the archers stationed on the wall to use.  One went over the narrow opening in the wall, the other, a much longer wooden plank, ran from the interior wall, over the moat, and on to the top of the city’s inner defensive wall.   
 
           In other words, a man could walk from the top of the city’s outer defensive wall all the way to the city’s inner defensive wall without ever setting foot on the ground.  It turned every enclosure into a “killing ground” for the archers on the walls around each enclosure if an attacker was ever able to break into it—which was exactly the purpose of the interior walls. 
 
      
 
    ******  Captain Jack White 
 
           Harry and I instantly understood that time was of the essence and that we needed to get our men to the market as fast as possible.  That was clear from both the Commander’s orders and the clipped and anxious way he gave them. 
 
           “COMPANY, ATTENTION, I barked in my loudest captain’s voice.  FORM UP IN A COLUMN OF THREES WITH PIKES, SWORDS, AND SHIELDS AND EVERY MAN CARRYING FOUR FULL QUIVERS.”  
 
           I roared out my orders even as the Commander began wheeling his horse around and began heading for the opening in the wall to visit Dan Tenn and his men in the enclosure next to ours.  I did not have to order the men to carry their longbows and extra bowstrings; that was understood. 
 
           Our camp erupted into chaos as the sergeants repeated my order and everyone ran to get their weapons and extra quivers.  It was very exciting. 
 
           We were formed up and on our way in less time than it would take for one of our galley’s sailors to dance a jig.   
 
           There were only two ways for us to get out of the enclosure.  One was to use the single narrow opening in each interior wall and go from enclosure to enclosure until the enclosure was reached that had the only road that was open into the city.   
 
           The enclosure with the road through it had the only bridge still standing that went over the moat in front of the city’s outer defensive wall.  And then, after coming in over the outer moat and passing through the gate in the city’s outer wall, the road continued for several miles all the way to a bridge over a moat and the gate that took the road into the city through the city’s inner defensive wall.    
 
           That one road was now the only road into the city—all the other roads were closed by having their bridges over the moats in front of the city’s outer and inner walls torn down and their gates blocked with great piles of rocks and dirt.  It would be easier to break through, or climb over, the city’s outer and inner defensive walls themselves than try to break through the wall gates on the landward side of the city.   
 
           The only other way into the city on its landward side, the one my company and our wall workers always used, was to climb up the long and rickety wooden ladders that stretched from the ground in each enclosure to the top of the city’s inner defensive wall.  There were two such ladders in our enclosure and they were quite long because they had to cross over the moat that ran along the front of the city’s inner wall and reach all the way up to the top of the wall.   
 
           What it meant, of course, was that a man like me could get into the city by climbing up a ladder to the top of the city wall and then walking down the stone steps on the other side.  It always gave me a bit of a chill when I went into the city to visit the Commandery or drink because the ladders were quite rickety and I could look down and see the foul waters of the moat below me.  Coming back when I was tipsy was even worse.   It was well known that a man in another company fell off a ladder and drowned. 
 
           In any event, the men of my company and the other companies used the ladders constantly because they were the only way we could get out of our enclosures without spending a lot of time going through enough of the narrow openings and enclosures to reach the one road into the city that was still open. 
 
           As a result of the moats and gate blockages, the Greek invaders would have to use similar ladders to get over the city’s inner defensive wall and into the city itself—unless, of course, they were willing to stand in line to go through the narrow openings whilst our archers were pushing arrows at them from the top of the inner defensive wall which was only a short distance away.  More importantly, they would only be able to do one or the other if they were able get through the city’s outer defensive wall and into the enclosures where we were camped.   
 
           It would not be easy for the Greeks even if they successfully breached the outer wall and got into one of our enclosures—they would have to bring their own ladders and be able to climb up them to get into the adjoining enclosure or into the city.  And they would have to do so despite our arrows coming down on them from close range and the pike men waiting to poke them with their pike points and chop them down with their pike blades when they got near the top of whatever walls they were trying to climb over.   
 
           Moreover, to even get to the city’s inner defensive wall and erect their ladders, the Greek soldiers would not only have to fight their way over or through the city’s outer defensive wall, they would also have to run the length of the enclosure whilst our men were pushing arrows at them from the newly constructed interior walls on either side of them.    
 
           It was as fine a set of killing grounds as we had ever established.  The only questions, at least so far as my men and I were concerned, was whether we would run out of arrows before the Greeks ran out of men for us to shoot down—and if the Greeks and their supporters had the bottom to keep coming and taking terrible casualties long enough for that to occur. 
 
           It did not turn out that way, of course, but that was what we were thinking at the time. 
 
      
 
    ******  Lieutenant Harry Evans 
 
           We got into the city by scrambling up the ladders from our camp to the top of the city’s inner defensive wall and then climbing down the stairs on the other side of the wall.  It was something we were used to doing and it did not take long before we were on the ground in the city, and once again formed up and ready to march.   
 
           It was a very warm day and we could feel the heat from the street stones through our open-toed sandals.  As you might imagine, the men were already hot and sweating profusely by the time Captain White gave the word and we set out to follow the axe-man to wherever he was leading us. 
 
           Our marching drum was beating loudly as we marched and sweated our way through the city’s streets.  No one had a clue as to where exactly we were being led, not even the captain.   
 
           All we knew was that we were marching in the hot sun and what the captain briefly told us when we first assembled—that we would be spending a night or two protecting a market and some refugees from rioters.  I myself was hopefully the rioters would come so I would have a chance to distinguish myself.  I suspect many of the men felt the same way. 
 
           It took us quite some time to reach the market we were assigned to protect.  It was, or so it seemed by the time we got there, some distance away on the other side of the city.  We initially moved at a quick march, but the captain soon slowed the drum to a normal marching pace because of the heat.  It was not so bad when we were marching in the shade of the buildings that lined the city’s narrow streets, but it was damn hot and uncomfortable when we had to march in the sun.  
 
            Not many people were on the streets, probably because of the heat more than anything else.  At first the people we saw along the way were friendly, and we even got a few waves and smiles.  That changed after a while.  Sergeant Thomas said it was because we left the quarter where the Empress and the city’s good people lived with their Latin priests.  I did not know what he meant, and I did not want to reveal my ignorance by asking him. 
 
           There was a noticeable difference in the responses of the people we met as we got deeper and deeper into the city—the initial smiles were replaced by scowls and several times angry young men shouted and made insulting gestures at us.   
 
           We ignored the hostile young men, but not entirely; the captain told several sergeants that, even though we would not be stopping, if someone threw something at us, they were to try to put an arrow into him.  Fortunately, or perhaps unfortunately, nothing actually happened.  It meant that once again I had no opportunity to distinguish myself. 
 
            Our beards and tunics were dripping with sweat and we were extremely thirsty by the time we reached the market.  It was the middle of a very hot afternoon without a cloud in the sky.   
 
           The captain and I immediately began walking around the outside of the market and posting guards at each of its entrances.  It, the market, was partially walled and quite large with many narrow roofed aisles running between roofed stalls.  There were cats and merchants everywhere, but very few customers, probably because of the heat.  We walked in the shade wherever possible. 
 
           Merchants, at least I think they were merchants, came up to us as soon as we arrived and began pointing and gobbling away at us with big smiles.  At first, we had no idea what they were saying and shrugged.  That changed quickly when more merchants arrived.  Some of them could gobble crusader French even though the market was located in one of the Orthodox quarters and did not serve the port. 
 
           “My friends and I are happy the Empress sent you here to protect us.  We only want peace, but some of the bad young people in this quarter are looking for trouble.  Where are you from?” 
 
           We quickly became the new best friends of many of the merchants, especially when the captain opened his coin pouch and began buying food and drink for the men.   
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter Six 
 
    A long night. 
 
          It was a long hot night.  The troubles started as soon as the sun was finishing the day and darkness began to fall.  The tension in the air continued to grow as it got darker and a bit cooler, and so did the number of people in the market and the unrest in the streets that surrounded it.  It was better than standing in the sun, but still damn hot. 
 
           Entire families with their children and whatever of their possessions they could carry began arriving to seek a place where they would be safe.  Others came to do their normal shopping in the evening when the air was not so hot.   
 
           Flickering candles and candle lanterns appeared in almost every merchant’s stall as if by magic.  Except for a few candles we could see in wall openings above the street and a couple of cooking fires, it was totally dark in the streets around the market. 
 
           The market became increasingly crowded with refugees and did not close at its normal time.  To the contrary, it got more and more crowded as the evening progressed.  The smell of smoke was in the air and we could increasingly hear shouting and noise coming from the city outside the market.  Many of the merchants and their helpers were armed and visibly displayed their weapons.  A surprising number of them had wood-chopping axes laid out for all to see.   
 
           Many of the merchants, or so we were told by a merchant who said he was a Jew, were Orthodox-praying Greek gobblers.  To a man, however, the Greek merchants went out of their way to profess great love and undying admiration for someone called the Empress “even though I am a traditional Christian, of course.”   
 
           We did not have a clue as to who they were talking about and merely nodded our agreement.  Our translator was nowhere to be found; it was the Jew who stayed near us and told us what the others said. 
 
           Most of the market’s merchants either stayed all night to guard their stalls or left their helpers to guard them so they could go home to guard their families.  Other of the merchants brought their families to the market so they could guard them both.  They all seemed quite conflicted and uncertain as to how best to save their goods and protect their families.   
 
           The only exceptions were some of the sellers of gold, silver, and jewellery; they disappeared and took their goods with them.  It was almost like magic; one moment they were all there and the next moment they were all gone.  It seems they had contracted for one of our galleys and had suddenly decided to go on board with their families and wares. 
 
           Those of the merchants who knew how to gobble with us seemed compelled to seek out the captain.  They did so both to complain about one thing or another, and to try to find out what he could tell them about the on-coming war with the Greek army.  They seemed quite surprised when Jack said he knew nothing about the Greek army or when it might appear, and even more surprised when he told them it did not really matter when the Greeks showed up. 
 
           “It matters not.  We be archers and anyone who attacks an archer gets killed most terrible.  That is how it always has been.  There are no exceptions.  It is in the Company’s contract on which we all made our marks.” 
 
           Some of the individual merchants employed additional guards and so did the merchant organizations of several sections of the market, the linen merchants and butchers in particular.   
 
           The guards were, for the most part, however, even more useless than the merchants’ helpers.  That was particularly true of the club-carrying men from the protection gangs of the nearby Orthodox churches.  They apparently had been collecting money to “protect” the merchants in the market for some years, but they suddenly disappeared just before sun went down when the priests sent messengers calling them to come and help protect the churches instead.  At least that is what the merchants told us as they were leaving.  
 
           I knew about the “disappearing guards” because the merchants were irate about their sudden departure and came to me and the captain to complain.  They wanted us to send messengers to the churches demanding that they return to do what they had been paid to do.  As you might imagine, we told them “that galley has sailed” and did nothing. 
 
           And, as we were later told by our axe-man translator who had suddenly reappeared, most of the disappearing guards had gone off to join the rioters and looters as their priests said God required.  
 
      
 
    ******  Chosen man Wat Bargee 
 
           We had a hot march to a partially walled market on the other side of the city.  Once we got there, however, it was easy duty whilst the sun was shining and for a few hours afterwards.  My mates and I were assigned to guard one of the entrances to the market.  As a result, we mostly sat around in the shade and yarned.   
 
           It was too hot by half, but quite enjoyable to be able to sit around instead of working.  I put new feathers on one of my arrows whilst we yarned and told each other stories and lies about what we had seen and heard.  And it got even better when my best mate, Billy Hansen, took a piece of cheese from his pouch and began breaking little pieces of it off and throwing them to the cats.  We laughed when the cats snarled and hissed at each other as they tried to be the first to chase after them and pounce on them. 
 
           And, as you might imagine, old Jerry Prevo who mumbled prayers out loud all the time did his usual; he got a copper coin off each of us and sneaked away for a couple of hours, and then staggered back filled with wine and carrying a full skin which he promptly shared.  Sergeant Taylor pretended he did not see him go and then did his usual by drinking more than his share of the wine.  It was a nice red with a good taste. 
 
           All the while as we watched and talked, families carrying little children and whatever they could carry continued to stream into the market and settle themselves wherever they could find an open space on which to squat.  They seemed wary as they came past us and some of them gobbled at us as they did.   
 
           We could not understand what they were saying, of course, so we just pointed to where they were to go and made shooing motions.  It seemed to work. 
 
           Everything changed about two hours after it got dark.  Smoke began drifting into the market and we could hear shouting and other noises in the distance.  Suddenly, a whole mob of people carrying their children and all kinds of other possessions began running down the street towards the market entrance where we were posted.   
 
           No one said a word, but we all got our feet and began checking our bows to make sure they were properly strung.  I pulled out an arrow and nocked it, and so did a couple of my mates. 
 
           The relief on the people’s faces when they reached us was clear.  We could see it by the flickering light of the two candle lanterns Lieutenant Evans had brought us just before it got dark.  The new arrivals looked frightened and uncertain, but seemed quite pleased when we waved them on into the market and pointed towards where they were to go to settle themselves. 
 
           Sergeant Taylor got increasingly anxious, particularly when a man with blood on his head staggered past us carrying a child.  Twice he said the same thing. 
 
           “String your bows, lads.  The buggers look to be coming.”   
 
           It was an unnecessary order.  Not only was my bow strung, I had an arrowed nocked and so did all of my mates by then.   
 
           Our basic problem was simple.  The light from the candle lanterns lit us and identified the entrance to the market for anyone coming towards us; it also attracted entire companies of flying bugs.  We, on the other hand, could not see who was approaching until they were right on top of us. 
 
           “Sergeant, maybe we should carry one or both of those lanterns down the street a ways and hang it up somewhere to backlight any buggers who come down it.  Then we could push our arrows at them before they reach us.”  
 
           I made the suggestion and it changed my life. 
 
           “Well then, Wat, that is what you should do.”   
 
           He said it sarcastically just as Lieutenant Evans and a couple of men appeared out of the darkness. 
 
          “Do what, Sergeant Taylor?” 
 
           The sergeant told him. 
 
           “Do you think you could do it, Wat?” Lieutenant Evans asked.  He looked at me closely as he did. 
 
           “Oh aye lieutenant, I could do it if a couple of men with swords and shields could come with me to guard my back if there be close-up fighting whilst I be finding a place to hang them.” 
 
      
 
    ****** 
 
           A few minutes later I was carrying two candle lanterns and walking warily out of the market towards the darkened street that opened into the market.  In other words, I was walking towards the noise of the looting and rioting because I had talked too much.  Two of my mates were with me, Andy Salt and Long John Ander’s son from Shrewsbury.  They were carrying swords and galley shields in addition to their long bows and quivers. 
 
           We did not have to go too far to reach the buildings along the street on the far side of the little open area in front of the market entrance.  Even so, I got so scared I almost pissed on myself when I suddenly realized we had walked up to within a few feet of a group of people who standing against the wall of the building nearest to the market entrance.  It was the best place to hang the lanterns because they would backlight anyone coming out of the darkened street and moving towards the market.  
 
           After my initial fright, and when I held up both lanterns even higher, I could see the vague outlines of a man and woman.  They were both carrying something, probably a child and their bedding, and standing silent and unmoving against the building.  On the whole, as I realized after I got over my initial fright at seeing them, they seemed to be even more frightened by us walking towards them than we were of finding them silently standing so near to us.   
 
           I held up the lanterns so they could better see my face and motioned with a nod of my head towards the market.  At the same time I quietly said “you can go.”  They immediately began hurrying towards the market so maybe they could understand the crusader French gobbled by me and my mates. 
 
           The whole idea of having to fight in the dark was scary as hell.  I always knew it would be better to stand off and use our longbows to shoot down anyone who might want to kill us; now I knew it for sure. 
 
            My problem was that I was damn near blind because I was carrying two lit candle lanterns Lieutenant Evans had “borrowed” from a couple of merchants.  The light of the lanterns made it easy for me to see where I was putting my feet down, but hard for me to see ahead.  At the same time, the light from the lanterns made it as easy as eating a chicken pie for everyone up ahead with a weapon to see me coming.   
 
           Knowing that everyone could see me, and I could not see them, made me quite uncomfortable, I can tell you that.  So I began holding the lanterns as high and as far out in front of me as possible in an effort to see further ahead.  It helped, but not much. 
 
           Andy and John walked on either side of me.  They were carrying swords and shields, and had them at the ready.  Andy was carrying two swords, his own in its sheath and mine in his hand.  Not that I planned to take the sword from Andy and use it if anyone came at us out of the dark, that was for damn sure.  To the contrary, I had already decided to drop the lanterns and run back to the market like the devil himself was chasing me if anything happened—and I damn near did just that when I first saw the people huddled against the wall.   
 
           We walked slowly and listened carefully as we crossed over the open space between the market and the nearest building whose dim outline we could see in the moonlight.  It was dark that we could not see anything and so silent that you could have heard a feather drop.  Several times people must have seen the light from the lanterns I was carrying, or heard us coming, because we could hear when the sound of their approaching footsteps stopped or began backing up. 
 
           It actually did not take very long to reach the building across from the market entrance.  It just seemed that way because we were going so fearful-like.  But we made it; and then we were stopped because the first door we reached was barred—we could not get inside to hang the lanterns high enough so they could not be reached and blown out.  
 
           At first, no one came when I rapped on the door with the handle of my belt knife.  But I kept it up because the shuttered wall opening about eight feet above the door looked like the best place to hang one of the lanterns.  
 
           Finally a voice shouted down from above us.  But we could not understand a word of what he said.  It was probably either “who are you” or “go away.”  Maybe it was both. 
 
           “Run back and get one of the Greek gobbling merchants to come tell the man up there that all we want to do is hang a couple of lanterns to help light the street—and that if he does not open the door we will batter it in and kill everyone.  I mean it so bring an axe when you come back.” 
 
           I gave the order to Andy because he only had one stripe whereas John had two and did not have to do what I told him.   
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter Seven 
 
    We place our lanterns. 
 
           Whilst John and I waited impatiently for Andy to return, we could hear shouts and other noises in the distance.  We were also periodically startled when we saw the dim shapes of people coming past us on their way to seek shelter in the market.  What was worrisome was that they inevitably saw us due to the light from the candle lanterns we were holding before we saw them.   In other words, we would have been shite out of luck if they had been carrying weapons and wanted to take us down. 
 
           The people who came upon us did not know who we might be and inevitably took no chances—some of them warily came past us by walking on the other side of the dark and narrow street, others turned down a narrow side alley with the idea of going around us to another entrance.  The rest either froze and did not move until the saw someone get safely past us, or they turned around and went back the way they had come.    
 
           In the distance, as we stood there, the noise of shouting voices was growing louder and seemed to be coming closer.  It might have been my imagination, but I thought there was also more smoke and noise in the air.   
 
           Somehow, and it is hard to explain, waiting in the dark was both comforting and worrisome.  What was worrisome was that someone could see the lanterns and come out of the dark and attack me; what was comforting was that I could put the lanterns down and take a few steps into the dark and not be seen.  And that was exactly what I did; I put them down and stepped away from them.  I was so scared I was shaking and there was no getting around it. 
 
           Andy finally came back with one of our auxiliaries and an axe with a short wooden handle.  He had not been gone long, but to John and I it seemed forever.  In the lantern light I could see the auxiliary was seriously worried and became even more afraid when I made a “give me” motion and he handed me the axe he had been carrying.  I felt the same way; I myself was not exactly in the mood to break into one of the Company’s marching songs. 
 
           “One of the merchants told this man what you wanted him to say.  I think he understands,” Andy said.  
 
           “I damn well hope so,” I muttered as I took the axe and instinctively hefted it to get a sense of its weight.  Then I handed it to Andy to hold. 
 
           A few moments later I once again pounded on the door with the handle of my personal knife.  This time I did it louder and harder.  If at all possible, I wanted to get into the upper room without having to destroy the door.  That way we could close and bar it behind us.    
 
           There was no answer.  But I knew someone was in there so I kept pounding and pounding.  I was determined because it was by far the best place to hang the lanterns.  But to do so we needed to get to the wall opening in a room above door, and the lanterns had to be low enough to backlight anyone on the street and high enough so no one could reach them to blow them out or knock them down.   
 
           Finally the same man’s voice spoke out to us from above.  I could not see him, but he was almost certainly standing in wall opening above the street, exactly where I wanted to place the lanterns.  The man’s initial message was clear even though I could not understand the words—go away. 
 
           This time, at least, we could answer.  The auxiliary and the unknown man began gobbling away at each other.  After a while they stopped.  The sounds of the rioting were getting louder and louder and seemed to coming towards us.  Men and women began periodically running past us, refugees for sure.  We could hear their footsteps and see their dim outlines. 
 
           “He is coming down to take the bar off the door,” the auxiliary finally said.  “I told him we were peaceful and would guard him, but that if he did not open it, we would break it down.”  At least that was what I thought the auxiliary said; he was hard to understand. 
 
           A few moments later, with me holding one of the candle lanterns in one hand and my sword in the other, and John Long doing the same with his sword and the other lantern, there were the sounds of the door’s bar being removed.  It opened a crack a few seconds later.  I could see it in the lantern light. 
 
           I instantly stepped forward and put my foot in the door so it could not be closed, and at the same time pushed hard using the hilt of the sword I was clutching.  There was initial resistance, but then none.  Whoever was holding it must have stepped aside; it swung open and hit the nearby wall with a bang. 
 
           A moment later I was inside and could see the man by the light of my high-held lantern.  And I could see him even better when Andy came in behind me with the other lantern.  He was bearded, fairly young, very anxious, and carrying a young child in his arms.  It was as if he thought that holding the child would protect him from being attacked for fear of injuring the child.  He backed away and kept the child between us as I hurriedly entered with John and Andy right behind me. 
 
           It was actually quite a smart thing for the man to do, holding the child that is, as it announced his intention to be peaceful.  It might well have saved him if we had been forced to batter down the door.  
 
           I led the way as the four of us crowded further on into the little street-level room.  The man who let us in backed into a corner still holding the child.  In the lantern light I could see that it was some kind of a workshop with a loom, several spindles and a sack filled with some kind of material.  The black-bearded auxiliary started to come in behind us—and then whirled around and ran off into the darkness.  There was no way we could have stopped him. 
 
           “Goddammit.  The bugger has run,” shouted John unnecessarily.   
 
           There was a moment of confusion, but then I headed for the ladder at the far end of the little room.  The family obviously used it to climb up to the room or rooms above their workshop.  It was almost certainly the family’s sleeping room above their workshop, the room that had the wall opening that looked out onto the street and the entrance to the market. 
 
           I began climbing the ladder. It was well made, not rickety at all, just steep. That was when I discovered how damn difficult it is to climb a steep ladder with a lighted candle lantern in one hand and a sword in the other.   
 
           “Hold this,” I snarled at John as I stepped down and handed him the lantern.  Then I went up the ladder slowly, one step at a time, while still holding my sword—which required me to lean hard against the ladder and periodically let go with my left hand in order to quickly grasp the side of the ladder again, but slightly higher, in order to go up another step.   
 
           There was nothing but a hole in the ceiling above me through which the end of the ladder protruded.  Beyond the hole was total darkness. 
 
           I was more than a little anxious at what might happen when my head came up through the hole.  And then, to top it off, as I climbed I realized that I was sweating profusely, and I somehow became aware of a big drop of sweat on the tip of my nose.  It almost caused me to fall when I, for some reason I never will understand, I tried to wipe it off by twisting my head so as to rub my nose on my shoulder.  It almost overbalanced me. 
 
           My effort to climb the ladder did not go well.  I had the impression there were people in the darkened room above us, but I could not see into the room and time was passing.  Even worse, as I climbed towards the hole I realized my sword would be totally useless if someone decided to chop down on me as I came through the opening.   
 
           There was no question about what I needed—I needed to see so I could protect myself by staying away from whoever was in the dark room.  Carrying a sword that I could not use to fight them off made no sense.  So down the ladder I came in order to exchange my sword for the lantern John was holding.  Going down with a sword was somewhat easier than going up, but not much. 
 
           “Take this and give me one of the goddamn lanterns,” I said to John as I held out my sword to him.  I was anxious and it showed. 
 
           With the lantern in hand, I once again made a one-handed climb up the ladder.  This time I did so while holding the lantern as high as possible above me.  The man who had opened the door had not yet said a single word.  He just sat silently against the wall whispering to the child in his arms and gently smoothing her hair.  At least I think it was a girl; I could not tell for sure in the dim light. 
 
           I took a deep breath to steady myself and slowly and carefully raised the flickering candle lantern up into the room through the wall opening.  I kept my head off to one side and under the ceiling as much as possible.   
 
           Nothing happened so I moved up another step.  And then another.  Finally, I took a deep breath and, holding the lantern as high as I could get it, slowly raised my head into the room—and exhaled with a profound sense of relief.  
 
           Sitting in the corner was a terrified woman with her arms around a couple of children.  An older woman with white hair was huddled next to her.  They were afraid of me and no threat at all.  I was greatly relieved.  There was no one else in the room. 
 
           “Hoy,” I said softly with a little smile and a nod of my head.  “I am a friend.”   
 
           And then I spoke again more loudly, but still with somewhat of a smile in my voice as I climbed the rest of the way up the ladder and stepped into the room.  It was obviously the room where the family slept, watched the activity in the street from the opening in the wall, and talked out of the wall opening to their similarly situated neighbours.  The wooden shutters of the wall opening were partially open so they could see and listen. 
 
           “Hoy, Missus, we mean you no harm.” 
 
           I said it gently as I held the lantern high and made a soothing motion with my free hand that they should stay where they were sitting.  I wanted to see what was happening in the street so I headed to the wall opening as I motioned for the women and children to stay seated.  The wooden floor planks creaked as I walked and there was noise and shouting coming up from the street below us. 
 
           “Bar the damn door,” I shouted down to John and Andy as soon as I reached the opening and looked down at the street and the open area between me and the market.   
 
           “We already have,” came the response. 
 
           Even though I could not see them, the street was obviously full of people shouting and talking.  They were mostly men’s voices, and they were almost certainly not refugees seeking shelter.   
 
           Against the light from the lanterns at the entrance to the market I could make out the vague outlines of a large number of people.  They were slowly, and somewhat tentatively, moving along the street below me and heading towards the market. 
 
           I immediately placed the lantern I was carrying on the sill of the wall opening.  It did not add much light to the street and there was no response from the men who were gathered and talking excitedly on the street below me.  More importantly, it was too high above the street to backlight the mob for the archers at the market entrance. 
 
           “Bring up the other lantern and hurry,” I went to the ladder opening and gave my order in a whisper loud enough that John and Andy could hear me.  “And keep that damn door barred whatever you do.  The street is full of men and they sound dangerous.” 
 
           Less than a minute later Andy came up the ladder and handed me the second lantern.  
 
           I placed the second lantern on the sill of the wall opening next to the one already there.  It provided additional light, but nowhere near enough; the lanterns were too high off the ground to backlight the men standing below us.  Damn. 
 
           “Quick.  Take one of the lanterns and go back downstairs and see if you can find a line or something we can use to lower the lanterns down closer to the street.” 
 
           Andy understood the seriousness of the situation.  He grabbed one of the lanterns and rushed back to the ladder. 
 
           Suddenly there were great screams and shouts and the sound of running feet on the street below.  I knew exactly what it meant—my mates at the entrance to the market had finally seen the approaching rioters and begun pushing arrows at them.  Hopefully they were close-packed, the rioters that is; it is hard to be accurate when you are pushing arrows at men you can barely see. 
 
           I shouted more orders at Andy as he started down the ladder.  There was no longer any need to whisper. 
 
           “And tell John to send the man and his child up now and to run for the ladder if they start to break in.  We can pull it up behind us and shoot arrows down at the buggers.”   
 
           We are safe up here unless they start a fire and try to burn us out, I decided.  Then I had another thought—it would be better to pull the ladder up now and pretend no one was here.   
 
      
 
    ****** 
 
          Things had quieted down outside by the time Andy climbed back up the ladder.  He was carrying something that, in the dim lantern light, looked like a large ball of string.  John came up right behind him.  The man who opened the door had come up with the child before they did.  He was now sitting on the floor in the corner with his arms around his family.   
 
           “It was all I could find,” Andy said as he handed the ball to me and moved back to the opening to pull up the ladder.   
 
           The ball had a sticky feel to it.  One sniff with my nose and I knew exactly what I was holding—recently spun wool.  Of course I did; me mum used to spin wool to feed us after my father fell off the barge he was poling and drowned himself by not being able to breath.  That was before the pox took her, my two sisters disappeared, and I went for an archer. 
 
           “It should work,” I said with more assurance in my voice than I felt as I got to work unrolling the ball.  It took me a few minutes in the dim light to get enough of the spun wool unrolled, and then a few more to be sure it would be strong enough to lift one of the lanterns. 
 
           My plan was quite simple.  I was going to tie a wool line to each of the lanterns and lower it down so it would be closer to the street and better backlight the rioters for the archers in the market.  And then I was going to tie it off to something in the room so we three archers could run back to the market and join in the pushing whenever rioters came.   
 
           It was a fine plan and simple as all good plans must be.  Unfortunately, somewhere along the line I realized that it would not work because of the family.  They could, and probably would, haul up the lanterns or cut their lines as soon as we ran back to the market.  Or the rioters might reach up from wagon beds and knock the lanterns down with sticks, or break in the door and cut them down.   
 
           There was no alternative; we would have to stay the night and defend the lanterns.  But first we had to hang them, the lanterns that is, not the family. 
 
      
 
    ****** 
 
           We worked feverishly to hang the lanterns.  We brought one of them into the upper room so we could use its light to see what we were doing whilst the ball of woollen yarn was being unrolled.  Andy cut a piece of line off what was unrolled and John tied one end to the lantern while Andy was unrolling and cutting another line for the other lantern.   
 
           But where should we tie the other end in order that the lantern would hang above the street?  We were flummoxed.  There was nothing to which the end of line could be tied.  I even briefly considered turning one of our longbows sideways across the window opening and tying the lantern lines to its middle.  The weight of the lanterns would hold it in place. 
 
           “Not with my bow,” said John emphatically.  “Use your own.” 
 
           It was clear that I would have a revolt on my hands if I tried to use anyone else’s bow except my own to anchor the lanterns.  And worse, a rioter on the street might use the branch of a tree or stand on a wagon to pull the lanterns down and the bow along with them.  Losing his bow was one of the most terrible things an archer could do.  It would cost me my stripes for sure, and I might never get them back.     
 
           The only alternative was for the three of us to stay in the room and dangle the lanterns down while holding on to the lines so they could be quickly pulled up if anyone tried to get at them.  So that is what we did.  Well, almost. 
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter Eight 
 
    The long night. 
 
           John carefully let out line and lowered his lantern lower and lower, until shed light on the men on the street below us and was just out of their reach even if they jumped.   I leaned out of the opening and watched as it slowly went down.  Then I lowered the second lantern, the one I was holding, and did the same thing.  John and I stood at the opening and watched intently.  We were ready to instantly pull them up. 
 
           The lanterns certainly had an impact.  We could see that the partially lit street was full of men carrying clubs and knives.  A few of them had swords and spears, but not many.  There were even a few women. They all looked up.  But, to our great surprise, they were not alarmed.  Several of them pointed and cheered. 
 
           “My God,” John said softly so only I could hear.  “The bastards think we are helping them by lighting them up for our lads to see.” 
 
           But were they only rioters, or were they something else?  Perhaps it was my imagination because I could only see dim shapes, but the mob below us appeared to be somewhat organized with orders being shouted at them by a couple of men who appeared to be wearing priest’s robes.  And then, of all things, I had a terrible urge to pee.  
 
           There was no time to look for the family’s piss pot.   
 
           “I have to pee,” I announced to no one in particular as I handed my lantern line to Andy.   
 
           Andy took my place at the wall opening and looked down while I moved a couple of steps to the right and pissed against the wall of the room.  I was feeling much better when I took the line back from Andy and resumed my place.   
 
           It did not take long before our fellow archers at the market entrance reacted to being able to see the gathering rioters.  We did not see or hear the archers begin pushing out their arrows, but we certainly knew when it started and had a close view of the results. 
 
            One moment everything was relatively quiet below us; the next there were screams, curses, and confusion.  Andy pushed into the window openings so all three of us could look down and watch.  We rarely saw the blur of the arrows as they landed in the mob gathered below us, but we certainly heard the thuds and the cries of surprise and distress as they hit.  
 
           And then it happened—there was a loudly shouted order and the mob below us began running out of the street and towards the market entrance with great shouts and cheers.  There were hundreds of them.   
 
           Some of the mob went down to the arrows coming out of the market, but within seconds the shouting mob had reached the market and began pouring into it.  They got in even though archers at the entrance had taken a fearsome toll—in the dim light we could see shapes lying on the street and in the open area in front of the market that were clearly dead and wounded rioters. 
 
           “Quick, we have to help them.”  
 
           John had shouted as soon as the storm of arrows began biting into the crowd below us.  There was barely room for two of us at the opening and John and I were already there.   
 
           We both handed our lantern lines to Andy who was standing behind us, our bows came off our shoulders, and we stood on either side of the opening and began trying to pick off the moving shapes below us that we could see outlined in the dim light.  It would have helped if we had more light to see the men below us and something to stand on so we could better look downward out of the opening.  But we did not. 
 
           “Damn.  My string broke.  Step in,” John suddenly shouted after we had each pushed out four or five arrows.  His bowstring had frayed or broken.  He stepped back so Andy could take his place whilst he quickly took a spare out from under his cap and began restringing his longbow.   
 
           Taking John’s place did not happen instantly because Andy could not hold the lantern lines and push out arrows at the same time.  He temporarily solved the problem, and caused the lanterns to jump up and down and bang together, by wrapping the lines around his leg and holding the ends in his teeth so the lines would not unravel.   
 
           We were late to the fight and the wall opening was narrow.  In the end, I stood on one side of the opening and pushed arrows at the late arrivals who were following the rioters’ thrusters into the market whilst Andy, and then John once again, stood on the other side of the opening tried to take those they could see on the street below us.   
 
           I am not sure when the people below us began to realize that arrows were coming out of wall opening above the lanterns, but they finally did—about the time they began running away down the street.   
 
            A few of the wounded and their helpers moved tightly up against the wall directly under us in hopes we would not be able to get clean shots at them.  It did not work—I stepped back to give John enough room to get his bow all the way out of the wall opening and shoot straight down at them.   
 
           Whilst John was leaning well out the opening to push at the men directly below us, I counted my arrows.  It did not take long.  There were only two in my quiver.  A moment later John pulled in his head.  “I am all out, and the buggers are at the door with an axe,” he shouted. 
 
           Andy handed the lantern lines back to John and moved into the wall opening to take John’s place.  He similarly leaned out of the opening so he could shoot straight down at those at the door. I looked around to reassure myself that we had long ago pulled up the ladder and there was no other way anyone could get up to us.   
 
           “Christ, you are right,” Andy said as he leaned out and pushed an arrow straight down—and damn near fell out of the opening as he did.  There was a particularly loud scream and the sound of pounding on the door below us abruptly stopped.   
 
      
 
    ****** 
 
           We had no idea how long it was before we only had two arrows left between the three of us.  I nocked one, John the other.  Andy was standing at the ladder hole in the ceiling with his sword.  At that point, all we could do was listen to the battle sounds coming from the market and watch in the dim candle light as looters hurried away with their arms full of goods from the market and wounded rioters periodically staggered or were carried out of the market’s entrance in an effort to get away from the fighting.   
 
           First one, and then the other, of the candles burned out as we stood at the wall opening and watched.  The heavy pounding on the door to the street began once again not too long afterwards.  It sounded as though someone was chopping on it with an axe and it was splintering and coming apart. 
 
           It was the older of the two women in the room who saved us.  I was still trying to decide whether to use my last arrow when she rushed to the opening with the room’s piss pot and emptied it on to the street below.  We had been shown it after I had hurriedly pissed on the wall, and we had all used it by then, including a very smelly and soupy shite by Andy.  It was full to the brim. 
 
           The chopping instantly stopped and was replaced by obvious curses and cries of rage in a gobble we could not understand, probably Greek.  The old woman leaned out of the opening and screamed down at them.  Someone shouted something and she screamed an answer back.  Then there was silence. 
 
           “I know not what she said to them,” John said with a wry smile in his voice.  “But I surely wish she had said it earlier.” 
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter Nine 
 
    What should we do? 
 
           “We need food, water, candles, and more arrows if we are to stay here any longer.”  I said it out loud without meaning for anyone except me to hear my words. 
 
           It had already been a long night, and we knew it was far from being over.   
 
           We had watched as rioters attacked and overran the entrance to the market and the company’s lanterns went out.  Then, after we had used up almost all of our arrows, we had watched helplessly and silently as looters with their arms full carried things out of the market.  We know that happened because they had passed under our lanterns and hurried down the street to wherever they were going. 
 
           At some point as the night progressed, the company must have launched a successful counter-attack, for we listened to sounds of fighting and then watched from the wall opening as the vague outlines of a steady stream of men, some wounded and others with their arms full of loot, came running past us in the dim light of the lanterns we had hanging above the street.  And we cheered and danced around when the candle lanterns appeared once again at the entrance to the market.  A short time later our lanterns flickered one after another and went out. 
 
           We needed all kinds of supplies.  The question was whether to try to get them in the dark or wait for morning.  Dark sounded better to me because a man could hide in it.   
 
           It was the dangerous condition of the hovel’s door to the street that decided me as to what had to be done.  I could tell by running my hands over it that it was almost finished.  Rioters seeing its condition in the morning light would likely try to get in, and they would almost certainly be successful if they did.   
 
           We had our swords, of course, but what we needed most were arrows so we could shoot down at anyone trying to get in through the door, and from the hole in the ceiling if they were able to in.  If we did not get more arrows, and more candles, we would have no light to shed on the street and no arrows to protect us from intruders; we might end up having to run and the only way out was through the door and into the street.  Some food and water would be useful as well. 
 
      
 
    ******  John Long of Shrewsbury 
 
           We listened and tried to watch as Wat slipped out of the battered door and made a run for the market.  I was at the door to the street to cover him and Andy was at the wall opening.  As far as we could tell, there was no one in the street when Wat made his move.  He had a sword in one hand and Andy’s shield in the other in case he bumped into someone in the dark.   
 
           I temporarily stepped out of the door behind Wat with an arrow nocked and our last remaining arrow in my quiver.  Andy was above me and had none.  Fortunately, no one was waiting in the darkness.  I quickly stepped back inside and barred the door once I was sure Wat was off and running with a sword in one hand and a shield in the other. 
 
           Andy remained upstairs with the family and Wat’s longbow.  We had considered having Andy come down to the door with us but, finally, after we talked it over, we decided against it.  It would have been hard enough for two of us to climb the ladder and escape if the rioters were waiting for the door to open and charged in when it did; three would have made things even more difficult. 
 
           I heard Wat calling out whilst I was putting the bar back on the door and Andy heard him from the wall opening. 
 
           “Ahoy in the market, it is me, Wat Bargee from Tilbury.  Captain White’s Galley Twenty-Seven.  I be coming in.”   
 
           “Hoy the market” … “Archer coming in”  …. “Archer coming in”  … “Archer coming in.” 
 
           We heard Wat start shouting his hoys as soon as he cleared the street and never stopped shouting until he reached the market.  It only took a few seconds.   
 
           There was an answer from the market early on but we could not make it out. 
 
      
 
    ****** 
 
           “My God, Wat, you be alive!  We thought you were dead when your lanterns went out.  And the other men?  How be they?” 
 
           It was Captain White himself who greeted me, and then questioned me closely by the flickering light of a candle.  He had a cut on his arm that was wrapped in a linen rag to stop the blood from leaking out.  There were a number of archers visible in the flickering light of a dozen or more candles, many more than when we had left a few hours later.  The captain looked haggard and tired.  A wound and no sleep will do that to you every time. 
 
          Captain White began giving orders to the company’s first sergeant as soon as I finished making my report.   
 
          “Tom, send five of our best men and a Greek-gobbler with Sergeant Bargee.  He is in command of the outpost and they are to do whatever he tells them to do.  
 
           “They are to carry enough food, candles, and water for twelve men for three days plus all the arrows they can carry. 
 
           “Do you want to send the family in to us, Wat, or do you want to keep them with you?” 
 
           “The family can come in, Captain, but I would like to keep the old woman.  Damn convincing she sounded.  I think she told them they were breaking down the wrong door after she dumped the shit pot on them. 
 
           “But begging your pardon, Captain.  I cannot use more men where I am.  They would be better used hanging lanterns from the wall opening across the street or the next door down from it, or both.  And they would need a steady man to sergeant them at each place.  That way we could cover each other’s doors from the wall openings above the street.” 
 
           Captain White did not say a word at first; he just gave me a long and hard look in the flickering lantern light.  And then he nodded his head.   
 
           “How many men and steady sergeants do you think you would need to hold that street and keep it lighted, Wat?  And think a bit before you answer; you are a sergeant now with another stripe.” 
 
      
 
    ****** 
 
           It was still dark when I headed back to re-join John and Andy.  Seven men came with me, three men for each of two additional window openings on the street and an unhappy merchant who was full of fear and could gobble Greek.  Every man including me was carrying a heavy load of food, water, and arrows.  I was tired and so were they; it had been a long and difficult day—and the real war had not even started. 
 
            It took some doing but we finally got into the rooms across the street where more lanterns might be helpful.  Having the fearful merchant gobble for us helped greatly, and so did the old women when she shouted across to her neighbours that we had protected her family and shared our food with them.  At least that is what the merchant told us she said. 
 
           We worked feverishly, and by the time the sun came up, we had our lanterns ready to hang and archers in the room across from us and in the room above the next door further down the street.  We also took the two long wooden poles from the weaver’s loom and used them to brace up the badly damaged door so it would be harder to push in.  Then we climbed up through the hole in the ceiling and pulled up the ladder behind us.  The lads across the way had done the same.  I know because I went across the street and checked on them before I climbed the ladder. 
 
           I had quickly explained to Captain White what we had done and made sure the men across the street with the other lanterns were ready to do the same before I re-joined John and Andy.  We kept in contact the same way the people living on the street had done—by leaning out of the wall openings and shouting to each other. 
 
           Everything was quiet once the sun arrived.  The street was empty except for the bodies of a dozen or so dead rioters, although one of them might be alive since once I thought I saw his leg twitch.  After a while some women came and tried to search the bodies for loot.  They ran off when I shouted out the wall opening at them and pointed an arrow in their direction. 
 
           We rested and slept all day except when one of the archers from across the way slipped out to retrieve whatever arrows he could find.  An archer with an arrow nocked stood on either side of every wall opening to protect him whilst he picked up the arrows he could find and pulled them out the bodies.  As soon he was finished, he searched the bodies for any coins or other loot he might find.  There was not much, just a couple of pouches with a few coppers in them.  The looters and rioters were clearly not rich men. 
 
           It was not until it first began to grow dark on our second night in the upper room that all hell broke loose.  It was still light and we were just beginning to hang out our lanterns when it did. 
 
      
 
    ******   Chosen Man John Long picks up the tale. 
 
           It started with a shout from Ralph Fisher, a fisherman’s son from Herne Bay.  He was on lookout duty in the wall opening on the other side of the street and had a better view up the street away from the market. 
 
           “Hoy the archers.  A force of men be coming down the street.  There looks to be hundreds of the buggers.  A priest carrying a cross with a tilted spar be leading them.” 
 
           “No pushing until I give the order,” Wat shouted.  He had rushed to the opening to see what he could see. 
 
           And then Wat leaned even farther out the opening to look down the street and said it again, and then some, for the men in the wall openings on the other side of the street.   
 
           “No pushing until I give the order.  Put a man on either side of the opening with the third ready to step in fast if a string breaks.  And everyone be damn sure to stay out of sight until I give the word.  Then push long to pen them into the street.” 
 
           Wat did not have to tell everyone to pull up the ladders to the upper rooms in case the rioters broke into the rooms below them.  He had already told them that several times during the night, and gotten confirmation each time that every ladder was up.  He also told them about the effect of pouring the shite-filled piss pot on the rioters trying to break-in, and ordered them to be prepared to use theirs the same way. 
 
           A great column of men almost immediately appeared in the lantern light.  They were coming slowly and, as sure as God made old bread get green spots, they were being led by a priest carrying an Orthodox cross.  We knew it was an Orthodox cross because it had three crossbeams and one was drooping as if Jesus had been lop-sided when the Romans nailed him to it. 
 
      
 
    Chapter Ten 
 
    The Greek army arrives. 
 
           Richard had been wrong about the Greek army not arriving for a couple of days.  The Greek horsemen he and his men had bloodied had not turned back.  They were seen Monday at about midday when they came down the Adrianople road—and stopped close enough to the outer wall to see that the last bridge on the Adrianople road, the one over the moat in front of the city’s outer wall, had been destroyed.   
 
           After a bit of sitting on their horses whilst the men at the head of the column talked, they all began banging their swords on their shields and rode along the road that ran along in front of the wall.  They were calling attention to themselves.  It was a strange thing for them to do. 
 
           Our men, at least those that had not poured into the city on the previous day to put down the riots, hurriedly manned the outer wall and watched as the Greek horsemen rode past to go further on down the wall.  They had had no orders to push arrows at riders who were merely passing by and, as a result, did not do so.   
 
          It was my fault they did not push at them; I should have ordered the archers to take any Greek soldier who came too close.  It was a mistake I quickly corrected. 
 
      
 
    ****** 
 
           “Why are they here ahead of the main army and why are they calling attention to themselves like that?” I wondered out loud to Henry and Richard.  
 
           “I can understand a scouting party arriving in force, but calling attention to themselves in such a way does not make any sense.  They seem to be looking for a fight.  Or could it be something else?” 
 
           Richard and I were at the Commandery prior riding into the city to visit our men who had been deployed yesterday to put down the rioters.  Henry would remain behind to command archers on the wall. 
 
           “Well at least we got the word about their arrival,” Henry said with a smile.  
 
           We certainly had.  A steady stream of messengers had arrived at the Commandery because whoever was commanding each enclosure as the Greek horsemen rode past had dutifully sent a messenger to report their sighting and the riders’ strange behaviour, and asked for instructions.   
 
           Moreover, every one of the galley captains whose men had not been sent into the city to put down the possible rioters reported that they had called out their men and manned the outer wall.  They had not been sure who the riders might be, or what they should do, so they had not started pushing out their arrows even though their longbows had enough range to be able to reach the road from certain places along the wall. 
 
           “Well, there is only one way to find out what the Greeks are up to,” I said.  “The men and horses of the horse company riding with me as my guards are fresh and bored out of their minds.  So I am going to ride out with them and try to find out.  You stay here and command the city’s defences.” 
 
           Richard grumbled and said something about his being the one who should go because he was in command of the horse archers.  I smiled and ignored him. 
 
      
 
    ******  Commander George Courtenay 
 
           We rode out of the city’s one remaining landward gate two hours later.  It was a damnable hot and muggy day that did not even have the hint of breeze.  There were eighteen of us in all; the sixteen men of the horse company assigned as my guards plus me and my apprentice, Nicholas Greenway.   
 
           Thomas Fiennes was the captain of the horse company.  As was our custom, every man was riding his second best horse and leading his best.  That way every rider’s best horse was kept as fresh as possible for when it was needed most.  Moreover, both horses were saddled so that, if necessary, the changeover could be made on the fly without slowing down. 
 
           We expected to be out for only one or two days at the most.  Accordingly, and somewhat unusually for a company of horse archers, we brought only two company supply horses with us.  Moreover, the supply horses were also saddled in addition to being loaded with extra arrows and grain for making bread and feeding the horses.   
 
           It was Richard’s suggestion that led to our putting saddles on the supply horses so they too could be used as spare mounts; he thought the horses he and his fellow horse archers had been provided might need to be suddenly replaced as they were not nearly as strong and dependable as those he and his horse archers had left behind in England.  They certainly were not all amblers. 
 
           Before we saddled up, I paraded the men and explained that we were going out to take prisoners to question, not to inflict casualties on the Greeks. 
 
           “So go for their horses and their riders’ legs at all times, and do everything you can to take a prisoner and keep him alive.  No mercies until a prisoner talks; we need to question as many prisoners as we can get our hands on.” 
 
           We would probably try to use, I told the men, the old “wounded bird” ploy since it was relatively easy to shoot an arrow into a rider’s horse or his back when he is trying to escape from you.  It was a ploy the horse archers understood because they had practiced it constantly and had periodically used it whilst they were in England. 
 
           In this case, it meant encouraging the Greek riders, who were likely to initially outnumber us by quite a margin, to continue chasing after us until their horses were tired and most of them had given up and turned back.  Once we outnumbered those who were still pursuing us, we would mount our relatively fresh spare horses and double back to pick off those who had made the mistake of continuing to chase us.   
 
           It worked for Richard so it might work again; I hoped so.  
 
      
 
    ****** 
 
           “There they are, Commander.  Moving past old farm house up ahead where the wall curves.” 
 
           And so they were.  I promptly gave the orders the men expected to hear. 
 
           “String your bows and watch for my hand signals.  Horse holders are to go back to the second crossroads in our rear, the one we crossed about five or six miles back, and wait there.  We will try to provoke the Greeks into chasing us in that direction.  Everyone is to be ready to change horses on the fly and follow me either north or towards the open gate.  Stay close and watch for my signal.” 
 
           The men understood and nodded their agreement and understanding.  They were all experienced horse archers and had heard similar orders many times, both during real battles on the approaches to Cornwall and when they were practicing. 
 
           Fourteen of us moved out and rode towards the Greek cavalry; four men including a steady sergeant took the company’s remounts and began riding back to where they were to wait.  Hopefully the Greeks and their horses were tired after spending the day riding along outer wall and none of the Greeks were bowmen.  It was a lot to hope for.  Well, we would know soon enough.   
 
           Those were my thoughts as I walked my horse towards the Greek horsemen with Thomas Fiennes riding on one side of me and Nicholas, my apprentice sergeant, riding on the other.  Old Sam Smith, the company’s senior sergeant and most experienced man, rode next to Nicholas.  The company’s horn blower, a young one-striper, rode right behind us.  We rode slowly to keep our horses as fresh as possible and give the men leading our remounts enough time to get in position. 
 
           The Greek cavalry were three or four miles ahead of us and moving on the road that ran along the outside of the outer wall.  We slowly caught up with them by riding directly toward them over the farmland and instead of along the curving road that fronted the city’s moated wall.  Our horses were relatively fresh and, if it was at all possible, we intended to keep them that way for as long as possible. 
 
           Suddenly the Greeks pulled up their horses and stopped.  They had seen us.  
 
           We continued with our horses moving at a walk towards the distant Greek horsemen until, at my signal, and still walking our horses, we prematurely spread out into a line abreast as if we were preparing to launch a charge and engage the Greeks.   
 
           The Greeks had spent the day riding up and down along the city wall behaving as if they were looking a fight.  Now we seemed to be offering them what they wanted.  And best of all, from their point of view, they outnumbered us by a substantial margin. 
 
           Even though they were still more than a mile away, the Greeks suddenly wheeled around and came for us at a gallop.  They had accepted our challenge.  The Greek horsemen were riding hard and waving their swords over their heads when I, or so I hoped it would appear, realized my mistake in challenging them.  I waved my hand in a circle over my head and pulled my horse around—and pointed back in the direction from whence we had come.   
 
           Thomas’s horn blower, riding immediately behind us, instantly tooted a blast to draw the men’s attention to my signal.  His noise was expected but not needed; everyone had been watching for my signal and the order had been anticipated.  The men wheeled their horses around and began following me as I led our retreat. 
 
           We were, or so we hoped it appeared to the Greeks, scared because we were outnumbered.  As a result, we were running for safety—with the Greek cavalry riding hard in pursuit because they saw a good chance of catching up with us and cutting us down from behind. 
 
           Of course they were chasing us.  It was well-known that it is much safer and easier to cut down a frightened and fleeing enemy whose back is to you than it is to face someone charging at you with a sword in his hand. 
 
      
 
    ****** 
 
           At first we moved away from the galloping Greeks at a fairly leisurely pace.  The Greeks, after all, had more than a mile to catch up before they could reach us.  We also pretended to flog our horses in a futile effort to get more speed out of them.   
 
           Unfortunately, our so it appeared, our desperate efforts to get away did not seem to work, perhaps because the reins and whips we appeared to be using so generously never actually touched our horses and the heels of our sandals never touched their flanks.  It was a deception the horse archers constantly practiced. 
 
           The ground was dry and our horses’ hooves were kicking up dust as we thundered down the road along the wall whilst giving the impression we were desperately trying to escape.  Behind us the Greek riders were adding to the trail of dust our horses’ hooves kicked up such that our pursers were riding in a cloud of dust that at times made it difficult for us to see the Greeks who were bringing up the rear.   
 
           It was the middle of a hot day and there was no wind.  The dust hung over the road like a great cloud.  Archers and auxiliaries were manning the wall and gaping at us as we galloped past them on our apparently weak and tired horses.  Our prospects of outrunning our pursuers looked desperate, or so we hoped. 
 
           We were still well ahead of the Greeks after the first mile or so, but the gap continued to close as they galloped hard in an effort to catch us.  Our horses were in good shape; theirs had been ridden all day.  By the third or fourth mile, Greek riders began dropping out of the chase with blown horses and the rest were increasingly beginning to stretch out behind us in groups of twos and threes.  The Greek thrusters were now close behind our designated stragglers and closing in on them.  
 
           Slowly but surely a handful of Greek thrusters caught up with us.  The closest of them were a dozen or so Greek riders strung out behind a well-mounted fool who was lashing his horse with his reins and waving his sword in the air.  The sword waver and his followers were close on our heels and, for several miles, only a few lengths behind and on the verge of catching up with our laggards.  
 
           What we were doing was offering the Greeks one of the company’s classic “wounded bird” manoeuvers wherein we pretended to be distressed and fleeing in order to draw our pursuers after us because we were an “easy catch.”  Our initial purpose was to string our pursuers out further and further behind us by constantly being almost caught by those of them who rode the hardest.   
 
           So far it seemed to be working.  Thomas Fiennes and I were riding at the front of our little company of fleeing Englishmen so we would be in the lead when we changed horses and turned to engage the Greeks; Thomas’s lieutenant and his senior sergeant, Sam Smith, were riding as the rearmost stragglers to make sure the Greek riders never actually caught up with one of the company’s men. 
 
           After we had ridden a few miles we began catching up to our relatively fresh remounts and riding alongside of them.  Looking back over my shoulder I could see the Greeks strung out behind us for some distance.  By now only a few thrusters were keeping up with us and still trying to get to our “stragglers,” Sergeant Smith and the Lieutenant Milton.  I reckoned that it was time for things to change.   
 
           “Change horses,” I signalled by waving my hand over my head and pointing, first to the various horse archers and then to the remounts which were now slowly galloping just ahead of us at the same speed. 
 
           Our first casualty came when the archers began changing horses.  One of my guards, I did not know who it was, somehow lost his grip as he tried to transfer over to the empty saddle of his remount, and went tumbling head over heels.  The rest of us mounted our new horses successfully and wheeled them about whilst taking our bows off our shoulders and nocking arrows. 
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter Eleven 
 
    Prisoners are taken and things become clearer. 
 
           The horse holder leading my replacement horse watched like a hawk as I came alongside my remount, leaned over to grab both sides of its leather saddle, and swing aboard.  Changing horses and pushing out arrows from a longbow whilst galloping were amongst the most important things the Company’s horse archers constantly practiced.  It was literally, for the rider, the difference between living and dying; and often, for the Company, how well its horsemen did made the difference between winning and losing a battle or war. 
 
           Thomas’s men were good at changing horses on the fly, and had been practicing and training their new horses whenever possible whilst they waited to accompany me to wherever I might be going next.  I, however, had not changed horses whilst galloping for some years.  As a result, Thomas and the sergeant in charge of the company’s horse holders had been concerned at what might happen.  And so was I, for that matter—it had been a long time since I last served as a horse archer and had to move from one galloping horse to another. 
 
           But it went well and I shouted my appreciation as I veered off on my fresh mount and got ready to gallop back towards our pursuers.  Almost immediately another man moved in and changed to one of the three replacement horses galloping on the other side of the sergeant.   
 
           All around me horse archers were coming alongside their remounts, changing from one saddle to the other on the fly, and unslinging their bows and nocking arrows as they turned back towards our recent pursuers.  It is hard to describe, or even understand, but at that moment I was as excited and elated as I ever had been in my entire life.   
 
           I pulled my horse around as soon as the others were ready and we started back towards our fallen archer and the on-coming Greek riders and their exhausted horses.   
 
           Within seconds Thomas and most of his men were in a line abreast on either side of me and we were closing fast with the first of our one-time pursuers with our arrows nocked and ready to push.  It was about then, after we had changed on to our fresh horses, that most of the nearest of the Greeks, their most determined thrusters, finally began to realize what was happening, and also began turning back.   
 
            My new horse was one of the company’s strongest, a six-year old brown with chopped bollocks.  Later I learnt he had been assigned to me because he had been the steadiest of the company’s mounts when the horse archers practiced changing horses on the fly.  Thomas had assigned him to me because he had been afraid I might fall off my horse and somehow embarrass his company by getting myself hurt or killed.  It was the best he could do. 
 
           Our move to change horses whilst at a gallop had absolutely confounded those of the pursuing Greeks who were close enough to see it happen.  One of their thrusters was so determined that he kept coming and never did turn back.  He was easily avoided and his horse, a big black, went down with several arrows in its side.  We did not stop for the rider who went somersaulting out of his saddle; we would attend to him later.   
 
           Thomas’s entire company galloped side by side back along the route of its false retreat.  They soon began reaching and shooting down the individual Greek riders who were strung out for several miles along the path of their initial pursuit.   
 
           Each of the Greeks they reached, in turn, sooner or later realized what it meant when he saw a pack of archers galloping towards him with their bows drawn and arrows nocked.  They inevitably responded by desperately pulling their tired horses around and trying to escape by riding back in the direction from whence they had come.   
 
           Turning around and trying to run for safety was the usual response of a man when he suddenly discovers that he is badly outnumbered by men who are coming to kill him.  It did not work for the Greeks because of their tired horses and because they were strung out all along the line of their initial pursuit.   
 
           Their fate was sealed.  We fell upon each of them as a pack of wolves might fall on an individual deer or two—and then continued on to the next man or small group. 
 
           We wanted prisoners so we continued chasing our recent pursuers and shooting arrows into their horses, and into their riders’ arses and legs, until we had ridden the entire length of the Greek cavalry column and totally destroyed it.  It was great sport.  Even so, more than a dozen of the Greek riders were able to escape by breaking away from the main route of the fleeing Greeks and heading off by themselves in a different direction.    
 
           By the time we finished off the last of those we could catch, we had prisoners, my horse and I were breathing hard and sweating profusely, and I had a pain in my side and my legs were shaking.  That and being terribly thirsty was my condition by the time I had used up almost all the arrows in my two quivers and watched as the last Greek horse went down and broke one of its rider’s legs by rolling over him.  The rider was a particularly good catch as all we would have to do to get him to talk was pull on his leg whilst offering to bring a barber to help him as soon as told us all we wanted to know. 
 
           It took the rest of the afternoon to gather up the prisoners and put down the wounded horses.  We had lost one man killed and two slightly injured, all of which occurred when their horses went down for one reason or another.  The Greeks lost seventeen killed and thirty-three captured.  Many of prisoners had either been wounded, or had been hurt in some fashion when their horses went down, or both.  Nineteen had escaped. 
 
           Our return with our prisoners was a triumphal march along the road that ran in front of the city’s other wall.  The cheering and waving archers and auxiliaries manning the wall had seen the Greeks’ pursue us and been dismayed, and then watched in stunned disbelief as we came storming back on our fresh horses and rolled them up one after another.    
 
            The Greek with the broken leg missed it all.  He had been draped over the front of a horse ridden by one of Thomas’s archers and slept all the way. 
 
      
 
    ****** 
 
           We questioned the Greek prisoners under the shade from a line of trees running along a farmer’s field near the one remaining road into the city.  Translators hastily summoned from the city assisted us.  It took all the rest of the day and the early part of the darkness that followed.  Then, to the absolute astonishment of the Greeks, we rode off with their weapons and left them to fend for themselves. 
 
           What we had learned was that the Greek riders were all ambitious young noblemen and gentry who owned their own horses and had volunteered because they were seeking preferment from their king.  A few were greybeards with military experience, but most of them were arrogant young fops with little or no experience and fine weapons they had never before used.   
 
           In any event, they became much less arrogant after a brief period of pleading ignorance—which quickly ended when I carried out my promise to cut off a finger off every time a man refused to talk to me or told me something that turned out to be a lie.  One finger and the resulting howling and sobbing of an arrogant young nobleman, was all it took.   
 
           To my surprise, the answers we received to our many questions were both consistent and somewhat hard to believe.  They did, however, give me an idea. Accordingly, my guards and I rode into the city in the darkness, not to fall exhausted into our beds, but rather to visit the dungeons in the Empress’s Citadel where the city’s three Orthodox bishops were being held.   
 
           So far as I knew, no one had yet questioned them.  That was about to change. 
 
           Before I entered the dungeon I spoke with the Empress’s gaoler.  According to him, the Orthodox bishops were being arrogant and demanding.  I briefly considered using a bit of finger chopping to warm up their memories and encourage them to call off the rioting.  But I settled instead on a totally different approach—I would befriend them and tell them stories, stories that might even be true for all I knew, though I doubted it. 
 
           “I am George of Cornwall,” I said through the Empress’s interpreter as the three black-gowned greybeards sitting on the floor of their damp and dank little cell rose to their feet as the door was unbarred and we entered it.  The Empress’s gaoler held up a candle lantern so I could see them.  The room was foul from several days of use. 
 
           “I got here as soon as I could.  It is disgraceful, just disgraceful, what the Venetians and French have caused to be done to you and the other good men of the Orthodox Church.  The King of Epirus should be ashamed of himself for betraying the Patriarch and making an agreement to give those treacherous Latins so many of your churches and your great cathedral with all its important relics and icons.  I will explain this to the Empress the next time I see her and try to get you freed.” 
 
           I was not sure what the three bishops expected me to say, but that was obviously not it.  The eyes of the three men opened wide in surprise at my words.  So did the mouth of one of them.  His breath was most foul. 
 
           “What are you talking about?  Who are you?”  One of them finally demanded as he squinted to look at me.  He had a great beard and was wearing a funny-looking hat with pointed corners. 
 
           “I am George Courtenay, Commander of Cornwall’s free Company of Archers, the company whose galleys carried the Patriarch to safety those long years ago when the crusaders took the city.  I know all about the betrayal of the Patriarch and your church because of the Venetian galleys we took several weeks ago and the Greek prisoners we just captured. 
 
           “But first,” I ordered the turnkey who had come in to their cell with us, “bring these fine men some wine and food.  And empty their shite pot.  How dare you treat such important men this way?” 
 
           My translator, a white-haired old scrivener from the market, translated for me as I turned my wrath on the turnkey.  Later, of course, I begged the gaoler’s pardon and slipped him a coin with my finger at my lips—and then had him transferred so he could be replaced by a Greek-gobbling archer. 
 
           “You said the Patriarch and the Church have been betrayed,” one of them asked.  “What do you mean?”  
 
           I acted as if I was surprised at the question. 
 
           “Do you really not know?  Theodore, the King of Epirus thinks his army is so powerful that he will win without the help of the Orthodox Church.  He sees the Patriarch and your church as rivals for the people’s coins and affections.  So he wants to weaken the church and, above all else, keep the Patriarch from returning to the city.  That is why he made a contract with the Venetians and the French to let their merchants return to the city and give them some of your churches for their priests, including letting a Venetian archbishop appointed by the Pope take over your great cathedral.  
 
           “Theodore of Epirus, the man you would have as emperor, thinks he will easily overwhelm the city with his great army and, as a result, does not need your church’s help to do it.  That is why he told the Empress’s guards about your rising and deliberately held his army back—because he wanted to weaken the Patriarch by having the Empress’s men cut down the Patriarch’s supporters before his army arrived.” 
 
           The bishops were clearly appalled at what they heard, but needed more convincing.  So I laid on more lies.    
 
           “Do you truly not understand?” I asked, and then continued without waiting for an answer.   
 
           “The Patriarch was gulled into calling for your parishioners to rise.  In fact, King Theodore does not want to share power with the Patriarch or anyone else when he becomes emperor.  So he gulled the Patriarch into ordering your church’s faithful to rise against the Empress.  He did so knowing the Patriarch’s strongest supporters would be cut down and the Orthodox merchants and priests reduced so there would be room for the Venetians and the French.   
 
           “It was many chests of coins the Venetians and French gave to King Theodore for the right of their merchants and money lenders to return to the city, and for the priests and bishops they will be bringing with them to take over your cathedral and many of your churches.   
 
           “I know that for a fact because I heard it with my own ears from the captains of the Venetian and French galleys we captured when the Venetians and French were carrying Theodore’s army to Adrianople.  And even you must admit that it was Venetian transports that carried Theodore’s army down the coast.  Do you really believe that the Venetians and French are helping King Theodore out of the goodness in their hearts?” 
 
           “It cannot be true,” protested one of the bishops.  He was aghast at the implications of what he was hearing.   
 
           “Of course it is true.  Why do you think Theodore kept his army away after promising the Patriarch that his army would attack on the day your supporters rose?  It was so your uprising would fail and the Patriarch’s strongest supporters and some of the Orthodox merchants would be killed.   
 
           “Theodore sees the Patriarch as a threat to his power and wants to destroy the Church’s strongest supporters.  What better way to weaken the church and discredit it than have you call for an uprising and then warning the Empress’s guards that it was coming so they would be ready to kill off the Patriarch’s supporters, eh?”  
 
      
 
    ****** 
 
           We talked for a while, and then I called it a day and bid them farewell.  In the lantern light as I walked with them to a hastily summoned horse cart, the three Orthodox bishops were gobbling intently to each other in Greek.  They were still doing so and waving their hands all about as their cart clattered away over the cobblestones.   
 
           A strong guard of archers and axe-carriers went with the bishops.  They would see them safely to the city’s great Orthodox Cathedral with its massive dome and the grand residence where the current Patriarch’s predecessor lived until he fled the crusaders years ago on a chartered Company galley.  
 
           I was tired but satisfied with myself as I bowed to the bishops and their horse cart clattered away surrounded by its guards.  What I had told the bishops was in every way a believable story, and I was proud of myself for making it up on such short notice.  And best of all, it was supported by the absence of the Greek army, the smoke in the air, the bodies of the rioters in the streets, and the red glow in the sky from the fires in the Orthodox quarter. 
 
           What pleased me most, however, was that I was able to mislead the bishops about the French even though they were not involved, at least not so far I knew.  As my father always says, an Englishman can never go wrong by confusing the French and helping them make new enemies.  
 
      
 
    ******  George Courtenay 
 
           What we had actually learned from the Greek horsemen and the Orthodox bishops was a more than a little different from what I had told the bishops, and had been somewhat of a surprise, a least to me—the Greek army had expected to march over the mountain in time to launch a major attack on the outer wall yesterday.  And that was the night when the city’s mostly Greek residents were supposed to rise in revolt in our rear.   
 
           The Greeks had assumed that a Sunday attack on the city would cause the Empress’s forces to rush to man the outer wall and, in doing so, leave the city unguarded so their supporters could rise up that night and take it.   
 
           Unfortunately for the Greeks, their army’s inexperienced commander, who had been given the post primarily because he was the brother of the would-be emperor, had delayed in getting word to the city’s Orthodox priests that his army’s arrival would be delayed due to its inability to cross the mountains.  And then he made things worse by not even sending his cavalry in time to make a demonstration in front of the city walls before the Patriarch’s call for an uprising was announced in the Orthodox churches. 
 
           As a result of following the orders they had received from the Patriarch, the city’s Orthodox priests had called for the revolt to begin on the Sunday specified by the Patriarch even though none of the Greek army was had arrived to attack the outer wall.   
 
           The hundred or so of Greek riders were all the Greek commander could provide.  They had been sent ahead to attack the outer wall in lieu of an attack by the whole army—but they arrived a day late and, when they did, they were not even able reach the wall because all but one of the bridges over the moat had been destroyed and the one remaining bridge had been raised. 
 
            Strangely enough, the Greek strategy had worked as intended.  Almost all of the city’s available defenders had indeed rushed to the city’s outer wall to defend it when the Greek cavalry appeared.  Even so, and only because the Greek cavalry had arrived a day late, most of the city’s defenders did not rush to the wall—they were not available because they had already been sent into the city to help put down the riots. 
 
      
 
    ******  The Empress and William Courtenay 
 
         “But why did George let them go?  He should have killed them or sold them for slaves, both the Greek cavalrymen he took as prisoners and the bishops as well.”   
 
           The Empress was irate when she learnt what my son had done with his prisoners and the bishops—he had freed them.  I disagreed and told her as much. 
 
           “Letting the prisoners and bishops go was the right thing for my son to do,” I said. 
 
           “Right thing to do?” she asked incredulously.  “Freeing men so they can once again try to kill me and my family and take the throne?” 
 
           “Of course it was the right thing to do.  Some of the prisoners George and his men freed will find their way back to the Greek army and the story will come out.  The word will spread that they were once again defeated by a handful of English archers.   
 
           “Defeats in earlier battles, and the bad prophecies and warnings of the blind fortune tellers you sent out to scare the Greek soldiers, those are the kinds of things that cause mass desertions and fighting men to hold back when an attack is ordered. 
 
           “And it is the same for the bishops and the Metropolitan who answers to the Patriarch and leads the bishops and priests here in the city.  They will be hesitant to order another rising if they think King Theodore might give some of their churches to the Venetians and prevent the Patriarch returning, and particularly if they think you will not. 
 
           “So stop your fretting about my son’s decisions.  I did not come out of retirement and sail all the way from England and Cyprus just to listen to your blathers, eh?  So come to bed and make yourself useful. 
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter Twelve 
 
    Mopping up the rioters. 
 
           No one paid attention to the six lanterns that were hanging down to light the street below us.  It was not possible to see what was happening in the darkness at the other end of the street, but I could tell the street was filling up because in the dim light of the lanterns I could see the men assembling below me become more and more packed together.   
 
           The sound of the talking and shouting below us grew louder and louder as more and more of men assembled below us.  Some of them seemed to be talking overly loud as men often do when they are nervous.  If they had been proper soldiers their captains and sergeants would have long ago banged them on the side of their heads and told them to shut their mouths. 
 
           We waited nervously in the darkness of the upper rooms as the rioters once again filled the street below us.  I was waiting for the men at the market entrance to begin launching their arrows.  Surely they could see the mob forming up below me.   
 
           But what if Captain White was waiting for me to go first?  I finally decided not to delay any longer.  The men in the street were just too juicy a target to wait until someone told me what to do. 
 
           “ARCHERS ATTENTION.” …  “ARCHERS ARE TO GO LONG,” I shouted out of the wall opening in my loudest voice.  “ARCHERS, NOCK YOUR ARROWS” … “PUSH LONG” … “PUSH LONG.”  And with that I stood on one side of the opening and began pushing out arrows as fast as I could.  John stood on the other side and began doing the same. 
 
           Across the narrow street at the other two wall openings I could hear the sergeants in the openings on the other side of the street instantly begin repeating my order, and, for a brief moment until it was drowned out by loud shouting and screaming, the familiar sound of archers’ bowstrings hitting their leather wrist protectors.   
 
           My order had been expected and the arrows from my little band began flying out of the wall opening where we stood as fast as we could get them off.  The mob on the street below me instantly dissolved into chaos with much shouting and screaming, and with everyone running every which way in an effort to save themselves.   
 
           The chaos and confusion was to be expected; most of the men on the street did not know what was happening or, if they did, where the arrows were coming from.   
 
           A few moments later we began hearing the distinctive whoosh of a flight of incoming arrows.  An unknown number of archers at the market’s entrance had joined in with my little band of men who were standing at wall openings and pushing arrows into the mob below us every few seconds. 
 
           It was the first time I had ever given an order and had it repeated back to me.  It was very thrilling.  I decided then and there that I liked being a sergeant so I could tell my mates what to do. 
 
      
 
    ****** 
 
           The arrows kept coming and the screaming and movement in the street below us went on as long as they did.  At some point, when I stopped looking down the street and reached to pluck an arrow from the pile at my feet, I realized that Andy had taken John’s place on the side of the opening facing the market. 
 
           Our ability to see what was happening got worse and worse very quickly.  Somehow during all the excitement at least half of our candle lanterns had gone out for one reason or another.   
 
           Finally, when I realized there was only one more arrow on the floor in front of me, I leaned out of the wall opening and called a halt. 
 
           “CEASE PUSHING.”  ..  “EVERYONE SAVE AT LEAST TWO ARROWS.” 
 
           I felt more than a bit foolish as I watched the street by the light of the remaining lanterns.  Not much of the street was visible, but that part of the street right under the lanterns was covered with bodies, and a good number of them were moving.  That was no surprise.  For every man killed immediately by an arrow, three or four are only wounded and are still able to move enough to stagger away by themselves or with the help of their mates.     
 
           Before we started I had ordered everyone to save at least two arrows for an emergency.  And now, dammit, I had only one arrow left for myself.  All I could do was hope the lads in the wall openings across the street had done what I said they should do instead of what I did—and it would be even better if they never found out that I only stopped pushing out arrows when I had only one left. 
 
           The archers at the market entrance continued pushing arrows for a while longer, but then they too stopped.   
 
           Below us we could hear the familiar sobs and pleas for help from the wounded who had been abandoned on the battlefield when their mates ran.  I had heard such sounds before, but not as loud and terrible as this.  Or perhaps it just seemed that way because I was so close and the one who started it. 
 
           “Wat, what should we do about John?” 
 
           The question surprised me.   
 
           “What?  Where is he?” 
 
      
 
    ****** 
 
           Captain White and a big party of archers showed up right after my men and I moved out into the street to begin picking up the arrows on the street and pulling and pushing them out of the dead and wounded Greeks.  Some of them would be instantly usable and the points and shafts of many of the others could be reworked.  As you might imagine, I quickly grabbed a couple that looked as though they were still useful and put them in my quiver. 
 
           We were not the first men into the street.  Andy had gone out before Captain White arrived to search the dead and badly wounded Greeks and lift their purses.  He offered to take the risk of doing so with the two of us splitting most of the takings.   
 
           Andy’s takings turned out not to be very much.  The men in the other wall opening obeyed my orders and stood ready with arrows nocked in case Andy was challenged.  It was understood that the men at each wall opening would each get one share for being ready with five for Andy taking the risk and five for me being the sergeant who gave permission. 
 
           John Long’s death took some explaining to Captain White and Lieutenant Evans, but not much.   
 
           “He must have been leaning out of the opening to push an arrow when he got hit by one of our incoming arrows, Captain.  It took him in the side of his head so he never felt a thing, thank God.” 
 
          “Shite happens, Wat.  John was a good archer and we will miss him.  But his time was up and there was nothing you or anyone else could have done to prevent it, so get over it.” 
 
           “Yes, Captain,” I replied.  What else could I say, eh?  Besides, I agreed with him. 
 
           Captain White had no more than arrived when the first of many weeping and distraught women, and a number of old men and boys, showed up to search among the dead and wounded for their friends and family members.  Some of them looked familiar so perhaps they were the would-be looters who had also been here yesterday.   
 
           The dead and wounded rioters were a sad sight, for sure, but they had gotten what they deserved for trying to attack us.  We watched the searchers like hawks with the intention of culling any who appeared to be looting instead of trying to find or help those who were down, not that it mattered because we had already been at the dead and dying ourselves and there was nothing much left for anyone to find. 
 
      
 
    ****** 
 
           Andy and I wrapped John in some bed linen from the market and lowered him down through the hole in the ceiling into the arms of Sergeant Taylor, who promptly surprised us all by tearing up when he carried John out to the handcart someone had found.  I was not exactly unmoved myself, but managed to hide it. 
 
           After John was gently laid in the cart, some of the archers gathered around the cart and pulled off their knitted caps as the captain muttered a brief prayer and explained what would happen next.   
 
           “We will put him with the others until we can bury them all nice and proper in a churchyard with all the right words.  In the meantime the rioting and looting in the city is not over.  We will have to bide here for a while in case the looters come again.”   
 
           Afterwards, Captain White walked over to me, paused for a moment, and then said something that sent my spirits soaring. 
 
           “You and your men did good work, Wat.  Lieutenant Evans and I will not forget it.  We will try to get more arrows and supplies to you and your men as soon as possible.”   
 
           I started to tell the captain that we had already picked up quite a few arrows because of those pushed out by the archers at the market entrance, but then I decided not to bother him by mentioning it. 
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter Thirteen 
 
    George whittles them down. 
 
           We could see the dust cloud raised by the approaching Greek army from where we were standing on the top of the wall in front of Enclosure Seventeen.  Richard had ridden in yesterday evening with the news that the Greek army brought to Adrianople by the Venetians would probably begin arriving in force the next day.  He was right.  It was a scorching hot day 
 
           All of the Company’s senior men were standing with me on the wall along with our apprentices and Eric, the commander of the Empress’s guards.  Also on hand were the commanders of the armies of two of the Empire’s vassal states.   We were all tired and red-eyed from staying up all night as a result of the heavy fighting that had occurred throughout the night in several parts of the city.   
 
           We had broken our fasts together at the Commandery that morning so we could tell each other what we knew about the state of the riots and the condition of our men.  And, because he had just ridden in from a day of scouting, we listened carefully to what Richard had to say about what he had seen whilst watching the Greek army.   
 
           After we finished eating flatbreads, cheese, and duck eggs, and washing them down with bowls of surprisingly poor morning ale, we rode out together to examine the current state of the city’s defences. 
 
           Our inspection tour stopped for a few moments at Enclosure Seventeen.  It was where the road from Adrianople entered the city wall through what was called the “Southern Gate.”  The Southern Gate was one of the gates that neither the Greek army nor anyone else would be able to use for some time.   
 
           It was no longer usable.  Not only had the bridge over the moat in front of the Southern Gate been pulled down, but the gate itself had been blocked with so much rubble and dirt piled up against it that it would probably be easier for the Greeks to break through the wall or try to climb over it than try to force their way through the gate.   
 
           Everyone was optimistic and we spent a good deal of time assuring one another that the Greeks did not know the Southern Gate was blocked and were, as a result, likely to waste time and men trying to take it.  Or so we initially hoped.   
 
           I shared my lieutenants’ hopes, but considered them overly optimistic.  That was because much of the work to block the Southern Gate and remove its bridge had been done by the city’s mostly-Greek citizens during their mandatory work mornings.  As a result, the Greek spies in the city were almost certain to know about its blockage and the similar blockings of many of the city’s other landward gates. 
 
           In fact, all the landward gates in the city’s outer wall had been blocked but one, the Farmers’ Gate, which was the gate nearest the river estuary that flowed alongside one side of the city.  Indeed, I was counting on the Greeks knowing the Farmers’ Gate was still open and all the others blocked—because we wanted them to make a major effort to break into the city at the Farmers’ Gate where we and our allies in the states’ forces were prepared to give them an especially warm welcome. 
 
      
 
    ****** 
 
           My lieutenants and I spent the entire day reviewing the city’s defences and what moves we would make under various circumstances.  Whilst we were doing so, the rest of the Venetian-carried Greeks finally began arriving in force and setting up the tents of their siege camp all along the outer defensive wall on the landward side of the city.  They had somehow acquired a surprisingly large number of horses, wagons, and camp followers for an army that had travelled part of the way by sea.  
 
           After talking it over, my lieutenants and I agreed that our condition was not altogether bleak despite the previous two nights of rioting in the city, and last night’s intense fighting at several of the churches and markets in the Orthodox quarters.   
 
           Indeed, some things were quite encouraging.  For instance, the Latin Quarter of the city, according to Eric whose axe-men had been deployed there, had been quiet both nights.  The Latins in the city’s population were sticking with the Empress, not that they had much choice if they wanted to avoid once again being massacred by the Greeks who constituted a majority of the city’s people. 
 
            Similarly encouraging, according to Harold Lewes, the Company’s toll collections which our galleys were collecting, were continuing and there was no sign of any sea-borne threat on the city’s three seaward sides.  Harold assured us that our galleys were on alert and safe, and immediately available to carry the Empress and our men to safety in the unlikely event the Greeks were able to break through our defences and get into the city. 
 
           “In the meantime, we are continuing to collect large amounts of coins from the Empress’s subjects and others who want to book passages on our transports and flee before the Greeks attack.” 
 
           “It helps,” Harold went on to say with a big smile and a nod towards my father, “that the Empress ordered that no one else was to be allowed to carry passengers from the city whilst it was under the threat of an attack.” 
 
           What would happen that night when darkness fell was the big question.  And although no announcement had yet been made, it was obvious to everyone that the Company’s foot archers would only temporarily be able to be help the Empress’s guards keep the peace in the city.  Once the Greek army arrived, most of them would have to man the walls to help fight off the Greeks. 
 
      
 
    ******     Horse Archer Captain Alan Strong   
 
           My company was down to eleven men because we lost another two men the day before yesterday, one killed and one badly wounded.  Of the eleven of us, eight were standing with me on a hillside overlooking the Greek army passing along the Adrianople road in front of us in great clouds of dust, and the two I could most spare were at our battle camp guarding the supply wagon and tending Mark Bell, our wounded man.   
 
           We did not know for sure if the Greeks had reached the city yet because we were more than a day’s ride from it, but it seemed likely as their army had been passing in front of us almost continuously since yesterday morning.   
 
           At the moment the nine of us were in a stand of trees quietly watching some men who had walked away from the main Greek column on the road that was a mile or so south us.  There were forty or fifty of them, and they looked as though they were going off to forage for food and women in the little cluster of houses that were in and around a stand of trees three or four miles north of the main road.   
 
           There was no reason to risk our necks unnecessarily, so we were standing next to our horses whilst we waited for the Greeks to get closer to the little village—and further away from the road on which the Greek army was slowly marching towards Constantinople.   
 
           My company had been down to only me and seven somewhat able-bodied men when we finally came off the mountain with Commander Ryder, but we picked up two newbies newly arrived from Cornwall and still green with seasickness and five men from Edmund Down’s company, the poor sod.    
 
           Unfortunately for Edmund, his company had been disbanded when he and eight of his men lost some of their toes to the cold pox on the mountain.  Turned black with a pox from the cold, their toes did, and began to smell and hurt most terrible.  So did a couple of the toes of one of my men, for that matter, Ewan Spitalfield for one, him that was a tailor before he went for an archer.   
 
           I am not sure what happened to Ewan.  No one knew where he was when the lads and I went to visit him at the hospital which had been set up next to the Commandery.  They remembered him at the hospital but had not seen him for several days.  Ewan was not the type to run so he was probably sent somewhere on limited duty just as Edmund had been. 
 
           In addition to losing some of his men with poxed feet, Edmund also lost one man who fell in the river whilst pushing out arrows and was never seen again.  He, Edmund that is, ended up with soft duty for his troubles.  He was now hobbling about on a stick and drinking wine every night whilst sitting on his arse atop one of the gates into the city.  Indeed, whilst we was out here sweating our arses off in the hot sun, he was probably sitting up there in the shade with a bowl of wine and looking at the arriving Greeks.   
 
           I had tried to count the Greeks what was marching past us on their way to the city, but finally stopped when someone said something and I forgot my count.  But there was certainly a shite pot full of them, and that was a fact.  They stretched along the road to Constantinople as far as the eye could see.   
 
           On the other hand, to my surprise, the Greeks did not seem to have as many horse carts as I would have expected or much in the way of cavalry, camp following women, or sutlers.  As I recall from years back, the armies of both Cornell and the rebel barons had many more of all of them when they came against us in Cornwall.   
 
           What I learnt later, as everyone now knows, was what we were seeing was only a part of the Greek army, and that even more of the bastards were coming in behind this lot.  This bunch had come part of the way by sea which is why they did not have so many of an army’s usual wagons, cavalry, sutlers, and camp followers. 
 
      
 
    ****** 
 
           We watched quietly whilst the men who had peeled off from the column got closer and closer to the little village.  I waited to give my battle orders until the foragers were far enough away from the main column so a relief force, if one was available and came out of the men marching on the road, would not be able to get to us in time to save them.   
 
           There was a little stream running near us.  All of us, horses and men, had drunk our fill when we reached it about an hour earlier. 
 
           “Time for one last drink of water, lads.  Get it now because only God knows when there will be time for another.” 
 
           Finally, about ten minutes later, I decided that the forage party had gotten far enough away from the road.  I had waited longer than usual because of our sad experience a couple of days ago—when we lost a couple of lads due to the unexpected appearance of some Genoese crossbowmen.  One of my men was killed and the other, with a bolt still in his leg, was in our battle camp being tended by our camp guards. 
 
           “Mount up, lads, and string your bows.  And may Jesus and the saints bless us one and all.  
 
           After I got myself settled in my saddle I made an effort to reassure my men.  
 
           “We should be all right,” I said so they all could hear me.  “Yonder forage party looks to be too far from the road to run back to the column before we hit them, and there are no cavalry in sight who might ride out in time to drive us off and save them.   
 
           “But there is no sense taking unnecessary chances—so we will do the usual and pull up some ways off from the foragers, and push our arrows into them from there until they break and run.  And the horse holders are to go around to the north three or four miles and wait there for us in case something unexpected comes up and we have to run for it and need fresh horses.”  
 
           And, with that settled, and the men clearly pleased with my caution, I made the sign of the cross, scratched the lice in the hair around my dingle to settle them, swung myself up on my horse, and handed the reins of my spare horse to one of the company’s two remaining horse holders.   
 
           Then I put my heels in my horse’s ribs and off we went.  She was a mare, my riding horse was.  It was the first time I had ever ridden one in all my years in the company.  Even worse, she was not a natural-born ambler and my arse was getting sore. 
 
           The lads followed me with my lieutenant, Alfred Black, riding on one side of me and the company’s first sergeant, Paul from Croydon, riding on the other.  We rode at a slow trot and curved around as if we were not going for the foraging party.  It was damn hot and we began sweating profusely as soon as we came out of the shade provided by the trees, at least I did. 
 
           My plan was simple and I could tell from watching their faces that my men agreed with it—we would try to appear to be non-threatening members of the Greek army until it was too late for the foragers to escape or for anyone to come out of the column to rescue them.  Accordingly, we trotted peacefully, not towards the foragers, but towards the head of the column as if we were new horsemen coming in to join the army or returning scouts coming in to report what we had seen.   
 
           Not until we were directly between the foraging party and the great mass of men and wagons moving along the road did we change direction and head directly towards the foragers.  And even when we did move towards them, it was only at a leisurely pace, a slow and easy canter.   
 
           My hope was that the foragers would think we had come out from the column to help them, or perhaps to get to the little village and forage in it before they did.  With a little luck, everyone marching in the cloud of dust that hung over the column would think the same, particularly since the foragers outnumbered us.  If they did, the alarm would not be sounded until it was too late to save the foragers or, even better, it would not be sounded at all.   
 
           Our plan seemed to work, at least at first. 
 
      
 
    ****** 
 
            We slowed down and rode at a relaxed trot in the boiling sun until we were between the foragers and the men marching in the cloud of dust that hung over the seemingly endless Greek column.  No one came out of the column to challenge us, at least initially.  It was as if we did not exist.   
 
   
  
 

        That no one came out to challenge us was somewhat surprising since we and our brother companies had been constantly raiding the column ever since it marched out of Adrianople.  We had done so by riding along it, just out of range of an arrow from a regular bow, and using our longbows to push our arrows into the men and horses walking along the road or shitting or cutting grass or eating on either side of it.   
 
           Our attacks inevitably caused delays and confusion amongst the Greeks and discouraged them from sending out foraging parties.  They also caused us to run through our supply of arrows rather quickly since they were virtually impossible to retrieve.  That was why we had been surprised when we saw this one—so much so that my first thought upon seeing it was that the Greeks might be baiting a trap.  More likely, however, it was going out because the men in the foraging party were low on supplies and getting hungry. 
 
           The Greeks had responded to their mostly unanswered losses by putting together files of crossbowmen from amongst their Genoese mercenaries and spacing them out along road to act as rapid reaction forces.  That was how they were able to kill one of my men and put a bolt into the leg of Geoffrey Cook, the son of Thomas Cook, one of the Company’s original archers.   
 
           It was the need to retrieve our arrows after we used them that caused my eyes to light up when I saw the foraging party head off from the main column.  We were not short of arrows, but it was still early days and we had already opened the third of the five arrow bales in our supply wagon.  
 
           Richard’s orders had been quite direct and we had all heard them.  Priority was to be given to keeping the Greeks from getting food to feed their army.  That meant killing their cart-pulling horses, attacking their foragers, and, wherever possible, wounding the Greeks instead of killing them—since wounded men would help eat up their supplies and dead men would not. 
 
           In other words, the killing or wounding Greek foragers and retrieving the arrows we used on them were a pangloss, the best of all possible worlds so far as my lads and I were concerned. 
 
      
 
    ****** 
 
           At first the foragers merely stopped and watched us as we rode towards them.  Then, as we approached them, they hurriedly gathered together and raised a shield wall facing us with the large infantry shields they were carrying.  They obviously had planned ahead and had a good captain. 
 
           “Alfred, take your men and ride over there towards that big tree and spread out; Paul, you take yours the other way and do the same.  Tell your men to take any pushes they think they can make.  No wasting of arrows.”   
 
           The men moved out and arrows began to fly moment later.  The Greeks responded to having a couple of their men hit by spreading around in a half circle to face us whilst they crouched behind their shields.  We saw no crossbows but there appeared to be a few men amongst them carrying regular bows.   
 
           “Do not get too close, lads.  They have archers amongst them.  Try to take out the archers first.” 
 
           And then, less than a minute later, after taking a long look at the distant road to make sure it was safe, I added another order.   
 
           “Spread out and circle all the way around them, but stay awake in case we have to leave in a hurry, but for God’s sake watch where you place your pushes; do not hit one of us who is on the other side of the Greeks.” 
 
           At first, placing our men all the way around them did the trick.  In an effort to protect themselves, the foragers formed a complete circle facing outward with the shields each man carried—and in so doing left the backs of the men facing outward available to the archers on the other side of them.   
 
           The result was inevitable; several more of the foragers were hit as me and the lads moved around whilst we looked for a clean push.   
 
           The remaining able-bodied foragers, forty of so, must have had a particularly capable captain, for they soon responded by doing something totally unexpected; they began forming very tight little circles of five or six men each with their overlapping shields facing outward and one or two wounded men in the middle.   
 
            Setting themselves up in such a way was a smart thing for them to do because made them virtually unreachable with our arrows.  It also left unprotected those of their wounded who were not able to stand with them.  We, of course, did not push at those who were seriously wounded because we wanted to leave them alive to help eat up the Greeks’ food. 
 
           Fortunately, standing in tight little circles also made their bows unusable.  We had a standoff and time was on their side—sooner or later help was likely to come from the main column or darkness would arrive and they would be able to slip away to safety. 
 
           Sergeant Black was the one who broke things apart.  He did so by moving himself and his three men back and out of the way, and then he motioned for the Greeks to run for safety though the opening he created.  And some of the fools did; they threw their shields and weapons down, abandoned the wounded men they were shielding, and ran for the distant road.   Perhaps they thought they were being offered a chance to escape.  If that was what they thought, they were wrong. 
 
           “Mount up, but wait,” I shouted as loudly as I could.  “Let them run.” 
 
           We waited on our horses until the disorganized runners were clear of those who remained standing firm in three tight little circles.  It was every would-be escaper running separately for himself, and it was a fatal mistake for many of those who ran. 
 
           “Now lads, ride them down.  Wound them if you can.  And be sure to pick up your arrows.” 
 
           The next few minutes were hectic.  The fleeing Greeks had run in every direction, but mostly towards the cloud of dust hanging over the column on the road to Constantinople.  We responded by splitting up with every archer galloping after one of the runners. 
 
           A few of the Greek runners got away whilst we were chasing the others and picking up arrows.  In several cases they got away because it took more time than it should to retrieve our arrows because they had to be pulled out of, or pushed through, a wounded man who began jumping about as we did.  The problem was that the wounded Greek runners usually had to be knocked on the head to put them to sleep before we could get the arrow out of them.  
 
           After we retrieved all the arrows we could quickly find, including pulling them out of the dead and wounded, we reassembled and rode towards the little village.  As we did, we watched as the Greeks who had stayed together began slowly walking back towards the dust-covered road to Constantinople.   
 
           The escapers stayed close together all the way back to the road, always ready to instantly form the tight little circles of infantry shields that are so effective against archers, and so rarely used.  They had escaped, yes, by abandoning, at least temporarily, their dead and wounded.  But they had not brought back any food or water with them.  Hopefully, they would come back later to bring in their wounded so they would have to feed them. 
 
           The sun was unbelievably hot as we finally headed towards the little village and the shade of the trees around it.  My men and horses desperately needed water and a bit of a rest, and so did I. 
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter Fourteen 
 
    Preparations and uncertainties.   
 
           The main body of the Greek-led army raised by the Orthodox Patriarch finally reached the walls of Constantinople in the blistering heat of mid-summer.  It arrived weeks after it was expected, and long after the popular uprising that was supposed to occur at the same time and support its attack.  The horse archers’ constant attacks all along the way had delayed and confused the army’s leaders and reduced its strength through casualties and desertions.   
 
           Despite the archers’ initial successes, the Greek-led army that finally arrived was intact and still huge and powerful.  On the other hand, it was also untrained, poorly led, and woefully short of supplies.  Surprisingly, those were not significant problems, at least not according to the Orthodox priests who had accompanied the army.  To the contrary, they assured the army’s soldiers that victory was assured because God would make up the shortfalls. 
 
           Things were no better for the Greeks in the city even though they constituted the great majority of the city’s population.  For various reasons, the city’s Orthodox priests and their parishioners had become confused and uncertain as to what they should do next.  Encouraging their confusion and uncertainty was that the news had spread that their would-be emperor was being assisted by the Venetians and French in return for promises of great benefits, many of which would be at the expense of the local Greeks and their priests and churches.   
 
           The possibility of the Venetians returning to Constantinople caused a great deal of anger in the city’s population.  The Greek-gobbling priests and their parishioners hated and feared the Venetians because they remembered their unacceptable behaviour that had led to the “massacre of the Latins” during their grandfathers’ time and the Venetians’ participation, fifteen years earlier in 1204, when they helped the crusaders of the Fourth Crusade take Constantinople and replace the Byzantine Empire with the Latin Empire.   
 
           In contrast, they did not hate the Latin Empire’s Empress, they just disliked her despite her efforts to keep the Venetians out in order to protect them, mostly because she prayed with the help of Latin-gobbling priests and looked to the Pope to tell her what God wanted her to do instead of the Patriarch.  But at least she and the emperor before her had left her Orthodox subjects and their churches alone. 
 
           In essence, the thought George had planted in the minds of the Orthodox bishops about the Venetians helping Theodore in exchange for being allowed to return to Constantinople and re-take some of their old churches had struck home.  That King Theodore of Epirus would take some of their churches and give them to the Venetians in exchange for the Venetian’s assistance in his becoming the emperor was entirely believable to the Orthodox bishops and their priests.  Theodore was, after all, a Greek king.   
 
           Similarly, losing some of their churches to the Latin-gobbling priests of the Venetians and the French was also entirely believable to the Orthodox priests and bishops—because they themselves had done the very same thing by taking over the Venetian churches after the “Massacre of the Latins” thirty-seven years earlier in the spring of 1192.  Now, or so it seemed, they would have to give them back if the Empress was defeated. 
 
          Indeed, it was the massacre of the Latins, many of whom were Venetians, resulting from the previous Patriarch’s call that led the vengeance-seeking Venetians to encourage the crusaders of the Fourth Crusade to sack the city.   
 
           That sacking, in turn, caused the Patriarch and the then-emperor, a Greek, to flee—and in the chaos and confusion Cornwall’s Company of Archers had somehow ended up with the gold and silver coins in the emperor’s treasury and many of the Orthodox Church’s priceless relics and icons. 
 
           Now everyone’s role was reversed.  The Venetians were attempting to return to Constantinople with the help of the Orthodox Patriarch.  They, the Venetians that is, were helping their once-hated enemies.   
 
           The Venetians were now helping the Greeks because the emperor installed by crusaders, and now the empress who followed him, had refused to let the Venetians and their Latin-gobbling priests return to their previous dominance in order not to upset their many Orthodox subjects in the city and its empire.  
 
            It was all very confusing and everything was uncertain—which meant it was a splendid opportunity for the Company during that inevitable tender moment when coins and power are changing hands and no one has a firm grip on them. 
 
           In essence, and despite all the bad blood between the Venetians and the Orthodox Church in the recent past and the generosity of the Empress, the Patriarch had ordered his bishops and priests to support the Orthodox army and the would-be emperor’s deal that would allow the Venetian merchants and priests to return so long as the Patriarch was allowed to return to his cathedral and splendid residence.   
 
           So what did the city’s Orthodox bishops and priests tell their followers that God wanted them do? 
 
           It was an easy decision for them to make.  They were traditional churchmen.  So they carried out their Patriarch’s order by dutifully informing their flocks of parishioners that God wanted them to rise against the Empress and her supporters.  They were encouraged to do so by the Patriarch’s trusted assistants who quietly passed the word to the churchmen that the Venetians would be dealt with once again after the Patriarch and the Church hierarchy were safely back in the city.   
 
           All the archers could do in response to everything that was happening in the city was to thank God for the city’s Greeks getting the dates wrong so the city did not rise against the Empress on the day the Greek army arrived, and pray for heavy rains that would keep everyone inside instead of rioting in the streets and attacking them in the rear.   
 
      
 
    ******  Commander George Courtenay. 
 
           Work on improving the city’s defences did not stop when the Orthodox army began arriving and setting up its siege camp outside the city’s landward outer wall.  If anything, it increased with many of the full-time wall workers being re-assigned to help the men and women who had already been hard at work for several months making additional arrows.   
 
           Almost all of the archers on limited duty due to their wounds and poxes were assigned to be sergeants over the arrow makers.  And, of course, additional bales o arrows continued to pour in from Cyprus, the Company’s shipping posts, and the many merchants everywhere with whom we had placed orders.  There was no one with whom we were unwilling to deal when it came to getting more arrows for our longbows, even the Moors. 
 
           Even my father did his part.  He got some of the Company’s sailors who were carpenters off Harold and began buying wood in the city’s markets and using it to make catapults.  He even accepted my suggestion as to where they should be located. 
 
           “Initially place them in the enclosure of the states’ forces, and spread the word that they have been placed there to protect the states’ forces from a Greek attack.  That is a reasonable thing to say since that is where the Greeks are most likely to attack because the gate in the outer wall is still usable.” 
 
           In fact, I was not sure we would need catapults anywhere unless the Greeks settled in for a long siege and began building siege towers.  But building and placing them would keep him out of my hair.  In any event, they turned out to be quite useful for another reason entirely. 
 
           Similarly, the training intensified both for the foot archers and their auxiliaries, and for the state forces that had come in to stand with the Empress.  The latter were very mixed in that the princes and kings of three of the more distant states had come in with their armies, such as they were, whereas those of the other four states of the Latin Empire had merely sent token forces with various and sundry excuses whose only common theme was that they needed to stay at home to defend their own lands.    
 
           Only the Latin state of Trebizond on the Black Sea was excused from sending its army to help defend Constantinople.  It had gotten a pass from both the Empress and the Patriarch because of the fact that it was completely surrounded by the lands of the Islamic state of the Seljuks.  In essence, its Christians were uniquely united by the fact that they feared the Moslems who surrounded them even more than they hated each other for making the sign of the cross incorrectly. 
 
           The three Latin states which sent only token forces, according to my father, would have new kings on their thrones as soon as the Orthodox army was defeated.  He was rather emphatic about the fact that the Empress was seriously pissed at the no-shows and intended to separate them from their thrones and heads as soon as possible.  Her intentions were something my father would know being as he had been a particularly close personal friend of the widowed Empress when he had been a young man.  More importantly, their friendship had resumed, some said reignited, when he and the Company’s other retirees came to Constantinople to help the Company defend it.   
 
           What was not mixed was the quality of the state forces.  With the exception of the Bulgarians, they had all arrived with very poor weapons and uniformly unready to do anything except eat and foul their campsite.  The same was true of their princely commanders and nobles except that they had better swords and very shiny armour.   
 
           As a result of the poor quality of the state forces, Henry and my father had vetted them carefully for me, and even sent some of the states’ men and camp followers home as hopeless mouths to feed who could not be made useful in any employment.   
 
           The rest of the state forces were camped out and being learnt to fight all along the newly enclosed road whose roadway and walls ran for some miles—all the way between the one remaining usable gate in the city’s outer defensive wall to the one remaining usable gate in its inner defensive wall.   
 
           As you might imagine, the resulting long and narrow enclosure, Constantinople’s largest by far, soon became quite foul.  On the other hand, it had something very few of the archers had to make up for it—direct access to the delights and markets of the city without having to climb over a moat or wall. 
 
           The princely commanders of the state forces fared much better than their men and did not bide with the men they commanded.  Each already had an elegant palace in the city’s Latin Quarter and, with the exception of the prince who commanded the Bulgarians, was rarely seen except at court—which was a blessing both for their men and for George and his lieutenants as it spared them of their insipid chatter and foolish suggestions.  They did, however, according the Empress’s daughter, wear fine clothes and bow most elegantly. 
 
           On the other hand, there had also been a number of bright spots for the Company.  Among them was the arrival of the initial Greek forces after the uprising in the city instead of at the same time, the fact that the main force of the Greek army was still a week or two away from arriving, and the success of the horse archers’ attacks on the army’s stragglers and foragers.  Taken together, they greatly encouraged everyone who supported the Empress or was considering it.   
 
           The Greek army’s unexpectedly late arrival also suggested that its commander would have to quickly launch a massive initial attack as soon as the main body of the army arrived.  He would have to do so, it was commonly thought, so his army’s men would not starve as a result of not being able to forage in the countryside for food and so they could return to their homes in time to harvest their crops as they had been promised.  That was somewhat encouraging because it suggested the Greek army’s attacks might begin without adequate preparation. 
 
           Another somewhat bright spot for the city’s defenders had to do with the leadership of the state forces.  After much discussion and several shouting matches in the presence of the Empress, Henry had been assigned to command all of the state forces except the Bulgarians.  
 
           Some of the lords who were the state commanders and captains had been pissed off by the decision to let Henry command their soldiers and threatened to leave.  But they soon came around when their choices were quietly explained to them by the Empress’s new chamberlain—allow your men to be learnt to fight on the walls and in sorties, and do whatever the archer Henry Soldier tells them to do, or the Empress will not let you leave the city alive and you and your family will be replaced as the lords over your lands.   
 
           The state commanders, being both experienced statesmen and reasonable men, instantly agreed with that Henry was indeed a fine fellow and should be the one to give orders to their men. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter Fifteen 
 
    We launch a sally. 
 
           We stood together on the wall and watched as the Orthodox army continued setting up its camp right in front of us in the dust and glaring sun.  There were men and women walking around everywhere.  It looked like an overturned ant hill and from the walls we could periodically hear snatches of distant voices. 
 
           The main part of the would-be emperor’s army carried by the Venetians had begun arriving yesterday morning, and now its tents and wagons filled the area beyond the moat in front of the city’s outer wall for as far as the eye could see.  The huge camp appeared to be totally disorganized and a dark haze of dust and smoke constantly hung over it. 
 
           The Greeks also appeared to be unaware of the distance a longbow arrow could carry.  Some of them had begun setting up their tents next to the moat that ran in front of the outer wall on which we were standing.  It was as if the Greeks thought that having the wall and its moat between us and them would protect them from harm. 
 
           “That is a piss pot full of men,” said Michael Oremus quietly.  “And there are many more to come.” 
 
           “It is a pity we closed off so many of the wall gates.  This would be a good time to make a sally whilst they are so disorganized and defenceless,” Richard suggested wryly. 
 
           And then he added a suggestion. 
 
           “We could send some of our men sallying out of the one gate that was left to be usable.  And the others could go over the walls and then over the moat on the ladders they use to get over the city’s inner wall and its moat.” 
 
           Everyone nodded their agreement and smiled a pleased and satisfied smile at Richard’s suggestion—because how and when to launch just such a sortie had already been extensively discussed and planned whilst he and his horse archers were off fighting in the mountains.  It was one of the reasons why the state forces were camped where they were camped and the moats had been drained and worked on earlier in the summer.   
 
           But Richard was certainly right that the disorganized chaos we were looking at was too good of an opportunity to pass up.  A few minutes later I began giving orders and messengers began galloping off to deliver them. 
 
           Our plan was to fall upon the Greeks and take them by surprise. 
 
           The two hundred or so horsemen of the state forces, mainly knights carrying swords and old-fashioned tournament lances, would start the sortie and lead the way.  They would come charging out of the city’s one remaining usable gate in the outer wall, immediately cross the only remaining moat bridge which was in front of the gate, and gallop all the way through the disorganized Orthodox camp causing as much death and destruction as they could manage.  The states’ horsemen would be followed out of the gate and over the bridge by all of the states’ foot soldiers who would fall upon the Greek encampment and attempt to do the same.   
 
           If all went well, the states’ riders would spread out and ride through the entire length of the Orthodox camp, and then turn around and make another pass back through the entire length of a different section the camp until they were back at the one remaining usable gate.  At some point the riders would meet their foot soldiers, who would then turn around and join the riders to ravage and loot their way back to the gate where the sally began. 
 
           What neither the states forces nor our own men had been told, was that when our lookouts on the city’s outer wall saw the men of the states’ forces charging out of the gate, they would pass a signal along the wall from company to company and all the available foot archers, those stationed in the narrow enclosures that stretched between the city’s outer defensive wall and its inner defensive wall, would also attack.   
 
           Our men would come over the wall on the long ladders they used to come and go from their enclosures, wade across the moat on the narrow causeway that had been installed in front of each galley company’s enclosure when the moat was drained “for repairs and deepening.” 
 
           The foot archers would advance only as far beyond the moat as they needed to go in order to push their arrows at the men and animals in the Orthodox camp.  They would not have to advance far, if at all, because the edge of the Orthodox camp began at the far side of the moat. 
 
           Launching a sortie large enough to do substantial damage to the Greek army was doable, but it would not be easy.  For one thing, in order to keep our ability to launch such a sortie from being known to the Greek spies, the archers and their auxiliaries had never practiced going over the outer wall on their ladders, nor ever even tried to cross the moat in front of it.  They had all, however, much experience using their ladders to get over the inner wall and its moat. 
 
           What was important was that the archers did not need to use their ladders to cross the foul, black water of the slightly wider outer moat, at least not in the way they used their ladders to cross the inner moat in front of the city’s inner wall in order to enter the city.  They would, instead, wade across on the narrow under-water causeway we had built into the moat in front of each enclosure for that very purpose.   
 
           Each causeway was several feet under the moat’s foul and dark water, and was only wide enough for one man.  We had built them by stacking up dirt and rocks when the moat was emptied for deepening.   
 
           Only the captain and lieutenant of the galley company in each enclosure knew exactly where his enclosure’s causeway was located a few feet under the moat’s foul waters—and even they had not been told why they needed to know where it was located, only that they must know and at all times have a rope available that was twice as long as the moat was wide.  They would lead their men as they waded over their enclosure’s causeway to participate in the attack, and then lead them back when they ran out of arrows. 
 
           The forces that had come in from the Empress’s vassal states were another matter entirely, particularly in terms of sortieing out to do substantial damage to the Greeks.  They would do so by coming directly out of their camp on the road that ran through it. 
 
           The road along which they were camped ran from the one still-usable gate and moat-bridge in the city’s outer wall to the one remaining usable gate and moat in the city’s inner wall.  They were the two gates closest to the river estuary called the Golden Horn that flowed with fresh water just outside the city wall.   
 
           Work was still going on to finish the new interior walls that would run along both sides of what had already become the only usable road into the city, the road along which the states’ forces were camped.  When the new walls were finished in the next few days, they would run on both sides of the roadway all the way from the city’s great outer defensive wall to its equally formidable inner defensive wall.   
 
           In other words, the states’ forces, like the galley companies of the archers, would be camped in a walled enclosure of which every inch of ground could be reached by an arrow pushed out of a longbow by an archer standing on one of the walls that surrounded it.  That all of the new interior walls had been installed with that in mind was a fact known only to me and a handful of my senior lieutenants. 
 
           Soldiers of the state armies were permanently camped in tents and wagons all along both sides of the road with their women, horses, and supplies.  As a result, an enemy or traveller or anyone else who came through the gate in the outer wall would immediately find himself in the middle of several thousand soldiers, soldiers who would have to fight if the intruder were an enemy because the new walls that now ran along both sides of the road meant they had no place to run.   
 
           In essence, if the soldiers of the Greek-led Orthodox army somehow got through the Farmers Gate, the one still-usable gate in the city’s outer wall, they would have to fight their way through the men of the states’ armies camped all along both sides of the road to get to the Farmers Gate in the city’s inner defensive wall which, hopefully, would be closed and strongly defended behind its moat.   
 
           And, even worse for the invaders, they would have to do so while the archers from the galley companies camped in the enclosures on either side of the road were pushing arrows down on them from atop the interior walls that ran all along both sides of the road.   
 
           In other words, the roadway between its one remaining gate in its outer defensive wall and the one remaining gate in its inner defensive wall would be death trap if Orthodox army charged into it—which is exactly why my lieutenant commander, Henry Soldier, the Company’s master at fighting on land, had insisted that interior walls be built all along both sides of the roadway. 
 
           As you might imagine, we intended to do everything possible to lure the Orthodox army into trying to fight its way through the city’s one usable gate where they would be particularly vulnerable, as opposed to launching its attacks on the gates which had been rendered unpassable by the removal of their bridges and the piling up of huge amounts of dirt and rubble to block them.   
 
            What concerned us was that the Greek spies in the city might have reported that all of the city gates in the outer wall had been blocked and the bridges over their moats destroyed.  Hopefully, the Orthodox spies knew and reported that food supplies and firewood were still coming into the city through the Farmers Gate, and that meant that its draw bridge was still down.     
 
           In any event, in the unlikely event the captains of the huge Greek-led army did not already know the Farmers Gate was still usable, they soon would—when the men of the Empress’s vassal states sortied out of it and fell upon their newly established camp. 
 
           Of course the enclosure where the states’ forces were camped was where we wanted the Greeks to attack.  It is always better to have someone other than our archers do as much of the fighting as possible. 
 
      
 
    ****** 
 
           It was midway through the afternoon by the time we were ready to launch our sally.  And it was only after there had been a heated dispute between Henry, Richard and me—we had each claimed the right to lead the riders of the states’ forces into the Orthodox camp.  There were only a few of our horse archers in the city, my guards and a few who had either stayed behind to act as couriers, and a few of Richard’s wounded and poxed from the mountain who had recovered enough to be returned to active duty. 
 
             Richard said it was his right as the leader of the Company’s horse archers to lead them, and Henry said it was his right to lead them because he was the commander of the state troops; I said that it was mine as the Company’s commander.  Reason prevailed and the dispute was finally settled in the best tradition of the Company—I won the argument because I had more stripes on my tunic.   
 
           Henry and Richard both had important roles and accompanied me to the sally gate.   Henry remained there to organize the return of the sally force and lead any rescues; Richard and his apprentice, as soon as I led the sally force out of the gate, were to ride through the enclosures along the outer wall to make sure the archers in each enclosure had gone over the wall to attack the Greeks camped directly in front of them.   
 
      
 
    ****** 
 
           It took a while for me to lead the available horse archers, twenty-three in all including my apprentice and all sixteen of my personal guards, to the encampment of the states’ forces.  All the rest of our horse archers were somewhere beyond the Greek encampment harassing the Greek forage parties and raiding the columns and camps of those who were still inward bound from Adrianople. 
 
           I led the way to the sally gate with Nicholas Greenway, my apprentice, riding immediately behind me.  We rode in a long single file from one enclosure to the next through the narrow openings in the new interior walls until we finally reached the walled roadway where the states’ forces were camped.  It, the main roadway into the city, ran all the way from the city’s outer wall to its inner wall and was jammed full of people, a surprising number of whom were camp-following women and merchants.  There were even some women with babies and children.  As you might imagine, it smelled most foul and I was glad not to be on foot. 
 
           We were watched and cheered, and people rushed to look at us, as we came through the narrow passageway in the final interior wall and began picking our way up the crowded road to the Farmers Gate.  A translator provided by Henry rode ahead of us waving his arms about and shouting the same refrain over and over again. 
 
            “Make way.  Make way.  The commander of the Empress’s army is coming to lead the attack in person.”   
 
           The last half mile took even longer than it had taken us to get through the baggage trains and camp followers because the state troops were already being formed up on the road itself.   
 
           We reached the states’ foot soldiers first, and they were hard to miss even though they wore a wide variety of gowns and tunics—for Henry had given each of them a circle of blue linen to sew on the front and back of whatever clothes they were wearing and a hat of woven straw to help shield them from the sun.   
 
           The purpose of both items was to help identify the states’ foot soldiers to the archers, and to each other and their own knights.  The Company of Archers had provided them in an effort to reduce the friend on friend casualties that were inevitable in the confused and chaotic fighting that was about to begin.    
 
           We did not, of course, provide the hats and circles out of the goodness of our hearts.  Rather we provided them so the state troops would be more likely to fight more with our enemies and less with each other—so that our archers would not have to fight as much and our losses would be less.  
 
      
 
    ******* 
 
           My arrival to lead the sally in person seemed to give the state troops and their captains a great deal of satisfaction.  There was no surprise in that—my leading the sortie meant, or so the state troops undoubtedly hoped, that they were not going to be sacrificed in some kind of “forlorn hope” assault that was doomed to fail. 
 
           And the state troops were partially right.  I would not be leading a “forlorn hope;” it was an effort to inflict serious damage on the invaders.  I would, in fact, be leading them through the gate, over the moat bridge, and into the Orthodox camp.   
 
           What they did not yet know, however, was that after we got a little ways into the Greek camp, I would merely wave them on, and then stop and wait with my little band of horse archers for them to return—for that was what I had to promise my lieutenants I would do in order to get their agreement on my participation.   
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter Sixteen 
 
    The Commander leads the sally. 
 
           The Commander’s horse and some of the horses of the men riding with him had somehow caught the excitement of the moment despite the stifling heat.  They were skittish and prancing about.  I was on my horse and next to the Commander.  It was my proper place as his apprentice sergeant.  There were about twenty of the Company’s horse archers just behind us, and then the Bulgarian commander and his knights and those of the other states. 
 
           The Bulgarian commander led the largest contingent of knights and would be right behind us when we passed through the gate and over the moat bridge.  His name was Ivan something or other.  The other states’ riders and their foot soldiers were immediately behind the Bulgarians and, at least so far as I could see, they too looked ready to go.   
 
           My horse and many of the other horses sensed something was about to happen.  They were snorting and anxiously moving about as Commander Courtenay looked over his shoulder at the Bulgarian commander, and raised his eyes in an unspoken question.   
 
           The Bulgarian nodded his readiness and similarly raised his hand and shouted words I could not understand to get the attention of his men.  The captains and sergeants of the various groups behind him had seen their moves and did the same.   
 
           I could hear orders rippling down the close-packed ranks of the riders behind me, and watched as the Bulgarian commander and his knights put on their helmets, pulled their visors down to protect their faces, and drew their swords.  It was both a hot and sunny day and time to ride.  We were already warm and about to be very warm.  I, at least, was not wearing armour as many of the riders behind us were wearing.  Hopefully, the Greeks were not ready to receive us. 
 
           My horse was still anxiously dancing about when the Commander nodded to Henry Soldier who was standing next to the windlass that raised and lowered the gate.  The two men with Henry, both veteran foot archers who had been helping him train the states’ soldiers, immediately began enthusiastically cranking.  The rusty chains rattled and the huge gate slowly rose.  Behind us I could hear the sound of many horses stamping their feet and much talking and shouted orders. 
 
           As soon as the gate was high enough for Commander Courtenay to ride under it, he raised his bow over his head, kicked his horse in the ribs and shouted “FORWARD.”  As he did, he pointed his bow at the moat bridge immediately in front of the gate and the densely packed camp of the Greek-led army that began only a hundred paces or so beyond the bridge.   
 
           I was right behind him as he galloped towards them.     
 
      
 
    ******  George Courtenay 
 
           The thundering rumble of horses’ hooves and the battle cries of the riders behind me were loud as we surged through the now-open gate.  They remained loud even though the sound of our horses’ hooves changed as we clattered over the wooden bridge over the moat.  I was guiding my horse with my knees, and by the time I cleared the bridge I had an arrow nocked and my bow drawn.   
 
           We swept into the crowded Orthodox camp and my archers began fanning out abreast of me as they had previously been ordered.  Nicholas was the man riding nearest to me.  He was about ten paces away and to my right.   
 
           Surprised and suddenly desperate people immediately began running about in every direction as soon as we came out of the gate.  We had to ride this way and that to get around the haphazardly placed and closely packed tents and wagons.  Our horses chose the path we rode because our hands were full of our longbows and the arrows nocked in our bowstrings. 
 
            Almost instantly I came upon a young man who had paused with a look of surprise on his face as he was in the process of lifting some kind of sack out of the back of a wagon.  I had ridden around one side of the wagon and Nicholas the other.  The young Greek did not even have time to drop the sack. 
 
           It would have been embarrassing to miss at such a short range, and I did not.  I pushed an arrow straight into the middle of him and kept going as I quickly reached over my shoulder for an arrow from my quiver and immediately nocked it.   
 
           My horse was running as fast as she could and constantly turning and twisting to avoid the closely packed tents and wagons ahead of us.  All about me were the sights and sounds of chaos, surprise, and desperation.  Shouting and screaming people were suddenly running about in every direction in a desperate effort to escape. 
 
           I had already ridden past a number of surprised and panic stricken men and women by the time I finished nocking my second arrow and picking out my next target.  He was large, heavily whiskered man who came rushing out of a tent pulling up his Greek trousers.  I saw the spurt of blood that came out of his back when the point of my arrow went all the way through him.   
 
           A boy wearing no clothes, probably due to the heat and possibly his grandson, was standing behind him.  I sometimes still remember him with his hand raised to his mouth in surprise and a look of horror on his face.  
 
           All around me the Bulgarian riders were leaning out of their saddles to chop on the Greeks with their swords and the Company’s archers were pushing arrows into them.  I could not see what was happening behind me, of course, but I somehow knew that the first of the men on foot, the Bulgarians, were already across the bridge. 
 
           Nicholas and I were galloping between a cart and the tent next to it when my horse swerved slightly to avoid running into a fleeing woman, but not enough.  She went tumbling down as the shoulder of my horse hit her, and I felt the bump as I rode right over her and my horse stepped on her. 
 
           I was nocking another arrow a moment later when Nicholas came right up alongside of me in such a way as to change the direction my horse was moving.  It was a deliberate move and it annoyed me.  My displeasure must have showed for he promptly shouted out an explanation over the noise and chaos. 
 
           “It is time to stop and wait for the foot to reach us, Commander.  You ordered me to make sure you stopped and waited for them.” 
 
      
 
    ****** 
 
           Nicholas and I pulled up our excited horses and turned aside into a small open area beyond a collapsed tent and an overturned wagon.  A dead man lay in the middle of it with a terrible wound to his head, obviously a sword cut from a man with a very strong arm.  To my surprise, I was breathing hard and almost out of breath.   
 
           Six or seven archers had been riding abreast of us on either side.  They pulled up their horses and joined us as the last of the Bulgarians and state riders flooded past.  The Bulgarians were brandishing their swords and looked red-faced and excited.  There was already blood on the swords of some of them.  The rest of my horse archer guards must have been caught up in the excitement and ridden on.  All around us were dead, wounded, and terrified Greeks.   
 
           Two more archers soon weaved their way through the tents and wagons of the chaos-filled camp to join us, and then another three.  They reached us whilst I was standing on my stirrups trying to see what I could see.   
 
           What I saw was that the Latin states’ foot soldiers, a great shouting and running horde of them, all totally disorganized, had passed over the bridge and were just now beginning to enter the Greek camp.  It was easy to understand how the missing archers had lost sight of us in the chaos and not seen us stop. 
 
           When the Latin foot entered the camp, they would find some of the Greeks who were still alive trying to hide in their tents and under the wagons, and probably under the tents that were down and everywhere else as well.  Most of the still-living Greeks who could run, however, seemed to be running, and some of them were carrying swords and spears they had grabbed up when they realized what was happening.  Our about-to-arrive men of the Latin foot would have to deal with them.   
 
           We sat together on our horses and watched the massacre of the Greeks as it unfolded all around us.  It was as if we were holding a small island of calm amidst a sea of horror.   
 
           After a while we rode back to the gate and received a warm welcome from Henry and my father.  Four of the horse archers who had sallied out with us were still missing, and one of the returnees had a nasty slice in his leg that needed sewing. 
 
      
 
    ******   Major Captain Daniel Tenn. 
 
           I was up on the parapet of the city’s the outer wall and getting anxious.  Sam Ridley was with me.  Sam was the four-stripe galley captain of the fifty or so archers standing on the wall with us.  The rest of his archers were waiting on the stairs and in the enclosure below us.  We were anxious because the signal for the archers to start their attack was overdue.   
 
            We were particularly anxious because the city’s outer defensive wall curved such that we ourselves could not see the gate through which Commander Courtenay would lead a sortie involving a handful of our archers and all the available soldiers of the Latin states.  What we could see, however, were the archers posted further on down the wall in that direction as lookouts. 
 
           The lookouts able to see the gate were ordered to energetically wave a linen flag tied to a stick as soon as the commander led the state forces out of the gate.  Each subsequent enclosure’s lookout, upon seeing the waving flags of the others, was to wave his own flag stick.  In that way the signal to attack would pass rapidly down the outer wall so that every galley captain would know it was time for him and his archers to climb down from the outer wall, cross the moat immediately in front of them, and begin pushing out arrows to kill or wound the Greeks in the camp across from them.   
 
           We waited impatiently.  Finally, there it was—the signal; vigorous flag waving came rolling along the top of the wall towards us like a great wave. 
 
           “Follow me, lads; follow me.  And remember that a badly wounded Greek is even better than a dead one.”  
 
           I shouted out my orders as the ladders which had been lying atop the wall were being grabbed up and hurriedly lowered into place.  One of the archers assigned to the ladders helped put one over the side and then he and another archer grabbed it to hold it steady.   
 
           An instant later Sam swung himself on to the ladder and began to climb down to the narrow piece of land between the city’s outer wall and its moat.  He went first with his lieutenant, Edwin Draper, and a two stripe archer from Dover named Bill Street following close behind.  I followed them. 
 
           The lieutenant was carrying a line.  When he got to the little strip of land between the wall and the moat, he would hand one end of the line to Bill and then follow Sam as he waded across the moat on a narrow foot causeway that had been installed when the moat had been drained so the rest of it could be dug deeper.   
 
           Lieutenant Draper and Bill Street would then hold the line tight over the foot causeway so the seventy-six archers who were to follow Sam into the enemy camp would have something to hold and would know where they could safely put their feet down when they walked across. 
 
           Before we started down the ladder, Sam had once again loudly reminded his men that no arrows were to be pushed into the Greek camp by the archers who were on the wall.  That was because we did not yet want the Greeks to know the distance arrows pushed out of longbows could reach—we would wait for another time to let them learn about the range of our weapons, such as when their army was formed up in front of us and getting ready for a major assault.  At least that was the plan according to Commander Courtenay. 
 
           There is nothing more likely to ruin a man’s day, and cause him to turn back from an attack, than a shower of arrows raining down on him and his mates when they least expect them. 
 
      
 
    ******  Daniel Tenn 
 
           I followed Sam, Edwin and Bill down the ladder and my apprentice, Edward Fast as he was called, followed right behind me.  A long line of anxious archers and their auxiliaries followed us down file by file.  Each archer had his longbow strung and slung over his shoulder along with four quivers of arrows; the auxiliaries were carrying the bladed pikes produced by the Company’s smiths at our stronghold on Cyprus.   
 
           The Greek camp in front of us did not appear to be on alert and I was not a bit nervous; I was sweating profusely, no doubt because it was already a hot day. 
 
           Another ladder was soon in place and the company’s archers and auxiliaries began coming down it as well.  Every man had his longbow slung over his back with his quivers so his hands would be free to hold on to the ladder whilst he was climbing.  It was the auxiliaries carrying each file’s pikes who had the trouble.  They had never before climbed down a ladder carrying a pike. 
 
           “Drop it down, damn you.  You can pick it up when you get down the ladder.”  
 
           A sergeant bellowed out his command when the first of the auxiliaries hesitated at the top of the ladder.  The man did not understand and just stood there looking helpless until the sergeant grabbed it out of his hands, shouted “Pike coming down,” and dropped it over the wall. 
 
      
 
    ******  Major Captain Daniel Tenn 
 
           Getting on the ladder and climbing down to the sliver of land between the wall and its moat was difficult but doable.  What was even more difficult was staying on my feet whilst holding loosely on to the guide rope and sloshing through the black and foul-smelling waters to get to the other side of the moat.   
 
           It was probably my imagination, but I had a sense that the narrow causeway was crumbling under my feet as I walked on it.  My apprentice sergeant, Edward Fast was right behind me.  Edward was a good lad who could scribe and gobble Latin.  He was useful running errands for me.  Although I would never admit it, of course, I had come to rely on him.   
 
           The water was up to my knees and, in an effort to avoid falling all the way in, I found myself holding on to the line Lieutenant Draper and Bill Street were holding tight between them, walking slowly and taking small steps, and putting my feet down carefully.  There were rapidly growing sounds of conflict coming from the encampment in front of me, but I did not dare look up to see what was happening.  My fear of slipping off the underwater walkway into the foul waters had temporarily pushed everything else out of my mind. 
 
           Ahead of me I heard the grunt of an archer pushing out an arrow and the slap of a bowstring against his leather wrist protector.  Sam was already in action.  I did not dare look up to see what he was doing, rather I concentrated on walking carefully and allowing the line to slide through my hand as I walked.   
 
           I was walking slowly and somehow instinctively knew that grabbing the line and holding on for dear life was something I would have to do to save myself if the slippery ground under my feet suddenly gave way.  And although it might have been my imagination, it felt as though the walkway was literally breaking apart under my feet as I walked on it. 
 
           Strangely enough, or perhaps it was not so strange under the circumstances, I felt a profound sense of relief when I finally reached Sam’s lieutenant, and had both of my feet firmly on dry ground.   Sam was standing near his lieutenant to guard him and to give his archers their orders as they came across the moat.  He had already pushed out three or four arrows.   
 
           “It felt like it was giving way under my feet,” I said to Sam as I unslung my bow and nocked an arrow. 
 
           “Aye, I noticed that myself,” he said as a wild-eyed man came around one of the nearby tents carrying some kind of spear.  He leaped over a body sprawled in front of the tent and started running away when he saw us.   
 
           Whose arrow hit the man first, mine or Sam’s, or perhaps Edward’s, I do not know for sure, but I think it was mine.  It did not matter; the poor sod was done for.  He gave a great howl and went tumbling with his now-empty hands flailing about.  We ignored him as he tried to crawl away.  The next time I looked, a few minutes later, he was face down on the ground and not moving. 
 
           In less than a minute Sam and I had assembled half a dozen or so archers.  It was enough to get started so we began moving slowly, very slowly, a couple of hundred paces into the outskirts of the Greek camp.   
 
           Edwin, Sam’s lieutenant, would send the rest of the company’s archers to join us as fast as they came over the moat.  Similar actions were occurring all along the wall as a little over two thousand archers and pike men moved into the Greek encampment from their positions in the narrow enclosures all along the city’s outer wall.  
 
           It was easy at first.  We pushed out arrows at everyone who moved as we moved cautiously into the Greek camp and the rapidly growing cloud of dust that hung over it.  Everywhere around us was a great mass of chaos and confusion with panic-stricken horses and shouting and screaming men and women running about hysterically in every direction.   
 
           We had caught the Greeks totally by surprise, that much was clear.  For the first few moments they did not know which way to run.  Getting away from us and the wall seemed to be the safest move.  
 
           As a result, those who had set up their tents closest to wall, the people we reached first, mostly ended up running towards the middle of the huge Greek camp—which put them right into the path of the states’ horsemen and foot soldiers who had been ordered to cut a wide swath of destruction through the middle third of the camp.   
 
           Moreover, once they had swept through the middle third, the men of the states’ forces were to turn around and come back to where they started by riding through the far third.  The archers coming over the wall and moat were responsible for destroying the closest third.  At least, that was the plan before we started. 
 
           Each of our men, of course, was only concerned with what was happening immediately around him.  In my case, at that moment, it was a great bearded man who came charging out of nowhere swinging an old-fashioned long sword.   
 
           He was screaming something, either some kind of battle cry to frighten us or give himself courage, when our arrows hit him.  And they hit him too late.  He stumbled past one of Sam’s archers, and managed to give him a good backhand cut, and even started to go for another archer, before he was jabbed in his side and pressed to the ground by a pike in the hands of one of Sam’s auxiliaries.   
 
           The wounded archer fell to knees and then steadied himself with one hand on the ground whilst he tried to hold the great cut in his side together with the other and get to his feet.  There was a look of surprise and amazement on his face. 
 
           Sam immediately ordered the two archers nearest the wounded man to help him get back across the moat. 
 
           “And do not leave him until the sailmakers sew him up and he has eaten some flower paste.”   
 
           More and more archers and pike-carrying auxiliaries came over the moat and caught up with us as Sam and I slowly, very slowly, led more and more of his men into the Greek camp.  It was rich in targets so there was no need to charge ahead rapidly.   
 
           As we spread out, and slowly advanced whilst constantly pushing out arrows at the Greeks and their wagon-pulling horses, a great and growing cloud of dust began rising over the camp.  It was the result of everyone running about and the many stampeding and galloping horses.   
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter Seventeen 
 
    Things start to go wrong. 
 
           Sam and I stood inside the Greek camp and watched as the galloping horses of the knights and other riders of the states’ force sent people running, at least those who still could, as they swept through the main part of the camp in front of us dealing out death and destruction. 
 
           The foot soldiers of the states’ forces who had sallied out behind the riders had not yet reached us when, suddenly, people trying to escape from the states’ riders started coming out of the dust cloud and running towards us.  We no longer had to move forward to find targets—they were flooding towards us on both sides.  We had a target rich position. 
 
           I had just succeeded in putting an arrow into the side of a stampeding horse pulling a driverless two-wheel cart, when an out-of-breath archer sent by Sam’s Lieutenant, Edwin Draper, rushed up to Sam.  He brought a disturbing report.  I was standing nearby and heard it all despite the noise around us—the underwater causeway in front of his company’s enclosure had collapsed after only about half of Sam’s men had gotten across.  Our wounded man was trapped on this side of the moat and so were we. 
 
           According to the out-of-breath messenger, two of Sam’s men had been crossing at the time to join us.  They had been saved by holding on to the guide rope and being pulled back to the wall.  A third man, he said, a long-serving veteran by the name of David Curry, lost his grip and went into the moat.  He did not come up. 
 
           Sam was more than a little unhappy. 
 
           “Shite and damn, David was a good man.” 
 
           And then, a moment later after he finished pushing out an arrow he had nocked, and given a satisfied nod at the result as his man went tumbling down with a loud scream, Sam told me what I already knew.   
 
           “We will have to get back using the causeway in front of Basil Tower’s company.  Basil is the captain of the company in the enclosure just to the west of mine.  He is a London man, but uncommonly steady even if he does talk about money all the time,” he added unnecessarily. 
 
           “Right.  And you best begin moving your men in that direction.  Listen to the noise; the fighting seems to be coming this way.  It must be the states’ foot.  They were supposed to follow their riders up the middle, but only God knows where they might be what with all this dust.” 
 
      
 
    ******  
 
           It was not the states’ foot soldiers who arrived first, however.  It was the states’ knights and other riders.  They had ridden all the way through the middle of the Greek camp and had turned around to ride back through another part of it.   
 
           According to the orders I had heard Commander Courtenay give them, the states’ riders were supposed to circle around to the right and ride back to the gate through that part of the camp that was even further away from the wall than the path they initially took up the middle.  Some of them, however, had apparently turned the wrong way and were now coming back through that part of the camp that was closer to the wall—the part of the camp which the archers coming over the wall and moat had occupied. 
 
           By the time we heard the riders approaching, we had either put down or scared the hell out of numerous fleeing men and women who were attempting to flee by running through that part of the Greek camp where we stood.  We often heard them coming through the dust and closely packed tents before we saw them.   Surprising enough, they were coming at us both from our left and from our right.  Terribly confused they seemed to be; they knew they needed to run to save themselves, but they did not know in which direction.  
 
           My initial thought when I heard the approaching states’ riders, and Sam’s too, was that the Greeks had somehow been able to mount a counter attack.  He hurriedly gathered in the men he could see and positioned them behind an overturned wagon.  It was a reasonable thing to do because the states’ riders were not supposed to be coming towards us.  Edward and I stood and waited with him. 
 
           We began to see the states’ riders through the dust cloud as they got closer and closer.  Worse, we could hear them as they began trying to cut down the foot archers who had come over the wall from the enclosure to Sam’s north, Basil Tower’s men.  When they got close enough, and were just beginning to veer off, we could see for the first time that the men trying to ride us down were our supposed allies from the states’ forces. 
 
           It was a great and unforgiveable military mistake by knights and other riders who had been led in the wrong direction by their confused captains.  Unfortunately, as we later learned, some of the states’ riders died for it just as they would have done if they had deliberately attacked us.   
 
           There was no surprise in that some of the states’ riders had been killed—trying to cut down a disorganized and poorly armed and trained Greek soldier, or one of his camp followers, was one thing; going after a highly trained English archer carrying the most modern weapons in the world was something else and altogether different—and much more likely to be fatal.  
 
           It apparently was a fatal mistake in this case, for the survivors amongst the horsemen soon changed direction and veered off.  They ended up passing to the north of where we were standing.  As they went past us we could see the dim outlines of riders and horses in the heavy cloud of dust that hung over the camp.   
 
           We could also hear the growing sounds of strife that suggested the states’ foot soldiers were coming closer from the opposite direction.  It was time to back up to the moat and get out of harm’s way.  We had done all the damage we could do to the Greek camp.  It was time to pull back, so I told Sam what I wanted his company to do and he began giving the necessary orders. 
 
           “Listen up lads,” he shouted.  “The time has come for us to get back inside the wall.  The causeway across the moat to our camp is down so we are going to move along the wall to the west and use the causeway in front of the next enclosure.” 
 
             A few moments later he began giving his orders. 
 
           “Form on me, lads.  Over here.  Form on me.” 
 
           His sergeants repeated his order and archers hurried from all around us to form up around Sam in a battle-marching formation with those of the men carrying bladed pikes walking between the longbow-carrying archers.  The men were scared and worried as we began withdrawing.  There was no question about it in my mind; any Greeks we came upon were doomed. 
 
      
 
    ******   Major Captain Daniel Tenn 
 
           The Greek encampment was still filled with the sounds of struggle and covered with a great cloud of dust as we closed in together and began moving westward.  We knew which way to walk because we were close enough to the wall to be able to catch glimpses of it through the dust.   
 
           Several of Sam’s men were wounded and being helped by their mates, or perhaps they had merely been overcome by the heat.  And one man in an archer’s tunic was hanging head down over an archer’s shoulder and being carried.  I had no idea who he was or how he died.  I suddenly staggered and realized I was a bit tipsy from being too hot and extremely thirsty.   
 
           We moved closer to the moat and walked along its edge through rapidly clearing dust until we came to an archer standing next to a ladder on the other side of the moat.  He was skittish when he first saw us coming and started to climb up the ladder to escape.  But he came back down when he saw our archers’ tunics.  A large number of archers were standing on the wall above him.  They began shouting welcomes and questions. 
 
           “A hoy to you,” Sam loudly croaked so the men on wall could hear him.  “I be Captain White of Number Twenty-seven.  Where be Captain Tower and your walking causeway through the moat?  We need to cross.” 
 
           “A good hoy to you too, Captain,” came the respectful answer from a sergeant on the wall.  
 
           “Captain Tower be going along the moat with Lieutenant Harper and the lads who made it into Greek camp.  They be looking for a place to cross the water to get back.  Our causeway sank before me and the rest of the lads could be getting across.” 
 
           “Shite and damnation.”   
 
           That was all I could think to say at first when I heard the sergeant answer Sam.  Finally, I pulled an idea out from behind my eyes. 
 
           “A hoy to the highest ranking man up there on the wall.  Listen up sharp-like,” I shouted up to the men who lined the wall and were peering down at us. 
 
           “This is Major Captain Tenn.  We have wounded and need a place to cross.  Send runners, fast runners, all the way along the wall in both directions asking if any of the companies have a causeway open across the moat.  Tell the runners to run fast and to send a man back each time they find one that is usable.  And they are to keep going and find them all.  We will wait here and rest until we hear from you. 
 
           “Oh yes.  And tell the runners to ask about the condition of each causeway that is open.  We need to know whether or not it can handle a lot of men.  Also send a runner, a rider if you have one, to the open gate where the states’ forces are camped.  They are to request Commander Courtenay, or any Lieutenant Commander they can find, to hurry here as fast as possible. 
 
           “Now run, goddammit, run.  We have some wounded lads here who need barbering.” 
 
           “Aye Major Captain, you have wounded and we are to run.”  It was a battle command and was repeated most proper.  My hopes rose. 
 
           My high hopes did not last long.  After a few minutes I began getting anxious and realized I was desperately thirsty.  The dust cloud over the camp was drifting away and the noise level was already distinctly lower.  It would only be a matter of time before the Greeks got their shite together and came for us, particularly when they found out we were a small force and realized we were trapped on the wrong side of the moat. 
 
      
 
    ******   Major Captain Daniel Tenn 
 
           I was wrong.  We were not a small force.  Whilst we waited for word of which way to walk to find a crossing point, the men of two more companies came westward on the cart path that ran along the moat.  They had caught up with us because we had stopped and they were still walking west along the moat looking for a place to cross.  I told them to bide with me until we knew which way we should walk to find a crossing. 
 
           Commander Courtenay himself and Henry showed up on the wall above us almost at the same time a few minutes later, and then Richard, the lieutenant commander in charge of the horse archers appeared.  They had all heard about us being stranded and had been galloping along the top of the wall to see for themselves and organize a rescue.  The men and I were pleased to see them; our hopes rose once again. 
 
           A few moments later we watched as Henry said something to Commander Courtenay, and then mounted a horse and galloped westerly along the top of the wall with his white hair flying out behind him.  The Commander slid off his horse and leaned over the outer ledge of the wall to look at us whilst talking to Richard.  A moment later Richard hurried off in the other direction 
 
         “We have companies all along the wall who cannot get back across,” Commander Courtenay shouted down to me.  Then he gave me a fateful order. 
 
           “Dan, I want you to stay right where you are and wait until Henry brings in those who are stranded outside the wall further to the west.  When they get here, we will cover you from up here on the wall whilst you lead the whole group east along the wall to the sally gate.   Your force will get stronger and stronger as you are joined by more and more of the men who are stranded west of you.” 
 
           His order and attempt to encourage us sounded ominous, so I had to ask. 
 
           “Can you see any sign of a Greek force coming this way to engage us, Commander?”   
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter Eighteen 
 
    The long walk. 
 
           We sat and rested for a while under the hot sun and watched the nearby Greek camp.  The dust cloud over the camp was beginning to settle and people, both men and women, were beginning to appear.  They were gathering in small groups to talk, walking about to check on the condition of their possessions, and, of course, to loot the dead and barber the wounded.   
 
             In the distance we could see a small band of horsemen walking their horses through the camp.  No one came near us.  That would come soon enough when the Greek captains realized we were still here and how badly we were outnumbered.  I was getting increasingly anxious and so were the men with me.  We needed to move if we were to save ourselves—and we were under orders to wait. 
 
           The Greek encampment continued to slowly recover whilst we waited the arrival of the men who had gone over the wall further to the west.  I was drowsy and almost ready to fall asleep.  That lasted until I heard one of our wounded men cry out.  An idea had been asleep behind my eyes and the poor sod’s groan woke it up. 
 
            “Captain,” I shouted at Sam as I jumped to my feet.  “Take some men into the Greek camp and get some wagons we can pull by hand.   We can load our wounded and dead in them.  Hurry Sam, there is not a minute to lose before the Greeks come back.” 
 
      
 
    ****** 
 
           A constant stream of dusty and very tired and thirsty archers came hurrying in from the west carrying their dead and wounded.  Several of them had commandeered Greek wagons to carry them just as we had done.  While we waited, swords, pikes, infantry shields, and fresh quivers of arrows were hurriedly brought down from the wall and attempts were made to throw them over the moat to us.  Most of the throws made it across although more than a few ended up splashing into the water, particularly the shields.   
 
           Water skins were also brought down and thrown across the moat to us.  At the moment, so far as I was concerned, the water was more valuable than the weapons.  The men passed the skins from hand to hand and we did not think we would ever get enough.  The water in the moat was not drinkable—it was as thick as soup and foul beyond belief.  
 
           The captains and lieutenants of the galley companies which had been stranded west of us, seven companies in all, and I hurriedly distributed the available water and weapons to our best advantage and, at the same time, organized our men and wagons on the assumption that we would have to fight our way through to the gate.   
 
           My best guess, and it was certainly only a guess, was that I now commanded a force of about four hundred archers and auxiliaries.  We were still thirsty beyond belief, but at least we were better armed and more organized.  All of my men were good men and well-led; in every case the captains and lieutenants of the galley companies had gone first and were sharing the hardships with the men of their galley companies who had gotten across the moat before their walkway failed. 
 
           Finally an out-of-breath Henry Soldier arrived on the wall above us, slid off the horse he had ridden along the top of the city’s outer wall, and gasped out the words we were waiting to here. 
 
           “The last company is coming in to you now.  Leave as soon as its men reach you, and move as fast as you can without leaving anyone behind.  Give them water to drink as you move.  There is a dust cloud to the south that suggests a sizable force of Greeks is coming this way on the Adrianople road.” 
 
           Commander Courtenay then shouted out some news that heartened everyone. 
 
           “We are assembling a large force of archers, many hundreds of them, to move along the wall in front of you and behind you.  They will cover you with a great storm of arrows if there is an attack or blocking force.” 
 
            He added more good news after a pause whilst he consulted with his lieutenant commanders. 
 
           “Another large force of archers will be going down the wall ahead of you to discourage a Greek blocking force from being established on the moat path in front of you.” 
 
      
 
    ******   George Courtenay. 
 
           The news was not good.  Our plan for the archers to cross the moat and then return did not even last long enough for all of our men to get across.  And now reports were coming in that a large force of Greeks was rapidly coming up on the Adrianople road.  It was undoubtedly the main body of the Greeks the Venetians had carried to Adrianople—and they would almost certainly be pissed off and looking for blood because of the destruction we had caused.   
 
           Richard and Henry hurried off to gather in and organize the archers who had not gotten across.  I remained where I was in order to command the archers who would move along the wall to provide cover for Dan’s increasingly-formidable force that was stranded on the other side of the moat.   
 
           All of the auxiliaries outside the wall now had pikes and shields, and some of the archers were now carrying them as well.  The archers were not carrying sharpened stakes they could set, so the pikes would be needed if Dan’s men were charged by mounted knights and their squires and mounted men-at-arms. 
 
           At that point, the most important question was whether or not Dan’s men could be reached by the small groups of archers who were still stranded further to the east along the wall.  Fortunately, at least so far as I knew, the archers stranded closer to the Farmers Gate were already moving as fast as possible towards that gate and carrying their dead and wounded with them.   
 
           It was the stranded men from the far western enclosures nearest the sea who had had the farthest to walk that concerned us the most.  They would likely be exhausted by the heat and their earlier efforts in the Greek camp by the time they reached the relative safety of Dan and his men.  He would march for the Farmers Gate as soon as they arrived, but he would be able to move no faster than his slowest man. 
 
           Then I had a thought. 
 
           “Dan, grab up a couple of extra wagons with you in case some of your men are overcome by heat and exhaustion.” 
 
           I was heartened by his response; he had already done so.  Dan was a good commander and we all knew it; and he had just proved it again. 
 
      
 
    ****** 
 
           “That is the last of them,” Henry said as he once again slid off his horse and handed his reins to Nicholas. 
 
           Moments later we heard Dan shout a command and his entire force set off down the moat road.  They were not yet being chased and were marching relatively fast under a hot sun.  I was not sure how long they would be able to keep up their current pace despite the brief rest most of them had taken and the water skins that had been thrown across to them.   
 
           It was a reasonable concern—the last arrivals had already quick-marched four or five thirsty miles in the hot sun and dust whilst pulling a cart loaded with their dead and wounded.  There was no time for them to rest.  They would have to carry the water skins we threw to them and drink as they marched. 
 
           Dan and his captains were marching with a line of their pike men across the front of the column and bending back around its side.  Many of the pikes were now being carried by veteran archers.  They would know best how to kneel and set the butts of their pikes if the column was charged by mounted knights.  The auxiliaries who previously carried the pikes were now helping to pull the carts.   
 
         I began rapidly walking along the top of the wall to keep pace with Dan and his men who were now marching on the moat road below me.  So did a large and growing force of archers with grimly determined looks on their face.  They apparently felt guilty about not having gotten across the moat to suffer with their mates.   
 
           An idea began coming together behind my eyes as I walked. 
 
      
 
    ****** 
 
           “George,” someone shouted from the men marching ahead of me on the wall.  “Look off to the east.”   
 
           It was my father.  He was walking with the archers who were about a two hundred paces ahead of me where the wall curved.  I had been so intent on the archers marching below me, and the dust cloud rapidly approaching on the Adrianople Road, that I had not seen him arrive. 
 
           A few moments later I was able to see around the bend in the wall.  My heart skipped a beat when I saw what had caused the shouted warning—a large company of horsemen, as many as a hundred and perhaps more, were coming up the road between our archers and the Farmers Gate towards Sam and his men.  The riders were definitely not ours. 
 
           It was quite surprising. We had not known the Greeks had so many horsemen.  Then it suddenly dawned on me as what might have happened—the knights and other horsemen accompanying the main body of the Greek army carried to Adrianople by the Venetians must have been detached from the main Greek column and ridden through the dust cloud to cut off our retreating men.  
 
           My mouth had no sooner gaped open in surprise at seeing the horsemen when, quite suddenly a ripple seemed to pass through their ranks.  They began to scatter in all directions a moment later.  There was no surprise in that—the archers walking along the top of the wall ahead of us had obviously begun pushing arrows at the Greek riders in an effort to move them off the road so Sam’s men could continue marching towards the distant gate.   
 
           Our arrows turned out to be particularly effective against the horsemen.  That was understandable—it was much too hot to be wearing armour and the horses and men were easy targets because they were bunched up and so close to the archers on the wall above them.   
 
      
 
    ****** 
 
           The Greek horsemen who had their horses under control abandoned their dead and wounded mates and galloped away from moat-front cart path in order to escape from the archers pushing arrows at them from atop the wall.  Even at this distance we could hear the screams of the wounded horses.  Some of their riders were motionless on the road and others were moving about.   
 
           It was a chaotic scene.  Wounded and out of control horses, some with riders still on board, ran in every direction, including up the road towards us.  Several of them had blindly dashed into the moat with their riders and were thrashing about.  One of the riders who had come unhorsed was trying to climb out of the moat.   
 
           As we watched, some of the unhorsed riders who had been moving on the roadway about went down as additional arrows reached out to them from the archers on the nearby wall.  So did the man who had been trying to climb out of the moat. 
 
           Dan and his men did not know about the Greek force coming in behind them in the rapidly approaching dust cloud.  So they would undoubtedly stop to gather up the available arrows and finish off the rest of the Greek casualties when they reached them—unless they were ordered otherwise. 
 
           “Dan,” I shouted.  “You are at least five miles short of the gate and there are wounded Greek horsemen on the road ahead of you and a big force of Greeks coming in fast that may reach you before you get to the gate.  You need to increase your rear guard and move even faster if you can. 
 
           “We need as many of the wounded Greek horsemen as possible for questioning.  So pass the word to your men to throw them in your wagons as you pass them.  But do not stop for even a moment to retrieve any of the Greek wounded or pick up arrows.  Just grab up whatever you can as you go past.” 
 
           As I gave my orders, I was watching both the surviving Greek riders work their way through the camp towards the approaching column, and also the column itself.  More of the riders seemed to have survived than I would have expected since they were almost certainly not wearing armour because of the heat.  Or perhaps there were more of them than I initially thought. 
 
           At that moment the surviving Greek riders were riding through a devastated camp that was beginning to come back to life.  They were clearly headed for the rapidly approaching dust cloud.  More horsemen and a large force of rapidly moving men on foot could now be seen coming through the dust.  It looked like the main column of the Greeks who travelled by sea to Adrianople was arriving. 
 
           It did not take someone who could read and scribe to see that the men leading the Greeks’ main column were going to cut off Dan and his men before they reached the safety of the open gate.  The men marching at the front of the column had probably begun moving fast as soon as word reached them with the news that the camp of the early arrivals was under attack. 
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter Nineteen 
 
    Preparations are made. 
 
           We watched with bated breaths, and prepared our bows, as the pursuing Greeks got closer and closer to Dan’s slow-moving and outnumbered band of exhausted archers.  He and some of his able-bodied men might still be able to escape by running if they abandoned the wagons carrying the dead and wounded archers.  But that was unthinkable.  Wounded men were never abandoned.  It was in the Company’s contract and the contract’s requirements were always followed. 
 
           George began giving orders and men began running and galloping off in all directions.  He sent Nicholas galloping back along the top of the wall to see if there were any more archers or stragglers coming to join Dan and his men. 
 
      
 
    ******  Major Captain Daniel Tenn 
 
           We picked up three wounded Greek riders as we hurried through the site of the recent fighting on the moat road.  They were unceremoniously thrown into one of the wagons we were pulling that was already carrying some of our wounded and the bodies of four dead archers.   
 
           The latest word shouted down to me from Commander Courtenay was grim—a large force of Greeks was going to catch up with us before we reached the gate.  There was no doubt about it.  I looked back and saw for myself that he was right; we would not make the gate. 
 
           “Hoy, Dan,” the Commander shouted.  “The road gets a bit closer to the wall up ahead.  It would be a good place to stop and form up your defences.  We can give you and your lads more cover from there.” 
 
           We were walking fast as we shouted across the moat to each other—me with my men on the road that ran along next to it and the Commander with the archers who did not get across the moat on the top of the wall on the other side.  A moment later the Commander shouted more information across to me. 
 
           “We are collecting ladders from the company enclosures.  Some of them may be long enough to go all the way across the moat.” 
 
           It sounded encouraging, but I knew something that most of my men, and perhaps the Commander, did not—we had already tried to use the ladders in the enclosures to cross the outer moat and failed; the outer moat was much wider than the inner moat—the ladders the companies used to get in and out of their enclosures would almost certainly not be long enough.  But it was worth a try. 
 
           “Hoy, Commander.  The ladders may not be long enough.  If they are not, we will defend ourselves until something can be negotiated.  In the meantime, please throw more water skins and shields over to us.  Additional pikes and arrows would be useful as well.” 
 
           There was a brief pause before the Commander responded.   
 
           “Hoy, Dan.  I understand your message.  More water skins and weapons are being collected.  They will be thrown over to you as soon as you and the lads stop up ahead.  We will try to open negotiations.” 
 
           I hoped he understood what I meant about something being “negotiated.”  More weapons and water may not be enough to save us.  We may be forced to surrender.  
 
      
 
    ******   
 
           George and his lieutenants talked as they walked, and he was soon issuing order after order as they hurried along the top of the wall.  They had to walk fast to keep up with Dan who was marching along on the road below them with his men in a desperate effort to reach the one bridge over the moat that was still up.   
 
           As the Company’s leaders walked rapidly and periodically jogged in order to stay abreast of the fast moving marchers below them, archers began running past them carrying shields, pikes, and water skins.  Others ran past them with the ladders that would be needed to bring the shields and skins down to the foot of the wall so they could be thrown across.  The top of the wall became a beehive of activity. 
 
         It was a hot summer day with sun beating down mercilessly.  Everyone was puffing and sweating.  No one stopped when one of the archers ahead of them suddenly fell down on the path that ran along the top of the wall and went to sleep.  They just stepped over him and kept going.  A few seconds later one of his mates pulled him to one side so a galloper’s horse would be less likely to step on him. 
 
           “Ropes, by God.  We might be able to tie ropes around our lads’ waists and pull them across if the ladders are not long enough,” suggested Richard hopefully. 
 
           “How about another “all hands” sortie from the states’ troops, Henry?” George asked. “Could they launch a sufficiently strong sortie soon enough to save them?” 
 
           “Probably not,” Henry replied.  “Most of the captains and many of their men went into the city to celebrate getting back alive from today’s sortie.  But I will go and see.  If it is possible, I will lead it myself.” 
 
           Then George had another thought. 
 
           “Major Captain Oremus, I want you to take a horse and gallop to where our galleys are pulled ashore.  Send a fast-moving wagon to us with all the lines and line-throwing sticks you can quickly gather.  Then row out to the galleys holding our coin chests and bring back a wagon with at least twelve chests of coins from the toll collections—if all else fails we may be able to ransom Dan and his men.  And get some lines and line-throwing sticks from them as well.  And hurry.” 
 
           George’s father was listening and smiled when Michael repeated the order so that George would know he understood it and would immediately comply.  George was a good commander.  It pleased his father immensely. 
 
      
 
    ******  Major Captain Daniel Tenn 
 
           More shields, water, and pikes were already being thrown across the moat when we reached our defensive position and halted.  It was the best available place for us to stop, and not very good at all because there were no natural barriers to slow down an enemy charge.   
 
           In addition, the men were exhausted and thirsty.  Half a dozen or so had already collapsed from the heat and gone to sleep, and many more, including me, were on the verge.  Those who did had been quickly thrown into one of the wagons so our desperate, and now failing, attempt to run for safety could continue.  No one had been left behind, at least not so far as I knew. 
 
           I took a big swig of water from the skin Edward had fetched for me and began giving more orders. 
 
           “That is the way to do it, Captain, swing their horse-shafts aside and bring the wagons tight up against each other so there are no gaps between them.  Good. Good. 
 
           “Fred, have your men take some water to the men in the wagons, and try to find something to cover them from the sun.” 
 
           The men around me were exhausted.  Many of them were sitting or lying down on their backs to rest and catch their breath, and every inch of shade under the wagons was taken.  Others were guzzling water from the skins that had been thrown across the moat to us or were picking up the shields and pikes that had been thrown across with the skins.  Their captains were gathered around me getting their assignments.   
 
           At least a dozen archers had come down the ladders that were now leaning against the city wall on the other side of the moat.  They were throwing more of everything over the moat to us as fast as it could be carried down the ladders or dropped down to them. 
 
           A couple of ladders had been tipped into the moat to see if they would reach all the way across its foul waters.  They did not.  They reached almost all the way across, but almost was not good enough.  And everyone was too busy to waste time pulling them out.   
 
           More and more archers were appearing on above us on the wall and shouting encouragements.  The distance they would get on their arrows from being up that high was impressive.  But would the storm of arrows they pushed out be enough to stop the many thousands of Greeks who had arrived and seemed to be forming up to charge us?  Probably not.   
 
           “Over there, Charlie.  Move your men over a little more. Good.  Make sure their shields leave enough room for the pikes.” 
 
           From the looks of things, we had about ten minutes to get ready; then we were likely to be hit and hit hard.  That was when an idea began swirling around behind my eyes.  Somehow I knew I had seen something important; I just did not know what it was. 
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter Twenty 
 
    Fighting along the moat road. 
 
           Our defences were centered on the four wagons that had been carrying our wounded men and prisoners.  They were parked nose-to-arse on the road with their noses facing the distant gate we had been trying to reach.  Parked in such a way meant their sides were facing towards the devastated camp of the early arrivals that was now being rapidly filled by the main body of the Venetian-carried Greeks.  The rest of the Greek army, the men who would have to walk all the way, were still somewhere on the old Roman road that ran towards the city.   
 
           The four captured wagons were the centre of a quickly established horseshoe-shaped defensive wall, with the men carrying shields and pikes forming the rest of the horseshoe-shaped defensive line, both of whose ends curved around until they reached all the way to the moat.  In other words, every one of my hastily assembled company of stranded archers would either be pushing out his arrows from behind the shield wall or whilst standing in the wagons or behind them.   
 
           After briefly thinking about it and getting the opinion of a couple of galley captains, I decided to leave our most seriously wounded men and the three prisoners in the wagon beds.  That way they would be less likely to be trampled or slaughtered when the Greeks broke through our horseshoe-shaped defence line. 
 
           The butts of all of our long-handled pikes were set in small holes hastily dug with the archers’ personal knives.  That was so the pikes would not slip or give way when a Greek horse or foot soldier ran himself on to their points.  In essence, all a man had to do was sit or stand at his position and hold his pike’s point high enough so it would stick into the belly of a charging horse or man who ran into it and impaled themselves.  A pike’s point, of course, could also be jabbed into an attacker or its blade brought down hard on his head or shoulders.  It was a formidable modern weapon. 
 
           Those of our wounded and heat-stricken men who were strong enough to point a pike were given pikes to hold.  We sat them in the shade under the wagon beds and told them to hold their pikes up to impale anyone who charged the wagons.  Similarly equipped archers and auxiliaries sat amongst them and in the beds of wagons with the dead and wounded.  In other words, our defensive line bristled with pikes from one end of its horseshoe shape to the other. 
 
           Every second man in the shield line that extended out from the wagons was crouched down behind a shield holding a pike; the man next to him was crouched behind a shield and holding a short stabbing sword to finish off anyone who was able to get through the arrow storm and past a pike point.  The pike and sword carriers all “took a knee” and crouched down so the archers standing behind them could push their arrows straight into anyone who was running at them. 
 
           It was a formidable defence even though we were relatively few in numbers, and most of us were exhausted.  Moreover, behind the pikes, and on the wall above them, were almost two thousand of the world’s best archers.  In essence, the Greeks might break through our line of pikes and overrun us by the sheer weight of their numbers.  But, if the past was any guide, the first of the Greeks lucky enough to get through the arrow storm would have very short and exciting lives when they reached our pikes and swords.  So would we when the rest of the Greeks reached us. 
 
           What was frustrating to me was that I still had the thought behind my eyes that I had seen, and perhaps even commented on, something important that might save us—but I still could not put my finger on what it was.  Strangely enough, I felt quite calm. 
 
      
 
    ******  Commander George Courtenay 
 
           I was standing with both of my hands on top of the wall looking down at the great mass of men in the arriving Greek army and the little band of stranded archers immediately below me on the other side of the moat.  It was quite a depressing sight, and very noisy and dusty.   
 
           Archers with their arrows ready and their bows strung were packed all along the top of the wall on either side of me.  Others were using hurriedly brought in ladders to climb down to the narrow strip of land, only a few paces wide in some places, between the city wall and the moat which guarded it.  They would push out their arrows from there.  Even more archers were available, but they literally had no place to stand that would provide them with enough room to use their bows. 
 
           In front of us, for almost as far as the eye could see, was a good part of the Orthodox army the Venetians had carried to Adrianople.  Its men were packed closely together as if they were fish in a sack.  Knightly banners and crosses carried by priests were sticking up into the air everywhere.   
 
           Except for the men trying to work their way through the crowd to get to the front, it was as if the Greeks were all waiting for someone to tell them what to do.  A great cloud of dust hung over them from their constantly moving about.  There were a few clusters of horsemen in the mass, mostly gathered around the banners. 
 
           At the very front of the Greeks, and closest to the wagons and shield wall, were almost certainly the men who had pushed their way to the front in order to lead the attack because they were in search of recognition.   
 
           As the Greek army waited for the order to attack to be given, and without knowing they were doing it, those in the rear trying to press their way forward in order to impress their lords and priests, or perhaps just to get a better look, were crowding up against the men in the front ranks—and pushing them closer and closer to our seriously outnumbered band of stranded mates who were huddled behind their wagons and pikes. 
 
           It was about then that I noticed something else and decided it was important—large numbers of Greek soldiers were drinking from the foul moat and others of them, many others, were pushing their way towards it.  They must have been both desperately thirsty as a result of an entire day spent marching in the dust and totally unaware as to the foul soup that festered in front the city’s wall.   
 
           That they were half-mad with thirst was likely the case since the last available water on the road from Adrianople was a small stream that came out of the mountains and crossed the road.  It was just before the road entered the peninsula on which the city stood at the very end, about a day’s march away from the city.   
 
           As I watched, I realized that the men of the Greek army were making much more of an effort to get to the moat and its water than to Dan and his beleaguered men.  The whole Greek army seemed to be moving towards it. 
 
           “Richard, look over there—the Greeks are spreading out and going for the moat water despite it being so foul.  We need to move some of the archers we have here, those with no room to push, down there to get those Greeks as well.” 
 
           “By God, you are right.  They must be desperate.” …  “Hoy, Jack, Bob, follow me and bring your archers.  Hurry.” 
 
           Richard and his men had barely reached the mob of men rushing to the edge of the moat for water when the Greek mass moved even closer to Dan and his men.  They were close enough for our arrows to reach and those who were closest to our shield line seemed to be readying themselves to charge. 
 
           “ARCHERS,” I roared.  “NOCK ARROWS”  …. “PICK YOUR MAN”  … “PUSH”   ….   “PUSH” … “EVENS GO LONG” … “PUSH  … “PUSH.”   
 
           The sergeants repeated the order over and over again and, as was expected, continued doing so for long as did I.   
 
           In the course of the next five minutes the sky above our trapped archers was constantly filled with arrows.  They fell upon the Greeks like great sheets of rain.   
 
           Almost one hundred thousand well-aimed arrows had been grabbed out of their quivers by the best archers in the world and pushed into the nearby, unarmoured and closely bunched soldiers of the Greek army—and then the archers grabbed up arrows from the bales that had been opened and pushed out another hundred thousand.  
 
           Great clouds of dust began to be kicked up as men and horses tried to run every which way, and the noise of the screaming and shouting was so loud that it was hard to think.  And we mostly did not even try.  Every archer from the Company’s commander to its newest one-striper was at work. 
 
           One might have thought the Greeks would have hurriedly pulled back out of range.  It did not happen.  Many were still in range as our arrow supply began to run low—because the poor sods were so tightly packed together that they could see nothing and did not know which way to run—and most of them could not have successfully withdrawn even if they wanted to because they were so jammed together and had lost all sense of direction in the chaos and dust.   
 
           The fighting was not entirely one-sided.  The arrival of the arrows was as if an order to “charge” had been given by the Greek commanders.  Many thousands of the Greeks responded to the sudden arrival of the arrows by surging forward against the four hundred or so archers and auxiliaries huddled behind the wagons they had been pulling.  
 
           Sam’s men and the archers on the wall shot them down by the hundreds, and then Dan’s shield-carrying pike men and sword men cut down even more of them when those who escaped the initial onslaught of arrows reached their defensive line.  But there were too many of them, and they broke through Dan’s shield wall on the left by the sheer weight of their numbers.   
 
           It was a scene of absolute chaos which became hand to hand fighting at such very close quarters that the archers above the struggling men could not always get clear pushes. 
 
      
 
    ******   Major Captain Daniel Tenn 
 
           A great deluge of arrows suddenly came from the archers on the wall and began falling on the Greeks in front of us.  It was as if a signal had been given—a great mob of men from the front ranks of the Greek army began charging towards us brandishing their swords and spears, with many of them falling as the arrows took them.  It all happened at virtually the same moment.  
 
           “Here they come, lads.  Take the thrusters.  Take the thrusters.” 
 
           And that is what we did.  At first it worked.  It was hard to miss, and any arrow that did miss inevitably hit someone in the mob behind its intended target.  Many of the Greeks were carrying only spears, the rest were wielding swords of various sizes and shapes, and they were all screaming and shouting as they came out of the dust cloud and ran towards us. 
 
           Entire ranks of them fell either dead or wounded or tripped and were climbed over by the wild-eyed men behind them.  The moving and screaming pile of bodies in front of us grew and grew.  Those few of the Greeks who somehow got over or past their fallen friends were hit by arrows or stopped by our pikes and swords.  
 
           For a few moments I thought we would be able to hold them off.  Then everything changed.  I was looking elsewhere and never did see the great mass of Greeks as they pushed back the left side of our shield wall and broke into the archers grouped behind it.  
 
           It happened right after I put an arrow into the chest of a bearded and wild-eyed man trying to bull his way past one of our pike men.  He was broad in the beam, had big yellow teeth, and was only a few feet away.  It was one of the easiest shots I had ever made, and the last.   
 
           I never saw the archer who was pushed back into me and knocked me down.  What I did see was a sword coming down to chop into my leg as I went down.  It was as if its blade was moving very, very slowly.  Then I saw a foot moving slowly to step on my stomach and a spear coming down.  Strangely enough, I never felt a thing.  
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter Twenty-one 
 
    The butcher’s bill. 
 
           As more and more of Dan’s men went down it became easier and easier to hit the Greeks crowded in amongst the archers who were still on their feet.  They attracted the attention of all the archers and many went down with four or five arrows in them.  And those Greeks who went down were not replaced as it became more and more difficult for the rapidly declining number of Greeks who were still willing fight to climb over the growing and wreathing pile of bodies in front of our men. 
 
           Suddenly, most of the Greeks inside of what was left of Dan’s perimeter were either dead or running, and those who were wounded were trying to stagger away.  The wounded Greeks did not get far, and neither did most of the runners nor those who were still alive at the bottom of the great piles of Greek casualties.  They were either shot down or suffocated from not being able to breath. 
 
           Unfortunately, the Greeks who had broken through the shield wall ran away too late to do much good for Dan and his men.  From where we stood on the wall above them, it appeared that almost all of Dan’s men were either dead or wounded.   
 
           Surprisingly, the men who had been in and under the wagons fared best of all, even the archers who had stood in the wagon beds and pushed their arrows straight into the Greeks who were only a few feet away.  We on the wall above them, however, did not know this until some hours after the last arrow flew. 
 
           It was about then that I realized how we might bring Dan and his men to safety across the moat.  It had been right in front of us all the time—ever since we had seen the ladder that did not reach all the way across the moat. 
 
      
 
    ****** 
 
           “Push one of the wagons into the moat,” I shouted down to Dan’s men after I had quieted the men around me so that I could be heard. 
 
           I shouted my order down to the men below us who were moving around to offer help to their wounded mates.  At first they were all so shocked and paralyzed by what they had been through, and what they had seen and experienced, that there was no response. 
 
           “Hoy down there.  You there, the sergeant in the wagon.  Yes you.  Unload the men from your wagon and push it into the moat.  We are going to run ladders to and from that wagon and get you and the lads out of there.”   
 
           The sergeant did not understand the order, at least not at first, but he had heard an order and it somehow encouraged him.  A wounded apprentice sergeant bleeding from a wound to his head also heard it and understood it.  He struggled to his feet to wave his acknowledgement.   
 
           It did not take long before an understanding of what I wanted spread among the men below us.  They suddenly realized they might yet be saved and began frantically working, at least those who still could.  So did the archers on the wall.   
 
           Ladders suddenly began arriving from every direction.  They were quickly passed down to the archers who only a few minutes earlier had been pushing out arrows from the narrow strip of land between the city wall and the moat in front of it. 
 
           What was left of Dan’s men did the right thing by hurrying to build what I hoped would be an escape route.  The Greeks who successfully fled from our arrows had retreated deep into the recently ravaged camp of the early arrivals; they would be back sooner or later and much more ready to fight.   
 
           The Greeks’ initial attack against our stranded archers had been totally disorganized and unplanned.  It had failed because their commanders ignored the thirst of their men and had neither organized nor directed the attack.  Indeed, they almost certainly had never bothered to take the time before they arrived to train their men to make one.   
 
           Unfortunately, the Greeks’ lack of command and control looked to be changing.  From where we were standing on the wall we could see that some of the Greeks seemed to be reforming under the banners of their princes and lords.  It suggested that the next time the Greeks attacked they would be much more organized and, therefore, even more dangerous.  We needed to hurry. 
 
           There were so many dead and wounded men in the area between the wagons and the moat that they had to be dragged out of the way before a wagon could be emptied of its dead and wounded archers and pushed into the moat.  We watched from the wall and shouted encouragements as the wagon was pulled to the moat and pushed in.  It settled to the bottom almost immediately with only the driver’s bench above the water.  But that was enough to know where it was. 
 
           We immediately began laying ladders across the moat to the sunken wagon.  A volunteer from among the men at the foot of the wall immediately began carrying a ladder across and laying it from the sunken wagon to the far shore where a number of anxious archers were waiting to hold it in place.  It was a sign of our stranded men’s desperation that several of the men holding the ladders were wounded and dripping blood. 
 
           It was dangerous work for the volunteer.  The wagon suddenly lurched as it settled under the first man’s weight, and almost dumped him off the ladder and into the water to drown.  The look on his face was one of sheer terror.  I suddenly understood why. 
 
           “Swimmers?”  I shouted.  “Does anyone know how to swim?”   
 
           No one responded except Nicholas Greenway, my apprentice.  That was not surprising.  Boys and men were rarely learnt to swim.  Even sailors refused to learn because they thought it better to die quickly rather than slowly if their galley or transport went down.  Indeed, it was widely believed in England that immersing one’s body in water, even bathing, weakened a man. 
 
           “I can,” said Richard who had rushed back from where he had led the attack on the moat drinkers.  And so can Peter Cartwright, my apprentice when he gets back.” 
 
           “Me too,” said my father as he moved towards one of the ladders to climb down from the wall.  “And so can your brother, John.” 
 
           We had all been learnt to swim in the River Fowey by my Uncle Thomas who had insisted on my father and every boy in his school knowing how.  It had already saved me more than once, the last time being when I rode a falling galley mast into the sea during a fight with the French off the mouth of the Seine. 
 
            I could not, I instantly decided, stand by idle whilst my father and my number two and good friend faced the likelihood of swimming in the foul moat, or being in the middle of it and defenceless when the Greeks launched another attack.  Some of my men knew I could swim, and all of them surely would when the tale of the moat was told around our campfires in the years ahead.   
 
           What would the men ever think of me if I stood by whilst archers died because too few swimmers came forward, especially if the few who did included my father and my number two but not me?  I had no choice. 
 
           “Take command up here,” I snapped at Henry who had just returned and had started to tell me about the condition and casualties of the state armies which had returned from their great sally into the Greek camp.   
 
           “John,” I said to my newly arrived younger brother who had been assigned to my father as his apprentice, “you are to stay with Henry Soldier to carry his messages and run whatever errands he gives you.”  He was too young and would just get in the way. 
 
           I promptly shucked off my quivers and sandals, and then pulled my tunic over my head to take off my wrist knives and chain shirt.  For a moment I was as naked as a wild bird until I pulled my tunic back on.  I probably should have left it off because it is hard to swim whilst wearing a tunic; but for some reason I did not. 
 
           Within a moment I was following Richard down a ladder set against the city wall.  My father was already moving towards a nearby ladder and taking off his tunic and chain shirt and knives as he did.  
 
           “Set up more ladders against the wall and send more down,” I snapped to Henry as I began moving down the ladder.  “And send down the strongest men you can find to carry up the wounded.  Attach lines to them in case they fall. 
 
           “And take off your damn chain and knives before you go out,” I shouted over to my father and down to Richard. 
 
           I almost smiled; I was enjoying this for some strange reason, probably because I thought it would impress the men. 
 
      
 
    ****** 
 
           My father and Richard were still taking off their tunics and chain shirts when I grabbed and shook one of the two ladders that ran from the edge of the wall to the mostly submerged wagon.  Then I grabbed and shook the second.  It seemed to be the steadier of the two so I decided to use it.   
 
           As I started inching my way out towards the wagon, the ramparts above me were crowded with watching archers.  I could hear Henry shouting out orders about getting more ladders and something about strong men and swimmers.  I was a couple of feet above the moat’s black water as I slowly inched my way out to the wagon on the ladder.   
 
           My knees immediately started to pain me as I put them down on the steps of the ladder and began crawling across it in an effort to reach the wagon.  The brave, but terrified, archer on the wagon was trying to hold the ladder steady to help me.  The water below me smelled most foul.  Hopefully, the ladder would not tip to one side and dump me into it. 
 
           I made it across and stepped gingerly down into the bed of wagon.  The water came up almost to my waist. 
 
           “Pass me another ladder,” I shouted to the men on shore next to the wall.  A few moments later I was working to place the second ladder more securely on the wagon.   
 
      
 
    ****** 
 
           My father and Richard soon came across and joined me, and we hurriedly began running more ladders from the shore to the wagon and from the wagon to the other side of the moat.  The brave archer who could not swim was most helpful.  He was a two-striper named Albert Albert’s son from a village I had never heard of, probably because it was near Leicester, just on the other side of the city common where the boys of Leicester play. 
 
           When we were about half way through placing enough ladders side by side and on top of each other to make a rickety bridge, I thanked Albert for his service and told him to climb back over the new ladders to the wall.  Albert Albert’s son was a two-striper who, although he did not know it yet, would soon be wearing a third.   
 
           My father stood in the wagon and did his best to hold the ladder bridge steady whilst Richard and I climbed over to the other side of the moat to take command of the men stranded there.  Dan Tenn, I had already been told by one of the surviving galley captains, was dead of being cut and stabbed too many times.  
 
      
 
    ******* 
 
           Richard and I fed the stranded men on to the rickety ladder bridge as fast as possible.  Those who were wounded, but who were still able to crawl, were fed into the line of would-be escapers as fast as we could get a line around their waists so they could be hauled ashore if they fell into the water.  The others were told to crawl whilst holding on to the line that had been run across the ladders.  When they got to the other side they would be helped or carried up the wall ladders by the strong men Henry sent down to the foot of the wall for that purpose. 
 
           Whilst we doing that, two additional wagons were rolled into the moat and Richard and my father left me to help the men get across, and began working to install an additional ladder bridge across to one of them.  The other wagon tipped over on its side and sank too far to be useful.  
 
           Crawling across the ladders was taking far too much time because every man had to carefully put a knee securely on the narrow edge of a ladder step before he could move his hands and then put other knee ahead to the next sharp edge.  I knew that from experience; my knees had immediately gotten so painfully sore that at one point I did not think I would be able to continue. 
 
           Things went slowly, and only a few men had escaped over to the city wall, until Henry and some men began dropping down some wooden boards which were quickly laid over the sharp edges of the ladder steps.  That enabled the men to crawl much faster across from one side of the moat to the other.    
 
            Where Henry got the planks I did not know, but they joined those that one the trapped galley captains had wisely begun ripping from the bed of the remaining wagon as soon as he understood what we were trying to do and why. 
 
           Moving the wagons, the loss of so many men, and the escape of others left us with fewer and fewer defenders from amongst Dan’s men.  There was no way a second Greek attack could be stopped.  We had to hurry. 
 
      
 
    ****** 
 
           About half of the trapped men had scrambled across our makeshift bridges to safety by the time we began turning our attention to the men who were seriously wounded.  They would have to either be carried across or thrown in the water with a line tied around them so they could be pulled ashore on the other side.  That is what we probably should have done for everyone instead of wasting so much time building the two ladder-bridges. 
 
           Twice men had somehow fallen into the water amidst great shouts of alarm from everyone watching.  Both times the man involved had managed to tighten his grip on one of the guide lines we had strung over the bridges and pull himself to safety.  The third time, however, the ladder lurched and the archer somehow lost his grip on the line even though it had been sliding through his hand as he crawled.  He disappeared into the moat with a great splash.   
 
           Unfortunately, it happened whilst I was standing near what remained of the last wagon with a line in my hand.  My father and I were about to tie it around the waist, under the shoulders actually, of the last of the archers who had been terribly wounded with a sword slice that had taken off part of his arm.   
 
           Someone’s tunic belt had been tied around what was left of it to stop more of the poor sod’s blood from leaking out.  He would be pulled across through the water and probably not even know it because he was sleeping.  It was not likely he would survive, but others had survived such wounds and we were honour-bound by the Company’s contract to do our best to help him until he died. 
 
           I did something stupid when I heard the splash and the many resulting cries of alarm; I grabbed the line that was about to go about the wounded archer, moved my left arm in a circle around the line a couple of times so it would not slip off, and jumped in to try to rescue the man in the water.  If I could grab him and hold on to the line, we could both be pulled ashore on the wall side of the moat. 
 
           The drowning archer was not hard to find because the moat was not too deep and I jumped right on top of him.  He felt my legs hit him and instinctively grabbed them in his desperation—and he pulled me under with him when he did.   
 
          He had a desperate grip on me and was flailing all about.  It was almost as if he was trying to climb up over me in an effort to get out of the water.  After a moment of panic I managed to get my head out of the water so I could breathe and, at the same time, grab a handful of his tunic.   
 
           “Pull the rope in,” I managed to gasp before I went under again. 
 
           If there is one thing an archer serving on a galley knows, it is how to respond to an order to pull on a line.  A moment later I was being pulled rapidly through the water with my desperate cargo.  For an instant he let go of me, but them desperately grabbed me by the legs and once again tried to climb over me to get out of the water.  I never let go of his tunic belt. 
 
           Within seconds we reached the side of the moat next to the wall and were pulled ashore to great hoorays and many cries of congratulations and pleasure.   My God but the water tasted terrible. 
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter Twenty-two 
 
    Rescues and a surprising idea. 
 
            Henry called down to me while I was sitting on my arse trying to catch my breath after being pulled to the edge of the moat and being hauled ashore.  My face felt red and burning, but my wet clothes felt cool and good in the burning hot sun.   
 
           I had been looking at the almost-drowned archer who had fallen into the moat when Henry called down to me.  He, the almost-drowned archer, had been asleep when his mates first pulled him up on to the bank of the moat, and was still asleep when held him up by his legs and bounced his head on the ground so the water would run out of him.   
 
           Holding the sleeping archer up by his legs had worked.  Water had run out of his mouth, and he had barfed as well.  Now he was coughing and sputtering whilst they pounded on his back to get him going again.  He was also bleeding badly from his wound. 
 
           The last of our trapped men, two very battered looking galley captains, were crossing the two ladder bridges by the time the wounded archer woke up and began barfing again.  The men who had been too wounded to crawl over the moat had already been pulled across through the water with lines tied around their waists.  The last of them had just been hoisted up to the top of the wall.   
 
           Dan and our other dead had been hastily buried, if you can call it that, by having some dirt thrown on them with a couple of shovels that had been thrown across to the two captains who had been the last archers to leave.  We would return to retrieve their bodies and bury them with the proper church words after the war.   
 
           There was no time to do more; a sizable Greek force was in the process of returning to recover their casualties and make another go at our trapped men, and this one somehow gave the impression of being more capable.  Its men were now milling about at a distance that their captains thought was outside the range of our arrows.  I was tempted to show the Greeks the error of their ways, but decided against it in the hope that doing nothing would cause them to move too close during a more critical time in the days ahead. 
 
            “Can you climb up here, George?” Henry shouted down to me.  “There is something important you need to know.  I will come down there and tell you if you are not ready to climb.” 
 
           I sort of waved my hand to acknowledge him, and then held it out for one of the men who were standing around looking at me to pull me up on to my feet. 
 
           Behind me I heard someone give an order as I lurched toward one of the ladders that were up against the city wall.  For some reason, I was very tired.  It was probably the heat. 
 
           “Stay close behind him, Bob; catch him if he falls.” 
 
      
 
    ******   Commander George Courtenay 
 
           I made it to the top of the ladder without looking down to scare myself, rolled over the top of the battlement’s outer wall between two archer slits, and fell on to the little stone road that ran along the top of the wall all the way around the city.   
 
           Henry bent his knees and squatted down next to me.  His information was very interesting, and I quickly understood why he had not shouted it down to me. 
 
           “Ivan Skavinsky, the prince who commands the Bulgarians, thinks his men and the other state forces would be willing to do another large-scale sally if they knew there would be coins in it for them—and we have the coins we were going to use to Ransom Dan and his men.” 
 
           “Henry, what are you suggesting?  I am not sure I understand.” 
 
           “I am suggesting we send the state forces out on another sally as early as the first thing tomorrow morning.  It is the last thing in the world the Greeks would expect us to do after today.  If they go out soon enough we would likely catch the Greeks before they have time to get organized.” 
 
           “Are you sure?  Do you really think another sally would work if we launched it so soon?” 
 
           “I think it might, and it would probably help us by killing some Greeks even if the states’ men are defeated.   
 
           “Ivan’s men and the other state forces had a relatively easy time of it this morning.  Their confidence is high at the moment, so he thinks they would go again, particularly if they were offered a big incentive to do so.  The thing to remember is that every Greek they end up killing or taking out of the fight is one less for our lads to have to worry about.   
 
           “Besides, it is always better to let someone else to do the fighting and dying than our lads, eh?  What counts is that every Greek the states’ men kill means one less for our lads to have to fight.” 
 
           What Henry said made sense. 
 
           “Well, it makes sense when you put it that way.  And you are almost certainly right that the Greeks will not be expecting another large-scale attack so soon.  You and Ivan have obviously given it some thought.  How do you suggest we go about it?” 
 
           “Ivan knows our galleys are collecting the toll coins.  He thinks we should offer a silver coin for every man who goes out in the sally and returns with a Greek sword and ten copper coins for every Greek spear he brings back.  That way they would only be paid if they bring back weapons they have taken from the Greeks.  For himself; if he encourages the sally and leads it, Ivan wants the Empress to award him some disputed land. 
 
           “Offering every man in the states’ armies what amounts to prize money for bringing in Greek weapons and prisoners, and then letting them keep the weapons, which is what Ivan suggests, is probably the only way we will ever be able to get the states’ men to actually fight the Greeks.  As it is, I do not think we dare not trust them to defend any part of the wall by themselves.  And, like I said, every Greek they kill or wound means one less for our lads to face.” 
 
           I thought about it behind my eyes for about a minute, and then made a decision. 
 
            “Ivan is probably right.  Some of the states’ forces men are likely to be keen to get the coins on offer both for weapons and for useful prisoners such as lords and bishops.  And you are right that it is probably the only way we will be able to use the states’ men in a fight.”   
 
           Actually, I lied.  What I did not tell Henry was that a sally was not the only way we could use the states’ forces to fight the Greeks instead of using our archers.  I had another plan already underway that Henry did not know about yet—and it might work even better if everyone thought the state forces had been weakened and discouraged by taking casualties during another sally. 
 
          “Alright,” I finally said.  “Why not, eh?  We will give it a try unless it looks like a forlorn hope.  I will make the final decision in the morning when we see what faces them outside the gate.  But do you really think the state forces can be ready to sally out as early as tomorrow morning?  Can you and Ivan get it set up by then?” 
 
           I was full of questions, and totally exhausted, as I was helped to climb aboard a horse after watching my father crawl over the ladder and get back to the wall. 
 
      
 
    ******  William, the Company’s retired Commander 
 
           Man after man came past me as I stood in the wagon bed with the water up to my knees and helped them get on the ladder bridge stretching towards the wall.  It was so tiring that I had to lean up against the wagon seat at times to catch my breath.  To my surprise, my son, John, George’s much younger brother by way of Helen, had come out when I was not looking and was doing the same on the other wagon. 
 
           I ended up being the last man to return to the wall.  Before I did, I climbed up on to the driver’s seat of the sunken wagon.  Then I shouted loudly towards the Greeks to get their attention.  They had stopped just out of what they thought was the range of our arrows.   When I thought I had it, I made the sign of the horns at them and lifted my wet tunic and pissed at them whilst I did.   
 
           The archers on the wall behind me cheered.  It was like old times and I felt young again when I lifted my hand to acknowledge them. 
 
           But then something bad happened as I crawled off the ladder bridge and reached the wall.  My chest began to hurt so fierce that I had to be carried up to the top of the wall and then carried in a wagon to the Citadel for barbering.  John rode with me and held my hand.   
 
           And who would have thought that getting wet with foul water would cause a pox that made a man’s chest hurt and made it hard for him to walk?  
 
      
 
    ******  Commander George Courtenay. 
 
           Henry immediately galloped to the camp of the states’ forces to meet with Prince Ivan.  They would spread the word about the sally and the coins that would be paid for weapons and prisoners.  Richard went with him.  It was then that I knew for sure that Henry thought the sally was important—because it was well known that he absolutely hated to ride aboard a horse and usually refused to do so.  He said it always made his arse sore and rubbed it red. 
 
           I waited and watched until I saw my father get safely across the moat.  Then I rode back to the Commandery with Nicholas to await the return of Michael Oremus and the coin chests he had been sent to fetch from the galley where they were stored.  The chests were, of course, kept safely in the hold of a well-crewed galley in case we needed to make a fast getaway.   
 
           Michael had been accompanied by the entire strength of one of the galley companies to help him guard the coins.  The company’s men were fresh and ready to go because it was one of the two companies that had remained behind to guard the gate whilst the others were off on their successful but ill-fated sally across the moat.   
 
           It was early in the afternoon of a very hot and tiring day.  At first, whilst I was riding back to the Commandery in the sun, my clothes had steam rising from them, but now they were dry. 
 
           Eric appeared while I was waiting at the Commandery for the coins to arrive.  He reported the city had been relatively quiet during the night.  The die-hard Orthodox supporters of the Patriarch had switched their efforts to daytime attacks on people coming and going from the markets and the Latin churches.  Some of the Empress’s own servants had been attacked. 
 
      
 
    ****** 
 
           Wagons carrying the coins, two of them, arrived at the Commandery about two hours before sundown.  We immediately set off for the gate in the city’s inner wall that opened on to the road that ran through the states’ encampment.  Henry and Prince Ivan had both said they thought it was important for the men to actually see the coins. 
 
           Once again a translator rode ahead and repeated his cries in both crusader French and Greek. 
 
           “Make way for the coins to pay for the captured weapons” … “Make way for the Empress’s Commander” … “Make way for the coins to pay for the captured weapons.”  … “Make way…. 
 
           Our arrival in the states’ encampment caused great excitement.  It began as soon as we passed through the gate and entered the camp.  That was no surprise since the coins and the terms had already been announced throughout the camp, as had the fact that they would soon be arriving for all to see and would be waiting at the sally gate tomorrow to immediately pay the returning salliers for the weapons and prisoners they brought in. 
 
           What was also interesting was that Henry now had the gate through the city’s inner wall being guarded by an entire galley company of archers.  They were letting people into the camp of states’ forces, but allowing no one to leave it no matter how much they pleaded.  There were also pairs of archers walking all along the top of the interior walls that penned in the states encampment and turned it into one long and narrow enclosure running for three or four miles all the way along the roadway from the gate in the outer city wall to the inner wall. 
 
           It did not take a longbow craftsman to understand why so many archers were at the gate and on the walls—Henry and Prince Ivan were trying to keep word of tomorrow’s sally from reaching the Greek army via its spies in the city. 
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter Twenty-three 
 
    Good news and bad news. 
 
           “The excitement of the states’ men is understandable,” Henry said by way of greeting as I dismounted near the gate and the coin-carrying wagons came to a halt behind me.   He had seen me waving to the people in the states’ camp and heard the cheering. 
 
           “Most of them are in the village levies and have never had a silver coin of their own in their entire lives.  Ivan has announced that his men and all the others may keep any coins they receive for the weapons they bring in, and do not have to turn them over to their lords.  And, get this, George, he said they can also keep the weapons and do whatever they want with them. 
 
           “Keeping both the weapons and the prize money is unheard of, and the men seem to believe him, probably because they want it to be true.  As a result, the response of the states’ forces has been very encouraging.  It looks to me that tomorrow’s sally is going to be stronger and much more aggressive than the one that went out this morning.” 
 
           I told him I agreed, at least about the enthusiasm of the men of the states’ forces.  And I really did; it had taken an unexpectedly long time to bring the coins to the gate because of the enthusiastic response we received as we rode through the states’ camp with the coin chests.  
 
           And then Henry chuckled and leaned closer, and whispered in my ear. 
 
           “Prince Ivan told his men that the latest Greek arrivals brought wagons full of swords and spears for the men who are already here, and that they are on the other side of the Greek camp where he told them the Greek commander has his headquarters. 
 
           “Some of his knights are so anxious for coins they can use to buy land of their own that they plan to take wagons with them to carry back the weapons they intend to capture.  He says the men of the other states’ forces are equally enthusiastic.” 
 
           I was surprised at what he told me and said as much. 
 
           “Ivan and the other princes are actually agreeable to letting their men keep the coins instead of demanding a share?  And they are also going to let them keep the captured weapons as well?  That surprises me.”  
 
           I made the comment with a question in my voice.  And Henry had an answer. 
 
           “I do not know about the kings and princes of the Empire’s other states, but Prince Ivan is more interested in getting his hands on some disputed lands that a couple of other states are also claiming.”   
 
           Then he smiled and added something that sounded more believable. 
 
           “Besides, he thinks he will soon get the coins by increasing everyone’s taxes and selling some of the disputed lands to his knights so they can be lords over the lands and serve as buffers between his state and the others. 
 
           “He undoubtedly sees it as a win-win opportunity for everybody, and so do I.”  Henry said it quite adamantly and waved his hands about to help make his point. 
 
           Henry smiled a very smug and knowing smile as he explained what Prince Ivan had told him about the facts of life in the Empire, the reality of its various kings and princes’ ambitions, and the great risks the rulers of its various states were willing to have their men to undertake to achieve the rulers’ goals. 
 
           “But what makes Ivan think he will get the disputed lands?” I asked Henry when he finished. 
 
           “Because I promised him that you and the Company would see that he got them if he contributed more to the Empress’s victory than any of her other princes.”   
 
           “Of course we will.”  It was all I could think to say. 
 
           I was completely done in and said as much. 
 
           “It has been a long day and I am too exhausted to continue.  I am going back to the Citadel for a good night’s sleep and, hopefully, to find a new tunic.  I smell like the damn moat, which is no surprise since I went swimming in it.   
 
           “I used to think Brereton’s moat was the blackest and foulest in the world, from when I visited Chester with Uncle Thomas years ago to buy some ambler mares.  But Constantinople’s foul moat has Brereton’s beat by a county mile and then some.”   
 
           Henry wrinkled his nose and agreed that a new tunic was a good idea—and that from a man who never bathed and never even took off his tunic until it was threadbare or a woman insisted. 
 
      
 
    ****** 
 
           It was whilst I was just finishing my talk with Henry that I first heard about my father.  A messenger came from the Citadel informing me that my father was seriously poxed and the Empress’s personal physician had been summoned.  The messenger knew nothing else. 
 
           “I will be back before dawn and make the final decision then,” I said as I swung aboard my horse and pointed at Nicholas.  
 
           “Nicholas, you are to place the coin wagons where I showed you and make sure the coins are heavily guarded all night long.  Then return to the stables and get a good night’s sleep.  Just make sure I am awake an hour before sunrise so we can ride back here before dawn.” 
 
             With that, I dug my heels into my horse’s side and started down the road with my horse guards following along behind me.  We rode at the fastest gait possible, which was mostly not very fast at all because so many people were on the road and in the city streets.  I did my best; I rode straight to the Citadel as fast as I could. 
 
      
 
    ****** 
 
           “Oh George, I am so worried.  I do not want to lose him again.” 
 
           A tearful Empress greeted me with those chilling words and a brief hug when I rushed into the Citadel.  She had gotten word of my imminent arrival and been waiting for me at the bottom of the steps.  We hurried up the steps together. 
 
           My father was in the smaller room next to the Empress’s reception room.  Her bedroom with its several entrance doors was immediately behind her reception room.  The windowless room that was Empire’s treasury was behind her bedroom which had the only door by which the treasury could be entered.  There was a door into her bedroom from the room where my father was being examined. 
 
           “I put him there so I could be close to him in case he needed me,” she explained as she gestured towards the room where he was being treated. 
 
           We started to enter my father’s room, but stopped immediately when one of the physicians in attendance held up the flat of one of his hands to warn us not to come in.  He did so without even looking at us.  We immediately stopped in the doorway.   
 
           I could see my father lying on his bed with his eyes closed.  He was covered by a piece of linen and clearly had no clothes on under it.  He was not moving and appeared to be either asleep or dead.  The room was very warm from the heat of the day despite the wooden shutters on its two small wall openings being open.  They would, of course, be closed at night when the air became dangerous. 
 
           The physician was a tall and gaunt man wearing a robe with all sorts of symbols and signs embroidered on it.  He kept his eyes on my father as he spoke. 
 
           “The foul smell that causes the chest pox is still in the room from his body and clothes, so it is too dangerous for you to enter.  My assistant and I have bathed him and cut his hair to remove as much as possible of the dangerous smells clinging to it, and I have given him a potion to help him sleep.  There is no need to bleed him, and I do not recommend it for such a pox.  Potions mixed by an expert and lots of sleep are always much better for the chest pox.” 
 
           “What did you say caused it?”  I asked because I was not sure that I had heard the physician correctly.  His crusader French was not the best. 
 
           “The foul smells of the moat water he stood in are almost certainly what caused the sudden onset of the painful pox inside his chest and arm.  It happens when men breathe such smells for too long.  Mostly it strikes older men with great pains in their chests and arms and shortness of breath.   
 
           “You are younger, but, even so, if you were near enough to smell your father after he was wet with moat water, you should change your clothes and rub the smell off your body with wet rags.  And you should trim off as much of your hair as possible as the smell is known to linger there.” 
 
           A cold chill gripped me and made my arms prickle.  My God!  I was in the moat for hours and went all the way under.  Everyone can smell it on me.  Even Henry commented on it. 
 
      
 
    ****** 
 
           The physician started to tell me that he would come to my room and tell me more about my father’s condition in a few minutes.  I hardly heard him; I had already turned around and was rushing down the Citadel’s long hallway towards my sleeping room at the other end of the hall.  
 
           As I did, I began calling for clean water and rags, “and a tunic, any tunic.”  Then something suddenly struck me as I was jogging towards my room; did the Empress just say lose him again? 
 
           There was one of the Empress’s servants standing at the top of the stairs.  It was his duty station where he waited to be given orders.  As I hurried past him, I ordered him to run and get me a bowl of water and some rags.  Immediately after I got into my room I began pulling my tunic over my head and once again shouted for water and rags. 
 
           It was already dark but I had had no trouble finding my way to my room because the hall candles were lit, as were both of the candles in my room. 
 
           Elizabeth must have heard me shouting and seen that I had left the door open, for she came in without knocking a few moments after the water and rags arrived.  She gaped at me when she saw me standing there holding a wet rag and wearing nothing except my wrist knives. 
 
           “Get out, you damn fool,” I shouted at her.  “Do you want to catch the chest and arm pox like my father?  Save yourself; go to your room and light candles to kill the smell?” 
 
           Elizabeth’s jaw dropped open and she put her hands to her mouth in shocked surprise.  A moment later she spun around and rushed out of the room. 
 
           I know, I know.  Women rarely catch it.  But I was tired and needed a good night’s sleep. 
 
           By the light of the hallway candles I saw Nicholas hurrying down the hall towards my room as Elizabeth went flying out the door and passed him going in the other direction.  Nicholas looked serious and worried about something.  I did not give him a chance to tell me what was on his mind. 
 
           “Nicholas,” I shouted.  “The Empress’s physician says the smell of foul moat water can cause the painful chest pox that kills men if they smell it too strongly for too long.  That means you and I are both at risk, and so are all the men who waded through the moat water to get back from the attack.   
 
           “So here is what I want you to do—you are to immediately go to the stables and stand in one of the horse troughs to wash your legs until the smell of the moat is gone.  Then, to be sure, I want you to throw away your tunic if the moat-smell is on it.   
 
           “But on your way back to the stables, I want you to tell the captain of my guards that he is to ride along the wall telling each galley company’s captain that he and every one of his men who got wet with moat water must throw away their tunics if their tunics smell; and they are to use rags and good water wash off the smell of the moat off their bodies.   
 
           “Also tell the captain of the guards to send his lieutenant and a wagon to our galleys to raid their slop chests for new tunics.  He is to take a new tunic to every man who walked in the moat water.  He will need at least four hundred.” 
 
           Nicholas eyes widened in alarm at the terrible news, and he left at a run without telling me why he had come from the stables to see me.  And, with that, I blew out the candles, gave a good scratch around my bollocks, and climbed on to my bed to sleep naked in the heat.   
 
           And then I cursed and put both my feet back on the floor—I had to wait for the physician. 
 
      
 
    ****** 
 
           The physician showed up a few minutes later.  He was a Greek.  That surprised me even though Greek physicians are well known to be the best.  We were, after all, fighting with a Greek army and the Greek-gobbling people of the city had risen against us.  But if the Empress trusted him, then so would I. 
 
           His name was Andreas something or other and he came straight to the point. 
 
           “I cannot stay long because I must return to your father.  My diagnosis has not changed.  He is suffering from the painful, and often fatal, chest and arm pox caused by particularly foul smells.  I understand he spent hours wading in the waters of the outer moat so his sad condition is no surprise.   
 
           “On the other hand, there is reason to be hopeful.  His death is not certain because I may have gotten my potions into him in time.  They are very rare and expensive, but they offset the effects of the foul smells if they are administered soon enough.  I used all I had because the Empress said I was to spare no expense.” 
 
           I thanked him for his efforts, and then started to ask him if other smells such as those a man makes when he eats bad cheese can cause the chest pox.  But then I decided against it.  He was a physician so his fee was undoubtedly already too high.   
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter Twenty-four 
 
    To sally or not to sally; that was the question. 
 
           There were no pains in my chest or arm the next morning when Nicholas rapped on my door to wake me.  It was about an hour and a half before the first light of dawn.  I immediately inquired about my father and was pleased to learn that he was still alive after a quiet night and would likely survive if he did not suffer a relapse.  The family luck was still holding and I felt much better because I had gotten a good night’s sleep. 
 
           Nicholas, as had become our custom, had stopped at the Citadel’s kitchen to pick up bread and cheese that we could eat as we rode off to wherever we were bound.  This time we ate as we rode to meet Henry at the gate from which the states’ forces would almost certainly launch their second sally in as many days. 
 
           The early morning darkness was pleasantly cool and we talked as we rode.  I asked about the distribution of the tunics, and then, after I nodded my appreciation at what I had been told, inquired as to if he had heard anything at the stables about the Alchemist and his work on the ribaldis.  That is when I finally heard the sad news about the alchemist’s betrothed and her mother—there would be no wedding; the girl and her mother had been killed by rioters yesterday as they walked home from the market.   
 
           “Aron is absolutely distraught, Commander.  “He is overbalanced with more anger and despair than I have ever seen in a man.  James Howard fears for him and so do I.” 
 
      
 
    ****** 
 
           Our ride to the sally gate though the city’s quiet streets in the moonlight took us to the one remaining usable gate in the inner defensive wall on the landward side of the city.  We passed through the gate and immediately entered another world; the totally awakened camp of the state’s forces.  There was much more activity than usual for this time of day.  Cooking fires were being lit and people were moving about everywhere in the moonlit darkness.   
 
           Such a high level of activity so early on this particular day was not a surprise.  It was likely the state’s forces would be launching a sally in an hour or two, or so they thought and hoped.  Indeed, I had already decided to allow the sally if it seemed likely to succeed—and perhaps even if it did not. 
 
           My decision would depend on the readiness of the Greek army outside the gate or, perhaps it would be more accurate to say, the lack of its readiness.  I probably would not allow the sally, no matter how much the states’ forces wanted to sally out and fight for the Greek weapons, if the companies of the Greek army had gotten the word and were waiting with such an overwhelming force that success of the states’ men would be a forlorn hope.   
 
           It would be a difficult decision if the Greek army was ready and waiting.  It was one thing to send men into a battle in which they had a chance to live through it with a chance to enjoy the prestige and loot of a victory; it was something else to send them to their certain deaths.   
 
           On the other hand, Henry was right; the states’ forces would take some of the Greeks with them even if they were annihilated—and that would reduce the number of Greek soldiers trying to kill my archers and our auxiliaries in the days ahead. 
 
           How best to use the states’ forces, and whether or not to commit them to a sally, was a decision I would make in a few minutes, when dawn’s early light arrived when I could see what was happening outside the sally gate. 
 
      
 
    ****** 
 
           It was still dark when I climbed the stone steps to reach the top the wall where it stood over the city gate.  Prince Ivan, Henry, and almost all of my lieutenant Commanders were already there and waiting.  Only my father was missing from those who were expected to be there. 
 
           Word of my father’s affliction had spread through the ranks and I received the expected quiet good wishes and muttered encouragements.  My lieutenants received a very brief report from me in return. 
 
           “He has a chest pain pox from spending too much time standing in the moat’s waters.  But the Empress’s personal physician is attending him and he looks likely to make a full recovery.” 
 
           Astute readers will no doubt note that I was now saying standing too long in the moat’s foul waters instead of smelling them.  The men would be manning the wall near the moat in the days ahead and I did not want to spook them about being near its foul smell any more than I had already done by ordering some of them to wash wherever the moat water had touched them and burn the tunics that had gotten wet. 
 
           We talked whilst we waited.  Henry was both anxious and in great good cheer despite not getting much of a night’s sleep under one of the heavily guarded coin wagons.  He took me aside and chuckled as he whispered to me that Prince Ivan was almost smart enough to be an English moneylender.  The prince, Henry explained with more chuckles, had spread the word among his men and the other states’ forces that the newly arrived Greek column had brought five wagon loads of additional swords and spears for the men who were already here.   
 
           According to Henry, Prince Ivan had whispered to his men that the commander of the Greek army had the wagons carrying the weapons parked near his tent on the other side of the camp.  In other words, Henry whispered with more than a little delight in his voice, if the men of the states’ armies want the weapons and the coins they would fetch, they would have to fight their way through the entire Greek camp to reach them. 
 
           And that, Henry said with another chuckle, was exactly what some of the states’ forces were apparently going to try to do. 
 
           “Do the wagons full of weapons actually exist?” I asked. 
 
           “Probably not.  But it is a very good story and the states’ men seem to want to believe it is true.  It gives them an excuse for fighting their way all the way through the Greek camp to get to them.  And then, at the very least, they will have to fight their way all the way back to save themselves.”   
 
           According to Henry, Prince Ivan said his knights and some of the others were so excited about the possibility of getting enough prize coins to buy lands of their own to lord over that some of them had taken extraordinary steps to insure their success.  They were bringing wagons with them so they could carry back enough captured weapons to be forever rich and landed.   
 
           How they would get their wagons all the way through the closely packed tents and wagons of the Greek camp, and then all the way back, he did not know. 
 
            Henry also confessed that he had heard disquieting rumours that there would be an effort to gull us out of the coins we had promised to pay for captured weapons.   
 
           Some of the states’ men, Henry said, apparently intend to carry two weapons out the gate so they can return with them and claim one was captured.  Others were reported to be planning to hand their weapon to a mate, return without it, and then split the coins their mate collected for showing it.  Neither action would have any risk since it was proclaimed that anyone who returned with captured weapons would both be paid and could keep them. 
 
            Even the camp wives were getting involved.  Some of them were trying to borrow weapons belonging to the men who were not going out for one reason or another—with the idea of carrying them out in the sally so they could hand them to their men so they could be claimed as captured weapons when their men returned. 
 
           As a result of hearing the rumours and schemes, Henry and Prince Ivan wanted the sally temporarily delayed so they would have enough time walk through the sally force to make sure no one was carrying more than one weapon into the Greek camp.  As they did, Henry said, they would pass the word that women would not be allowed on the sally and any unwounded man who returned without his weapon would be severely punished. 
 
           He and the prince, Henry assured me, would start walking through the salliers as soon as the sun arrived so I could see enough to give the order for the sally to proceed—“assuming you give it, of course.” 
 
           What none of us realized at the time was that something else would be the main source of false weapons claims—and there was nothing we could do about them except smile and pay. 
 
      
 
    ****** 
 
           The early light of dawn came up a few minutes later and we saw what there was for us to see.  In front of us, and starting just outside the city wall, was the huge and tightly-packed Greek camp.  Everywhere it seemed to come right up to the edge of the moat, even in front of the sally gate bridge. 
 
           The Greek campers apparently still thought the moat would protect them, especially after yesterday’s sally almost ended in a massacre of the archers.  Or perhaps those now camping near the gate on the other side of the moat were new arrivals and not aware of what had happened to those who had been camping there yesterday when we launched our first sally.   
 
           In the end, it did not matter who the campers were or why they were camping within the range of our arrows and near the sally gate; they were there, and that meant some of them would likely die for their mistake. 
 
           On the other hand, coming off their march and going straight into an attack on the trapped archers without first setting up their camp and getting organized had apparently confused and scattered the Greek soldiers.  Many of them had appeared to still be wandering around seeking their lords and mates when the sun went down.   
 
           But had their commanders learned of the states forces’ coming sally and spent the night pulling their companies together to oppose them?  That was the question on everyone’s mind as we waited in the moonlit darkness on the wall above the gate tower that stood over the road in which the state forces were forming up for their second sally in as many days.   
 
           We were waiting for the sun to arrive so we could see whether or not the greatly enlarged Greek army was prepared and waiting for our sally.  Not that it would have made much difference, mind you; I had long ago decided to send out the sally.  The argument that every enemy soldier killed or wounded meant one less for the archers to have to fight was very persuasive. 
 
           Finally, the sun arrived on its daily trip around the world and we could see the enemy encampment.   
 
           “Yes,” Exclaimed Henry as he pounded his fist into his hand. 
 
           In front of us the close-packed camp of the Orthodox army seemed to stretch all the way to the horizon.  Its tents and wagons and men sleeping rough were everywhere and seemed to take up every inch of available space. 
 
           What was significant was that there was not a single Greek force in sight that was arrayed for battle.  To the contrary, everything appeared to be peaceful and totally disorganized.  It was as if everyone had just flopped down on the ground wherever they happened to be standing when darkness fell.  
 
           In any event, the camp was just beginning to wake up with people coming out of their tents and from under their wagons to find water and to piss and shite wherever they could find an open space.  Indeed, many of those who had been sleeping rough began picking up their packs and seemed to be setting off to find their mates and captains.   
 
           At first there was no dust hanging over the Greek camp.  What we saw was the beginning of another clear and hot summer sky that was marred only by the smoke of a few cooking fires, those which had already been started while it was still dark.   
 
           That, of course, would change as more cooking fires were lit and the men and their camp followers and animals started moving about.  And it would really change, particularly for the Greeks nearest to the gate, if I allowed the sally to go forwards and thousands of states’ soldiers suddenly rushed out of the gate and fell upon them. 
 
           Behind us on the roadway was a totally different scene; it was bustling with noise and activity.  The two hundred or so knights and horsemen of the states’ armies were lined up on the road nearest to the gate just as they had been yesterday.  They and their wagons would lead the charge.   
 
           Immediately behind the riders, the roadway was packed with the five thousand or so foot soldiers of the states’ forces.  Almost all of them were untrained and poorly equipped village levies.  They had been brought in by their kings and princes to help defend the city.   
 
           The states’ foot had several wagons in amongst them as well.  Indeed, the road was packed with the states’ foot all the way to where the road curved around and the men on it disappeared from view due to the interior wall that ran along.  How many men were beyond the curve?  I did not have a clue.   
 
           It might have been my imagination, but there seemed to me to be more horsemen and more foot soldiers waiting to charge out the gate than were present in yesterday’s sally.  They also somehow seemed more eager, or perhaps that was just my imagination telling me that I was seeing what I wanted to see.  
 
           They really wanted to go out and fight?  Well, that certainly worked for me.  
 
           “Yes, they can go.  Raise the gate as soon as you are ready.” 
 
           With those words I announced my decision.  I made it in the hope that another sally by the states’ forces would cause enemy losses and desertions that would, in turn, end up reducing the casualties suffered by my archers.   
 
           Henry and Prince Ivan dashed down the stone stairs to the roadway as soon as I announced that the sally could proceed.  They and several of their sergeants began walking through the ranks of the salliers in an effort to make sure no one received coins by carrying more than one weapon out the gate, and then returning with the second weapon claiming it had been captured from the Greeks.   
 
           Coins we were willing to pay for weapons; but we wanted the coins to be paid for the weapons they actually took from the Greeks, not for weapons they temporarily borrowed from their friends.  We thought the warnings and inspection would be sufficient to eliminate fraudulent claims; we were wrong, very wrong. 
 
           The gate holding back the sally would be raised as soon as Henry and Prince Ivan finished their last-minute weapons inspection.  They estimated it would take them less than thirty minutes.  All along the roadway men were already trying to move forward to get closer to the sally gate.  Their enthusiasm about once again fighting their way into the Greek camp surprised everyone including me.   
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter Twenty-five 
 
    The second sally. 
 
           It was a stirring scene.  I looked down from atop the gate tower and watched as Henry walked swiftly to gate and Prince Ivan swung himself aboard his horse which was at the very front of the column, lowered his helmet visor, and then drew his sword and held it high over his head.  Henry must have shouted something to the two archers manning the windlass that was used to roll up the rusty chains that raised the gate—because the gate slowly began rising even before he reached them.  
 
           The slow upward movement of the gate coupled with Prince Ivan simultaneous boarding his horse and drawing his sword had a noticeable effect on the long column of men waiting for him to lead them into the Greek encampment.   
 
           Not everyone waiting to sally could see Prince Ivan as he made his final preparations for fighting, but those who could see him immediately dropped their helmet visors and drew their swords; and the men behind them who saw them do that, in turn, dropped their visors and drew their swords.  It was as if a great wave of last second preparations washed down the column of men.   
 
           At the same time, the level of noise caused by men talking overly loud in an effort to keep up their courage changed.  It suddenly became so quiet that we could make out individual voices.  
 
           Going into harm’s way seems to do that to a man for some reason. 
 
      
 
    ****** 
 
           At some point, as the gate was going up, I realized that a red-faced and puffing Henry had come up the stone stairs to join me and Nicholas on the wall above the gate. 
 
           A few moments later we looked down and watched as Prince Ivan came charging through the gate below us waving his sword over his head.  He rode over the moat bridge at a hard gallop and charged straight ahead into the unsuspecting Greek camp.  The states’ riders were right behind him.   
 
           From where we were standing we could clearly see the surprise that the sudden appearance of the prince and his riders caused amongst the Greek campers nearest to the sally gate.  They stopped whatever they were doing for the briefest of moments and gaped in absolute disbelief—and then most of them ran for their lives, and a few for their weapons.  There was much more of the former so far as I could see.   
 
            Dust rose from the galloping horses’ hooves and the sun caused the swords of the riders to flash as they reached out to cut down the fleeing men and women.  We could hear their screams over all the shouting and the thundering noise of the horses’ hooves.  Several times I saw riders lean far out of their saddles to pick up something on the ground.  They were almost certainly picking up weapons.   
 
           And it was not all one-sided, even in the first few seconds when the Greeks soldiers and their camp followers were totally surprised.  We saw a lone rider slashing about with his sword as he rode into a large group of fleeing Greeks, both men and women, and then watched as his horse suddenly stumbled to its knees and went down.  The poor sod came flying out of his saddle and landed on the ground ahead of his horse.   
 
           The fleeing people kept running and we did not see the fallen rider get up.  What was more than somewhat surprising, at least to the archers watching from the wall, was that none of the other riders stopped to help the man who had been unhorsed.  Either he was a friendless and hated man or his mates were too excited and did not see him go down. 
 
           And to my surprise, and Henry’s too, not all of the riders followed the prince and the handful of knights riding with him.  Some individuals and small groups of riders immediately began going off in different directions.  It was as if every man had his own ideas as to where he might find weapons to capture. 
 
           A moment later we looked down from the wall and watched as the last of the hard-charging riders were followed by an absolute horde of men on foot shouting their battle cries and waving their spears.  These were the men we were counting on to sack the Greek encampment. 
 
           What was strange was that men on foot moved so slowly and quietly as they came forward on the road that ran through their camp.  They were almost shuffling until they reached the gate.  But then they burst out of the gate running and shouting.  I would have thought they all would have started running at the same time.   
 
           We began to hear the plaintive screams and cries of the wounded and other nearby Greeks who were still alive once the states’ men on foot moved further into the Greek camp.  The dust was drifting towards us which made it difficult to see.  Some of the states’ foot could be seen poking into tents and wagons looking for weapons.  In the distance we could hear shouting and the unmistakable scream of a horse, which suddenly stopped. 
 
           It was going to be a long, hot, and dusty day, especially for the Greeks. 
 
      
 
    ****** 
 
           A wounded and helmetless knight on horseback, or perhaps he was still a squire since he appeared to be so young, was the first man to return for coins.  His sword was sheathed and he was holding tight to a couple of spears with one hand and trying to hold a nasty gash in his side closed with the other.   
 
          We watched from the wall above the gate as he passed under us and rode directly to the coin wagon on the south side of the gate and gestured towards the sword and held out one of the spears.  We could not hear him from where we were standing, but he was obviously asking for a silver coin for the sword and ten coppers for the second spear.   
 
           Henry, to my surprise, started cursing and began moving to the stairs.  He obviously intended to walk down and confront the man for some reason.  I decided to follow him down since the fighting had raised such a cloud of dust that all I could see was the nearest small area of the Greek camp with its dead bodies scattered all about and some of the states’ foot soldiers searching amongst the tents and wagons for weapons.  There were also a few wounded men and women staggering around looking for help.   
 
           We reached the coin wagon on the south side of the gate in time to listen to part of the friendly exchange in crusader French between my brother John and the young rider. 
 
           “But I brought in a sword and a spear.  I am to be paid one silver coin for the sword and ten coppers for the captured spear, yes?” 
 
         “Those are the prices we pay, Sir Knight,” my young brother said apologetically.  “But you are a rider and every rider went out with a sword or axe.  Not a single rider carried a spear.  Only the foot of the states’ levies carried them.” 
 
           “Ah well, you may be right,” the young man admitted with a smile. “My wound is painful, it must be confusing me.  Give me the coins for the two spears,” he said as he grimaced and held out his hand. 
 
           “That is nowhere near enough,” the wounded young man said with a sigh a few seconds later as he pouched his coppers.   
 
           A moment later, to everyone’s surprise, he threw the spears down even though he was entitled to keep them, pulled his horse’s head around, and started to go back out to get more Greek weapons.   
 
           “Hold, Sir Knight,” I called out as I walked towards him.  “There are some sailmakers from the archers’ galleys in that tent over there.  They can sew you up with stitches most fine before you go out again.  And I have a question for you before you go—is your father a noble?” 
 
           “No.  But he will be if I can bring in enough coins to buy some land or the king recognizes me for being brave.  This horse is all my father had enough coins to buy, that is why I must go out again after I get sewed.” 
 
           “What is your name?”   
 
           “My name is Guy.” 
 
           “Are you a knight or squire?” 
 
          “I am neither,” the young man aid with a little laugh as he shook his head and replied, and winced slightly as he did.  
 
         “My name is Guy.  Just Guy.  That is why I am riding alone instead of with the knights.  My father is a hostler which is how I came to ride a horse.  He thought it would help me get ahead if I was a rider, and he was right.”  
 
           “Ah, well then, Guy the rider, please come visit me after this is all over.  I may have some opportunities for you.  Ask for Commander George at the Citadel.”   
 
           The cheerful young man smiled his thanks and nodded his head in agreement.  Then he put his heels to his horse and rode towards the waiting sailmakers. 
 
           “Now there is a likely lad,” said Henry with approval in his voice.  “I wonder if he really is a commoner such that we could recruit him.” 
 
            We never saw Guy again.  I have sometimes wondered about his fate and why Henry changed his mind about him. 
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter Twenty-six 
 
    Unexpected problems. 
 
           The number of returnees grew and grew as the day progressed.  And they surprised us by bringing unexpected problems.  We had mistakenly thought we knew what to expect from this sally because the same men had sallied the day before.  We were wrong.  There were differences that caused problems, and we were not ready for them, perhaps because we had been too busy yesterday trying to save the stranded archers. 
 
           A steady stream of men bringing Greek weapons began coming along with a few unambitious men with naught but the spears they had carried out.  What grew even faster, and quickly became a problem, was the large number of camp followers, street women, thieves, and Orthodox priests who surrounded the coin wagons and accosted the returnees as they came through the gate.  There were an amazing number of them and they all seemed to be reaching their hands out to the returning soldiers for the coins the states’ men were being paid for the weapons they captured. 
 
           “I do not remember so many people waiting at the gate yesterday,” Henry Soldier said when Commander Courtenay growled about them.  “It is something new.  It must be the coins the men are being paid.” 
 
           “I do not care why they are here,” the Commander replied.  “They are slowing down the coin paying.  So get rid of them.  Tell the captain of the archers at the gate to move those people back at least five hundred paces beyond the sailmakers’ tents.” 
 
           Eric arrived with some of his Varangians just as the archers stationed at the gate were beginning to herd the camp followers further down the roadway.  The camp followers were unhappy about it and loudly resisting, particularly the women.  Eric strode towards them and roared at the camp followers in a strange tongue while waving his axe at them.  Their protests and pleadings instantly stopped and they began moving back. 
 
           “What did you tell them?” Commander Courtenay asked Eric when he re-joined us on the wall. 
 
            “I told them to move back and stop bothering the returnees or they would lose their heads.  The problem is that most of the camp followers and many of the priests are from the villages and do not understand that I really mean it; this is the first time many of them have ever been away from home.   
 
           “The street women and thieves, on the other hand, are from the city.  They knew I meant it and would have taken them first.  It was them hurrying to move back that caused the others to follow.” 
 
            Commander Courtenay was surprised and said as much.  So the Varangian captain explained. 
 
             “The village levies are mostly Greek and Orthodox.  That is because the crusader lords kept the Greek-gobbling Byzantine villagers to work the fields when they replaced the Byzantine lords.  They are mostly Greeks just like our attackers and the majority of the Empress’s subjects in the city.   
 
           “This is probably the first time many of them have ever been out of their villages or earn coins.  There is a good chance that many of the states’ foot soldiers and their priests do not even know who they are fighting or why. 
 
           “I will assign some of my Varangians to stay with you to translate.  They can do it because we have been in Constantinople guarding whoever is the emperor since before my grandfather’s time.  Many of my men are like me.  Their families have lived here for generations and they can gobble Greek better than they can crusader French.”   
 
            Within minutes George and Henry had Varangian translators assigned to them and so did the coin wagons, the sailmakers sewing up the wounded, and the archers at the gate. 
 
           Despite the newly arrived translators and Eric’s threats, there was jostling and complaints as the archers from the galley company guarding the gate herded the unhappy camp followers further and further down the road.  Their displeasure meant nothing so long as they were well away from coin wagons and the growing line of men waiting for their coins.   
 
      
 
    ****** 
 
           The archers on the city’s outer wall watched as the number of returning sortiers slowly grew from periodic ones and twos to a steady stream that got larger and larger throughout the day.  Our need for translators to tell them what to do and where to go was not the only problem.  The men coming in with weapons and wounds brought more and more unexpected problems with them as the day wore on. 
 
           One of unexpected problems was the number of wounded men coming in by themselves or with the help of their mates.  There had been wounded yesterday, but not many, and they had somehow been sorted out.  Today there were more wounded coming in, apparently because the men were more willing to fight with the Greeks who were carrying weapons.   
 
           At the same time, there appeared to be fewer of their mates coming in with them to care for them.  The problem had been solved by quickly sending to our galleys for some of our sail makers and their needles and thread; we would sew them up if their mates were staying out to fight for weapons. 
 
            The wounded were soon being taken to hastily erected tents where our galleys' sail makers, hurriedly brought in from the galleys in our moorage, were standing by for the inevitable sewing and barbering that followed every battle.  Those most painfully wounded were give flower paste from our galley stores; mercies were left to their friends. 
 
          Another problem was that the returnees were almost all were hungry and thirsty.  Hunger could always wait.  It was something the villagers were used to enduring; it was thirst that became a problem. 
 
           Yesterday the thirsty men returned directly to their tents after they had rampaged through the Greek camp and, when they got there, were able to enjoy whatever was their regular source of water.   
 
           Today the states’ men were staying out longer and coming back thirstier.  But today, because we were paying out coins, they could not return to their tents for food and water until they were paid.  To prevent fraudulent claims, men who went past the archers holding back the crowd were not allowed to return carrying weapons they could claim entitled them to coins.  So they all had to wait in the hot sun until it was their turn to show their captured weapons and be paid. 
 
           Another problem was the men who died whilst they were being sewed and barbered and the dead men brought in by their mates who then turned around and went out searching for weapons.  Yesterday there had been fewer of them and their mates had taken charge of their bodies.  Today those of the states’ dead who were not immediately claimed were carried some distance down the wall by the auxiliaries attached to the archer company at the gate, and laid out there for their mates and the camp followers to find.    
 
            “Not to worry.  Tomorrow we will gobble the church words and bury those who are not claimed,” Commander Courtenay announced. 
 
           Prince Ivan and his lieutenants and personal guards, all knights, were among the early returnees. They came in right after the wounded young hostler.  It was clear that the prince had copied yesterday’s action by Commander Courtenay—he had led his men out of the gate and into the Greek camp, and then moved aside in order to make a safe and early return “so my men can get all the coins.” 
 
      
 
    ****** 
 
           We were looking out of the archer slits of the wall above the gate and could hear the distant sounds of fighting, but we could not see much what was happening because of the great clouds of dust.  The sounds continued to move further and further away until the middle of the very hot afternoon.   
 
           At first only a few of the returnees brought in weapons for coins, and what they brought was mostly just a spear or two.  According to my new translator, they were the men who had gone out so they could say they had done so—and then quickly returned so they could stay alive a bit longer.  He spit towards them as he described them. 
 
           “It is a good sign that so few of the states' men have come in early,” Henry Soldier suggested hopefully as he stood with his hands up to shield his eyes from the sun.  He was doing what we had all been doing all day long—futilely    attempting to look into the dust cloud hanging over the Greek camp to see what was happening.  “It means those who want coins are still out there fighting to get them.”  
 
           After a brief pause he added, “We can hear them even if we cannot see them.” 
 
           Commander Courtenay was apparently not so sure.  He just grunted to acknowledge that he had heard, not that he agreed or disagreed.  But he said nothing and just continued to stand on the wall above the gate and watch both the Greek camp and the roadway below with its coin wagons on either side of it and the large group of camp followers who were now waiting anxiously five or six hundred paces beyond the coin wagons.  A line of archers and Varangians kept them there. 
 
      
 
    ******  Galley Captain Steven Harper 
 
             My men and I had been at the gate all day.  The number of returnees began increasing after the sun passed overhead and increased dramatically by mid-afternoon.  More and more of the returnees were carrying captured weapons, and a few had priests and nobles as prisoners for which they were paid a silver coin for priests and knights and a gold coin for bishops and nobles.  It was a prize money scheme for weapons and prisoners that was working unexpectedly well.  My lads and I were more than a bit jealous that we had not been sent out with them. 
 
          The lines of desperately thirsty states’ men in front of the coin wagons began to grow.  I could see that Commander Courtney was worrying because he and his lieutenants were looking out from the top of the wall above the gate and pointing.  So I climbed the stairs to see for myself.   
 
           What I saw was more and more of the states’ men walking and riding through the sacked camp towards the gate.  They looked tired and were coming from all corners of the Greek camp.  It was quite a scene—and, for the first time, the sounds of battle were coming closer.    
 
           There were already long lines of anxious men waiting with their captured weapons at each coin wagon.  It was obvious there would soon be many more. 
 
            I was still standing up there when I heard Lieutenant Commander Henry Soldier speculate that seeing more and more of the states’ men withdrawing to return to the sally gate might have emboldened the surviving Greeks.  Commander Courtenay allowed as how he was probably right.  If it did, he said, it might give us a new problem—the Greeks returning to their sacked camp as the states’ men fell back might turn into a counter attack. 
 
           There was increasing chaos and confusion at the gate by mid-afternoon as more and more of the states’ men returned and the sound of the fighting drew closer.  In addition to the fact that we were running out of copper coins, the returning men did not know water was waiting for them.  As a result, some of them had gone past the gate and walked to the nearby estuary to drink the fresh water coming out of the rivers that fed it.  If they did not hurry, the arrival of the returning Greeks might well cut them off. 
 
           It was well past high noon when the Commander announced a decision and began giving us new orders.  I was there when he did. 
 
   
  
 

         “Henry, we need to get more archers up here on the wall and also out by the moat to cover the withdrawal of the last of the states’ men.  Summon the nearby galley companies to gather here at the gate as soon as possible.  We may need to lead some of them out to establish a defensive line to hold off the Greeks whilst the States' forces return. 
 
           “Captain Harper,” he said to me.  “Lead your company across the moat and form them up seven-deep about a hundred paces beyond.”   
 
           I, of course, immediately repeated the order and ran down the stairs to comply.   
 
      
 
    ******  Commander Courtenay 
 
           Despite the dangers of a possible counter attack engulfing the states’ men remaining the Greek camp, the stories of the men who had already returned and the large number of Greek weapons they were carrying seemed to suggest that the states’ forces had scored a great victory.  If it was true, it meant that five thousand or so of them had destroyed most of the Greek camp which had had about thirty thousand Greek soldiers in it along with many thousands of camp followers and sutlers.   
 
           Sudden attacks on unsuspecting and disorganized enemies will do that every time if the attackers are aggressive enough.  And the prize coins had apparently made the states’ men much more aggressive than they had been yesterday. 
 
           On the other hand, not all the Venetian-carried Greeks in the camp had been killed or despite initially being taken totally by surprise.  Far from it; many of them had undoubtedly been alerted by the noise and the arrival of fleeing people in time to snatch up their arms and either retreat with their possessions or use them to fight back.   
 
           The noise and dust of the fighting coming closer suggested the Greeks were rallying and beginning to push the remaining state forces back as more and more of them withdrew.  It would almost certainly not be an orderly withdrawal, and that, no doubt, would embolden those among the Greeks who were willing to fight.   
 
      
 
    ******  Lieutenant Commander Henry Soldier 
 
           Things really picked up about an hour before sunset.  A great and totally disorganized mass of returning states’ men could be seen approaching out of the dust.  Even so, the distant dust cloud hanging in the distance over the far end of the Greek camp suggested that some of the states’ men were still fighting the Greeks for their weapons, but perhaps that was just wishful thinking.  
 
             Of all things, it was water the returnees began wanted more than coins.  The archers had almost lost control that afternoon as the new arrivals began riding past the coins wagons to get water and then tried to return with weapons to get coins.  Many succeeded such that some of the weapons we paid may have come from the camp instead of the Greeks.  
 
           Orders had been quickly given and water was hurriedly fetched from the nearby estuary by camp followers who were paid one copper for every skin they brought to the line of waiting men.  Some ran back and forth to the water three or four times that afternoon and early evening.  It ended up being a great coin earner for the women of the camp—and in the process it totally depleted our supply of copper coins long before the coins for the last captured spear could be paid.  
 
           At the same time, those of the returnees who were waiting with captured weapons were pointedly told that if they rode past the coin wagons and into their camp for water they risked not being paid—they would not be allowed to return to collect the coins because it would look as if they were bringing weapons from the camp instead of from the Greeks. 
 
           No sooner had the water problem had been solved than another arose. 
 
           “Archers are disciplined and were willing to quietly line up for their prize monies; this lot is not.”  Someone remarked. 
 
           Commander Courtenay was concerned. 
 
           “Henry, the coin lines are getting too long.  They are almost out the gate and soon will be if we do not do something to speed things up.   
 
           “We need to get down there and open new lines before the men waiting in line start thinking that they might not be paid.  God only knows what might happen then; they may turn on each other and us.” 
 
           And that was exactly what the Commander and I did.  The line was starting to stretch out through the gate by the time they set up three more weapons paying lines and began passing out coins.  The tension that had been growing immediately disappeared when the lines suddenly shortened, particularly when those waiting in line could see the men in front of them being paid. 
 
            And then another problem arose—we suddenly realized that we were running out of copper coins.  We had not brought enough even though we did not know it at the time.  And the water carriers walking up and down the lines made the coin problem worse because they were being paid an immediate copper for each water skin they brought to the lines of waiting men.   
 
           The result was that we ran out of coppers; we had gold and silver coins, but not enough coppers. 
 
           Michael Oremus and young George, the commander’s son, were sent galloping off to get more coins.  While they were gone the Varangians walked up and down the line asking men to club together with their mates for immediate payment in silver or gold. 
 
           Offering gold and silver, instead of coppers, had to be done because there was a shortage of copper coins.  We had offered ten for a spear and the usual rate was forty coppers for one silver and twenty silvers for one gold bezant.  We had silvers for the swords and prisoners, but not enough coppers for the men who had only brought in a few spears. 
 
           “Hoy to any man with four spears, go over to that man and get a silver coin.”   
 
           But then the problem was that some men had five or six or only two or three.  What should a man do if he had more or fewer than four captured spears?  
 
           It was an unknown man in the line who suggested a fix for the problem—the men began to join with their mates to turn in four and share the silver coin.  They would exchange the silver coin for forty coppers and split them later.  The idea was a good one and the Varangian translators began walking up and down the coin lines touting it. 
 
           “There are more than enough silver coins.  If you do not want to wait for the coppers that are coming, you can join your captured spears with those of your mates’ and share the silver coins that are being paid.”   
 
           There was a sudden burst of activity all along the coin lines.  Some of the men were too thirsty to wait and began negotiating with the men around them.  But at least there was no anger.  Those who did not have mates they could trust knew they would be paid and were used to waiting. 
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter Twenty-seven 
 
    Sallies and ribaldis. 
 
           More and more galley companies double-timed into the gate area as sundown approached.  Some of their archers were placed along the wall above the sally gate and others on the tiny sliver of land between the moat and wall.  Henry himself marched two more companies out over the drawbridge and stood with them in the Company’s traditional seven-deep formation with the road running between them.  I allowed him to do so because I knew he would watch like a hawk to make sure they did not get cut off. 
 
           The number of returnees coming past Henry’s two companies, and the company of Captain Harper which was already out there, initially rose as the first signs of dusk appeared, and then tailed off as darkness began to fall.  The noise of battle soon became quieter and closer, and ended entirely when it became dark.  Even so, States’ riders and foot continued to straggle in with captured weapons for several hours, guided perhaps by the candle lanterns placed on the wall above the gate.  By then Henry and the three companies had crossed back over the moat bridge and were once again safely behind the city wall.   
 
           Enemy horse and foot could be seen in the distance as night fell, but they never approached.  Henry led the three galley companies back over the moat bridge without their ever pushing out an arrow.   
 
           One of the two galley companies which had stayed on the wall side of the moat, however, continued to stay there in the dark.  Its men remained in place all night to welcome any returnees from the states’ forces who might have somehow made their way out of the sacked camp.  There were only a handful of them. 
 
      
 
    ******  Major Captain Michael Oremus 
 
           “Only one of the wagons returned with a load of weapons,” Henry commented the next morning when we were breaking our fast at the Commandery.  “But I have no idea what happened to the others, or how many of the states’ riders and foot made it back.  Quite a few if the amount of coins we paid out is any indication.” 
 
           “How does Prince Ivan think his men did?  And how many men does he claim to have lost?” someone asked. 
 
           “I am not sure he knows or cares,” was Henry’s sarcastic reply.  He delivered it with a mouthful of bread and a waving of his bowl of morning ale. 
 
           “Well, his men are very good at making sallies that inflict damage,” Commander Courtenay replied.  “How soon do you think we should let them make another and earn more coins?” 
 
           And then, before anyone had a chance to answer his first question, the Commander asked a question that surprised us all. 
 
           “And how long do you think it would take our archers to quickly move the states’ forces out of their encampment and into the city if they left everything behind?” 
 
           My God!  Does he think we cannot hold the outer wall when the rest of the Greek army gets here? 
 
      
 
    ******   Commander George Courtenay 
 
           Things went quite well immediately after the second sally.  Elizabeth resumed visiting me that very night and I was glad to see her and get to know her again.  Actually, that was not exactly true; it was dark so I did not actually see her.  But I certainly heard and felt her as we joined together to celebrate the great victory of the states’ forces. 
 
           But was it a meaningful victory?  I thought so, but I certainly was not sure.  It certainly was not decisive since the main body of the Orthodox army had not yet even arrived.  No matter, Elizabeth and I celebrated it privately by drinking too much wine and getting to know each other again, and so did the entire city, celebrate this is, via the Empress proclaiming a non-working day of thanksgiving.   
 
           The best news, however, was that my father continued to recover from the chest and arm pox.  He was already walking around like a horse chomping at the bit in his efforts to get back to active duty in the Company.  The Empress was clearly delighted with his progress. 
 
           But now what?  The Empress’s spies were saying that the great mass of the Greek army would arrive in a few days.  These were the men whose commander had marched them up the mountain, and then back down again.  Now they were marching to Constantinople. 
 
           One thing was certain, even though I did not announce it.  I had already decided to let the states’ forces sally once again for coins in exchange for captured weapons and prisoners.  They did not know it, of course, but they would probably be let loose on the very day the main body of the Greek army arrived.  Hopefully, that would be before the Greek commander had a chance to get his men organized to fight them off.  
 
            It was a decision I did not announce.  To the contrary, I told no one and pretended to be unsure and indecisive whenever the possibility was mentioned.  The Empress was not the only one who had spies in both the Citadel and in the city. 
 
      
 
    ******   Commander Courtenay 
 
           “He is overbalanced and working with an absolute frenzy, Commander.  It has been that way ever since Thea and her mother were killed.  It is as if he is possessed by demons and devils behind his eyes.” 
 
           That was how James Howard, the sergeant assigned to assist Aron, described the Company’s alchemist.  There was a great deal of sympathy and concern in his voice. 
 
           “How so, James?  What is he doing?” I asked my question as we walked towards the Citadel’s stable where Aron and James lived and worked 
 
           “He has been mixing powders and hollowing out logs constantly ever since he was told about the girl and her mother.  I am not sure he has even eaten or slept ever since he heard the news. 
 
           We walked into the stall where Aron usually worked and then the one next to it where he slept.  He was in neither of them. 
 
           “He must be in the horse-training yard behind the stable,” James suggested. 
 
           And that is where we found him when we walked out into the bright sunlight.  We watched quietly as he and two of the Citadel’s servants attempted to lift a huge stone off a wagon on to a partially built platform of stones.  They obviously were attempting to make it taller for some reason. 
 
           Nothing was said.  We just stood there and watched silently until the stone was finally wrestled into place. 
 
           “Hoy, Aron.  What are you doing?” the Commander asked when they finished.  My God, he looks terrible.  James was right; he does look overbalanced.  He probably has not eaten or slept since Thea was killed. 
 
           “Hoy, Commander.  I did not expect to see you today, did I?” 
 
           “I was greatly sorrowed to hear of your great loss, Aron.  I will say a prayer for her the next time I am in a church.” 
 
           “It was God’s will so it could not be helped, could it, Commander?  So now I must take the revenge God wants me to take.” 
 
           “And what might that be, Lieutenant?”  Uh oh; that sounds like trouble. 
 
           “Why to destroy the Orthodox churches, of course,” was his answer.  “That is what God demands.  And rightly so—their priests sent men out to kill Thea and now God wants them punished.” 
 
           Aron was red-eyed and trembling as he announced God’s decree.  I had a most sympathetic look on my face and in my voice as I tried to re-direct him into a more useful revenge. 
 
           “You are absolutely right that God wants you to punish whoever sent men out to kill Thea.  Of that there can be no doubt.   And you have made your mark on the Company’s roll which means every archer is honour-bound help you get your revenge.  But God knows that it was the Patriarch and the Orthodox princes and their men who are most responsible for Thea’s death, not the priests.  
 
           “The priests merely passed the word they were ordered to pass.  They are innocents.  It is the men who gave the order, the Patriarch and the Orthodox king, which God wants punished along with the men who have taken up arms and joined with them. 
 
           “So you are absolutely right that God wants you to have your revenge, but he wants you to take it where it belongs most of all—on the Patriarch and the Orthodox king, and on their great army which is about to arrive and attack us. 
 
           “I know that is what God wants you to do because, as you know, I can talk to God because I can gobble and chant in church-talk and have been ordained as a priest as a result.”  
 
           Aron thought about what I said for a moment, and then nodded his head in agreement.   
 
           Did I really talk to God and know those things? Of course not.  But it was a good story and I told it to try to re-focus the poor sod on revenging his lass by hurting our most dangerous enemies, the ones at the city’s gates.  Besides, the Orthodox priests were not going anywhere unless, of course, they bought very expensive passages from us and fled.  After the war we would deal with those who were not smart enough to flee when they had the chance. 
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter Twenty-eight 
 
    Ribaldis and prisoners. 
 
           After Aron agreed to redirect his efforts, the Commander asked James Howard to walk back to the Citadel with him and me, Nicholas Greenway, the Commander’s apprentice.  They talked as they walked.  I, of course, merely listened. 
 
           “Watch him like a hawk, James, and stay with him at all times.  Do not let him take a ribaldi or anything else anywhere near an Orthodox church.  Tie him up if necessary and come to me immediately if you think he is going to try something.  On the other hand, we need as many ribaldis as he can make in the next week or two and we want him to recover from the sad thoughts behind his eyes and continue in the Company. 
 
           Then the Commander got deadly serious. 
 
    [image: ][image: ]       “How many ribaldis do you think Aron can provide to us in the next couple of weeks?” 
 
           “We already have six with lightning powder in them and there is no shortage of logs to be hollowed out and strong galley lines to prevent them coming apart, Commander.  I am not sure, Commander, how many more we can make in the next two weeks.  Two or three, at least, perhaps more.  It will depend on the amount of lightning powder available.”       “Does he need more men to help him with the work?” 
 
           “A couple of sailors to help carve out more logs would be useful.” 
 
           The Commander did say anything or a while.  He just kept walking.  Then he stopped and began giving me orders. 
 
           “Nicholas, go to the strand where our galleys are pulled ashore and give Lieutenant Commander Lewes my best regards and ask him if he can spare five galley carpenters and the tools they will need to help hollow out logs under the direction of Aron and James.  Wait there until all the men are collected, and then bring them to James and Aron at the stables.” 
 
           Then he his coin took his coin pouch off his belt and handed it to James. 
 
           “Take these coins, James.  I want you to use them to buy more of whatever  
 
    Aron needs to make more of his lightning-making powders.  We need a many ribaldis as he can make in the next ten days. 
 
           “Come to me immediately whenever there is a problem and for any additional coins or men you need.  And come to the Citadel tomorrow afternoon and tell me how many ribaldis you think Aron can complete in ten days and also how many you think he can make if he has twenty days.” 
 
           The Commander had obviously seen or heard something that had given him an idea.  I wondered what it could be.  Now, of course, I know. 
 
      
 
    ****** 
 
           After visiting Aron and talking with Jame, I briefly visited the prisoners taken by the states’ forces during their second sally.  They were being held in a foul and damp dungeon room under the Commandery.  They were not all that many, but a couple of them had real prospects.  One was a real catch, a bishop who had fetched his delighted captor a gold bezant.  There were also two wounded knights from Epirus. 
 
           Most of the rest of the prisoners were Orthodox priests.  The states’ men had taken theme because they thought the priests might be bishops because their black clerical gowns were different from those with which they were familiar.  They also brought in thee Greek soldiers who had swords and pikes in their possession such that the soldiers who captured them thought they might be knights. 
 
           The mistakes that had caused some of the prisoners to be brought in were understandable—the inexperienced and untraveled men of the states’ levies had never seen a bishop up close and, at least so far as they knew, ordinary soldiers only carried spears. 
 
           Overall, the captured men were not much of a haul for so much fighting and weapons capture, but they would have to do for what I had in mind for them—exchanging them for any of the archers and states’ men who had been captured in the recent fighting—and using them to send a misleading message to the Greeks. 
 
           My plan for the imprisoned bishops and the captured men involved the use of one of the city’s Orthodox priests who could gobble crusader French, and Adam Gravesend.  Adam was one of the archers assigned to our shipping post at Athens port of Piraeus.  He had been there ever since the post was established. 
 
           Some years ago Adam had gotten a local Greek girl in a family way and ended up marrying her.  Now he had six children and was available because he was one of the men archers who had been temporarily summoned to Constantinople.  He was also one of the few archers who could gobble Greek. 
 
           Adam was one of the Company’s reliable old sweats, a grey-haired and somewhat overweight two-stripe archer who had been married to his very religious Greek wife for many years.  As a result, according to his post’s captain, he had learned to gobble Greek fluently and regularly accompanied his wife and their children to an Orthodox church. 
 
           I interviewed Adam and three other Greek-gobbling archers at the Commandery, and decided he was the best of the lot for what I had in mind.   I spend the entire next day with Adam helping him understand what I wanted him to do and what he should say to the prisoners—and then I changed all of the prisoners’ guards and appointed him as the archer “lieutenant” in command of the new guards. 
 
           Adam was quickly given the symbols of his temporarily higher rank so he would look the part. 
 
           “You there, Lieutenant,” I called out to one of Michael Oremus’s men.  “Strip off your tunic and give it to this man.” … “Yes, right now.  You too, Adam.  Give him yours.” … 
 
           “Now you take his tunic, Lieutenant,” I told the somewhat confused and totally naked man standing in front of me, “with my thanks, and either draw a new tunic from your galley’s slop chest or sew your rank on Adam’s.” … “And here is a direct order for you—do not say a word about exchanging tunics to anyone except your galley captain and Commander Oremus, and only if they ask.” 
 
           Adam did not know it, of course, but he would be getting an additional stripe and promoted to sergeant if he carried out his assignment.  I am sure from the keenness of his responses that he hoped to gain from his unexpected opportunity to distinguish himself.    
 
      
 
    ******  Archer Adam Gravesend 
 
           A long line of newly appointed guards followed me into the foul cell the captured bishop and two knights were sharing.  They were carrying three candle lanterns, a table, beds, shite pot, and food.  I myself carried a wine skin and bowls, and smiled at the prisoners as I entered. 
 
           The men, to say the least, seemed pleased at the obvious improvement of their fortunes and their ability to see each other for the first time.  I stood aloof and waited until everything was in place.  Then I ordered the archers out of the cell. 
 
           As soon as they were gone, I rushed to the bishop and knelt in front of him. 
 
           “Forgive me and bless me, Bishop.  I came as soon as I could,” I said in Greek.  The bishop, as you might imagine, was astonished. 
 
           “My name is Adam Gravesend.  I am the lieutenant of the company assigned to guard the city’s moat bridges and wall gates.  My wife in Athens is a believer and so am I.  We attend church every day when I am there.  That is why I am only a lieutenant with no hope of advancement or ever getting the prize money I need to become a merchant.  Because I can gobble Greek, I have been ordered to take command of your guards in addition to my regular duties commanding the gates.” 
 
           The three men, as you might well imagine, were elated to see me and the many good things I brought them.  I was quickly forgiven for all my sins in the name of God and blessed quite copiously. 
 
           We talked as they ate and drank, with me doing most of the talking because they were too busy tucking into their food and drink to do much more than ask brief questions and listen. 
 
           They munched, swigged, pissed, an listened as I complained that my drunken captain had added guarding them to my regular duties which mostly involved supervising the archers and sailors who watched over the moat bridges and wall gate, of which there were now only one set in each wall that was not permanently closed. 
 
           “Unlike the other companies, we have sailors in our company because the cranks and lines that are used to raise and lower the moat bridges and wall gates constantly need repairs to get them to open and close properly. 
 
           “It is terrible for me to be here in the bridge and gate company because it means there is no chance for advancement and I have six children to feed and a wife who always spends more than I earn.  I have even thought of leaving the Company and becoming a merchant, but that, of course, is impossible because I have no hope of saving enough coins to buy a proper place in the market. 
 
           “Anything,” I lamented as I looked at the three men intently, “I would do anything if I could afford to leave the Company and live safely in Athens with my wife and children.” 
 
           Then I told them where I spent my time in Constantinople when I was not on duty. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter Twenty-nine 
 
    Prisoner Exchanges and fish. 
 
           We contacted the commander of the Greek army in the traditional way—we opened the gate and one of the city’s black-robed Orthodox priests walked out of it along with a horn blower tooting loudly to draw the Greeks’ attention.  Adam went out with the priest and so did Michael Oremus.  My son, Michael’s apprentice, did not go with them. 
 
           The three men waited for some time amidst the partially restored devastation.  Finally, after a long pause caused because the camp dwellers had begun fleeing as soon as the gate began going up, a similarly clothed Orthodox priest from the invaders’ camp hurried forward to meet with him. 
 
           First, the two priests greeted each other with what appeared to be the formalities and fashions of all first meetings between two Orthodox priests.  Afterwards they immediately started talking about the possibility of a prisoner exchange.  Adam, as he had been instructed, listened carefully. 
 
           “I am Father Innocent from Saint Gregory’s Church in Constantinople,” said the priest who had accompanied Adam.  Then he explained why he had come out of the city with two of the Empress’s soldiers, the captain in command of the city’s only usable gates on its landward side and his lieutenant who had the additional duty of being in charge of the men guarding the prisoners in the Citadel. 
 
           “The Empress’s men have captured some of your army’s men including a bishop, a number of priests, and a couple of knights.  And your army has captured some of the Empress’s men.  I have been ordered to inform you that the Empress, in her great benevolence as a true Christian, is willing to consider an exchange of prisoners right here in front of the only gate that has not been permanently blocked.     
 
           “So tell me Father, how many English archers and soldiers of the Latin states do your masters hold that they are able to exchange?” 
 
           As might be expected, the Greek priest did not have any idea how many prisoners the Orthodox army held.  But he instantly agreed that the idea of an exchange that would obtain the release of one of the Patriarch’s bishops and a number of his brother priests was a good idea.  The two priests agreed to meet again the next day at the same time.   
 
           The prisoners were exchanged about a week later—after the more distinguished amongst them had spent a five or six days in the cells next to the city’s three Orthodox bishops, and often with no one standing nearby to overhear them. 
 
           Neither of the priests nor the prisoners knew it, of course, but we were also using them to once again inform the Greeks that this was the only gate they could enter.  Similarly, in the case of the prisoners, we were using them to inform the Greeks that they could bribe their way into the city. 
 
      
 
      
 
    ****** 
 
           The main body of the Greek army began arriving a few days after the exchange.  It was a huge army of men and they were accompanied by numerous horses, wagons and camp followers.  They just kept coming and coming until they had filled up a good part of the narrow peninsula and all the available space outside Constantinople’s outer wall. 
 
           Our men watched them arrive and grew uneasy.  It was the largest number army of men any of us had ever seen—and they had come to Constantinople to either kill us or make us run. 
 
           Similar to those who had come before them, the new arrivals assumed the moat that protected the city against them would also protect them against the city’s defenders.  Accordingly, to the astonishment of the watching archers, the new arrivals pitched their tents and parked their wagons all the way up to the moat just as the late and unlamented early arrivals had done. 
 
           “Some people never learn,” Henry said with wonder in his voice and a disbelieving shake of his head.  He smiled as he said it. 
 
           “Henry is right, Commander.  We should hit them again with another sally as soon as possible,” said Richard Ryder, the Commander’s number two.   
 
           The men standing with the Commander on the wall above the gate all nodded their agreement when he turned and looked at them with a questioning look on his face. 
 
           “You are right, Henry, and I agree.  It is just too good of an opportunity to pass up.  What do you suggest?  Offer coins to the states’ forces once again for the weapons and high-ranking prisoners they bring in?” 
 
           “Aye, we cannot go wrong using the states’ forces to reduce the number of the bastards we have to fight.” 
 
           And after a brief pause, Henry added “and there surely are a lot of them.” 
 
      
 
    ****** 
 
           The same group of men were assembled on the wall above the gate and once again were looking out at the Greek encampment when the sun came up over the horizon the next morning.  Eric, the captain of the Empress’s guards was also with them and so was Prince Ivan, the commander of the Bulgarians, the largest contingent of the various forces that had come in from the Empress’s vassal states.  Prince Ivan had led the second sally; he had obviously decided to only watch this one. 
 
           “Any idea as to how many men are going out this time?” someone asked the prince.  I think it was the Michael Oremus, the major captain who was the Commander’s principal assistant. 
 
           It was a good question.  Unlike the previous two sallies, the column of salliers did not extend far enough back to even reach the curve in the road.  We could see them all.  There were no wagons in sight.  It would be a significantly less powerful sally than its two predecessors. 
 
           “This time about one hundred of my horsemen and another eighty from the other states, and perhaps thirty-five hundred foot,” Prince Ivan answered. 
 
           And then, after a long moment of looking at the men packed into the roadway below us waiting for the gate to be raised, Prince Ivan added another thought as he used his chin to point at the column of foot soldiers waiting immediately behind the riders.   
 
           “They are all that are available of the six thousand or so men who went out on the first sally.  They are the best of them though, the thrusters who are willing to fight for more coins.  The others have mostly been killed, wounded, or are staying camp because they are too afraid to go out again.  Others have deserted to go home with their coins.” 
 
           After a pause, he added.   
 
           “Mostly the men who are not sallying today are missing because they are afraid or deserted.”  Then he hastily added, “with the exception of my personal guard of knights and nobles, of course; I ordered them not to go out this time because I cannot afford to lose them.” 
 
           Commander Courtenay nodded his understanding and replied. 
 
           “Well, this is the states’ men’s third sally this week.  At least we all have some experience under our belts and are better prepared to see that they get paid, watered, and sewed up when they return.  What astonishes me is that the Greek commander does not have at least some of his men standing ready to fight us off.  Surely he must know about our first two sallies?” 
 
           The talking amongst the watchers was stopped by the creaking sound of the huge wall gate as it began to rise.  Below them the loud talking was fading away, the men with helmets were dropping their visors, and every man was taking a firmer grip on his weapons.   
 
           A moment later the states’ riders ducked their heads and poured through gate, and galloped over the moat bridge and into the Greek camp waving their swords over their heads.  What was left of the states’ foot came running out of the gate right behind them. 
 
           The salliers began trickling back about an hour later.  This time we were organized with the coins, sail makers, and water carriers waiting when they returned.  There were no long lines of desperately thirsty men.  And an entire company of archers from a nearby enclosure kept the camp followers, priests, and other coin-seekers well away from the returnees. 
 
           It had been another successful raid in terms of both weapons and prisoners.  And this time some of the salliers led in captured wagons pulled by captured horses, seven of them in all.  Several of the wagons had valuable armour and weapons in them.  Their owners had not had time to unpack them. 
 
      
 
    ****** 
 
           Surprisingly enough, until the two days after the arrival of the main body of the Greek army, the road through the Greek camp had remained open.  No one in the Greek army had thought to order it closed.  As a result, food supplies of meat, early-harvested grains, and firewood had continued to be brought in to feed the city and build its reserves.   So did similar supplies arriving on barges coming down the rivers into the Golden Horn and transports coming out of both the Black Sea and the Mediterranean. 
 
           And, of course, there were always the fish.  They were the most important food for many of the poorer people of the city.  And they continued to be caught by the local people who stood shoulder to shoulder every day all along the miles of shoreline that ran next to the city’s walls.  The city’s people had fished along the shoreline to feed themselves and supply the city’s markets since time began.   
 
           The fish catches of the local people were substantial.  And little wonder; the number of fish constantly making their way along the shoreline where the city protruded out into the water was astonishing.  Fish could be seen and caught everywhere along the miles and miles of city wall, even during a siege.  That was significant because so long as there was enough firewood with which to cook the fish, the city was not likely to ever be brought to its knees by running out of food, even if both the land and water approaches to the city were totally cut off. 
 
           Moreover, if push came to shove and a siege lasted many years such that there were not any more wooden houses in the city that could be torn down and burned for cooking, the defenders and the city people could eat the fish raw.   
 
           Indeed, I had been told by no less than Eric, the commander of the Empress’s guards, that some of Constantinople’s people who cannot afford to buy firewood regularly eat raw fish.  That, of course, is not likely to be a true story since it is well known that eating too much raw fish can cause fish scales to begin covering certain important parts of your body.   
 
           In any event, the implications of the huge supply of readily available fish were significant—it meant a siege to starve the city into submission would never work.  And that, in turn, meant an army attacking the city would either have to launch a great assault and fight its way into the city, as the crusaders had done some years earlier, or it would have to get into the city by gulling or bribing some of the city’s defenders as the crusaders had also done. 
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter Thirty 
 
    Whittling them down. 
 
           What was left of Number Nine Company picked its way through the thick stand of trees until Lieutenant Baker raised his hand.  His signal stopped the nine tired archers, and one terrified prisoner tied to a horse, which were strung out in a line behind him.  The lieutenant, and each of the archers, was leading at least one saddled horse, the relatively fresh “remount” that every horse archer always kept close at hand in case he needed to run for safety or catch a fleeing foe.   
 
           “This will do for our new camp,” Lieutenant Baker announced as he looked around and nodded his head to agree with himself.  “We can see the cart path and village from here, and we can run either up the hill or through the trees over there if any of the Greeks are unlucky enough to find us again. 
 
           “Sergeant, post a good man as a lookout at the edge of the trees over there beyond the big rock.  That is the way the Greeks will likely come if they try to sneak up on us.” 
 
           Lieutenant Baker was in command because Number Nine Company’s captain had been killed in a skirmish some days earlier on the Adrianople road.  Afterwards, when the Greek army finished passing in front of them, the lieutenant had led what was left of the company from its initial “rest and recovery” camp along the Adrianople road to what was intended to be their company’s permanent base camp for the duration of the Greek siege.  
 
           Each of the horse archer companies serving in the Latin Empire had a hidden base camp that, for their safety’s sake, no one else knew about.  From their base camps, the companies rode out to pick off the Greek army’s stragglers and chop up its foraging parties.  They would then periodically return to their hidden camps for rest and resupply.     
 
           Number Nine Company’s initial base camp had been in the hills just beyond the long peninsula that poked out into the sea with the great city of Constantinople at its very end.  Lieutenant Baker had led the men of his company into their ready and waiting first base camp after the company finished harassing the Greek army as it marched past it on the road from Adrianople. 
 
           Lieutenant Baker and his men had begun hitting the stragglers and foraging parties of the Greek-led army camped outside Constantinople’s walls immediately thereafter.  And they had continued doing so right up until some Greeks got lost and blundered into their first camp.  That is why they had temporarily relocated to their backup camp and spent the past several days looking for a new one. 
 
           The company’s basic assignment was actually quite simple; it was to inflict as many casualties as possible on the Greek army and prevent its foraging parties from bringing in food and other supplies for the Greek soldiers.  Hopefully the Greek soldiers who were not killed outright would be weakened and demoralized by their wounds and lack of food and begin deserting.   
 
           In other words, the men of Lieutenant Baker’s company were to act like a pack of a dozen or so of roving English wolves which had come across a great flock of Greek sheep.  The problem, of course, was that the sheep had weapons and some of them knew how to use them.  The company’s captain had discovered that the hard way when a Greek soldier got him in the stomach with a spear.  A mercy put him out of his agony. 
 
           Since Lieutenant Baker had taken over command of Number Nine, two of the company’s archers had been wounded, one fatally and the other seriously enough that he had been evacuated on one of the Company galleys that constantly moved up and down the rivers that drained into the Golden Horn estuary which flowed along one side of the Constantinople city wall.   
 
           The casualty ratios had not been favourable to the Greeks.  To the contrary, the archers of Number Nine Company had made the Greeks pay dearly for the men the company had lost; they had over and over again stood off and used their longbows to inflict a large number of casualties on the Greeks marching past them on the old Roman road to Constantinople.  They had also either turned back or destroyed a number of Greek foraging parties. 
 
           The Greeks had responded to the way Number Nine Company and the other horse archer companies operating against them by reducing the number of foraging parties and greatly increasing the number of armed men who accompanied each of them.  This had not occurred because of a decision by their absent commander, but rather instinctively by the individual Greek soldiers—they had come to understand what would happen to them if they went out alone or in small groups, so they stopped doing so. 
 
           Unfortunately for the archers of Number Nine Company, their initial base camp on one of the hills overlooking the peninsula had been blundered into and destroyed by such a large force of Greek foragers two days earlier.  That was why they had been looking for a new campsite, but only after they finished off the foragers who had stumbled upon their old one. 
 
           Lieutenant Baker’s badly outnumbered, but well-trained, horse archers had done exactly what they had been learnt to do when the equally surprised Greek foragers came upon them—they had hurriedly mounted their always-saddled horses and ridden away to regroup.  The riders of the foraging party, seeing them flee, had chased after them.  
 
           Several times the Greek riders “almost caught” the company’s stragglers and, as a result, continued pursuing them for some distance in hopes of an easy victory and the acclaim of their commanders.  That, of course, was a mistake, and it cost the Greeks dearly. 
 
           The enthusiasm of the Greek riders for chasing the Englishmen changed dramatically when Lieutenant Baker shouted an order and the archers suddenly switched over to the fresh horses they had been leading—and began charging in a line abreast back towards the Greeks whose exhausted horses had become strung out in ones and twos all along the route of their failed chase. 
 
           It was the English archers’ old and reliable “wounded bird” ploy, the tactic the Company’ greybeards had learned from the Saracens years earlier when the Company was first formed and went crusading with King Richard.  And it worked once again as the archers of Number Nine Company turned back on their fresh horses and began systematically shooting the Greek riders off their exhausted horses as they came upon them one or two at a time.   
 
           The archers continued riding on their fresh horses all the way back to where the main party of foragers was resting after looting the company’s camp.  They then pulled up their horses some distance from the Greek foot and began shooting them down until they ran out of arrows.  Afterwards, they set about collecting as many of their arrows as they could find and selecting a prisoner to be sent down the river to Constantinople for questioning. 
 
           In fact, the fate and failure of the Greek foraging party had been sealed as soon as its men stumbled upon the company’s base camp.  It would almost certainly have been no different even if the riders amongst the foragers had not chased after the archers in hopes of an easy victory—for if the Greek riders had not chased after them, the archers would almost certainly have immediately ridden back to surround the Greeks and pick them off one by one using the superior range of their longbows.   
 
           There was one last thing to be done. 
 
           “Eddie, you and Joe are to take the prisoner to the river and wait for one of our galleys.  Tell its captain what we have seen and done since our last report and bring back all the arrows you can carry and some grain we can grind for bread.  Do not take any unnecessary chances; you know the drill, eh?” 
 
           There was no doubt about what the soldiers of the Greek army were discovering, if they did not already know; going after a company of longbow-carrying English horse archers was like slapping a hungry bear on its arse to get its attention. 
 
      
 
    ****** 
 
           “Will you live long or will you die soon?  Your future told by the blind woman from Delphi who sees everything and is never wrong.  Only a penny or a piece of bread and it will be returned to you if you do not believe the fate she sees for you or accept the way she says you can avoid it.” 
 
           The man called out the offer as the great army passed in front of the wagon in which he and the woman lived, but only infrequently when she had no custom.  Normally there was a line of anxious soldiers waiting to learn their fate and how to avoid it. 
 
            Those who paid were quietly assured of her powers. 
 
           “It is true as God is my witness; she can see a man’s future even though her eyes are blank.  All you need is to let her hold your hand and give her one small copper coin or a piece of bread—which she will return to you if you are not satisfied.” 
 
           It was a great story told by the blind woman’s protector and wagon driver—and each and every word in it was selected to convey a specific fact about the man who was anxiously wait to have his fate told to him.   
 
           The blind woman who would soon tell the soldier about his future sat nearby quietly listening to what was being said.  A moment later a small coin changed hands and yet another very concerned young soldier was introduced to the blind woman by her assistant. 
 
           “Here is a man come to learn his future, dear lady.  Will you hold his hand and tell him what his future holds?  He is anxious to know so he can make his plans.” 
 
           “Give me your hand.   Hmm.  Oh.  Yes.  You have red hair and are wearing a tunic and you are only carrying a spear since you have no sword or helmet or chain shirt.  And you have two of your mates with you and a scar on your face.  Oh no,” she said a moment with a tone of despair and a sad shake of her head. 
 
           The woman croaked out every word quite sincerely.  Then she leaned forward and quietly gave him the bad news so the others would not hear it. 
 
           “My boy, I am sorry to have to tell you this, but the life line on your hand is short, very short.  And the spear you are carrying will not help you and neither will your homemade shield.  It seems the angel of death knows your name and the arrow that has your name on it is already nearby.   
 
           “Your only hope is to leave the road as soon as it gets dark and walk straight back to your hovel.  When you get there you must stay inside until the next full moon begins to wane.   Do that and your red hair will stay on your head long enough to turn grey.  If you do not leave immediately, you will soon die a most painful death with an arrow in your stomach.  And the same will happen to you if you ever tell anyone I told you how to avoid your fate.” 
 
           And with that she sighed and waved the white-faced and shaking lad away with a gentle and resigned flick of her hand.        
 
           It was quite surprising how many men were convinced by the blind woman’s knowledge of their future and immediately deserted.  On the other hand, her story would have been quite different if the words in her assistant’s introduction had told her the client was a suspicious priest or a noble.  If he had been a priest, for example, he would have been told that he would live well and prosper if he prayed to Jesus every day and was always loyal to his bishop and the Patriarch.  It worked every time. 
 
           How did she do it?  Every single word her helper said with his introduction meant something specific.  For example, the word “dear” if he addressed her as “dear lady” or “dear one” meant she would be talking to a common soldier; the word “lady” meant he was carrying a spear whereas “one” meant he was carrying a sword.  Other words in the introduction told her such things as the colour of his hair or his rank. 
 
           It had taken a while to learn what each of the words in her assistant’s introduction meant, but she had learned them.  And then the coins rolled in and she scared the soldiers who talked to her into running.   
 
           The woman and her assistant ate well as a result of the coins she fetched; the bread was fed to the horse that pulled their wagon.  
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter Thirty-one 
 
    Two weeks later. 
 
           Commander Courtenay and his key lieutenants gathered at the Commandery on the eve of what was shaping up to be a great and decisive battle.  Three weeks had passed since two back-to-back sallies had ripped apart the Greek army’s early arrivals, the men who had been carried part of the way by the Venetian transports, and it had been almost two weeks since the third sally by the states’ men had welcomed the newly arrived main body of the Greek army.   
 
           The third sally by the states’ forces had occurred when the main body of the invaders first reached the city walls.  The new arrivals had fought back and the states’ men had suffered for it in addition to earning a considerable amount of coins.   
 
           Henry’s current best guess was that there were now only about twenty-five hundred able-bodied states’ soldiers left in their camp inside the walled roadway into the city—and an ever-growing number of camp followers who had been attracted to the coins the states’ men earned.  They, as all camp followers inevitably do, wanted the new-found men in their lives to sally out again to earn more coins. 
 
           Equally important, a week had passed since a prisoner exchange had brought back a handful of captured archers and a dozen or so of the states’ forces—and, in exchange, resulted in the archers freeing a number of captured Greeks, including a captured bishop and a couple of knights.  If all went as planned, the newly released Greeks would carry false and misleading information back to their fellow invaders.   
 
           It had been time well spent with every archer’s day filled with training and practice on matters such as who and how the companies were to respond if the enemy broke through the wall somewhere, or if the galleys in the harbour were attacked and in need of help at the same time the wall was being attacked. 
 
           One thing, however, had been quite disappointing.  I had had high hopes for the false information and offers of assistance we tried to plant by releasing the prisoners, but so far it was not having its intended effect—no effort had been made to contact Adam, the archer who had claimed to be the captain of the gate guards and had offered to open the Farmers’ gates for one hundred pounds of silver coins.  That was a lot of silver, of course, but he might not have been believed if he had only asked for a small amount. 
 
           The three sallies, the fighting in the mountains, the constant attacks by the independent companies of horse archers, and the desertions caused by the warnings of the blind prophets sent out to “see” the future of individual Greek soldiers, had combined to whittle down the Orthodox army.  Even so, it still numbered well over one hundred thousand men plus another fifty thousand of so of camp followers and sutlers.  It was little wonder that when the wind blew towards the sea we could smell the Greek camp from where we stood on the city wall.   
 
           Holding Constantinople’s walls against the invaders were over three thousand archers from Cornwall’s Company of Archers and their nine hundred locally recruited auxiliaries, the twenty-five hundred or so men remaining from the Latin states loyal to the Empress, and about four hundred of the Empress’s personal guards.   
 
           In addition to the archers manning Constantinople’s walls, what was left of two hundred of the Company’s horse archers were harassing the invaders’ flanks from battle camps secreted in the hills beyond the peninsula and foraging parties and forty-two of the Company’s sea-going war galleys were here with their crews of archers and sailors.   
 
           Many of the Company’s galleys were pulled ashore and others were anchored nearby because their archers were now on the city walls.  But others were still crewed and actively defending the water approaches to the city and carrying away its refugees.  In essence, the Company was “all in” in an effort to continuing getting some of the Latin Empire’s great and growing riches. 
 
           Unlike the archers who knew they were in Constantinople to earn coins and promotions, many of the lower ranking invaders still had no idea why their lords had brought them to Constantinople.  They also had inferior weapons and little or no training in how to use them. 
 
           What the Greek soldiers did know was that they were living and increasingly hungry in their army’s huge, crowded, and increasingly foul camp—and that it was damn dangerous to go out foraging for food or get too near to the city’s walls. 
 
           According to the Empress’s spies, the Greek commander and his retinue had finally arrived.  If so, he probably could not help but be aware of the size and state of his army.  What he would do, however, was totally unknown.  Anything was possible. 
 
      
 
    ******  Commander George Courtenay 
 
           The reports of my lieutenants were mostly encouraging.  The Company had been doing more than just preparing to fight the Greeks for the past several months.  Our galleys and transports had also been earning a considerable amount of coins by carrying away refugees who could afford to flee the coming siege and its dangers and hardships.  They were mostly the city’s priests, merchants, and money lenders along with almost all of the city’s idle gentry and the Empress’s courtiers.   
 
           It was easy money for us—the refugees did the rowing on each outward bound voyage with each galley’s full crew of sailors working its sails and a token number of archers on board to help to defend it.  
 
           Each galley then turned around and returned to Constantinople from wherever it had unloaded its passengers using paid volunteers to do the rowing.  The rowers would join our defence force as auxiliaries when they reached Constantinople.   
 
           So far, we had only lost one galley despite the most popular refugee destination being Athens’ port of Piraeus where a good part the Venetian fleet was based.  And the only loss we knew about was a galley full of refugees that was apparently taken north of Cyprus by a fleet of Moorish pirates.   
 
           Venice had not been a problem for the past few months despite the fact that the Venetians hated the Company due to our past victories and support for the Empress.  According to what our refugee-carrying captains had been told at Piraeus, the Venetians had been ordered by the Patriarch not to interfere with our refugee-carrying operations because so many of the refugees we were carrying out of Constantinople were Orthodox Greeks.   
 
          The Venetians, as you might expect, obeyed the Patriarch because their goal was much bigger than merely taking a few of the Company’s galleys and transports as prizes—it was to in all ways replace the Company at Constantinople and, additionally and even more important to them, return to its previous domination of the city’s markets and money lending.  This, the Venetians assumed, would occur when the Orthodox-praying King of Epirus replaced the Latin-praying Empress on the throne.  
 
           Similarly continuing to prosper was our collection of the Empress’s tolls for allowing transports and galleys to pass through the Sea of Marmara whilst coming to or from the Golden Horn, the Dardanelles, and the Bospherus.  If anything, the city’s increased importation of food to build up its siege supplies had caused a minor uptick of sea traffic in the local waters and, thus, of the tolls we had been collecting and keeping in exchange for helping to defend the city. 
 
           That fine state of affairs, the collection of the Empress’s toll coins that is, had not slowed in the past few days even though our galleys and transports had almost entirely stopped sailing with archers on board.   
 
           Similarly, the galleys that had been rotating as toll collectors at the Dardanelles and Bosphorus entrances to the Sea of Marmara had been summoned back to the city.  This was done so their archers could reinforce those who were already defending the walls.   
 
            Indeed, some of our galley and transports were still carrying refugees and collecting the Empress’s tolls—but without any archers on board at all.  They were sailing without them.   
 
           Sailing without archers on board had worked successfully in the past because they might be on board.  Besides, the Company was well known for routinely pretending its transports were unarmed in order to lure pirates into coming alongside and grappling them—so our men could dash out of the deck castles and cargo holds where they had been hiding to throw their own grapples, shoot down the pirates with their arrows, and take their attackers’ galleys as prizes.   
 
           What we hoped, of course, was that the war for the Empress’s throne would be over and the archers back on board our galleys and transports by the time the Venetians and Moors discovered they had been gulled. 
 
            The reports coming in from the horse archers harassing the Greeks were also encouraging, albeit always late in arriving.  Each week two archers from each horse company would ride northeast from their company’s hidden supply camp to the nearest river that emptied into the so-called “Golden Horn” estuary that ran along the city wall on one side of Constantinople.   
 
           When the two archers reached the river, they would hail one of the Company’s three fully crewed galleys that we had constantly moving up and down the river.  When the archers made contact with a galley they would report on what their company had seen and done since their company’s last report, and sometimes they would bring prisoners to be taken to Constantinople for questioning or wounded archers who needed barbering.  In turn, the galley would give them any new orders that might have been issued and provide them with supplies such as sacks of bread-making grain and bales of arrows. 
 
            The reports from the horse companies operating furthest to the south indicated that they were keeping the road from Adrianople totally cut.  Deserters and others moving south away from Constantinople were not stopped or harassed in any way; supplies and reinforcements moving north to join the Orthodox army, on the other hand, were subject to constant attacks and destruction. 
 
           Similar reports came in from the horse companies operating from their hidden bases closer to Greek encampment on the peninsula on which Constantinople was located.  They claimed to be keeping the Greeks penned into their camp and preventing foraging parties from foraging unless they were extremely large and looking for a fight.   
 
           Even more important, however, was the information we continued to receive from the prisoners the horse archers were taking about the intentions of the Greek commanders—they had promised their men they would be able to go home in time to bring in the crops they had planted in the spring. 
 
           The promises of the Orthodox commanders to their men were truly important so far as we were concerned.  They strongly suggested that the Greek army would attempt a massive assault instead of a prolonged siege similar to that of the crusaders that preceded their final assault.  That was what we had always expected would be the case, but it was useful to our plans to have it confirmed. 
 
           Similarly suggesting a massive assault instead of a long siege were the behaviour of the Greek foragers and the statements of the prisoners taken by the horse archers.  In addition to foraging for food, the Greek foragers seemed to be particularly focussed on finding tall trees that could be cut down and used to make wall-scaling ladders—not shorter trees that might be used to build siege towers and catapults.  The prisoners confirmed that it was only very tall ladders and long wooden foot bridges that were being built in the Greek camp. 
 
           Richard was particularly anxious for the Greek’s big assault to begin because his horse archers were themselves being whittled down during their constant harassing attacks.  Every horse company had lost men killed and wounded.  Some of them were down to half strength or less.  Even worse, there had been no reports from several of his companies for some weeks. 
 
           Although he never mentioned them directly, I understood Richard’s concerns about his men and shared them.  If the Greek army broke into the city, we could hastily load the surviving foot archers into our waiting galleys and make a run for it—but it we did that, we would be leaving his horse archers behind.  And leaving anyone behind was something Richard and I could not and would not do.   
 
           Amongst the many problems of withdrawing the horse archers if the city fell was that each company’s battle camp was separate and secret so that it could not be betrayed by an archer from another horse company if he was taken prisoner.  Only Richard had been present when the horse archers’ many different camps were initially located.  In any event, the hidden camps of the independently operating horse companies would have been relocated if they had been discovered. 
 
           Accordingly, the only thing we could do if it looked like Constantinople was going to fall was have our three galleys patrolling the river send the horse company messengers who hailed them back to their camps to retrieve their mates.  And then, when and if the men arrived, take them down the river and on to Cyprus.   
 
           Collecting the horse archers was likely to take weeks because it would take that long for the men of the last surviving company to contact a galley on the river and be withdrawn.  Worse, we were likely to wait overly long because we would never know when the last of the independent companies had come in if some of them had been totally destroyed.   
 
           And that was only the beginning—because the Company galleys which waited to rescue them would then have to come down the river and fight their way through the Venetians and their allies whose galleys, if the city was lost, would undoubtedly be controlling the river, the estuary, and the Marmara Sea’s exits and entrances.  
 
           In essence, rescuing the horse archers was not impossible even though it would be a nightmare of difficulties and very close to a forlorn hope.  But it was the only thing we could do if the city fell.   
 
           In other words, victory was our only real option and we all knew it. 
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter Thirty-two 
 
    We are well and truly surprised. 
 
           It was a balmy night and quite pleasant even though it had gotten cloudy late in the previous afternoon and it looked and smelled like there would soon be rain.  Our men had been on high alert for several days.  It meant that each galley company’s sentries were tripled and all of its archers slept on their company’s assigned stretch of the outer wall with their weapons close at hand and their bales of extra arrows open and ready.          
 
           My lieutenants and I had begun quietly walking along the top of the outer wall as soon the sun finished passing overhead.  Initially, during the first hour or so of darkness, the men were sleeping and snoring everywhere, usually with their heads on one of their quivers and always on their backs.  They were sleeping that way because, as every soldier knows, sleeping on one’s side on stone often gives a man pains in his hip.   
 
           Similarly, sleeping on one’s stomach can put a foul taste in one’s mouth if he is sleeping too close to his company’s latrine or where birds and mice have been shitting whilst they searched for food.  It also can put a crick in one’s neck from turning it too far.  There was no doubt about it for a soldier sleeping rough—being flat on your arse with your head on a quiver was the only way to go. 
 
           Things began to change after a couple of hours or so of darkness.  We began hearing muffled voices and strange noises coming from both sides of the nearby moat.  But they did not sound like the normal noises one would expect from an army’s encampment.  To the contrary, the noises sounded like squeaking wagon wheels and periodic loud thumps as if something large and heavy had crashed to the ground.   
 
           Messengers soon began pouring in to report what we already knew—voices giving orders and, most surprising of all, strange noises were being heard everywhere along the city’s outer wall on both sides of the moat.  The Greeks were up to something for sure. 
 
           Our response was inevitable.  All along the wall anxious archers and auxiliaries were shaken awake and orders whispered to them to be ready to move out with their weapons on a moment’s notice.   
 
           Simultaneously, I sent warning messages to Richard and Harold at the harbour where our galleys were tied up and pulled on to the strand, and to Henry at the gate next to the states’ forces encampment.  Similar notices were sent to the commander of the Empress’s Varangian guards, and to my father who had recovered enough from his chest pox to be able to take command of the Citadel’s defences.   
 
           Indeed, the only people we did not bother to wake up and inform were the states’ forces.  We did not wake them because there was nothing for them to do since, according to Henry who had been working to train the states’ forces, we could not trust them to defend even the smallest stretch of the wall.   
 
          The archers on the gate in front of the states’ forces, however, were awakened and my senior aide, Michael Oremus, was sent to take command of them so they would be good hands now that Henry was needed on the wall.  Henry was the Company’s most experienced ground commander; I wanted him with me to help direct the defence of the wall if the Greeks were going to attack.  He came immediately. 
 
           My son, also named George, accompanied Michael to the gate as his apprentice and scribe even though he was much too young to be on active duty with the Company, let alone in a real fight.  George did not know it, of course, but two carefully selected chosen men, both long-serving veterans, followed him everywhere he went.  They were to do whatever it took to keep him safe and out of trouble “including throwing him screaming and kicking over your shoulder and carrying him away.”   
 
           Two hours later, in the middle of the night, I changed my mind about not using what was left of the states’ forces.  I sent a message to Michael and Prince Ivan suggesting they form them up at dawn for a possible coin-earning sortie that might start as early as an hour or two later.   
 
           What I did not tell anyone, not even Henry who had joined me by then, was that I only intended to send the states’ men out on a sally if the Greek army launched an all-out attack such that the Greeks left their encampment undefended and easily sacked—because the sally of the states’ forces might cause some of the Greeks to abandon their attack in order to save their camp.   
 
           Something was happening.  That much was certain.  But we had absolutely no idea what it might be.  All we could do was assume that the noises we heard all along the wall on both sides of the moat meant an imminent attack was possible and get ready to repel it.  Or, of course, the Greeks might just be jerking our dingles. 
 
           We spent the rest of the night assuring each other that we were ready for anything whilst constantly worrying about what was about to happen. 
 
      
 
    ***** 
 
           We finally saw what had kept us awake all night when the sun appeared in the morning.  It was the entire Orthodox army and it was breathtakingly huge, by far the biggest force of men any of us had ever seen.  And it was formed up in a surprising place—two or three miles away on the far side of the Greek encampment instead of close to the wall that it apparently intended to attack.   
 
           Its men were massed several miles or so beyond the moat and the Greek encampment in about mob-like formations that looked to each have about five or six thousand men—and there many such formations, we could see at least a dozen from where we stood.  They stretched all along the wall in front of us until they disappeared from sight where the wall curved.  
 
           “But why are they so far away?” Henry asked no one in particular as he shook his head.  “Surely they do not intend to march someplace else after putting all those foot bridges over the moat?  And where would they go?” 
 
           What Henry was saying was particularly worrying.  It just did not make much sense for the Greek army to be formed up so far away.  What made a lot of sense, on the other hand, was what had caused the noise that kept us awake all night—the numerous newly installed narrow wooden foot bridges that had been ingeniously thrown across the moat in the dark.   
 
           What was ingenious about them was the way they had been delivered.  In the darkness of the night, each of the footbridges had been carried upright in the bed of a wagon to the edge of the moat, and then pushed over to so that its other end landed on the other side of the moat.   
 
            What was surprising was that the men who had pulled the wagons into place and toppled their footbridges over to cover the moat had done so, and then run off leaving the wagons unattended at the edge of the moat.  Why had they done that? 
 
           And what were Greeks waiting for now that the bridges were in place?  These were the questions behind everyone’s eyes and much talked about by the waiting archers.  One would have thought the Greeks would have immediately attacked as soon as there was enough light for them to see what they were doing.  But they did not.  Why were they waiting? 
 
           We were confused and uncertain.  Could it be that the Greek commanders were knowledgeable enough to wait for the rain that looked to be coming this way to begin falling so our bowstrings would be affected?  And how did they know in advance that there would be rain?  We did not have a clue. 
 
           The delay of the Greek attack suggested that the Greek commander was either exceedingly stupid or very lucky or very smart.  In any event, we all worried because the Greek assault had not started even though there were now at least a hundred narrow foot bridges across the moat.  Why were they waiting? 
 
           “Henry, you go to the left and make sure each company has enough pikes and that our best archers and best pike men are in front of every wagon bridge; Nicholas, you go to the right and do the same.  Pass along my order to the captains about getting their archers and pike men in front of the wagon bridges.  Then continue on to the gate and look around, then come back and report.  The gate is easiest way for the Greeks to get in and these foot bridges might be an elaborate feint to draw our attention away from it. ” 
 
           They both knew exactly what I wanted them to do about the pikes, and so would the captains—having our best men on the pikes meant taking them from the auxiliaries and assigning them to our steadiest archers. 
 
      
 
    ****** 
 
           Our increased readiness had actually begun two days earlier when one of the Empress’s spies came in from the Greek camp and reported that the long awaited major assault on the city’s outer wall would begin as soon as the weather was right and the Greeks had collected enough wagons.  We did not know what “the weather was right’ meant or why they needed more wagons, but we certainly understood “major assault.” 
 
           The Greek army, or so it now seemed, was either waiting for tonight’s darkness so they could cross the moat with their ladders on their newly installed foot bridges without being seen, or they were waiting for a storm to wet our bowstrings.  Or could it be that the Greeks were waiting for word that the Venetians had launched an attack on the harbour?  No one could think of another reason.   
 
           It was the possibility that the Greek army had been waiting for a rain storm that particularly worried me and my lieutenants—there was the distinct smell of rain in the air.   
 
           Although the Greek commander was probably not experienced enough to know about it, or, based on what we had seen so far, smart enough to take advantage of it, rain greatly reduced an archer’s ability to push out his arrows by wetting his bowstring.  And while it was true that every archer was required to carry at least four bowstrings with him at all times, one on his bow and at least two more under his knitted cap and one in his coin pouch, it was equally true that bowstrings get wet quickly and lose their effectiveness when it is raining. 
 
      
 
    ******  Archer Harry Driver. 
 
           “It will not be long now.” That is what one of my mates, Guy Falmer, said he heard the Commander say.  It happened a few minutes earlier when Guy was standing near the Commander on the narrow pathway that ran all along the top of the city’s outer wall.   
 
           Guy was near the Commander because, at the time, they were both pissing over the wall at one of the places on the wall where the men of our company are supposed to piss and shite.   
 
           According Guy, the Commander also said “It was a good idea for the Greeks to use their wagons like that; we will have to remember it.” 
 
           What the Commander was talking about were the abandoned wagons we could see down below us in the early light of a cloudy Thursday morning.  The Greeks had quietly pushed them up to the edge of the moat in the darkness, and then the long and upright wooden plank each wagon had carried was somehow toppled over so as to fall across the moat and create a footbridge.   
 
           We knew from the word that had been passed from man to man along the wall that there were many such “wagon footbridges,” and that they were spread out for miles all along the wall on either side of where Guy and I were sitting with our backs against the wall.   
 
           What was even more surprising and worrisome to me and my mates was that the wagons what brought them were still there.  Footbridges we could understand.  They meant the Greeks intended to come across them and attack us.  But the wagons? 
 
           Last night my mates and I had known something was happening in the dark because we had heard what we now knew was the sound of the bridges’ wooden planks hitting the ground below the wall on our side of the moat.  We had all heard them because our entire company had spent the night on the wall anxiously waiting on high alert.   
 
           And we were fairly sure we knew how the moat bridges had been installed because we could see one of the Greeks’ wagons that had carried them off to our left.  The long and narrow wooden plank it had been carrying was still upright and pointing towards the sky.  What we did not know was why that particular plank had not been toppled over to bridge the moat the way all the other wagons had done with the long wooden planks they had been carrying.   
 
           One of my mates, David May, a long-serving one-striper like me, said that whilst he was visiting the company shite hole earlier he had heard someone say that Alan Gaddie, one of the archers in the company next to ours, was telling everyone that he whilst he was taking a shite he had a heard a lieutenant explain why some of bridges were still on the wagons instead of being pushed over to fall across the moat.   
 
           According to Alan, the lieutenant was telling someone that the bridges had not been completed because the wagons carrying them had had trouble getting through the Greek camp.  As a result, some of the wagons reached the moat too late for the men who pulled them to the edge of the moat to finish the job.   
 
           What had happened, according to the lieutenant, was that the sun had arrived before the Greeks could finish getting the wagons up to the edge of the moat.  They were afraid of being picked off by the archers when the sun arrived so they, being Greeks without proper bottoms, had run away to save themselves.  
 
           It sounded reasonable.  On the other hand, we were never sure about believing what Alan said since he was well known to talk constantly and be a teller of tall tales who was willing to keep talking so long as anyone was paying attention.  Last year, for instance, he told us that when he was a lad in the village he had seen a pig that had been born without any front legs because its mother had eaten too many green apples. 
 
           I listened to David tell me what Alan said the lieutenant said without saying a word of my own in reply.  In fact, I was too worried behind my eyes to talk.  So far as I was concerned, it did not really matter how the bridges had been installed, or why a particular wooden plank had not been toppled over to put another foot bridge in place; the reality we now faced was that the Greek army had numerous foot bridges by which it could bring its men and their scaling ladders across the moat and attack us.  And then what would happen? 
 
           But where are the Greek soldiers who are to use the bridges and why are they not here for us to fight?  The waiting was worrying me and making me think of all the bad things that might happen.  And I could tell that it was getting to the rest of the lads as well.  
 
      
 
    ******  Commander George Courtenay 
 
           Seeing the foot bridges in place all along the wall and the huge size of the Greek army formed up and waiting to attack was worrying my men.  They were talking too loudly and being overly friendly with each other because they were afraid of what might be about to happen to them, and also because they did not know why the Greeks were waiting to launch their attack.   
 
            They were not the only ones.  Neither my lieutenants nor I could understand why the Greeks were waiting to launch their attack.  What we suspected and feared was that they were waiting because it looked like rain was coming which would greatly reduce the effectiveness of our longbows.   
 
           On the other hand, we thought it possible they were waiting for darkness to fall once again so they could cross over to the wall with their ladders without us being able to see well enough to push arrows at them.  And somewhere along the line we came to understand why the wagons had been left in place—to mark the location of each bridge so the attackers could find it. 
 
           It was not until sometime later that we learned that the real reason the Greek army had not immediately launched its attack was because its commander had just awakened and had not yet finished breaking his fast.  It would not have been proper princely behaviour, his courtiers had advised him, to get up early to order an attack.   
 
           And then when he did wake up and break his fast, he got nervous and decided to wait in order to consult his astrologers and the priest who was his personal confessor.  They told him to wait until he got word that the Venetians had begun attacking us by sea. 
 
           In any event, after an hour or so of anxiously waiting for the Greek army to begin moving and the attack to begin, I became aware that an idea had popped into the empty space behind my eyes.  
 
           “Bring me a line,” I shouted, “and a man who knows the knots our sailors use when they make a sling to pull a landsman aboard a transport from a dinghy.” 
 
           A few minutes later I found myself being trussed up with a line under my arms and bollocks secured with sailors’ knots so tight they probably would have to be cut to get me loose.  Immediately thereafter I was slowly lowered down to the narrow patch of land that lay between the wall and the moat.  One of the newly installed Greek foot bridges was only a few paces away from where my feet touched the ground.   
 
           Archers were crowding the wall above me and peering down to watch as I inspected the bridge, and then bent down and tried to pick up and move its end.  It took some effort to pick it up and move it because it was so heavy and I still had the rope tied to tight around me.   
 
           I was finally able to lift it by spitting on my hands to get a good grip, and then grunting and suddenly pulling it up.  And then, with such a great deal of difficulty that I was afraid my dingle would be strained, I managed to pull the narrow footbridge around sideways so that its end fell into the foul water with a great splash. 
 
           “Haul me up,” I shouted as the men on the wall above me cheered. 
 
             I had just come over the outer wall and begun issuing orders when I felt the first drops of rain.  And that was when the Greek army began moving forward into its camp and towards us—with many of its men carrying what were almost certainly long ladders.   
 
           “Belay those orders,” I said to the men who were gathered around me trying to untie the knots, “and sound the order for the men to repel boarders. 
 
           “And cut the damn line off me.” 
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter Thirty-three 
 
    Here they come. 
 
           The Greek army began moving through their camp with their long ladders almost at the same time as it began to rain.  First one and then another of the big groups of men in the distance began streaming towards us.  The rain was only a few drops at first, but we knew it would be on us soon.  But how hard would it rain and for how long?  That was the all-important question.  It takes time to change a bowstring, and every archer has only four or five, and they lose their strength when wet. 
 
           “Here they come,” one of the archers further down the wall shouted excitedly.  Mostly, however, the men just muttered curses under their breaths and got themselves ready to fight.  We had had enough time to prepare, so there were now thirty or forty archers standing shoulder to shoulder on the wall above every one of the wagon bridges—nowhere near enough since it looked as though a thousand or more Greek soldiers and dozens of ladders were heading towards each of them. 
 
           The order to repel boarders meant the archers were free to push out arrows anytime they had a target.  But I was not taking any chances.  I made damn sure they knew they were to do so. 
 
           “ARCHERS TO START PUSHING AS SOON AS THEY ARE IN RANGE.  PASS IT ON,” I shouted the order as loudly as I could while the men gathered around me were still trying to cut me free from the lines that bound me. 
 
           All around me the sergeants and captains repeated the order loudly and it was then repeated over and over again as it quickly travelled down the wall in both directions.   
 
           At the same time, the signal men of each company did their duty by quickly tying red rags to the ends of their bows and waving them frantically over their heads in a totally unneeded effort to let the archers and auxiliaries up and down the wall know that they should stand to their arms. 
 
           “The buggers started too soon,” Henry muttered to no one in particular.  “They should have waited until our bowstrings were wet.”   
 
           I could tell from the way he said it that he thought we were about to be in serious trouble.  I certainly did. 
 
           “Henry, take one of the horses in the enclosure and gallop through the enclosure openings to Prince Ivan and the states’ men.  Tell them to sally immediately for double the usual coins, and then come back along the wall giving whatever orders you think are necessary.” 
 
            My recently un-retired lieutenant commander repeated his orders whilst he was running down the stone steps to get to his waiting horse.  There were horses up on the wall he could have boarded faster, but I knew he would make much better time going through the narrow openings in the interior walls since everyone was now up on the wall.  
 
           A minute later I gave my apprentice sergeant, Nicholas Greenway, the very same orders.  Why?  Because it was always wise to send at least two messengers when a battle message was of vital importance.  And the one I was sending certainly was important.   
 
           What I hoped, of course, was that a sally by the states’ men into the Greek camp when the Greek army was nearby would encourage some of them to hurriedly return to defend their tents and women.  It was not likely, but it was all I could think to do.   
 
           And then it struck that I had made a mistake by waiting too long—I should have ordered the states’ men to sally while the Greeks were still waiting in their formations. 
 
      
 
    ******  Commander George Courtenay 
 
           My men and I watched in fascination as the huge mass of the Greek army surged forward and began streaming through their encampment towards us.  The rain was still only scattered drops and all around me the archers were holding their bows close to their tunics in an effort to keep their strings dry.   They were good men, but would a few good men be enough against so many?   
 
           As the Greeks coming through their camp got closer we could see that many of them were indeed carrying long ladders.  They clearly intended to cross the moat on the new installed footbridges and scale the wall using the long ladders.   
 
           There were many tens of thousands of screaming and shouting men running towards us and, at first, there were none of the usual stragglers or runners when an army moves forward in an attack, at least none that we could see.  It was as if each man had been given a sense of safety and certain victory by having so many of his mates packed around him.   
 
           Perhaps, the thought came to me as I watched them, it was for the Patriarch and their priests were running with them to make sure they knew that God was watching them and would protect them.  Whatever the reason, the Greek movement through their camp to get to the wall was quite impressive both for its size and for the distance it would have to cover.  It looked like a tide of men sweeping into through a tidal flat that was full of tents, wagons, and cheering camp followers. 
 
           It also appeared to be a well thought out attack in the sense that the Greeks carrying the ladders knew where to run because they could see the wagons from which the bridges had been pushed.  They had been left as markers.  I was sure of it.  That was worrisome.  It meant someone over there was not entirely incompetent.   
 
           The first of the arrows from the men around me began being pushed towards the Greeks coming towards the wagon bridges just before they came into range.  A moment later the Greek thrusters weaving their way through the camps tents and wagons were clearly reachable and our arrows began filling the sky like the great flock of birds I had once seen when I was a lad.   
 
           More and more Greeks began to go down as they came hurrying towards the moat.  But there were so many of them charging towards us that those who fell or turned aside were the equivalent of a few drops in a bowl of ale. 
 
           All around me I could hear the grunts as they archers pushed out arrow after arrow at the Greeks charging towards us.  It became instantly apparent that the Greeks were organized according to the ladders they were carrying and the bridges they were trying to cross.    
 
           In essence, each of the long ladders was acting as a unifying force in the sense that six or seven unarmed men were helping to carry each of the ladders with the sixty or seventy Greek soldiers who had been assigned to climb it running along close behind it.  The men assigned to carry and climb each ladder were, in a sense, a ladder company, and there seemed to be at least a dozen of them coming through their camp towards each of the newly installed footbridges.  At least that was what it looked like from where I was standing. 
 
           As they got closer we could see that the Greeks running behind the ladder carriers were carrying various weapons.  Some were running towards us with swords in their hands, but most of them, to my surprise, were carrying spears and shields.  We could also see priests trotting alongside the ladder carriers and encouraging them as the ladders weaved their way towards us through the tents, wagons, and camp followers of the attackers’ closely packed encampment. 
 
           I was not the only one surprised to see the Greeks carrying spears and shields.  An out-of-breath Henry had just returned from ordering the states’ forces to launch a sally and noticed them a well. 
 
           “It is going to be interesting to watch those buggers try to climb a long ladder with a shield in one hand and a spear in the other.” 
 
           There was no question about what the Greeks were trying to do.  They were attacking on a broad front in an all-out attack to get over the city’s outer defensive wall and take out most of the city’s defenders before we could fall back to the inner defensive wall.   
 
           There was soon so much noise and shouting from the approaching Greeks that I could barely think about what else I might do to get the men ready to receive them.  Even so, several things became instantly obvious.  For one, most of the attacking Greeks were going to get through our arrow storm and reach the moat with their ladders.  For another, there seemed to be quite a number of ladders heading for each of the wagon bridges.   
 
            We had every available archer on the wall.  The problem was that their pushing of arrows into the Greeks below us would not be occurring as rapidly as it normally would have been because our bowstrings were getting wet and would have to be constantly changed—until we ran out of them.   
 
             Our reality was quickly becoming clear.  No matter how good a half-company of thirty or forty archers might be, and that is what we had in front of each of the wagon bridges along with ten or fifteen auxiliaries, there was no possible way they could stop many hundreds of attackers, especially if they all came up their ladders at the same time.  We would be overrun. 
 
           And there were so many Greeks coming at us that the possibility we would run out of arrows as well as bowstrings came out of nowhere and suddenly became a concern behind my eyes.  We had bales and bales of arrows laid out all along the top of the outer wall.  But did we have enough if the bowstrings lasted? 
 
           “Concentrate your arrows on the men around the wagons and pick your man.  Do not push unless you are sure of a hit.” 
 
           Sergeants heard the order and began repeating it.  It quickly spread along the wall from sergeant to sergeant.  The rate of pushing fell around me, but only very briefly.  And the Greeks who fell were mostly those who were closest to the wagons and the moat.  It was then that the rain began in earnest and the men began changing their bowstrings. 
 
      
 
    ****** 
 
           Things went well for the Greeks until they reached the wagons next to the moat which marked the location of each footbridge.  Then everything became confused and things began to fall apart for them.    
 
           It turned out to be quite difficult for five or six excited men to carry a long scaling ladder across a wet and slippery slab of wood that was only a couple of feet wide.  What made it almost impossible was that thirty of forty of the world’s finest archers were standing on the wall above them, and they were, quite rightly, particularly concentrating their arrows on the Greeks who were trying to come across on the narrow foot bridge.   
 
            What I could see from where I was standing turned out to be a good example of what was happening all along the city’s outer wall.   
 
            I looked down from the wall where I was standing and watched as the first of the ladder carriers reached the moat below me and began trying to carry their ladder across a wagon bridge that was about one hundred paces west of where I was standing.  
 
           The man at the very front of the ladder was trying to feel his way slowly and cautiously across the narrow bridge on the wet wood; the men behind him, however, were pushing in their desperation to quickly get over the bridge and next to the wall so they could set their ladder and run away to safety. 
 
           It did not work for them.  The first man started to go down on one knee and his foot slipped—so the first of the arrows intended for him took the second man in the chest and they both fell into the water whilst still desperately trying to hold on to the ladder.  That overbalanced the other men holding on to the ladder and a couple of them also fell in the water.  The only survivors ended up being the last two men who were still standing on land and the ladder-climbers for that ladder who were massed immediately behind them.   
 
           The clouds opened and rain became to come down as the place of the fallen ladder was taken by another ladder from amongst the many ladders waiting nearby to come across despite the casualties being put on them by the archers.   
 
           Less than a minute later the second ladder followed the first into the water and the number of arrows biting into the men waiting to across the narrow bridge slackened noticeably as the archers began hastily restringing their longbows with dry bowstrings. 
 
           Although I did not know it, similar events were occurring all up and down the moat.  The result were a great masses of Greek men, often a thousand or more, waiting to cross at almost every wagon bridge one at a time while archers on the wall above them placed their arrows where they would do the most good.  Greek casualties began piling up and some of the Greeks began pulling back. 
 
           And, because I did not yet know that the Greeks’ attempt to use the bridges were having the same problems everywhere along the wall, I damn near panicked and did not know what to do when, one right after another, two messengers arrived.  The first was a messenger arrived from Eric saying that the city was rising against the Empress in our rear.  He wanted me to send archers to reinforce his men.  
 
           My response was negative.   
 
           “We are under attack.  Try to hold the Latin Quarter and fall back on the Citadel if necessary.  We will come as soon as we can but it may be many hours.” 
 
           The second message was from Richard with news that was much more alarming—a Venetian fleet had been sighted approaching the harbour where our galleys were anchored and pulled ashore without their archers on board to defend them.    
 
           It was raining few minutes later and already a third ladder, and then a fourth had failed to get across.  But then our arrows stopped being delivered because all of our bowstrings were wet and the Greeks fifth attempt to get a ladder across the moat was successful.   
 
           A few moments later, as a sixth ladder was coming across, two more messengers from Richard came in one right after the other.  Both reported the arrival of a large number of Venetian galleys and that heavy fighting was about to begin at the harbour—and Richard said he and Harold desperately needed reinforcements, and quickly.   
 
           That was when I finally realized something important and gave what appeared to be, at that moment, the necessary orders. 
 
           “All Evens to the harbour.  Double time.” …  “All Evens to the harbour.  Double time.” 
 
           Of course I sent reinforcements to the harbour and not to the city.  The Company could survive and continue to collect the tolls even if the city was destroyed; it would not survive if we lost all our galleys and could not get away. 
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter Thirty-four 
 
    Trouble beckons. 
 
           Captain Smith shouted his order loudly so it could be heard above the noise of the fighting going on all along the wall on either side of us. 
 
         “COMPANY ATTENTION,” the captain roared.  “Evens, one minute to get yourselves ready and then follow Lieutenant Eden with your quivers full.  Evens with pikes, swords, and shields are to carry them.”   
 
           My mates and I knew exactly what the order meant—it meant the men in our company who were “Evens” were about to double-time to the harbour to reinforce the archers and sailors who were already there.  And we all knew exactly where we were going, and why.  We knew because we had already heard the same order and made practice runs all the way to the harbour four times in the past couple of weeks.  In any event, we quickly gathered up our weapons and unused arrows, formed up in a column of twos, and off we went with Lieutenant Evans leading the way. 
 
           There was a lot of talking as we were forming up.  Every one of us was very excited—and damn pleased to be ordered away from the Greek buggers who were trying to get across the moat so they could get at us.  A couple of men had been hit early on by crossbow bolts and carried away to the hospital galley at the harbour.  One was dead for sure, a Welshman named Jones who was one of our best archers.  But now, at least, we were safe because the Greeks’ crossbows were no long useful due to the rain fouling their strings—just like our longbows. 
 
           I was an “even” and had to go wherever Lieutenant Eden led us because every man who made his mark on the Company’s roll was given a permanent number that was his forever.  I was number 5018 which meant 5017 men had made their marks on the Company’s roll before I made mine.  My mate, Albert, said that made me an “even” because my Company number ended in eight.   
 
           Albert may have been right; but it did not matter.  The sergeant said I was an even and had to follow Lieutenant Eden.  That was fine with me, especially since it meant I could say goodbye to crossbow bolts and them buggers what was trying to climb up the wall on ladders and kill us.  
 
           Less than a minute later the lieutenant waved his hand in a circle over his head and shouted “FORWARD” as he pointed, Sergeant Everly swore at us and began calling the step, and we were off and moving at the double.  It happened just as we had been practicing.  
 
           We were not the only ones on the move.  Already the men who were “Evens” from the company to the north of us were hurrying along the top of the wall towards us with their funny-looking lieutenant leading them, the one who had one eye looking someplace else whilst the other looked at you.  They would follow us all the way to the harbour and, as sure as God made green apples, they would try to run fast in order to get past us to make us look bad.   
 
           Marching at the double in the rain got old in a hurry.  Even so, I was glad we had been ordered to the harbour, and so was everyone else.  Of course we were—our bowstrings were wet and the damn Greeks were once again trying to get some of their ladders across their little walkway in the moat below us.  I must have hit half a dozen or more of the bastards myself before my last bowstring got stretched too far from the rain.   
 
           My mates and I were worried because most of us, including me, would only have our longbows to use as weapons when we got to the harbour—and they were temporarily useless because we were out of dry bowstrings.  We did not know whether we would be issued pikes or swords and shields when we got there, but we surely hoped so.   
 
           We were not at all sure it would happen, us being issuing more weapons; we never had been issued any when we marched there when we were practicing, probably because we had never practiced when it was raining and our bowstrings were wet.   
 
           Some of the men were talking as we double-timed along the top of the wall instead of saving their breath.  They said we would be issued our galley’s short swords and shields when we got there, whilst others claimed we were just going back to board our galleys and that we would soon be rowing for Cyprus because there were too many Greeks to fight.   
 
           Leaving the fighting behind and sailing for Cyprus sounded like a fine idea to me, but somehow I doubted we would be going back, at least not yet.  I did not say anything, though; it is too hard to talk and breathe at the same time after you have been double-timing for a while. 
 
           My best mates, Albert and Guy, were not with me.  They were “Odds” and had to stay behind to help Captain Smith fight off the Greek buggers what was trying to take the wall.   
 
           Someone said Commander Courtenay himself was watching us when we started out, but the last thing I saw as we started jogging towards the harbour was the top of a ladder peeking over the wall and Captain Smith going after it with a pike. 
 
      
 
    ****** 
 
           As we double-timed in the warm rain to the harbour, we every so often came past the “Odds” archers of the other galley companies who were continuing to man the wall in front of each foot bridge.  Several times we were able to gobble with them when we were held up for a moment or two by auxiliaries and archers moving rocks and stones that could be dropped on the ladder climbers.  They shouted out to us the latest news and rumours traveling along the wall as they were passed from one man to the next.   
 
           Some of the men we came upon were getting ready to fight with the ladder-climbing Greeks coming across the moat, and some lucky buggers were just standing around doing nothing.  One thing was certain—every man who spoke with us complained in one way or another that his longbow was useless due to the rain.  Mostly the lads just held up their bows and shook their heads in disgust as we came past them.  
 
           What we also heard from the men we jogged past, and those we met coming in the other direction, on the other hand, was both very encouraging and very discouraging, if any of it was actually true instead of just being more of the many tall tales that were being passed along the wall by men who enjoyed making up stories. 
 
           The good word we both heard and saw was that some of the Greek foot bridges had broken or fallen in the moat instead of providing a way to cross it, and also that some of the bridges had been abandoned in the face of our mates’ arrows; the bad word was that the Greeks were now across the footbridges in a number of places and trying to climb their ladders to get to us.  There was also an unverified report that some of the Greeks had been able to climb up their ladders and fight their way on to the wall in several places further to the north towards where the states’ men were camped.   
 
           As my “Evens” mates and I were hurrying in one direction towards the harbour, archers who were “Odds” were also double-timing the other way, coming towards us.  We were passing in the rain because our captains were moving their men from where there were no functioning bridges and fighting to where the Greeks had gotten ladders across the moat and were trying to climb them, at least that was what they told us as we went past them.  Sometimes the men coming from where there had been no fighting still had dry strings under their caps and in their pouches. 
 
           By the time we reached the place where the wall turned and began to run along close to the shoreline of the sea, the rain was really pouring down hard.  All my mates and I knew for sure at that point was that none of the Greeks had reached the top of the wall along the parts we had just run past on our way to our galleys.  Not yet, at least. 
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter Thirty-five 
 
    The Venetians are coming. 
 
           “Hoy the deck.  Captain Spencer, there be a shite pot full of Venetian galleys in the strait and they be coming fast.” 
 
           I immediately gave the order “Cast off and get underway” in response to the lookout’s warning report of the on-coming Venetian fleet.  It turned my coin-collecting galley into an absolute frenzy of activity.    
 
           The men of my crew were mostly sailors and volunteers from the city since all of our archers were on the wall.  But they understood what was at stake—their lives and freedom if the Venetians caught us and the lives and freedom of their mates at the Company’s harbour if we did not get the word to them in time for them to get ready to fight.  
 
           Our alert horn blower immediately began tooting and everyone in the crew rushed to their assigned places—the rowers to their seats on the rowing decks and the sailors to raise the sails.  The rowing drum began a beat that got faster and faster as we picked up speed, and my sailors began raising every sail they could crowd on to both our galley’s main mast and its smaller forward mast.  
 
          We pushed off from the transport whose tolls we had been collecting and were underway and picking up speed in less than a minute.  I had rushed up the mast to see the Venetians for myself, shouting orders to get underway as I did, and was back at my place on the roof of the stern castle a few moments later as our oars began to bite into the water and we surged forward.   A few minutes later I moved forward to the roof of the forward deck castle.  I did so as soon as I was sure there was no immediate threat coming up behind us. 
 
           It was literally a matter of life and death that we got underway quickly as soon as possible after the alarm was raised.  Our mates at the galley harbour would need time to get ready to fight off the Venetians—and we wanted them to be ready because we would be going ashore and joining them in the Company’s battle ranks as soon as we arrived. 
 
           My rowers pulled with a will.  Many of them were sailors who had made their marks on the Company’s roll.  They understood why we had to reach our under-crewed galleys to sound the alarm before the Venetians reached the harbour where the Company’s galleys were anchored and pulled ashore.  They also understood that we had to get there enough ahead of the Venetians so that our mates back at the harbour would have enough time to get to their weapons and be ready to fight to save them.   
 
           My crew had no slackers even though my lieutenant and I were the only archers on board now that every archer in our regular crew was serving on the walls.  Every man was an experienced rower, and every man was pulling with a will as we surged away from the Moorish transport that had stopped to pay its tolls.  I called for a runner to bring me my bow just in case.  One never knew when an opportunity might come along. 
 
           Commander Lewes had warned us about the possibility of a Venetian sally coming through the Dardanelles, and we had deliberately been given a substantial number of extra rowers so we could get to the city before the Venetians did and sound the alarm.  As a result, every oar on my galley had two men pulling it and there were more men squatting in the aisle between the benches ready to take their place when they needed to go for a drink of water or take a brief rest.   
 
           We quickly left the slave-rowed Venetians so far behind that they could not be seen without climbing to the top of our main mast. 
 
           Only one thing was certain so far as I was concerned—there was no way the slave-rowed Venetians could catch us once we were underway and ahead of them.  What was uncertain was whether we would get to Constantinople in time for our mates to get themselves properly ready to fight to save the Company’s galleys.  
 
      
 
    ****** 
 
           I did not know how far the Venetians were behind us as we rowed for Constantinople.  All I knew for sure after the first few hours was that they were no longer in sight.  There was little wonder in that—despite the heat, and then the rain storm which we entered, we had pulled hard all the way and made very good time.   
 
           The crews of the other sails we passed, both coming and going, rushed to their decks and gaped as we went flying past them.  Some of them waved and tried to hail us.  They probably never had seen a galley moving so fast in these waters.  The more experienced of them probably knew something was up.   
 
           Indeed, our need for speed was so great that both Lieutenant Williams and I, and the sailing sergeant too, took a turn at the oars.  We rowed so the men would understand the importance of getting to the harbour as soon as possible to sound the alarm.   My painful blisters were a small price to pay for encouraging the men to keep putting everything they had into their rowing. 
 
          It was pouring rain and the one lookout we had aloft was waving the “enemy in sight” flag even though we could not actually see them.  We were still rowing hard when we entered the little harbour in front of the city wall.  It was the harbour where some of our galleys were beached and the rest were anchored with only minimal crews on board. 
 
           I was standing on the roof of the forward castle shouting the rudder instructions to the rudder men on the steering oar as we entered the harbour.  Bill Meadows, my sailing sergeant, who normally would have giving the rudder orders, was in the bow nervously sergeanting the three strong-armed sailors who had been assigned to throw the tow lines ashore.   
 
           Normally we would have thrown just one line ashore.  Not today.  We needed to get all the way ashore and fast.  Hopefully there would be men on the shore waiting to place rollers under our bow and help pull us out of the water.  That, at least, was the plan. 
 
           As soon as the tow lines were thrown, Sailing Sergeant Meadows and some of his men would jump into the surf and begin pulling on the lines to keep the galley’s bow pointed towards where we want it to go when it slid up on to the strand.  Others of them would run for the rounded rollers waiting nearby and begin placing them under the hull so the galley could roll over them and be quickly pulled all the way out of the water.   
 
           Hopefully some of the men on shore would join in to help pull us up on to the strand alongside galleys that were already there.  That was the plan, but we could not count on them.  
 
           Everything was as ready as it could be for our galley to come up on to the strand and keep on going on the rollers until it was all the way out of the water.  The rowers, once their oars were no longer in the water would first run to the stern to weigh it down and, in so doing, lift the bow up so we could get further ashore before we touched.   
 
           Once the galley touched the strand and stopped moving forward, the entire crew, including me, would run forward and jump into the surf and onto the strand to lighten the galley and help pull it further forward until it was all the way out of the water.  
 
           In all my years with the Company it was the fastest I had ever been moving when my galley entered a harbour.  As a result, Sergeant Matthews was nervous and we were moving much too fast as we approached the place on the strand where we were supposed to pull our galley out of the water.   
 
           Men who were already on the strand had stopped doing what they were doing to watch.  We could see by their tunics that they were mostly Company sailors.  Someone must have said something for a moment later they all began running towards us to help pull us ashore. 
 
           A second or so later I gave the orders to change our speed. 
 
                  “ROWERS STAND BY TO BACK OARS”  … “BACK OARS.”  … “PULL” … “PULL.” … 
 
           There was a great scraping noise and much shouting from my crew as the bow of our galley reached the strand and began sliding up on to it.  The sudden slowing as the galleys hull first touched bottom almost threw me off my feet. 
 
           A few moments later more than a hundred shouting men, including me and all the sailors and rowers, even the rudder men, made a mad dash for the stern bow, and stayed there until the galley stopped moving forward.  Then, with much shouting we all ran to the bow jumped down into the surf and on to the strand and began pulling on the lines that had been cast ashore as soon as the galley stopped moving forward.  Men on the strand were already picking up and pulling on the thrown tow lines to help pull us further ashore. 
 
           I had been satisfied with myself and breathed a great sigh of relief as I jumped down on to the strand, and twisted my ankle as I did.  My galley had sounded the alarm and come ashore acceptably close to our assigned position.  We might lose the coming battle with the Venetians, but as I grabbed the tow line to help pull I felt as though I had done all I could to prevent the loss.  
 
           Captain Spencer was wrong about having done all he could to prevent a Venetian victory.  But no one knew it at the time.  
 
      
 
    ******  Lieutenant Commander Harold Lewes. 
 
           The Venetians must have scheduled their sea attack on our idled galleys to occur on the same day as the Orthodox army assaulted the outer wall and the city rose.  They were all almost certainly planned to occur at the same time because it meant the archers of the galleys who were manning the walls would be pinned down and unable to come to their galleys’ rescue.  What neither they nor we had anticipated was that it might rain on that day.   
 
           It was about then that we began to understand the reason the Greeks had placed their bridges in the night, and then delayed their attacks—they knew the Venetian galleys would need many hours of daylight to get clear of the Dardanelles strait and row all the way to Constantinople.  It was the benefits the Greeks and Venetians hoped to gain from attacking at the same time, not the rain, that explained why the Greek army had waited until early in the afternoon to launch its attack against the wall.  
 
           Richard Ryder was with me at the harbour.  He was in command of the sailor men who would fight on land if the Venetians tried to attack the galleys we had pulled ashore.  He had been training them to do so every day for more than three weeks, ever since every available archer was summoned to man the walls.   
 
           It was Richard’s idea to pull all of our floating galleys ashore at the last moment so they would be easier to defend against an attack by sea—and a damn fine idea it was. 
 
           Our toll-collecting captains and their crews had been on high alert at the entrance to the Dardanelles strait for several weeks, ever since word had been received that the Orthodox Army was on the move.  Their galleys had been from amongst our fastest and they had also been sent out with extra rowers so there would be at least two rowers available to pull on every oar with a good number of spare rowers as well.   
 
           We first knew the Venetians were actually coming when one of the lookouts on the mast of Galley 43, our toll-collecting galley at the mouth of the Dardanelles, sighted them coming through the narrow strait alerted his captain.  The captain of the galley, one of our fastest, a good man by the name of Mark Spencer, had quickly gotten his galley under way and rowed hard in order to bring us a timely warning.  
 
           Captain Spencer had not stopped to count the Venetians sails coming through the Dardanelles, and rightly so, but he thought there were at least twenty of them.  He had a head start and his crew rowed hard.  They were able to give us a good twenty minutes of advance warning before the first of the Venetians reached us.  That was almost enough time for us to finish putting into effect our plan to fight the Venetians on land, instead of at sea, if and when their fleet of war galley attacked in force.   
 
           Our main problem, the reason we decided to pull all our galleys ashore, was that almost all of their archers were fighting on the walls; our main advantage was that a Venetian attack had been expected and we had had almost a month to make the various preparations needed to give them a very unfriendly welcome. 
 
           One of our early preparations was to pull some of our galleys, those with the deepest drafts, all the way up on to the strand so we could fight on land to keep them from being destroyed or taken as prizes.  The galleys with the shallowest drafts, on the other hand, were emptied as much as possible and placed in a row across the harbour entrance so they would appear to be in a defensive line.   
 
           We anchored the shallow draft galleys in a row after we did everything possible to lighten them so they would be easier to pull out of the water.  Then we attached long tow lines to their bows so their anchor lines could be chopped and they could be quickly pulled ashore without having to wait for rowers to go on board.  We also had rollers, rounded logs with their bark stripped off by our sailors, ready to be placed under their hulls so the lightened galleys could be brought well up on to the strand.   
 
           Our hope was that the Venetians would get reports from their spies that there were a dozen Company galleys at anchor in a defensive line that closed off most of the mouth of the little harbour that had been assigned to us, and perhaps twice that many of our galleys pulled up on the strand with some of the Company’s poxed and wounded men on board for barbering, but without their crews.   
 
           In other words, what we hoped was that, if and when the Venetians came to join the battle for the city, they would arrive expecting to have to fight a sea battle with our galleys blocking the harbour entrance—and be surprised to find that they would have to fight on land if they wanted to take or destroy them whilst their crews were fighting on the city’s walls.  What we also hoped was that deciding what to do next would delay the Venetians from coming ashore to attack us long enough for reinforcements to arrive from where the galleys’ archers were stationed along the wall.   
 
           Forcing the Venetians to come ashore to fight us was not the only thing we could think to do to get ready, but it was amongst the most important 
 
      
 
    ******  Lieutenant Commander Harold Lewes 
 
           The very first thing I did upon seeing the high-speed approach of our toll-collecting galley waving its “enemy in sight” flag was order everyone to turn out to help pull ashore the galleys anchored in the harbour.  I also send immediately sent a galloper with a warning message to Commander Courtenay on the wall.   
 
             And then, a few minutes later, as soon as Richard and I heard Captain Spencer’s breathless report and knew we were badly outnumbered and in for a real fight, we sent three messengers, one right after the other, two galloping and one running, to the Commander asking for all the help he could send to us from the archers fighting on the walls.   
 
           We sent three messengers, instead of the usual one and a backup, in order to emphasize the seriousness of the situation. 
 
           My sailors had all been trained to fight at sea using swords and shields.  It was required of all our sailors.  And Richard had spent the better part of the previous month putting even more learning on them about how to move about and fight on land with their mates by their sides.   
 
           Man for man, because they had been trained to fight alongside the archers, our sailors had always been better fighters than the Moorish pirates and, perhaps, as good or better the Venetian soldiers and sailors who manned their galleys and sometimes helped their slaves and convicts with the rowing.   
 
           Now, of course, the sailors at the harbour were even better fighters as a result of Richard’s efforts.  But they were still not real fighting men and we were about to be badly outnumbered if the Venetians actually came ashore, which seemed likely.   
 
           The Venetians, on the other hand, would be fighting on land where they had absolutely no fighting experience or training.  Even so, they were likely to outnumber us and might well overwhelm us by their sheer force of numbers and take or destroy our galleys.  It was something we were determined to prevent. 
 
           There was also no question about our need for more men to help defend our galleys if Captain Spencer was right about the size of the Venetian fleet.  Twenty galleys full of Venetians were just too many for our sailors to hold off without reinforcements.   
 
           We had to have them, the reinforcements that is, or we risked losing most of our galleys, and perhaps the entire Company.  There was no doubt about it, we would be in deep shite if some or all of the archers who had been detached from their galleys to help defend the city were not quickly returned to us.   
 
           It took us more than twenty minutes to get ready for the Venetians despite all of our preparations and practices.  As a result, the last two of the galleys that had been anchored across the front of the harbour were still being hurriedly pulled up on to the strand when the first Venetian galleys cautiously made their way through the harbour entrance.  It was raining when they did. 
 
           The two Venetians came in a bit too cautiously, actually.  That may or may not have been a good sign.  It probably meant their captains were aware of fighting abilities of English archers as a result of the losses their fleet had taken lately.  Their spies had almost certainly reported that their archers were helping guard the walls.  But spies were often wrong and the Venetian captains were taking no chances. 
 
           If the Venetian captains had known for sure that we only had a single file of seven archer sergeants at the harbour helping to teach the sailors to fight on land, they probably would have behaved differently and come straight at us.  Unfortunately, the fact that we were short of archers was something they would know soon enough if we did not get reinforcements before they attacked. 
 
           Indeed, had the Venetian thrusters dashed forward they might well have been able to take the last two or three of our galleys, those that were still being pulled up on to the strand.  But they did not.  They were flummoxed and overbalanced by not finding our galleys in the harbour where they had been told to expect them and fight them.   
 
           I understood exactly how the Venetian captains must have felt—I had the same experience years ago when we swept into the harbour at Tunis and found the forewarned Tunisian fleet had been pulled ashore and was being guarded by an army of soldiers.   
 
           Bringing their galleys ashore worked for the Tunisians by forcing us to blockade the harbour for days, and then leave with a relatively minor ransom instead of immediately sailing away with prizes.   
 
           What we hoped was that having our galleys pulled up on to the strand, and having their sailors in a battle formation and ready to fight, would delay the Venetians until reinforcements could begin reaching us from the men on the city’s walls; what we had not taken into account was the possibility that attacks on the wall and on our galleys would be coordinated so they occurred at the same time, or that the bowstrings of the archers we were counting on as reinforcements would be wet and usable. 
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter Thirty-six 
 
    The tide of battle turns—but which way? 
 
          There was chaos and desperation all around me on the wall as the last of my archers’ longbows ceased to be able to push out arrows and half of all of the available men began running through the pouring rain to join the battle at the harbour.   
 
           The men had to be sent to the harbour.  It was a decision I did not regret. We needed to save our galleys so we could escape on them if we were defeated on the walls.  But sending half of all the available men meant there would only be fifteen or twenty archers and auxiliaries in front of each Greek footbridge.  That might have been enough if the archers could use their longbows.  But they could not because of the rain. 
 
            Making things even worse was the fact that the spirits of the archers on the wall were low.  Many of the men who remained felt abandoned without weapons even though their captains had stayed with them, and Henry and I constantly moved up and down the wall to show our men that we were still on the wall with them. 
 
           Our problem was not that our numbers were few, but that the rain had caused our men to be woefully under-armed and unable to defend themselves.  A few of the archers were now carrying the pikes that had been issued to their auxiliaries, but most of them had no other weapons at all except for their personal knives and the piles of large stones that could be dropped on anyone trying to climb a ladder.   
 
           Truth be told, dropping rocks on attackers was a sad and unexpected comedown for men who had rightly considered themselves to be the best trained and best armed fighting men in the world—and the only ones who were Marines ready to fight both on land and at sea. 
 
           Looking back, I could see that weeks ago I should have ordered the men to bring their short swords and shields to the wall as well as their longbows and all the pikes that had been aboard each of our galleys.  But I did not.  And now we were about to pay heavily for my not considering the possibility of rain until it was too late to prepare for it.   
 
           In any event, all of our longbows had been rendered ineffective by the rain by the time the archers with even numbers began running for the harbour.  The men with odd numbers who remained and I pressed ourselves up against the stones of the archer slits so the men of the galley companies who were “Evens” could come running past us on their way to the harbour.   
 
             Henry watched them go.  And then he suddenly turned to me and said something that so surprised me that my jaw dropped and I slapped my own face in disgust and dismay when, a few moments later, I understood what he meant. 
 
           “Richard and Harold’s men at the harbour do not need pikes because the Venetians will not be charging them with horses.  Besides, they can use their longbows.” 
 
           “No, they cannot use their bows; not with this rain.” 
 
           “Yes, they can.  The sails Richard set up to keep the men from having to stand in their ranks in the sun will also keep the archers’ bowstrings out of the rain.  Using tents is what your father did years ago right here in Constantinople when the Byzantines took some of our men for ransom.” 
 
           “My God, Henry; you are right.”  And I just sent the men with half of the pikes that had been on the wall to the harbour. 
 
           At Henry’s suggestion, I had an order passed down the wall from man to man—I ordered each captain to send four of his remaining men running back to the harbour to bring back all the pikes they could carry, even those that the “Evens” had just carried to the harbour.  Immediately thereafter, Henry and I each once again ran in opposite directions along the wall to make sure the order was being carried out 
 
           And then, whilst both the “Evens” and the pike fetchers were gone so that the strength of the wall’s defenders was at its weakest, encouraging news began to come in even though the Greeks had begun pouring over their footbridges unopposed such that it seemed to everyone that all was about be lost.   
 
           Everyone’s spirits rose a bit when word was passed from man to man along the wall that some of the Greek footbridges, perhaps as many as half, had failed for one reason or another and were unusable.   
 
           “They cannot cross the bridge at enclosure eighteen.  They are just standing in front of bridge looking at it.”  …  “They are only crossing on one bridge at thirteen.”  …   “They be just standing there.” 
 
           Those were the word-of-mouth reports coming along the wall that turned out to be true.  Some of the footbridges had apparently broken when they were toppled off the wagons.  Others appeared to have fallen short when the wagons carrying them failed to get close enough to the moat before they toppled them over.  And some bridges appeared to be usable but the Greeks assigned to them had run away as a result of taking fearsome casualties before the archers’ bowstrings became unusable. 
 
           Unfortunately, saying that as many as half the Greeks’ footbridges were unusable was also the same as saying half of their many foot bridges were intact.  And they were intact and were either already being crossed in the rain by the surviving Greek ladder carriers, or soon would be when the Greeks realized we were no longer capable of pushing arrows at them.   
 
           Our situation was difficult and we all knew it—there were a lot of usable footbridges across the moat, an average of perhaps two or three in front of every enclosure, and many hundreds of Greek soldiers waiting to cross at each of them and begin climbing the wall. 
 
           I began moving along the wall to once again consider our prospects.  Was it time to pull the archers out of the city and try to make a run for it? 
 
           As I moved along the wall I discovered something important and, without being aware of it at the time, my hysteria and panic passed and I totally calmed down.  Indeed, my spirits rose and I shouted a joyful “Yes!” when I saw Captain Smith of Number Nineteen Galley use one of our long-handled bladed pikes to push a ladder off the wall with its Greek climbers still on it.   
 
           Indeed, I literally skipped for glee and clapped my hands when I saw how effective the bladed hooks on our long-handled pikes could be used to push over a scaling ladder that was leaning up against the wall.  And every company had at least a few of them left even though I had just sent half the pikes to the harbour when I sent half the men there with their weapons. 
 
           But then I asked myself if there were pikes in front of every usable footbridge over the moat—and I did not know.  It was time for another run along the wall. 
 
      
 
    ****** 
 
           I met Henry coming the other way as I moved along the wall.  He had gone all the way down to the gate, and was coming back along the wall to see what was happening.  He immediately reported that he had seen the same thing I had seen—Greeks crossing on the footbridges but unable to climb the wall on their ladders both because our men kept pushing them over with their pikes and dropping rocks on them, and because their ladders were too short. 
 
           Henry and I hurriedly conferred, and enthusiastically agreed, that the long-handled bladed pikes made by our company’s smiths had found a new use at which they excelled.  Then he and I began running along the top of the wall in opposite directions to move men and pikes from in front of the unusable bridges to reinforce the men in front of the usable bridges where the Greeks were now crossing or soon would cross.   
 
           Once again, Henry ran along the top of the wall back towards the wall gate; I ran towards the harbour with Nicholas pounding along behind me with a pike I had taken from a company that seemed to have more pikes than it needed and thrust into his hands.   
 
           Several things were certain—the archers on wall knew Henry and I had not deserted them, and my feet and legs were getting sore.  I decided that if I got out this alive, I was going to find a better pair of sandals as soon as possible. 
 
           Richard, Michael, Eric, and my father were not on the wall with us.  Michael was still at the gate organizing the return of the states’ soldiers from the coin-earning sortie that was underway; Richard was at the harbour to lead the sailors and the “Evens” against the Venetians; Eric was in the city with the Empress’s Varangian guards defending the Latin Quarter; and my father was commanding the citadel’s defences in order to keep the Empress happy and him and my younger brother occupied and out of trouble.   
 
           The Empress, her daughter, Elizabeth, and her son, Robert, the boy Emperor, were, or so I suspected, hysterical with fear and shouting at their servants and lackeys.  Or perhaps my father and Eric had not yet informed them how serious the situation had become and they were still calm.  I never did find out. 
 
      
 
    ******  Henry Soldier returns to the gate. 
 
           What I found as I made my way back towards the gate was that we were continuing to keep the Greeks from reaching the top of the wall despite the rain.  Along the way I periodically ordered men and pikes to move to new positions opposite the Greek bridges that appeared to be usable. 
 
           I was not surprised that no Greeks had yet made it on to the wall—it is hard to climb a long ladder if you have never done so before, particularly when it is wet and you are carrying a weapon in one hand and the men above you are dropping big rocks on you and trying to push the ladder over so that you fall on to the rocks or into the water below you. 
 
           The situation at the gate, however, had greatly worsened during my brief absence.  In a word, the states’ men who had sallied out in response to the offer of double coins had been mauled by the Greeks who had abandoned their useless bridges and returned to their camp carrying their weapons.  The states’ men had taken heavy losses and come away with relatively few weapons they could exchange for coins.  They were clearly disheartened.   
 
           And, to make matters worse, Prince Ivan had suddenly disappeared. Apparently he had run because he was afraid his men and those of the other states, particularly their nobles and knights, would turn on him for sending them out on the failed sortie.  According to Michael, the prince was last seen riding into the city’s Latin Quarter with his personal guards. 
 
           Michael and I agreed:  It was likely the end of the states’ forces as an effective fighting force, though it is well known that a hot meal, a bowl of ale, and a good night’s sleep sometimes works surprising wonders on a defeated soldier, especially if he is young and inexperienced.   
 
           Later, and much to my surprise, George seemed quite interested and almost pleased when I re-joined him on the wall and told him about the sad shape of the states’ men and Prince Ivan’s sudden departure.  At the time, of course, I did not know how George intended to use what was left of the states’ men, or what the surprising outcome of the plan he was hatching would be. 
 
      
 
    Chapter Thirty-seven 
 
    Confusion at the harbour. 
 
           Confusion reigned everywhere on the decks of the first two Venetian galleys as they slowly and cautiously rowed into the empty harbour for a look.  Both the sea-poxed Greek soldiers who had been recently added to their crews and their regular crewmen were on deck and as ready to fight as they could be, but there was no one to fight.   
 
           All they could do was stand in the pouring rain was watch as the last two of the Company’s galleys were each hauled up on the strand by several hundred men pulling on tow ropes.  The Venetians had obviously received bad information from the Patriarch’s spies. 
 
           What the Venetians saw as their galleys slowly approached the shore were thirty or forty of the Company’s war galleys pulled up on to the strand, and two more galleys in the final stages of being pulled ashore by a large number of men pulling on tow ropes.  They also saw what appeared to be a line of tents on each side of the galleys.  Other than that and the men pulling on the ropes, the strand appeared totally empty. 
 
           “How many men do you see, Antonio?” the Venetian captain asked his lieutenant.  They were standing on the roof of their galley’s forward castle.  Unlike the sailors and soldiers crowding the deck below them, the two Venetians were wearing foul weather rain clothes and were fairly dry. 
 
           “Four hundred would be my guess, Captain.  Perhaps a few more, but not too many more.  And they do not seem to be carrying weapons.  They look like unarmed sailors.” 
 
           “That is what I think also.  It would seem the Greek report that there were lightly crewed English galleys in the harbour was wrong, but that the report that only the English sailors were at the harbour to defend their galleys was correct.”  
 
           “Ah, look there.  We are about to have visitors.” 
 
           What the Venetian captain was referring to was a small group of men wearing brown hooded tunics who had walked casually down to the water’s edge and were watching them as they approached.  To the Venetian’s surprise, one of them raised his hand in greeting.  The captain lifted his hand in return and gave an order. 
 
           “Tell Giuseppe to move in a little closer.  Perhaps we can hail them.  They may realize they are outnumbered and want to surrender.” 
 
           The lieutenant hastened to shout an order to the overseer of the galley’s slave rowers.  They both knew it was too good an opportunity to pass up.  The prize money and fame would be tremendous if they could take the galleys on the strand as prizes before the rest of the fleet reached the harbour.  And they needed to hurry—because prize money was shared with every other galley in sight and already a third galley was coming into the harbour behind them. 
 
      
 
    ****** 
 
            The thinking of the men who had walked down to the shoreline to look at the Venetians was not about surrender, very much to the contrary.  It was Richard himself who had led the little band of archers down to look at the Venetian galleys and lifted his hand to greet the Venetian galley.   
 
           “We might as well give them a welcome,” he said as he picked up his unstrung bow and motioned for his men to follow him.  “And bring your longbows.” 
 
           There were only nine of them—Richard, the seven archer sergeants who had been helping Richard improve the sailors’ abilities to fight, and one of the wounded men, a lieutenant who had recovered enough to be able to climb walk about.  Every one of them was carrying his unstrung longbow and four dry bowstrings. 
 
           “Their captain is probably the man on forward castle roof with the hood up on his foul weather tunic.  He lifted his hand to acknowledge mine and then said something to the man next to him who leaned over the railing to give an order.  Everyone is to mark him for their first target.”  
 
      
 
    ****** 
 
           The shade tents the Venetians saw as they rowed closer were Richard’s doing.  He knew from bitter experience that nothing saps a man’s strength faster than working or fighting under a blazing hot sun.   
 
           Accordingly, he had taken no chances that the sailors and archers guarding the galleys would be weakened by the hot sun that usually fell upon Constantinople in the middle of the summer—he had taken the spare sails out of our crewless galleys and hung them over upright wooden poles to provide shade in which he and his men could stand whilst waiting for enemy attackers to advance.  The poles were available from the galleys because they had been bought with the intention of using them to make pike handles. 
 
           Erecting the shade tents had been easy since there were plenty of men available to do the necessary work, and more than enough spare sails with so many galleys pulled ashore.  And because he did not know where the Venetians would land their men in order to attack us, Richard had the Company’s sailors set up a line of open-sided “shade tents” on each side of the thirty or so Company galleys which had already been pulled ashore or soon would be.   
 
         There were only two lines of tents because the nearby city wall towering over the little strip of land between the city and the harbour meant there was no room for the Venetians to form up their attackers on the city side of the galleys, and the nearby water meant there was no room for them to form them up on sea side.   
 
           In other words, if the Venetians and their allies came ashore to fight, they would have to land their men and come at the galleys’ defenders from one side of the strand or the other, or both.  Those were the only places where there would be enough space for the Venetians to gather a force strong enough to launch an effective attack.  And when and if the Venetians did attack, they would find Richard and his men waiting out of the sun or rain and as ready as possible to defend themselves and their galleys.   
 
           Richard’s decision to set up the two lines of shade tents had suddenly became very important when the rain began to fall and the Venetians arrived—because tents that would protect the Company’s men from waiting hour after hour in the hot sun would also protect them and the bowstrings of their longbows if it started to rain.  The basic problem with Richard’s plan for defending the galleys, of course, was that the defenders he had immediately available only included a small handful of archers, just nine of them including himself and his apprentice sergeant.   
 
           Using the shade tents to protect the nine available longbows from the rain would help, of course, but the few arrows they would push out would not likely be sufficient to stop the attack or even greatly weaken it.  There was no doubt about it, he thought bitterly, either reinforcements arrived or the Company was likely to lose most of its galleys. 
 
           Strangely enough, the use of a line of open-sided tents made from galley sails to protect the galley defenders’ from the weather was not a new idea.  Richard had been learnt about using them when he attended the Company’s school for apprentice sergeants and Angelovian priests at Restormel Castle—where he had heard many times about the Company using such tents from the very men who had successfully used their galleys’ spare sails as open-sided shade tents many years earlier during a somewhat similar scorchingly hot summer campaign.  It had been during another war and the Company’s shade tents had been erected near where the Orthodox army was now camped. 
 
           George’s father had been the Company’s commander at the time and the use of shade tents to keep his men combat-ready in the hot sun had been his idea.  At the time, the Company was outside the walls fighting against the Byzantine defenders holding the walls; now it was inside the walls fighting to hold the walls against attackers trying to restore Byzantine rule.  Such was the lot of an English free company trying to earn its coins in an ever-changing world. 
 
           Interestingly enough, for those who care about such things, both George and Richard had attended the Company’s school at Restormel Castle and had been schoolmates, and both had learned about the tents and to gobble and scribe Latin and both had been ordained as Angelovian priests with the school’s properly bought papal dispensations so that its students could lead normal lives and know women if they served on active duty in the Company.   
 
           Similarly, both had been accepted as being fit to make their marks on the Company’s roll and serve in the Company rather than being rejected as inadequate and shunted off to grub for coins in priests’ positions somewhere far from Cornwall.  Their abilities and their preference for women instead of young boys probably had a lot to do with their being allowed to join the Company. 
 
      
 
    ****** 
 
           The rain was slowing, but still coming down, as the Venetian galley with the ambitious captain slowly made its way towards the shoreline where a small band of men seemed to be waiting to gobble with them.  Everyone on the galley’s deck could see the little band of nine or ten men waiting at the shoreline and realized their galley was slowly making its way towards them.  They were watched intently.  It was first time many of them had ever seen an Englishman up close.   
 
           Aboard the Venetian, the captain was so anxious to get a surrender before any more of his fellow Venetians arrived to share the prize money, that he did not consider the possibility that he would not be able to talk about it with the waiting men because he spoke only the Venetian version of Italian and the Englishman spoke only the dialect of crusader French that was becoming known as English.  It turned out not to be a problem. 
 
           Richard walked his little group of archers all the way up the shoreline where the sand was still wet.  He gave them their orders as he did. 
 
           “Get your spare bowstrings ready for quick changes.  We will let them get closer before we string.  And when we do push, everyone is to go for the men on the forward castle roof until they are down.”   
 
           A smiling Venetian raised his hand in return.  He was smiling because the English galleys on the strand would be worth a fortune in prize money even if he had to share it.  The deck of his galley was absolutely packed with men.  They were silent because there was a sailor in the galley’s bow casting a depth stone and constantly calling out the results of his casts.  
 
           Richard smiled back at the approaching Venetian, waved his hand most friendly in acknowledgement, and began giving orders to his men.  He could see the Venetian captain clearly now.  He was rather portly man with a dark beard and wearing a fine tunic over what was almost certainly a chain shirt. 
 
           The bow of the Venetian galley was less than a hundred paces off the shoreline and coming in slowly with only two oars rowing on each side when Richard gave new orders and raised his hand in a friendly greeting towards the men on the galley’s roof.   
 
           “The men on the roof may be wearing chain so use your heavies,” he said with a smile as he nodded benignly towards the Venetian captain. 
 
           “Get ready to string your bows when I give the word, but wait to pluck a heavy from your quivers until you hear me give the order.  We will let them row in a little closer, all the way in if possible.  And when you do string, do it leisurely and do not reach for an arrow or nock one.  We do not want to alarm them, do we?” 
 
           Richard gave the order to string a few moments later.  The Venetian galley was now only fifty or so paces from the shore.   
 
           “Be casual and string now, lads.  Everyone string and do your best to keep them close to you so they stay dry, but do not pull any arrows out of your quivers until I give the word.” 
 
           Richard waited and gave the order when the bow of Venetian galley was almost to the shoreline, and its hull was about to touch bottom. 
 
           “NOW LADS, GET THE BASTARDS.” 
 
           Nine veteran English archers pulled arrows from their quivers and began pushing them into the men standing on the roof of the approaching galley’s forward castle, and they began doing so before anyone on the galley realized what was happening.  Each of them repeated the process every four or five seconds until they needed to take a few seconds to change to dry bowstrings.  The nine men kept changing bowstrings and pushing out arrows until their quivers were empty. 
 
           Chaos, screams, and shouts began as soon as the first arrows hit home, although it is doubtful that the captain and his lieutenant and sailing sergeant ever knew it, the captain especially.  He was still thinking about the prize money and smiling when the first of at least five iron-tipped arrows passed through his chain shirt and took him deep in his chest.   
 
           The lieutenant and sailing sergeant lasted but a few heartbeats longer before they too took multiple arrows and went down.  The archers were all long-serving veterans.  It would have been embarrassing if any of the arrows had not hit their targets at such a short distance. 
 
           Surprise and dismay were clearly visible on the faces of the hundred or so men standing on the galley’s deck with their swords and spears.  Even better, there was no one in command of the galley to give its rudder men orders to turn around or its slaves to stop rowing.  As a result, its rowers just kept slowly rowing and brought the screaming and shouting men on its crowded deck closer and closer to the hard-eyed archers who were standing at the water’s edge pouring arrows into them at close range.  The galley kept coming until its hull began grinding over the shallow bottom and slowly began turning sidewise. 
 
           Arrows did not stop being pushed into the Venetian galley until the last of the archers ran out of bowstrings and arrows.  By then the galley had turned sideways to the waterline and those of the men on its deck who were still not hit were lying below its railing amongst their dead and wounded mates in order not to be seen by the archers standing a few feet away on the shore. 
 
           “Well, they are not likely to forget that for a couple of days, are they?” said one of the sergeants with a great deal of satisfaction and excitement in his voice. 
 
           A few minutes later Richard and his jovial band of sergeants had turned and were briskly walking in the warm rain on their way back to the galleys.  It was whilst walking back to their galleys that the implications of what had just happened dawned on one of the other sergeants.  He too, like the others, had been able to keep changing bowstrings until he had run through all the arrows in his quivers.  Now he was out of arrows and all of his bowstrings were wet and useless. 
 
           “Our lads coming to reinforce us will have wet strings as well, I expect?”  
 
           The sergeant addressed his question to Richard, but his warning was clear. 
 
           “My God, you are right.” Richard said softly a moment later when he fully understood.  “The bowstrings of the archers on the wall will be wet just as ours have become.  How can they reinforce us if they have nothing with which to fight?” 
 
           A moment later he shouted and broke into a run towards the nearest of the galleys. 
 
           “Everyone to the galleys.  Hurry men, run.  The archers coming to reinforce us will have wet strings too.  We need to get the swords and pikes out of the galleys and into the tents for them to use, and fast.  And search everywhere for dry bowstrings.  Paul, you check the wounded.” 
 
           Richard and the archers were soon so desperately busy retrieving weapons from their galleys that they did not pay much attention when the oars of the wounded galley began beating the water as it moved away from the shoreline and two other Venetian galleys came alongside to assist it.  Indeed, they barely looked up as the three Venetian galleys moved towards the harbour entrance to report the situation to their rapidly approaching fellow Venetians.   
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter Thirty-eight 
 
    Confusion on the strand. 
 
           Swords and shields were still being pulled out of our empty galleys and hurriedly carried to the shade tents when a long line of Venetian galleys began entering the harbour.  Their decks were crowded with men.  It was about then that the first of the archers sent from each galley company to fetch swords and shields for their mates began to arrive. 
 
           A few minutes later, one after another, the Venetian galleys nosed into the shore and began unloading the Venetian sailors and soldiers they had been carrying.  They were landing them about two thousand paces west of the nearest Company galley on the strand.   
 
           Normally it would not have been a good place for the Venetian captains to land their men because almost every bit of it could be reached by arrows pushed out by archers on the nearby city wall.  Indeed, the harbour had been selected by Harold as the place to bring the Company’s galleys ashore for that very reason.  But now it was raining and the archers’ bows had become useless because of their wet bowstrings.   
 
           So was the Venetian commander a very smart and decisive man who had moved quickly to seize the unexpected advantage the rain had handed him, or was he just stupid about military matters and lucky that it was raining?  It was an important question that everyone was too busy to ask.  Besides, at this point it really did not matter why the Venetians had arrived at that particular time.  They were coming ashore and it was raining. 
 
           Even worse for Richard and his men, the Venetians were wading ashore from their galleys and appeared to be forming up for an attack in the open area on the west side of where many of the Company’s galleys had been pulled up on to the sandy strand. 
 
           The Venetians decision to land to the west of the Company’s galleys was unfortunate for the archers because that was the side which had the gate in the city wall which opened on to the harbour.  It meant the archers’ reinforcements, if any came from the men stationed on the wall, would have to march along the top of the wall past the harbour, and then use the next gate which was some distance further to the east along the wall to get out on to the strand.  And then they would have to run back along the narrow strip of the strand between the city wall and the water to get to where the galleys had been pulled ashore.  
 
           The Venetians were still coming ashore when everyone got a big surprise.  The gate, which the city’s Varangian guards had closed and barred as soon as the Venetians began landing nearby, suddenly opened—and the first of what turned out to be the “Evens” coming to reinforce Richard and his men began pouring out.  They were about forty men from the galley company assigned to the enclosure closest the harbour 
 
           It was hard to tell who was the most surprised at seeing the other, the “Evens” who were coming from the enclosure nearest to the harbour, or the Venetians who had waded ashore from the first of at least twenty Venetian galleys that were coming in to unload their men.  
 
      
 
    *******  Archer Stanley Jack’s son of Galley Thirty-nine       
 
             All of us “Evens” from our galley’s company began double-timing to the galley harbour as soon as the word was passed down the wall and reached our captain, Captain Ford.  Lieutenant Jones, the Welshman who thought he was the best archer in the entire damn Company, immediately formed us up and led us in a column of twos along the top of the wall.  We were in a hurry to get to the harbour and moving at the double.    
 
           I was in the middle of the column, about ten men back, with Roger Small next to me.  Roger was from London and sometimes quite full of himself because he thought it made him better than the rest of us because his father had worked as a money changer.  We were carrying our longbows even though all our strings were wet and totally useless. 
 
           Lieutenant Jones led us along the top of the wall for quite some time until we came to some stone steps and ran down them to the ground inside the wall on the city side.  The stairs were slippery from the rain and someone behind me went down with a great deal of swearing all around him, and knocked the man in front of him off the stairs.   
 
           It was lucky the man who slipped did not do so at the top of the stairs.  If he had, the poor sod in front of him probably would have broken his arm or something.  As it was, he just picked himself and stood there swearing at the man who pushed him off the steps until a snarling sergeant told him to “shut your goddamn mouth and get back in the ranks.” 
 
           There were some of them Varangian fellows trying to stay out of the rain near the gate at the bottom of the steps.  Lieutenant Jones ignored them.  He headed straight towards the gate so it must have been the gate we were supposed to use to get out to our galleys where they had been pulled ashore.  The gate was closed, but the Varangians just stood there and looked surprised when the lieutenant lifted the bar and pushed it far enough open such that we could get out. 
 
           We followed Lieutenant Jones and went trotting out on to the strand.  And then the lieutenant stopped and we all stopped behind him in a jumble.  The rain had slacked off somewhat but it was still coming down. 
 
           “Holy shite,” Roger said next to me.  That was when I saw all the strange-looking men with swords and shields who were coming off the galleys nosed into the shore in front of us and walking on the strand towards us.  Our own galleys were pulled up on dry land off to our left with a line of Company men in front of them.  They were standing under what looked to be some kind of galley sails that had been raised to keep them out of the rain. 
 
           “Go back men.  Back through the gate,” Lieutenant Jones shouted as he turned around.  We turned too—and saw the gate closing behind us with the men at the rear of our little column stepping backwards through it in time not to be trapped out on the strand along with the rest of us.  We were well and truly up shite river. 
 
           “Over here.  Run for it,” a voice shouted in the distance.  It came from the line of men formed up over by the stranded galleys.    
 
           We ran.   
 
      
 
    ******  Lieutenant Commander Richard Ryder 
 
           There were moments of great anxiety on the strand about thirty or forty minutes after our arrows had seen off the first Venetian galley.  They started when a fleet of twenty or so Venetian galleys began entering the harbour and landing men along the shoreline to our west.   
 
           It was hard to know for sure how many armed men they intended to put ashore, but it looked as though it would be several thousand.  They appeared to be mostly Venetian sailors, not Greek soldiers, and were almost certainly coming to try to take the Company galleys we had pulled shore. 
 
           And the new arrivals had already had an unexpected effect as the first of them walked up on to the strand.  Everyone, both our men and the Venetians, had been surprised when more than a dozen men wearing archers’ tunics, apparently the first of our reinforcements, had suddenly come bursting out of the city gate and been briefly trapped between the wall and the first of the Venetian arrivals when the gate closed behind them.  Fortunately, they were able to run across the strand to us before the Venetians could get themselves organized to go after them. 
 
           Lieutenant Jones of Galley 39 was the lieutenant who led the archers who ran safely to us.  He said he and his men were the first of the archers, all of the company’s “Evens,” who had been sent to help us even though their bows were mostly useless due to the rain.   
 
          “We are supposed to get our galley’s swords and shields and join you,” the somewhat out of breath lieutenant said with a big smile as he saluted by banging his head with his knuckles and officially reported for duty. 
 
           As you might imagine, my men and I were overjoyed to see the new arrivals, and even more so to hear that the “Evens” men of the other companies would soon be joining us.  And we were ready for them; we had already stripped the weapons, and everything else that might be useful in a fight, out of the Company galleys that had been pulled ashore.  As a result, there were quite a large number of short swords and galley shields immediately available or anyone who showed up to join us.   
 
           Much more importantly, however, was that whilst rummaging through the galleys we had come across some dry bowstrings and the makings of more in some of the galleys’ stores chests.  And we had also picked up several dozen bowstrings from the bows and pouches of the wounded and poxed archers sheltering and being barbered in two of our galleys. 
 
           Lieutenant Jones and his men, and most of the men of the Evens of the next two companies that had come in behind them, had been given one of the dry strings for their bows.  They were all desperately working to string them and test them as the Venetians continued to land their men.  The archers who came in after we ran out of dry bowstrings were issued swords and shields. 
 
      
 
    ******  Lieutenant Commander Richard Ryder 
 
           Enough additional archer “Evens” had arrived by the time the Venetians finished coming ashore and began gathering in the rain to attack us, that more than a hundred archers with dry bowstrings were waiting under the tents on the west side of our empty galleys.  They were busy adjusting their new bowstrings and inspecting their arrows to make sure none had gotten warped as a result of being wet.  They were yarning as they worked and everywhere the men’s spirits began to rise.  Mine certainly did. 
 
           Standing just behind the archers, and also under the shade tents, were almost four hundred of the Company’s sailors armed with swords and an ever-increasing number of exhausted sword-carrying and pike-carrying archers—the out-of-breath “Evens” who, after double-timing along the top of the wall from wherever their company had been fighting, had run across the strand from the closest gate to the east of the harbour to join us.  The new arrivals all had their bows and wet bowstrings in addition to their hurriedly issued short swords and galley shields. 
 
           It was an anxiety-provoking situation for all of my men despite our greatly improved morale.  They were watching Venetian galleys as they unloaded soldiers and sailors to the west of us and exhausted archers with wet bowstrings and newly issued swords were coming along the strand from the east to reinforce us.  No one knew which force would end up being the strongest. 
 
           We were not initially sure who the men were who were being landed, only that they were coming off Venetian galleys and were almost certainly about to attack us.  They could be Greek soldiers instead of Venetian sailors.  Whoever they might be, they were coming ashore in the rain on the western side of the strand.  We all thought they were probably Venetians from the looks of their tunics. 
 
          The galley-landed arrivals had it easy.  All they had to do was wade ashore through the surf.  Our “Evens,” on the other hand, had already double-timed for some miles along the top of the wall when they reached the harbour and could look down at our galleys below them on the strand.  Then they had to keep going along the wall to reach a gate in the wall further to our east so they could get down the strand and hurry back to join us. 
 
           The “Evens” could not use the harbour’s regular gate because, as Lieutenant Jones and his men had discovered, it opened out on to the western part of the harbour’s strand where our enemies were landing.  As a result, they had to run about a mile or more further along the wall to the next gate, exit there, and then run back to the galleys which had been pulled ashore in the middle of the harbour’s strand.  
 
           When they finally reached our galleys, the exhausted “Evens” were stopped momentarily at the line of empty shade tents immediately east of our galleys.  There they were told to quickly pick up whatever weapons Harold and his sergeants pointed to, and then to thread their way in the rain through our empty galleys to join our defensive line sheltering from the rain under the shade tents lined up to the west of them.  “And run, goddammit, run.” 
 
           Our “Evens” were still arriving and being fed into our defensive line as fast as possible.  If they all got here and were in place before the Venetians attacked, the battle would occur with approximately the same amount of men on both sides—and that was very encouraging because most of my men were “Marines” trained to fight both on land and sea.  The Venetians, on the other hand, were a sea-people without a land army.   
 
           In other words, the situation was becoming more and more encouraging.  Indeed, now that we had some useful archers, it was possible that we could score a big win if our attackers were mostly Venetian galley crews instead of experienced Greek soldiers wearing armour.  I even began thinking about how, at some point, we might suddenly run down to the shoreline and take some of the Venetian galleys as prizes. 
 
           But then things got complicated just as the Venetian captains moving their men into place to attack us.  The Commander’s apprentice, Nicholas Greenway, came out of nowhere and rushed up to me with new orders from George that countermanded his original orders.   
 
             We were, Nicholas said, to immediately send all the pikes back to the men defending the outer wall.  According to young Nicholas, the pikes with their long handles and hooked blades were especially effective against men climbing ladders.  We were also no longer required to send any of our swords and shields.  It was the pikes the men on the wall needed most.    
 
           Mass confusion was the result of George’s newest order.  There was little wonder in that—it was the third weapons order to arrive in less than an hour and once again changed everything.   
 
           Some of the men who had come in earlier had already left carrying the swords and shields they were ordered to fetch from their galleys.  The later arriving archers from further down the wall, however, arrived to find the swords and shields they had been sent to fetch had already been removed from their galleys and were now being issued to the “Evens” of other companies.  
 
           As you might imagine, the men sent to bring back their galley’s swords and shields were upset and arguing that their mates fighting the Greeks on the wall would be unarmed and defeated if they did not return quickly with the weapons and shields they had been sent to fetch from their galleys.  And they were even more upset when they were ordered not to immediately return to their companies to fight alongside of their mates as their captains had ordered them to do, but rather to seek shelter from the rain under the shade tents and get ready to fight the Venetians. 
 
           Compounding the confusion, those of the late-arriving sword fetchers who were still at the harbour were more than a little surprised when some of those same mates of theirs, their galley company’s Evens, began showing up expecting to use the very same swords at the harbour to fight the Venetians.  And making it even more confusing, many those of the original sword fetchers who were “Evens” had been intercepted on their way back by their galley’s lieutenants and ordered to return to the harbour with their swords and shields.   
 
           And now, to top it off, the Commander’s apprentice sergeant and a third body of men had come from the companies on the wall seeking all of the available pikes. 
 
           Tempers were flaring and uncertainty ruled.  It was a disorganized and unruly mess, and the Venetians were beginning to form up and about to attack us. 
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter Thirty-nine 
 
    Getting ready for the fight. 
 
           Richard understood the situation as soon as George’s apprentice explained the ever-changing circumstances and revelations that had led to the ever-changing orders.  He and Harold immediately started to sort things out.  They did not get very far.   
 
           There was a lot of shouting and pointing as the newly-landed Venetians began walking in groups of about a hundred across the strand towards the line of sheltering archers.  Even as they did, exhausted “Evens” from the more distant enclosures along the wall were still coming out of the gate to the east of the Company’s galleys and running across the strand to pick up weapons and join the Company’s defensive line.   
 
           Only a few of the pike carriers had departed with the pikes they had been sent to fetch when Richard over-ruled George’s order and ordered the pikes and the archers carrying them to remain “until we see this lot off.”   
 
           The Venetians were about to attack, Richard thought, both to help the Greeks and because they knew this was a chance to destroy or greatly weaken the Company, their greatest single competitor.  Accordingly, he had ordered the archers and weapons to stay with the Company’s galleys as soon as he realized the Venetians attack was imminent.   
 
           Richard’s reasoning was simple and similar to George’s—losing so many of the Company’s galleys to the attacking Venetians would be disaster that could destroy the Company, a disaster that might be avoided by having the pikes and their carriers in the battle lines defending the galleys.   
 
           In contrast, losing the battle on the outer wall would merely be a great embarrassment since the Company’s survivors could then either retreat to defend the inner wall or return to the harbour to launch the empty galleys and row away from the city altogether to fight again another day.   
 
           In any event, it was Richard’s decision to make and he made it—he ordered everyone and all the weapons to stay and fight at the harbour instead of hurrying back to help George and the mates fight on the walls.  
 
           Nicholas was sent hurrying back to George to report his decision. 
 
           “Tell him we will come as soon as possible.”  
 
      
 
    ******   Lieutenant Paul Jones of Galley 39 
 
           My men and I were spread out along the front of a two-men-deep battle line of sword and pike carriers from the “Evens” of galleys 71, 9, and 32.  We had our longbows and were part of a loose line of archers.  A few minutes earlier my men and I had each been issued one dry bowstring.     
 
           Immediately behind us were two lines of sailors and archers with swords and shields in a tight-knit battle formation.  Some of them had only just arrived and were trying to catch their breaths after double-timing all the way along the wall from the other side of the city.  We were all under the sails and out of the rain. 
 
            All of a sudden the men around me were getting to their feet and pointing. Little wonder.  Some of the Venetian companies had begun moving towards us, and the others seemed to be picking up their weapons and getting ready to follow them.  They were the same bunch that had scared the shite out of me earlier when my men and I came through the city gate and walked out on to the strand. 
 
           The men behind us were still carrying their longbows, but did not have them strung because all of their strings were still wet.  Similarly sheltering with us under the sails, and strung out all along the line on either side of us, were some of the archers from other galley companies.  They had arrived right after we did and had also been given dry strings.  Altogether there were about a hundred of us with bowstrings capable of pushing out arrows. 
 
           We, the archers with dry bowstrings that is, were sitting in front of the two lines of sword and pike carriers with our arrows laid out and ready.  Initially, we would sit on our arses and use both feet to hold our bows and use both arms to draw them.  At least that was the plan.  
 
           Shooting arrows whilst sitting was not very accurate, but it would have given additional distance to our arrows.  On the other hand, accuracy was not that important so long as we could put an arrow into a close-packed mob of men and be fairly certain it would hit someone.  When the Venetians got close enough we would scramble to our feet so we could push out our arrows faster and with much more accuracy. 
 
           Standing immediately behind us shoulder to shoulder, and also being sheltered from the rain by the sails hanging above us, were two lines of sailors and archers carrying swords and shields.  Amongst them were a number of men with some of the Company’s long-handled pikes with hooked blades.   
 
           The pikes were carried by the men in the third line such that a pike would be sticking out from between every two or three of the men who were carrying swords and shields.  But that ratio was not certain due to the lack of pikes and the last minute arrival of more “Evens” carrying their newly issued swords and shields.  In any event, and what was important, using what amounted to only three lines of defenders allowed everyone to remain under the shelter of the sails and out of the rain.   
 
           Commander Ryder came down the line a second time when some of the Venetians began moving forward and again reminded everyone that those of the men with  swords and pikes were to move forward and take up positions in front of the men with functioning longbows just before the Venetians reached us.   
 
           In other words, we archers were to stay in place and the others were to step past us and out into the rain.  That way they would have a bit of momentum, and also would be less likely to being trapped and unable to defend themselves by having a sail pulled down on top of them.  We archers, on the other hand, would remain under the sails in order to keep our bowstrings dry so we could continue to push out our arrows.  It sounded like a reasonable plan. 
 
             It did not exactly happen that way, as everyone now knows, but those were the orders at the time and I did my best to see that my men followed them.  Not since the Company fought near here many years ago had anyone in the Company waited under sails for a battle to begin.  And that, as I heard it, was when the sails were used to keep the Company’s men out the sun whilst waiting for the fighting to begin outside this very same city. 
 
           According to Commander Ryder, who made it point to continue walking up and down along the line and explain what was happening to us, our attackers were Venetian galley crews who had come ashore to try to take our galleys.  They had come, he told us, to destroy our Company so the Venetians could earn more coins for themselves by carrying the passengers and cargos we were now carrying.   
 
           What the Commander told us was probably true and explained why we had been ordered here to help defend our galleys.  Indeed, the Venetians galley crews were well-known to me and my men.  We had constantly seen them in the taverns of the ports we visited, and also when they were loading passengers and cargos in those ports—passengers and cargos that we could have carried and earning coins that we could have earned.  
 
           Knowing we were facing the crews of Venetian galleys was somewhat encouraging, however.  That was because we knew the Venetians for what they were—armed sailors who were only good at taking unarmed transports, guarding the Venetian merchants who sailed with them, and using slaves to do their rowing.   
 
           We also knew that almost all of the Venetians had no experience or training whatsoever when it came to fighting on land or actually using their weapons.  In other words, they were not like us, Marines trained to fight both on land and at sea.  Indeed, so far as we were concerned, the only similarity between them and us was that they bought their indulgences from Latin-gobbling priests just as we did and used the same taverns and street women.      
 
           Usually just the appearance of the Venetians’ galleys, the launching of a few crossbow bolts to prove they were serious, and the swords they were waving about over their heads, was enough to cause a rival transport company’s unarmed sailors to surrender if they could not escape by sailing or rowing away.  And that, according to Commander Ryder, was what the Venetians were trying to do—make us fearful and flee.   
 
           “They think we are no better than poxed French sailors, do they?” the Commander roared.  “Well, by God they are about to be learnt a lesson they will never forget, eh lads?” 
 
           We cheered. 
 
           Commander Ryder was right; Venetian sailors thinking they could make us fearful so we would flee was insulting and there was no half way about it.  Venetians?  Can you believe it?  They must be either daft or stupid.  In any event, it made us angry and more determined than ever to come to grips with them.  I could see it and feel it as I once again checked out my men.  With a few exceptions, very few, they were ready to fight. 
 
           In any event, some kind of signal most have been given by the Venetian commander because a few minutes later groups of eighty to one hundred men each, probably the men who had arrived together on a specific Venetian galley, began casually walking across the strand towards us in the warm rain.    
 
           Almost immediately, Commander Ryder and his apprentice moved out in front of the archers to stand in the rain and watch the approaching Venetians.  They all seemed to be carrying swords and many of them were carrying small and rounded galley shields similar to ours.  Some of the poor sods were wearing helmets, but very few. 
 
           As the first group of Venetians approached the first of the piles of rocks that had been set out to mark the beginning of our arrows’ “killing ground,” the Commander turned around and loudly gave us an order as he walked back to join the archers standing under the sails.  The sergeants, of course, immediately repeated the order all along the line. 
 
           “Archers with dry strings on your feet.” … “Wait for it.” …  “Hold your pushing.”  …  “Do not push until the signal is given.” 
 
           Someone handed the Commander a bow as soon as he was out of the rain and had turned to watch the Venetians walking towards us. 
 
           The first group of Venetians continued casually walking and talking until they were about two hundred paces from us.  Then they stopped.  By then several more of the Venetian groups had casually crossed into our killing ground and were walking up to join the first group.  They were obviously coming to form up at what their commander intended to be the start line for their attack. 
 
           Some of the other Venetian groups were walking across the strand towards us and some had not even gotten started, when Commander Ryder gave the order.  He did so after six or seven groups of enemy soldier had walked past the piles of rocks that marked the beginning of the killing ground we could reach with our arrows and three or four more groups were about to do so.  By then it was clear, at least to me, that there were several thousand of Venetians in all and they would be forming a start line where the first group had stopped.   
 
           The Venetians’ move towards us through the rain was, at first, quite confusing because it was so casual.  It was also a great mistake on their part because, being mostly sailors, they were wearing neither armour nor chain—and because we had somehow found dry bowstrings for about a hundred of our best archers.  Mostly it was a mistake, however, because they had walked into our killing ground to form up. 
 
           About half of the Venetian companies were inside our killing ground, and the rest were still walking casually towards it, when Commander Ryder gave the order and the sergeants began repeating it. 
 
           “Pick your man” ... “Push”  … “Pick your man.” .. “Push” … Pick your man.  …”  
 
           Our archers’ arrows began reaching out to the Venetians who were close enough to be hit.  The Venetians in our killing ground immediately began faltering as our archers pushed out their arrows.  And most of the men walking to join them stopped and began backing up.  We were not the handful of poorly armed sailors they had been told to expect. 
 
           We could hear the Venetians closest to us as they began to scream and go down.  There was little wonder in that—a hundred of the Company’s archers could put over a thousand well-aimed arrows into an enemy force in less than a minute.  And that was what we did. 
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter Forty 
 
    Galley 39’s men move forward. 
 
           Our massive and continuing flight of arrows seemed to catch the Venetians by surprise.  They were still in the early stages of gathering to form up for their attack when our arrows suddenly began falling on them.  Whoever was leading the Venetians had obviously not appreciated the distance a Company archer could get with his “longs” when his arm was fresh and both of his feet were planted solidly on the ground. 
 
           Some of the Venetians responded to the unexpected arrival of death and destruction by breaking and running back the way they had come.  Others just stopped in confusion and waited until they and their mates had taken a few more arrows.  A few, however, started to run towards us—and then, as our arrows began to take the thrusters, thought better of it and turned around to try to run to safety.  Some of them succeeded.   
 
      
 
    ******  Lieutenant Commander Richard Ryder 
 
           The Venetians quickly retreated leaving several hundred of their men dead and wounded on the field.  Others were hit and were able to keep running with our arrows in them.   
 
           For a brief moment, I thought about ordering a charge and attempting to roll the Venetians up.  I decided not to do so after I saw the Venetian groups who had not been engaged forming up into new battle lines and most of the fleeing Venetians moving to join them instead of moving towards their galleys.  I gave a prudent order instead. 
 
           “Retrieve your arrows and watch your arses when you do.  And leave your bows behind so the strings do not get wet.”   
 
           Of course I warned the men to be careful.  It was well-known that wounded men often play dead and then suddenly come alive and try to fight off anyone who tries to pull an arrow out of them.  
 
      
 
    ******  Lieutenant Paul Jones 
 
           Most of the surviving Venetians began moving into some sort of formation whilst we were amongst their dead and wounded retrieving our arrows.  This time they began forming up well out of range and seemed to be acting with more order and organization.  Some of the men who had run back toward their galleys seemed to be walking back to join them.  And then, miracle of miracles, the rain stopped. 
 
           Commander Ryder did not wait more than a minute after we returned with the arrows before ordering me to take advantage of the end of the rain.  He came over to me, and then called and motioned for the two lieutenants whose “Evens” also had dry bowstrings to join us.  When they did, he used a nod of his head to point at the Venetians. 
 
           “I want you three to take your archers with dry bowstrings out there and do as much damage as you can to the Venetians whilst they are forming up and whilst they are marching towards us.   
 
           “But do not under any circumstances let your men be cut off or picked off.  Fall back as needed to keep your men safe if the Venetians come after you.  And immediately have your men stow their bowstrings in their pouches and return here on the double if it starts to rain again.  Take at least two quivers each.” 
 
           Then Commander Ryder said something that pleased me immensely. 
 
           “Lieutenant Jones will be in command.  He knows how to run to safety when the need arises.  Good luck.  Jones?”   
 
           “Aye, Commander.  Thank you.  I am to take the archers with dry bowstrings out there to do damage to the enemy, make sure they do not cut us off, and return immediately with our bowstrings in our pouches if it starts to rain.”  
 
           And that is exactly what we did.   
 
           I twirled my pointing finger over my head to assemble my men around me, told them what we were going to do, and gave them to the count of thirty to get their quivers.  The other two lieutenants ran back to their men and did the same.  A few moments later we were walking briskly towards the Venetians to do what we had been ordered to do.   
 
           The rain had stopped but the sand on the strand was still firmed up for walking by being wet.  I motioned for the men to spread out as we moved towards the waiting Venetians.  They were gathering about half a mile down the strand.  We could see what seemed to be a steady trickle of shield-carrying men walking up from where their galleys were nosed into shore and waiting. 
 
           “Tread cautiously, lads, cautiously.  We will stay in contact as long as possible.  But be ready to run like hell if they start chasing us; no taking of foolish chances, eh?” 
 
           Ordering them to take no foolish chances was exactly what the men wanted to hear me say, and I meant it. 
 
           I briefly thought about my wife on Cyprus as I gave my orders.  I knew she would be very pleased when she heard I was selected to lead the archers out to harass the Venetians.  She was always after me to do something to get recognized.  She wanted me promoted so we would have enough coins to build a bigger hovel far away from the insufferable captain’s wife who lived next to us. 
 
           My men followed behind me as I led them out from under the rain sails amidst various cries and shouts wishing us well from the men who would remain behind. 
 
      
 
    ******  Archer Stanley Jack’s son of Galley Thirty-nine       
 
           Lieutenant Jones seemed quite pleased as he gathered us around and told us what we were to do.  I particularly liked the part about running like hell in order to avoid being cut off.  Jones was not so bad as a lieutenant, just too damn keen on volunteering us because he wanted to be promoted. 
 
           We followed the lieutenant as he walked briskly towards where the Venetians were gathering.  There surely were a lot of them.  Several of my mates stopped for a moment to piss and I stopped with them.  Afterwards we ran to catch up. 
 
           The Venetians began pointing at us and moving around a bit as we got closer and closer.  After a while, to our surprise, a small group came out and began walking towards us.  They obviously wanted to talk. 
 
           Lieutenant Jones was having none of it.  He motioned for everyone to spread out and keep going, and gave an order that the sergeants repeated so that we all heard it.   
 
           “Move up into position off to the left, lads, and start pushing as soon as you can reach them.  Just do not push at this lot whilst I be gobbling with them.  Stanley, you and James come with me and be ready for anything.  Keep an arrow nocked and ready at all times.” 
 
           What could James and I do but follow him.  So we did. 
 
           We followed Lieutenant Jones as he walked towards the four men who had come out of the Venetian formation and were walking directly toward us.  One of them was wearing a priest’s robe and another had fine clothes and a helmet.  The man with the fine clothes had his sword in its scabbard.  The other two, however, were carrying their swords bared.  They looked like tough veterans.  James and I had arrows nocked. 
 
           “Hoy,” Lieutenant Jones gobbled at the four Venetians when they got about fifty paces from us.  “What do you want?” 
 
           “Hoy,” the man with the fine clothes answered rather arrogantly as the distance continued to close between us.  “I am Jacobo Tiepolo, a captain of Venice, and we want you English to pull back into the city to avoid any more unnecessary deaths on either side.  We have no quarrel with you.”   
 
           The Venetian gobbled his words in bad crusader French.  That was no surprise.  Venetians, being a seafaring people, were all merchants of one kind or another and most merchants could gobble crusader French in those days. 
 
           “And let you and your sailors take our galleys?  Are you daft?” Lieutenant Jones replied incredulously.  “You must not know much about Englishmen or the Company of Archers.  Is this your first visit to Constantinople and the Holy Land?” 
 
           That was as far as things got—because the arrows of our mates began to fly as Lieutenant Jones was gobbling his reply.  The Venetians looked back over their shoulders in surprise as shouts and screams erupted from their men.  So did the lieutenant. 
 
           Lieutenant Jones looked beyond the Venetians for a moment as screams and shouts erupted from the assembled Venetians.  He never did see the sword that one of the Venetians suddenly swung that almost took off his head.  I certainly did and so, I later learned, did all the Company men lined up under the sails. 
 
           My response was instinctive.  I pushed my bow out and put my nocked arrow straight into the swordsman’s side.  And it was a good thing I did because his blade had already changed direction and was moving towards me.  It missed when my arrow drove him back. 
 
           The Venetian gave a great “whoosh” when my arrow hit him and went down backwards to sit on his arse and elbows still holding his sword.  James and I were already running for our lives by the time he hit the ground.  So were the three other Venetians, the difference being that they were running in the opposite direction. 
 
      
 
    ******  Lieutenant Commander Ryder 
 
           We could clearly see our men when they began pushing out arrows and the fighting that erupted almost immediately amongst the handful of men wearing archers’ tunics who had gone forward to meet with some of the Venetians.  It was clear that at least one of our men was down and that everyone who had been at the meeting had run off and left him on the ground.  There was uncertainty and much talking in our ranks, with some of the men stepping forward to point and gawk. 
 
           “Silence in the ranks.  Get those men back into our lines,” I shouted. 
 
           “Harold, you stay here in command.  I think it might be Lieutenant Jones who went down.  I am going out to take command of the archers and try to find out what happened.  Keep everyone here on high alert.  I will send for reinforcements if I need them.” 
 
           I did not wait for an answer.  I immediately began trotting across the strand to join up with the archers who were busy pushing arrows into the Venetian mob.  Paul was right behind me.  We had gotten about half way to them when the entire body of Venetians began moving forward towards our galleys.  The archers responded by moving backwards at the same speed whilst continuing to push out their arrows.  And then the arrows stopped. 
 
           “Fall back.”  … “Fall back.”  I could hear the sergeants shouting.  For a second I was surprised and angered.  And then I realized what had happened—they had used up all their arrows.  
 
           What I did not immediately see, but later learned, was that the Venetian army was already in the process of falling apart.  The Venetians who were moving forward to attack us were fewer and fewer.  They were leaving behind more and more able-bodied men in addition to their many dead and wounded.  Some of the able-bodied men were staying to aid the many Venetian wounded; but many were hanging back because they had had enough.  Fighting at sea for prizes was one thing; fighting on land against archers was something else. 
 
           I had barely reached the first of the archers, and had already pushed out a couple of arrows of my own, when I heard drums beating out the marching step and turned to see the men who had been sheltering under the tents marching toward us and putting their feet down to the beat of a galley drum.   Harold was coming even though I had told him to stay put. 
 
           At first I was angry that he had not obeyed my orders.  But then I understood.  Harold had seen what I had not—that the Venetian army in front of us was falling apart.   
 
   
  
 

        Suddenly, right in front of my eyes, the Venetian army dissolved like butter thrown into hot soup.  One moment they were moving towards us, the next they were throwing away their weapons and running for their galleys. 
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter Forty-one 
 
    A temporary victory. 
 
           “Hoy the Commander,” a voice shouted up to me from Galley Seventeen’s enclosure.  “Hoy, Commander.  There is a messenger come from Commander Ryder.  He says it is important.  Should we allow him to go up to you?”   
 
           “Send him up,” I replied, and then turned my attention back to the opportunity at hand. 
 
           The rain had stopped a few minutes earlier.  At the time the messenger arrived, I was standing on the narrow roadway atop of the city’s outer wall with all the available men of Galley Seventeen and its captain.   
 
           Scaling ladders were up against the wall under us and more were being manhandled into place.  We were waiting for the Greeks at the foot of the wall to begin climbing their ladders since it is always best to push over scaling ladders when men are on them.  They were almost ready to raise their ladders and start climbing, and so were we. 
 
           And it was about then that I realized something significant—there was no chance the Greeks gathering below us would ever be able to climb to the top of the wall.  It would never happen; the ladders they were about to raise were not long enough.   
 
           The ladders were high enough to reach the top of the wall if they were stood up straight against it.  But ladders could not stand straight against a wall if a man was to climb them; they had to lean.   
 
           Someone spying for the Greeks had measured the wall and sent a message as to how high the wall stood.  So the Greeks had wasted several weeks making ladders without taking into account that a ladder also had to be long enough to lean against the wall if it was to be climbed.  Many of their ladders had turned out to be too short and we had enough pikes to push over those that were long enough. 
 
           Being assaulted by Greeks carrying short ladders had been a common occurrence along the wall all during their attack.  And those ladders which were tall enough were easily pushed over with our long-handled pikes.  The day looked to be ours even though the Greeks were still trying to climb their ladders. 
 
           After I ordered the messenger to be sent up, I turned my attention to the men standing about me. “Wait just a moment,” I said with a grin.  “More of the damn fools are coming across the footbridge.  We might as well get them too.” 
 
           The men standing around me smiled back and nodded their heads enthusiastically.  As well they might.  It always better to kill an enemy before he has a chance to kill you. 
 
           We were waiting because the Greeks below us were in the process of bringing more ladders and men across the footbridge below us.  Why they were still trying after the others on either side of them had failed escaped me, but we could not go wrong by inflicting by dropping a few rocks on this lot as well.  And that is what we did. 
 
         Galley Seventeen’s men stood back and watched as their captain, Dan Daniels, and I periodically took quick looks over the outer edge of the wall and then placed our little piles of marker stones to show the rock droppers where the Greek ladders were coming up.   
 
           Dan and I were not taking any chances; it had stopped raining and there was always the chance that one of the enemy crossbowmen had found a string that was not wet.  Of course, we were not taking chances; Dan and I had both been schooled at the Company’s school at Restormel Castle and been regaled there by my Uncle Thomas’s stories about crusading with murderous old King Richard, him what managed to get himself killed by a boy with a crossbow.  That was after he abandoned his men and scampered for home. 
 
           I took one last quick look, and rearranged a couple of marker stones. 
 
           “Alright lads.  Get ready.  We will go on a count of three.” 
 
           All along the wall on either side of me the men of galley seventeen began picking up the heavy stones and rocks that were stacked up on the parapet all along the wall next to the archers’ slits and placing them on the top of the wall next to a marker stone.  Some were so large it was all a man could do to lift them high enough to reach the outer edge of the parapet wall and push them over. 
 
           “Get ready.  Here we go.”  
 
           I gave the word a minute or so later when I could see that there were rocks and stones in place next to each of the markers and the Greeks were starting to climb their ladders.  “One .. two … three … PUSH.” 
 
           Over the side the rocks and stones went with many of the men moving along the parapet to push off three or four that had already been balanced on top of the parapet wall.   
 
           The Greeks below us did not see them coming until it was too late.  There were the crashing sounds of rocks hitting the rocky ground between the wall and the moat, the distinctive sound a rock makes when it lands on a man instead of the ground, and many screams and shouts and splashes.  
 
           We, of course, could not restrain ourselves despite the possibility of a crossbow bolt; we immediately looked over the side of the wall to see what we had accomplished.   
 
           The big rock I had struggled to lift and so carefully placed had apparently bounced off the wall and missed the bridge I had hoped to destroy.  It was still standing.  But many of the men who had crossed over to the wall on it were down, including some who had been knocked into the moat and disappeared after thrashing about in its foul waters for a few seconds.   
 
           There was no doubt about it; having a rock dropped on your head from a great height can definitely ruin your day. 
 
      
 
    ******  George Courtenay 
 
           Our meal was a festive occasion that night.  We were drinking bowls of wine and eating burnt meat strips by the light of candles, and telling each other what we had done and seen.  Everyone was there including my father who reported he had had a celebratory bowl of wine with the Empress who was much cheered by the day’s successes.    
 
           Eric of the Varangians was also present.  He and his men had successfully held the Latin Quarter against the Orthodox rising.  They had done so by leaving the people and merchants in the two Greek quarters and their markets to their fates.  
 
           “The rain was sent by God,” Eric was convinced.  “Many of the looters stayed inside because of it and not many fires were lit.  There was only one effort to get into the Latin Quarter and attack the Citadel and it was easily driven away.” 
 
           Everyone was laughing and cheering each other’s stories, and cautioning each other about not knowing what the Greeks and Venetians would do next.  Some of the more cheerful amongst us thought the Greeks would give up and go home so that we would soon be able to resume our normal coin-earning operations.   
 
           “It is possible they will leave, but all we can do is wait and see, eh?”  That is what I said.  But I did not believe it possible, not in the least; I expected them to try treachery or a long siege, or both. 
 
           We also talked about the Venetians.  They had scrambled aboard their galleys and sailed away.  Richard had not pursued them when they ran for their galleys, and rightly so.  He had, instead, begun double-timing the archers under his command to come to help us fight off the Greek attack.   
 
           It turned out that Richard and the reinforcements he was rushing to us were not needed, but we certainly did not know it at the time.  There was no question about it, and we all knew it and said as much—he had done the right thing in hurrying to reinforce us instead of chasing the Venetians. 
 
           The Venetians and where they were, and what they might do next, and what we should do, were still being discussed when one of the Commandery’s servants came in and whispered something into Nicholas’s ear.  He got up and followed the man out of the hall.   
 
            A few minutes later Nicholas returned and came straight to me.   
 
           “There is someone waiting outside you need to talk to immediately, Commander,” he said as he bent over and spoke very quietly in my ear so that I was the only who could hear.   
 
           Nicholas did not say who it was or what it was about, and I did not ask; if he thought it important, it probably was.  Everyone stopped talking and watched as Nicholas spoke to me, and I got up to follow him outside. 
 
           Standing outside near the door was Adam from Gravesend, the Greek-gobbling make-believe lieutenant who had guarded the bishops and the prisoners we had exchanged.  The Greeks had made contact with Adam at the tavern he had just happened to mention that he frequented almost every night when his day was done.  That was right after he implied that “for enough coins” even the city’s gates could be opened.   
 
           Adam had been at the tavern with some of his mates when the alewife had whispered to him that someone wanted to talk with him outside “on a matter of great importance.”  Adam put down his bowl, gave a great belch to clear his head, and had walked out the door.  When he got outside, a nondescript man motioned him to go around the corner.    
 
           “Over here,” a voice said from the dark alley next to the tavern.  “Be you Adam from Gravesend, the lieutenant of the guards?” 
 
           “Oh aye, that I am.” 
 
           According to Adam, the man waiting for him was a priest whose face he could not see in the dark.  At least Adam thought he was a priest.  One thing was certain, however, according to Adam—he could gobble crusader French as if he had been born to it. 
 
           The Greek king, the priest told Adam, was very interested in making him a very rich man if he would help them open the gates in the wall so they could get in and stop the unnecessary fighting.   
 
           “He wanted to know if I was still interested in becoming very rich, and if I could really nobble the gates and drawbridges on the Farmers Road so they could get in without a fight.”  
 
           “I answered as you told me I should.” 
 
           “Oh I can open them anytime I want,” I told him.  “That is for sure.  It is, after all, my company what guards the gates and me what sets the guards.   
 
           “And I know which of the lads would be willing to help me for enough coins.  And for enough coins to pay his debts, the captain will give all the others leave to go into the city and get drunk to celebrate someone’s birthday.   
 
           “But there is no chance in the world that I will arrange it unless there are enough coins in it for me and my mates.” 
 
           I was elated at the news, although I found it most interesting that they had apparently sent a priest to negotiate with Adam, someone who could gobble crusader French—and also that the priest had immediately agreed to the large number of gold and silver coins Adam said he had to have in order to get him and his mates to open the wall gates early next Saturday morning before the sun arrived. 
 
           “Tell me about the priest,” I said when he finished telling his tale. 
 
           “Oh, I am not sure he really was a priest, but I certainly got that impression.  He said he had been sent to talk to me because he had been learnt to gobble crusader French.” 
 
           “What kind of an accent did he have?” 
 
           “Well Commander, I am not sure.  But it was not Greek.  I know that because my wife is Greek and we are with her family and at church frequently.  It was more like the accents of the Latin priests and merchants here in Constantinople.” 
 
           “That is very interesting, Adam, very interesting indeed.  And you are sure he was not Greek?” 
 
           “Oh aye, Commander, he was not a Greek for sure.  And he did not even try to bargain with me, did he?  That is why I think he was a priest.  A merchant would have tried me to get to do it for less.” 
 
           “I told him exactly what you said I should say—that it would be best to first break the moat bridge’s windlass so the bridge could not be raised until it was replaced, and then a couple of days later open the outer gate half an hour or so before the first light of day.  
 
           “Nobbling the bridge first would let us spread a rumour that the Greeks would be attacking as soon as they found out.  Then some of the states’ forces would surely be afraid and leave, and then there would be few of them to stop you from getting to the inner gate.   
 
          “That way, if I was ever caught, I could claim the inner gate broke such that my mates and I were not able to shut it in time when the Greek army pushed its way in behind those who were fleeing. 
 
           “The priest said he thought it was a good plan and offered to pay me one hundred pounds of silver coins to do it.  I did what you said and told him that I needed much more, at least double, because some of my mates would also have to be paid to help or look the other way.   
 
           “He immediately agreed to two hundred without even trying to bargain.  I am to get the first half of the coins tomorrow night when I come back to the tavern for another visit.  I told him I would collect the chests with a horse cart and bring some of my mates to help guard them.” 
 
           Did you tell him the gate would be guarded?”   
 
           “Oh yes.  I said exactly what you told me to say.  I warned him that he would need to have a very strong of force Greek soldiers assembled in front of the inner gate and ready to pour into the city and fight because there would be some guards the inner gate. 
 
           “My mates and I will open the gates and put the bridges down by nobbling the windlasses that hoist them,” I told him.  “But that is all we will do.  It is up to you and your friends to do the fighting once you are through the gate.  We will want to be long gone and in hiding before the fighting starts. 
 
           “And then I told him what you suggested—that for another hundred pounds of silver coins, for a total of three hundred, my mates and I would start a rumour that night that the archers had been paid to open the outer gate and leave the city; and that they needed to get themselves inside the inner wall that very night to save themselves.   
 
           “Some will panic and leave for sure.  Then your men would be able to go straight to the inner gate without having to fight so hard to get through the camp.” 
 
           The priest agreed that an early nobbling of the drawbridge and spreading a rumour that the archers were leaving was a good idea and worth another hundred. 
 
           “I also told him I had to have the coins there in time for us to carry away before I would nobble the gates so the Greeks could push them open, and that I needed at least three days to arrange everything and find a place to hide myself and my share of the coins until the new emperor was in place and it was safe for me to come out and spend them.”   
 
           “Did he ask you where you intend to hide yourself and the coins?”  
 
           “Aye, he did.  As you suggested, I told him my wife’s sister had a widow friend who lived here and I would hide with her until the streets were safe.” 
 
           “You did well, Adam, you did well,” I said jovially as I clapped him on the back and shook the hand of the man whose temporary promotion to sergeant had just become permanent. 
 
      
 
    ****** 
 
           Adam and I spent some time talking things over, and then agreed that he would come to the Commandery tomorrow night after dark to make a plan for getting the first half of the coins safely away.  We wanted, of course, to get them without the Greeks knowing that both they and the second batch were destined for the Company’s chests at Restormel Castle.    
 
           There was much to do to get ready for Adam’s betrayal of the city and the Company, but I decided tomorrow morning would be soon enough.  It had been a long day and I was ready for another bowl of ale and some of Elizabeth’s comforts.  Besides, I needed to think about who needed to be let in on the secret, and what lies I should tell to everyone else. 
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter Forty-two 
 
    Preparing for the betrayal. 
 
           Only Richard and Henry knew about my plan.  And their eyes opened wide when the three of us met the next morning and they first heard about what I had decided we needed to do.  The alchemist and James Howard almost certainly also knew most of what I had in mind without me ever having to tell them.  It was, after all, something they had suggested to me.  Everyone else, however, would only know the bits and pieces of what they needed to know in order to carry out their part of the plan. 
 
           Earlier, before meeting with Richard and Henry, I had gathered half of my company of guards, eight horse archers in all, around me and ordered them assist Aron and James and guard them.  Their company’s lieutenant, Lieutenant Sharp, would be their commander.   
 
           Lieutenant Sharp and his men had been sombre and quiet as they heard me tell them that they were being detached effective immediately to assist and guard Aron and James—and that what they would be doing was important, very important, and could be dangerous. 
 
           “You are to immediately do whatever the Aron the Alchemist or Sergeant Howard tells you to do and never ask them any questions or anything you see or hear with anyone.  No exceptions.  Consider anything they ask of you to be a direct order from me that is to be obeyed instantly no matter how small or insignificant you think it might be.   
 
           “Also, and without ever telling Aron or mentioning it to anyone else, I want you to guard Aron closely as his life may in danger in the days ahead from a murderer or poisoner.  So keep your weapons and wits about you at all time and never let him out of your sight.  Even when he is sleeping, several of you must be awake and watching over him with your weapons ready at all times. 
 
           “There are several other things you need to know and should keep behind your eyes at all times and, once again, do it without talking to anyone about them.  One is that Aron has made his mark on the Company’s roll and holds the rank of lieutenant.  
 
           “Another is that keeping him alive is important to the Company and that Aron has no fighting ability or weapons training whatsoever.  In other words, he is unlikely to be able to defend himself if he is attacked.  Please keep that in mind when you are guarding him or if you see someone trying to get close to him.  And that includes women and priests, especially Orthodox priests. 
 
            “The third is that the girl he was to marry in a few weeks was killed by the rioters in the city a few days ago.  As a result, Aron may have become temporarily overbalanced and try to kill himself, or hurt some of the Orthodox people in the city.  You must not let him do it.”   
 
           The men all saw how seriousness I was about their new assignment.  They did not know why they were to help Aron and guard him, but they would do so or die trying.  I could see it in their eyes. 
 
      
 
    ****** 
 
           A hot day followed the day of the fighting in the rain and the Greek camp was quiet.  After speaking with Aron’s new guards, and taking them to meet him, I rode to the Commandery to meet with Richard and Henry to tell them about the plan.  Afterwards, I met with all my lieutenants to go over Company’s butcher’s bill from the previous day’s fighting.  That was what we were doing when a runner arrived with a message for Harold from Eric. 
 
           According to Eric, the captain of a Syrian transport had watched a fleet of Venetian galleys take one of our galleys on the Aegean Sea side of the Dardanelles.  There had been no fighting; our galley had surrendered immediately. 
 
           Harold thought the galley was Number Twenty-two, Captain Cartwright’s. It was one of our older galleys with a deeper draft and Cartwright had come up through the ranks as a sailor, which is why that particular galley was one of those chosen to keep sailing instead of being pulled ashore.   
 
           Twenty-two had sailed from Constantinople bound for Cyprus several weeks earlier with a crew of nine Company sailors and its refugee passengers doing the rowing.  Apparently it had been taken on its return voyage with no archers on board. 
 
           Harold was not sure who was on board other than Captain Cartwright and his sailors, but he suspected the rowing was being done by volunteers who had been paid to help bring it back to Constantinople so that it could pick up more refugees.  Paid or not, they were all the Company’s responsibility and under our protection, both the passengers and the crew. 
 
           If it was Cartwright’s, the captured galley was one of those which we had been sending out without archers so that its regular crew of archers could be employed to help defend the walls. 
 
           And the news got worse.  According to the merchants, we had also lost another transport and its crew.  One of the Company’s transports, a big two-masted cog, had been taken by the Venetians yesterday afternoon as it came through the Dardanelles with no archers on board.  It too had surrendered without a fight. 
 
           There were also rumours, almost certain to be true, that we had lost a toll-collecting galley returning with coins from the entrance to the Bosporus.  It was overdue to return and almost certainly had been taken by the fleet of twenty-three Venetian galleys that had earlier landed their men in a failed effort to take or destroy the Company galleys which had been pulled ashore.  It also had no archers on board. 
 
           Our losses at sea were significant.  At the very least, the Venetians now had twenty or thirty of our sailors as hostages along with cargos, money orders, and as many as two or three hundred of our passengers and volunteers.  To say that we would be doing whatever we could to get them back and then exacting a terrible vengeance would be comparable to saying birds fly and the Pope is a Christian. 
 
          We were not, however, surprised by our losses.  To the contrary, they were to be expected—the Venetian galleys which had hurried out of the harbour leaving their dead and wounded behind now controlled the Marmara Sea, the inland sea between the Bosporus straits and the Dardanelle straits.        
 
           The Venetians’ presence in the waters off Constantinople was an unfortunate fact of life.  It meant the Company would continue to lose transports and galleys until we re-floated our galleys, boarded our archers, and either destroyed the Venetians or drove them off.  Until we did, we would almost certainly lose more of our galleys and transports—because all of our captains sailing toward Constantinople had no way of knowing that we had lost control of the straits and the waters in front of the city. 
 
           Our conundrum was that if we boarded our archers to fight the Venetians at sea, we might very well lose the undefended city to a land attack whilst we were gone.  But then again, the Empress could safely hole up in the Citadel until we returned.  Hmm. 
 
      
 
    ******  George Courtenay 
 
           Henry was furious with me and there was no mistaking it.  He was shouting and so angry I was afraid he would fall down and go to sleep and have a sagging face and weak arm when he woke up.  I did not blame him and told him as much, and also warned him of the risk.  It did not seem to help. 
 
           What got Henry so riled up was that I decided to pose as one of the archers Adam had recruited and accompany him to the tavern when he went to get the coins for opening the wall gates to the Orthodox army.  I wanted to listen to what was gobbled and see if I could learn anything about the Greek plans. 
 
           I think I decided to do it, go with Adam that is, when Adam mentioned me that the priest who met him and offered to pay him handsomely to open the gates had gobbled at him in crusader French.  I found that very strange since the Greeks knew that Adam gobbled Greek, had a Greek wife, lived with her family, and attended Orthodox Church prayer services with her.   
 
           The more I thought about it, the more it set me to wondering if someone else might have been in the dungeon with the captured Orthodox priests and bishops, and what they had heard and who they had told.  Was it possible there was more than one active plot underway against the Empress?  There were, after all, many others in addition to the Greeks who might want to encourage her to flee. 
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter Forty-three 
 
    Who are they and what do they really want? 
 
           It was dark when I went with Adam to the tavern the next night to collect the first half of the coins.  Two of the best swordsmen in the Company were sworn to secrecy and came along with us, a sergeant and a lieutenant.  All three of us wore old and battered tunics with the two stripes of a chosen man.  We looked like what we really were—three of the Company’s tough old sweats.   
 
           Elizabeth had helped me prepare myself for the meeting in my room in the citadel by gathering my hair and tying it in a knot behind my head with a piece of leather string in the manner used by many of our sailors.  She was more excited than I was even though I refused to say why I was disguising myself or what I intended to do. 
 
           After she finished, she watched as I put on a shabby old tunic with the two stripes of a chosen man over my chain shirt, made sure my two wrist knives were ready, and warned her once again to say not a word to anyone.  When she finished I gave her a brief kiss, murmured thank you, and promised to return in a few hours with the hope of finding her in my bed.  Then I hurried out of the room, walked briskly through the citadel and out the gate into the dark with the hood of my tunic pulled up.   
 
           No one recognized me in the dim candlelight of the Citadel or in the moonlight when I stepped out into the bailey, at least not so far as I could tell.  Neither did the Varangians at the Citadel gate.  They barely looked at me since I was outbound and thus no threat. 
 
           Nicholas, Adam, and the two swordsmen were waiting for me in the darkness beyond the Citadel’s gate.  They had a two-wheeled handcart with them and each was carrying a sheathed short sword and had a galley shield hung over his back instead of quivers.   
 
           Adam was wearing his lieutenant’s tunic; the others had all already changed into the old tunics Nicholas had found in the slop chest of one of the galleys.  Nicholas was also wearing a chosen man’s tunic even though he was not supposed to be going with us.  They had changed into their temporary new clothes in the dark a few minutes earlier, Adam assured me, so that no one would see them doing it.  Their original tunics with their proper ranks were in the cart. 
 
           I could tell from the way the two swordsmen moved and their alertness that they were excited.  They did not know why they had been quietly been ordered to arm themselves and report to Adam that afternoon, but the presence of my apprentice sergeant, the air of great secrecy, and my arrival wearing a chosen man’s tunic and my hair fixed like a sailor’s, had convinced them that they were involved in something important even though they had no idea what it might be.  
 
           When Nicholas handed me the galley shield and sword I would carry, I could see in the dim moonlight that he had also put on an old tunic and was similarly armed and disguised himself.  No doubt he was hoping that I would change my mind and he would be allowed to come with us.  I did.   
 
      
 
    ****** 
 
           We pulled the handcart through the streets to the tavern in the quiet darkness.  It was in the Latin Quarter so it was safe for us to do so, particularly since there were five of us and we were heavily armed.  I spoke to the men in a low voice as we walked. 
 
           “Everyone is to address me as “Pierre,” never as “Commander.”  It is an important Company secret that I am with you and so is everything we do and see tonight.  Tell not a word or even a hint to anyone about what you hear or see tonight until this war is over.” 
 
           People were on the streets going about their normal business and the voices we heard were not excited.  Our pulling of the handcart seemed somehow to reassure the people we came upon even though they mostly heard us since the light was so poor.  Having a handful of men accompanying a handcart clattering through the city’s dark streets at night when it was cooler seemed like a reasonable thing to do. 
 
           The tavern where we were going to visit was called The Black Swan.  It was in a poorer part of the Latin Quarter so there few candles and lanterns being carried by people in the street or flickering in the hovels along it.  Even so, we could see the dim outlines of people in the moonlight as we passed them, and we could heard them talking around us and in the wall openings above us.  We passed a number of small fires with women huddled around them cooking their family’s bread and soup in the street.  They had their children with them. 
 
          It had been a hot day, but the sun had been down for several hours and it was actually quite comfortable to walk in coolness of the night.  The city even smelled better since the recent rain had washed away the piles of shite that inevitably accumulate each day in the streets and alleys of such a closely packed city.  Several times we heard the scurrying sound of one of the city’s many feral cats, and once we heard sounds of a couple of angry cats growling at each other and a short-lived cat fight. 
 
           Everything was so normal that it was hard to believe that only one day earlier we were fighting for our lives and our Company’s future was in doubt.  In fact, the entire city seemed quiet for the first time in several weeks.  At least it seemed that way to me.  Yesterday’s defeat of the Greek and Venetian attacks must have taken some of the fire out of the protesters’ bellies.  I certainly hoped that was the case. 
 
          The tavern where Adam and his mates were to meet the Greeks’ representative was in the Latin Quarter and on a street corner as was common in those days.  The black swan painted over its door could not be clearly seen in the moonlight, but I had ridden past it several times and remembered it.   
 
           The wooden shutters of the tavern’s street-level wall openings were thrown open and we could see and hear that the “Swan” was packed with boisterous people as we approached it.  Seeing and hearing them after passing through the quiet streets was an unexpected event. 
 
           When we reached the end of the street we could see the outline of the Black Swan’s door opening from the two candle lanterns hanging from the tavern’s low ceiling.  We walked past the window openings, ducked our heads and entered through the narrow doorway.   
 
           I was not taking any chances.  Nicholas stayed with the cart; the two swordsmen came in with me and Adam.  I murmured orders to them as we did. 
 
           “Stay calm, lads, and keep your swords sheathed unless we need them.  Be casual as if we only stopped in for a bowl.  But stay alert for a surprise attack.”   
 
           There was no door that had to be opened for us to enter the tavern, just a hole in the wall through which a man could walk.  A portable door would be brought in from the alley when the tavern needed to be closed or it was too cold outside such that a fire was needed in its fireplace.  The Black Swan was, in other words, very much like all the other taverns that might be found in such a neighbourhood.  From the looks and smell of the place, its dirt floor had soaked up many a spilled drink over the years. 
 
           The tavern seemed particularly boisterous and crowded that night, so crowded in fact that we immediately understood that there would be no chance of finding a place to sit.  The Black Swan’s being crowded was not surprising, however; the danger and rioting of the last few weeks, and the presence of refugees from the other quarters, had undoubtedly kept many people sitting in their hovels with their doors barred.  That night was likely the first in some days that some people felt safe enough to venture out after dark.  
 
           Adam led us in and, because he had been coming in every night for some weeks, was immediately recognized by one of the tavern girls who were delivering bowls of ale to the men sitting at one on the tables.  No one else paid any attention to us.  
 
           “There was someone asking about you earlier, Luv; a nob for sure.  He seemed most anxious to see you.  He gave me a piece of a copper and said to tell you if you came in that he would be back shortly.”   
 
           Whoever it was that we were meeting must have been outside waiting and watched us enter.  We had not even time for our bowls to arrive before a young street boy slipped into the tavern and approached Adam.  He tugged on the sleeve of Adam’s tunic to get his attention.   
 
           “Be your name Adam?” 
 
           “Aye, that it be.” 
 
           “A man outside gave me a copper to tell you to meet him where he met you the first time.” 
 
      
 
    ******* 
 
           Adam went out the tavern door first and sighted the Greek’s representative before I did.  He was standing a few paces down the street at the entrance to the alley that ran alongside the tavern. 
 
           I was going out the door behind Adam and saw his reaction when he spotted the man standing off to the side of us.  I knew exactly what it meant and turned to see the unknown bribemaster for myself.   
 
           When I got closer I could see in the moonlight that the man we had come to meet had grey in his neatly trimmed beard and was wearing nice clothes, but carrying no weapon, at least not so far as I could see.  He was definitely not a working man or a sailor.  The barmaid was right; he was a nob for sure.  He was middle-aged and carried himself with the sureness of a successful man used to getting his way. 
 
           The man made a somewhat arrogant little “follow me” motion with his hand and head, and promptly turned and walked into the darkened alley next to the tavern.  He clearly did not want to be seen.  We cautiously followed him; this is where we would be attacked if this was a trap.  Adam would have to come back later and pay for the bowls of ale we had ordered. 
 
           Nicholas had seen us come out of the tavern and started forward to join us.  I motioned for him to stay where he was and continue guarding the cart.  He drew his sword as soon as he saw me draw mine. 
 
      
 
    ****** 
 
           Adam’s would-be co-conspirator disappeared around the corner into the alley that ran along the other side of the tavern.  Adam drew his sword as he walked, and followed him into the alley without hesitation.  We were right behind Adam with our swords drawn and our shields held at the ready in case it was an ambush.  My heart was pounding.   
 
           The alley smelled liked piss despite the recent rain.  No doubt it was where the tavern drinkers and the locals living nearby came to relieve themselves.  It was even darker than the moonlit street.  I could barely make out the shape of the man once he walked into it. 
 
           It bothered me to follow the unknown man into the dark alley, both because I was wearing open-toed sandals, and because I did not know what to expect.  But I drew my sword, hefted my shield too make sure I had a good grip on it, and followed them in.  As I did, I nodded my approval at our two swordsmen. In the moonlight I could see that they had drawn their blades when Adam did without being told.   
 
           Nicholas stayed with the handcart.  He was holding his sword by his side so it could not be seen in the moonlight.  
 
           “Can you and your friends really open both gates for the Greeks?” the dim figure asked Adam in crusader French. 
 
           “Aye.  Nothing has changed.  We can do it, but only if you have the coins and they are as agreed, and the second half of the coins are waiting for us at the inner gate thirty minutes before early light on Saturday and all of the coins are there.  Today’s coins buy you the nobbling of both of the moat bridges and the opening of the outer gate at dawn.  The inner gate stays shut until we have the second half of the coins safely away. 
 
           “And here is another idea for you, for enough additional coins, another hundred pounds of silvers, me and my mates will also make an effort the night before you enter the city to cause an evacuation of some of the states’ forces on the roadway.  If we do that, your men will face fewer of them and will be able to reach the inner gate faster.” 
 
           “And how could you accomplish that?” 
 
           “By telling some of the truth—around sundown on the coming Friday night we will walk through the states’ camp and spread the word to everyone that the archers are pulling back to the inner wall because an attack is coming and the outer wall’s drawbridge and its gate have been nobbled and cannot be immediately repaired.   
 
           “The nobbling of the drawbridges and the outer gate will be done a day or two earlier so that everyone will believe what we are telling them is true.  Some of them will surely panic and run when they hear the archers are pulling back.  Indeed, the people desperately fleeing with their possessions out of the states’ camp Friday evening and early Saturday morning is how you will know we have already finished doing most of what we were paid to do.  
 
           “But as I warned you the first time we met, the inner gate will not be nobbled to prevent it from being closed until we have the second half of the coins in our hands and are safely away.  And, as I also warned you earlier, there will be archers camped near the inner gate and charged with guarding it, perhaps several companies of them.  Your men will have to fight them when they come through the gate and enter the city. 
 
           “The archers are not likely to be pushovers who will turn and run when they see your men coming.  They will fight.  I hope you know that.  It means your best men will have to come through the inner gate in great numbers and be ready to fight.  My mates and I will make it possible for your men to get through the two gates; but we will not fight for you.  That you must do for yourselves.” 
 
           I could not see the briber’s response because the alley was so dark, but I heard it. 
 
           “We understand that you and your friends are only getting the Greeks through the gates and that they will have to fight.   
 
           “So rest assured that the other half of the coins to pay for doing that will be waiting where we agreed.  And so will all the additional coins for frightening the states’ men into running.  It is a good idea and quite helpful.  
 
            Suddenly it hit me.  He had just referred to the Greeks are they?  I listened carefully as the briber continued to gobble.  Something did not make sense but I was not sure what it was. 
 
           “I have the first half of coins here with me,” the unknown man said with a gesture towards the dark alley.  They are in there against the alley wall in three chests.  Did you bring a cart to carry them?” 
 
           “Aye, that we did,” Adam answered.   
 
           “Well then, I will leave you to carry them off and I expect to see you again in five days, just before dawn Saturday morning in the alley three hundred paces or so south of the inner gate.  The coins will be waiting there for you to inspect, but they will only be released to you after my friends and I know the inner gate is open.” 
 
           “Aye.  That is agreeable,” Adam said cautiously.  And then he issued his own warnings just as he had been instructed. 
 
           “But please remember that my mates and I will be bringing a lantern to inspect the second payment of coins and a hand cart to carry them.  We will only proceed to nobble the inner gate if all the coins are there shipshape and proper and my mates and I are away and safe.   
 
           “I hope you believe what I am telling you, because I will run back to signal the men waiting to nobble the gate to proceed only if we find every coin and our safety to be as you and I have agreed. 
 
           “Also please remember that we will have men watching both your payment of the coins to us and the secret place where we will be taking them—and they will know how to quickly un-nobble the gate and the drawbridge if the coins do not safely arrive at our secret place.  So please keep that in mind.  No tricks, eh?” 
 
           “Of course not,” the man said indignantly and rather threateningly.  “But that applies to you as well.  You need to remember that we will be sending someone with you to make sure the gate is truly nobbled before we release the coins to you,” the man warned. 
 
           “Aye.  That is what we agreed,” Adam said.  “And I will bring an archer’s tunic for him to slip on so he does not draw attention.” 
 
           “So be it,” said the increasingly nervous briber as he began moving to leave.  “I will be there with the second batch of coins an hour before dawn in the alley south of the inner gate.” 
 
           “Wait,” Adam said a bit too anxiously.  “Where can I reach you if there is a problem?” 
 
           “You cannot.  My friends and I will know if there is a problem and will do whatever has to be done.” 
 
           Aron’s asking what he should do in the event of an unexpected problem was only the first of the two important questions I told Adam he must ask.  There was another question that was even more important than the first.   
 
           We walked out of the alley with the man until he reached the street and the moonlight revealed him once again.  And then, before the man could disappear, Adam asked the second question. 
 
           “Would you bless me and say a prayer for our success, father?” 
 
           “How do you know I am a priest?  Did you have someone follow me after we first met?  The anger in the man’s voice was clear. 
 
           “Of course, I did not follow you.  But you talk like a priest and walk like a priest so I thought you must be one.  And I want your blessing and for you to swear in the name of Jesus that my mates and I will be protected if we stay in the city with our coins.” 
 
           The priest, for that was what he was, reluctantly agreed.  He murmured a few words at Alan and crossed himself automatically as he did—and from the way he crossed himself I knew he was a Latin.   
 
           But whose priest was he?  And why was a Latin-gobbling priest doing this to help the Greeks? My thinking was running fast behind my eyes and going nowhere. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter Forty-four 
 
    Preparations are made. 
 
           The long days that followed passed quickly, and so did the short nights with Elizabeth which were quite enjoyable.  There was much to prepare and only a few days to get everything done.   It was the best of times. 
 
           Thankfully, and of overwhelming importance, the sun returned and our bowstrings dried and became usable.  We were once again a fully equipped fighting force of almost three thousand archers.  It was by far the biggest force of the Company’s men ever assembled in one place.  In other words, most of our eggs had been placed in one nest and we were about to try to begin hatching them by gulling the Greeks into doing something stupid.   
 
           One of our most important preparations began immediately—organising the last minute movement of our archers and their bales of additional arrows to where they would be most useful during the crucial first few hours after the Greeks came through the outer gate early Saturday morning.  What made it difficult was that our men could not be moved until darkness fell without the Greeks seeing them move and being forewarned. 
 
            Making sure the archers were quietly moved into their new fighting positions in the dark of the Friday night preceding the Greek attack became Henry’s responsibility, and he relished his role once he understood the plan and how we were trying to gull the Greek army into entering the enclosed roadway that was now occupied by the states’ forces—and trapping them there for our archers to kill.   
 
           Henry spent an entire day personally showing every company commander where his company’s men and all of its arrow bales were to be initially placed on one of the two interior walls that ran on either side of the road where the states’ forces were camped.  He himself would command the galley companies assigned to positions on the interior wall running along the east side of the road.  
 
           Richard would be Henry’s counterpart to the west.  He would command of both the galley companies on the interior wall running along the west side of the road and the men who remained on watch along the outer city’s adjacent and higher and stronger outer wall.     
 
           I would be in overall command and in direct command of the ribaldis, the two wall gates, and the galley company that would begin moving through the camp prior to the sun going down Friday night to sound the alarm.  It would then pass through the inner gate and join the two companies that would already be there to help them defend it.  My senior aide, Michael Oremus, would be my number two at the inner gate and remain there at all times.   
 
           The “secret” explanation our galley captains were given was that the position they were being shown was their company’s assigned position if the states’ forces mutinied—which was feared because of their recent losses.  The captains were ordered to keep the possibility of a mutiny secret, even from their own men.  The captains of the galley companies nearest to the inner gate were additionally shown a second position further from the inner gate, but not told why they might be required to temporarily move there on very short notice. 
 
           Because each company would have to find its initial position in the dark if the states’ forces mutinied in the middle of the night, as was expected, each captain was required to take three of his company’s men, including a steady sergeant, and post them until further notice at his company’s “mutiny” position.  They would remain there as “place holders” to mark his company’s initial position and help him and his men find it in the dark. 
 
           Each captain was told that if the call came to take up their new positions to put down mutineers, the order would be passed from man to man along the wall as “all companies to quietly take up position number five.”  The captains of the companies closest to the inner gate were also told that a subsequent order coming along the wall to “move to position nine” required them to double-time their men to their company’s secondary position.  Those moving to their secondary position were also told to leave their arrow bales and supplies behind as they would soon be ordered to return to their initial positon.   
 
           When the initial order to move arrived, every company was then to immediately pick up its arrow bales and full water skins and very quietly double time along the top of the wall from their old positions to their new positions.  No talking was to be allowed and only the seven men of the company’s most dependable file were to be left to man their company’s original position on the city’s outer wall.   
 
           The seven archers who remained behind were there in case the company’s regular position on the wall and its adjacent camp needed to be defended whilst most of its men were gone.  Wherever possible, each of the seven was to be armed with one of the Company’s bladed pikes in addition to their longbows.  Henry was charged with making sure they had them. 
 
           Two nights later the captain, lieutenant, and first sergeant of every galley company on the wall was required to prove he knew exactly where to lead his company’s men in the event the states’ forces mutinied—the three men, without the men of their company, were required to double time along the wall and find their company’s assigned position and its place holders in the dark.   
 
           Even my father did his part, although he neither liked my order nor understood it—he and his crew of carpenters began taking apart the catapults they had painstakingly built and lined up on either side of the Farmers Gate in the outer wall, and moving them to similar positions inside the city’s inner wall. 
 
      
 
    ******  Commander George Courtenay 
 
           I spent most of the days following the meeting at the Black Swan making sure Aron’s ribaldis were ready to be used.  He had completed eleven of them and was working on number twelve.  All but two involved hardwood logs he and his helpers had painstakingly hollowed out to hold the lightning powder and rocks, and then wrapped tightly with ropes to prevent them from coming apart when the lightning occurred.   
 
           What Aron and his helpers had not finished doing was getting them to where they were needed—on to wagons that the men assigned to them could pull along the top the inner defensive wall.  The ribaldis needed to be placed on wagons that were atop the wall so they could be pulled into positions overlooking the wall gate that the men of the Greek army thought Adam and his fellow traitors would be opening for them. 
 
           Unlike horses which could be blindfolded and led up the narrow stone stairs that stood near the gate and ran up to the top of the wall, it turned out to be no small task to get a wagon up on to the city’s inner wall in a location from which our men could drag it along the wall to its assigned place above the gate.    
 
           The problem was solved by bringing in Harold and a hundred or so of the Company’s sailors from the harbour.  I naively assumed they would know how to set up and use pulleys and tackles to hoist the wagons and ribaldis up on to the wall so we could move them into place the night before the Greeks’ dawn attack.  I was wrong.  Hoisting wagons and ribaldis, I learned, was not the same as hoisting sails. 
 
           Harold and his sailors ended up getting their job completed the old-fashioned way—the wheels were taken off the wagons and everything was carried up the nearest stairs by a great mob of sailors, and then reassembled; the ribaldis were then carried up the stairs and placed on the wagons by a large number of sweating and swearing sailor men using a net the sailors made of many ropes to hold them from bumping on the stone steps.   
 
           At the same time, whilst all that was going on, others of the sailors carried up the rocks that would be packed in the tubes and around them to contain the wood fragments if the tubes came apart despite the lines that were wrapped around them to hold them together. 
 
           And, of course, there were the inevitable mistakes that had to be corrected.  The biggest of which was a ribaldi that was carefully placed and prepared only to discover that the opening was pointing in the wrong direction and the wagon on which the ribaldi was mounted could not be turned around because the roadway on top of the wall was too narrow. 
 
           Everything was done several miles from inner gate so that the Greek spies in the city would not associate the wagons with the gate.  I personally walked along the top of the wall with Harold to make sure the sailors would be able to pull the wagons from their initial locations on top of the wall to their positions above the gate and on either side of it. 
 
           The sailors needed three full days to get the wagons up on to the wall and loaded with the ribaldis to Aron’s satisfaction.  It was interesting to listen to the sailors as they worked.  It was likely that never before have so many foul oaths and profane words been heard in one place, probably because the sailors did not know why they were doing it and thought it was useless busywork whose only purpose was to keep them occupied and out of trouble.   
 
           It probably would have been even worse if they had known they would be staying to help pull the wagons to their assigned places on the inner wall.  On the other hand there was tavern at the bottom of the steps the sailors had to use so they happy to be working where they were working even though they had to walk back to the harbour at night to eat and sleep. 
 
           Somewhere along the way I decided that placing a couple of the ribaldis over the gate in the outer wall might be helpful as well—with their open ends pointing toward the states’ forces encampment instead of the Greek camp.  So Harold and I walked to the outer gate to see if it might be possible to pull them there.  We determined that it was if some of the stones in the wall were dug out moved.  Accordingly, moving two of them to the outer gate was added to the plan. 
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter Forty-five 
 
    Battle preparations. 
 
           Adam continued to lead the process of gulling the Greeks.  In the middle of Friday afternoon he led what was left of my guard of horse archers in a march through the entire states’ forces enclosure from the outer gate to the inner gate.  With them were an entire galley company of foot archers and their Greek-gobbling auxiliaries.  I rode wearing a chosen man’s tunic once again. 
 
           Our constantly repeated message was a simple warning.                 
 
           “Get out.  Leave immediately to get inside the city’s inner wall.  Run for your lives.  Hurry.  The gate in the outer wall has been nobbled and the Greeks will be here in force before the sun comes up in the morning.   
 
           “The archers are falling back to the city’s interior wall because they know they cannot hold the outer wall now that the gate is broken.  That is why they have been moving their catapults back for the last several days. 
 
            “You must relocate immediately to the square just south of the central market.  There is a place to camp and food and water there.  Hurry.  Run.  Save yourselves before it is too late.” 
 
      
 
    ****** 
 
           Chaos, confusion, anger, and tearful hysteria reigned as we spread out into a skirmish line and moved through the states forces encampment sounding the warning that “the Greeks are coming.” The result was pandemonium.  Tents were quickly struck and desperate men and women began gathering up their possessions.  Panic-stricken people and their carts and wagons were soon hurrying up the road towards the inner gate.   
 
           Within minutes a steady stream of distressed and sweating states’ soldiers and their camp followers and sutlers began pouring into the city through the gate in the inner wall.  The Greek spies would report that Adam and his mates had kept their word; they were doing what they had been bribed to do. 
 
           Only a handful of guards and a single company of horse archers remained on the ground at the outer gate.  Everyone else was on the wall watching the states’ force abandon their camp.  It was very hot in the merciless late afternoon sun so the horse archers dismounted and their horses were kept tight against the wall to stay in its shade.  The men in the galley companies on the wall above them sought shade wherever they could find it and argued over the choicest spots. 
 
           My guard of horse archers and I turned to ride back to the outer gate after we had gotten about halfway through the camp of the states’ forces.  The foot archers from the galley, the men many of us were beginning to refer to as Marines, continued towards the inner gate spreading the word.  They would take up new positions on the other side of the inner gate along with the Marines from three other galley companies. 
 
           We were not the only ones making changes.  The Greek encampment in front of the wall had been a beehive of activity all day long despite the heat.  It was clear to everyone that something big was about to happen.   
 
           Indeed, several warnings to that effect came from the Citadel late Friday afternoon.  Both Eric and my father had ridden separately to the Commandery to tell me the Empress’s spies had reported that the Greeks were preparing for a major attack as early as the next morning.   
 
           Eric and my father also reported that the city had been restless all day with several flare-ups of looting that the Empress’s guards had been hard-pressed to put down.  And they were both particularly concerned because the states’ forces appeared to be abandoning their camp along the roadway between the gates and retreating into the city.  
 
           “The city is alive with rumours,” Eric said to me.  
 
           “Yes, I know the states’ forces are leaving their camp in a panic and moving into the city.  I cannot say that I blame them.  They heard a rumour that the archers were pulling back because the drawbridge over the outer moat cannot be lifted and the gate in the outer wall cannot be fully closed.   
 
           “Unfortunately, the rumour is true.  Both the bridge and the gate of the outer wall have been nobbled, and so has the drawbridge over the inner moat.  It was probably an inside job when the states’ forces were passing through the gate on a sally and we were not watching.” 
 
           My saying that the gate in the outer wall and both of the moat bridges had been nobbled and could not be repaired appeared to shock them both.   
 
           “Our men are working to repair the gate in the outer wall as we speak.  If we cannot repair it, I will almost certainly have to begin moving some of my archers tonight to fill whatever defensive gaps are left in the inner wall by the departure of the states’ men.” 
 
           “What about the moat?” my father asked.  “Can you raise the moat bridge or tear it down in order to keep the Greeks away from the gate?” 
 
           “Unfortunately the windlass used to raise the bridge was also badly damaged.”   
 
           “Are you sure you can keep the Greeks out of the city?” Eric asked anxiously.  “Or is it time for me to take the Empress and her family to safety out of the city?  The chain across the Golden Horn is keeping the Venetians out of the rivers.  We could get the family out on one the Company galleys you have in the rivers.” 
 
           “Oh, I do not think it necessary for the Empress and her family to run,” I replied, “at least, not yet.  Although you are right to be concerned; we may have to retreat to the inner wall if we have to send so many archers to replace the states’ forces that we do not have enough archers to hold the outer wall.”   
 
           It was all lies, of course, both about the gate and the bridge over the moat being irretrievably nobbled, and also about the need to send archers to replace the states’ forces who had been panicked by the situation into fleeing.  But they were useful lies because they explained why our archers would be moving to new positions as soon as it got dark.   
 
           I did not tell them the real reason the archers were moving to new positions because I had begun to get suspicious of Eric—and I did not know why. 
 
      
 
    ****** 
 
           I stood with Nicholas at an archer slit above the outer gate whilst we waited for total darkness to fall on Friday.  It seemed to take forever.  When it finally did arrive, I stood in the moonlight and gave the “quietly take up position number five” order.  It was immediately passed along the wall from man to man such that it quickly reached every captain.  The galley companies on the wall picked up their arrow bales and water skins and began hurrying to their mutiny positions overlooking the states forces’ camp.   
 
           Many people had abandoned the states’ camp, but there were still a surprising number of people in it when darkness fell.  Whether they would still be there when the Greeks arrived in a few hours was a good question.  An even better question was whether any of them would resist and, thus, how long it would take the Greek army to reach the inner gate. 
 
            I had made one last effort to save them about an hour before sundown. 
 
           “Nicholas, please find Captain Fiennes and ask him to lead his men on another swing through the states’ camp even though it is dark.  Give him my compliments and tell him that I would like him to ride through the camp all the way to inner gate, and then ride back here whilst once again repeating the order to leave.   
 
           “I will wait for him here.  Oh yes, and please tell Captain Fiennes his men that they are to suggest to everyone they meet that only traitors will be remaining behind to greet the Greeks—and they will be dealt with most severely by the Empress’s guards before the Greeks arrive.  Maybe that will get them to move.”   I knew that many of the remainers did not gobble the crusader French that some people are now calling English.  But some of them did and they would tell the others. 
 
           Henry and Richard were not with me when, about two hours later, I gave the order for the galley companies on the wall to begin moving quietly along the top of the wall to their mutiny positions.  Henry was on the interior wall near the inner gate awaiting the arrival of the galley company whose archers would be on that wall and closest to the gate; Richard was across the way in a similar location on the interior wall on the other side of the road. 
 
           All the companies were soon moving along the wall to their new positions.  They came past me one after another.  As soon as they arrived at their assigned position, Richard and Henry would move up the wall to the next position to wait for the next company to arrive.  In that way they would insure that each of the companies was in its proper place, and also work their way back along the wall until they ended up atop the gate through which the Greeks would pour in a few hours when we threw it open.   
 
           I would not be with them—as soon as the outer gate was up and secured, I intended to mount a horse and gallop to the inner gate to take command there. 
 
           The moonlight was too weak for me to actually see the Greek army in the camp on the other side of the moat.  But I could periodically hear noises in the distance as the Greek army tried to assemble in the moonlit darkness. 
 
           But would they actually try to rush into the states’ encampment through the nobbled gate and move towards the inner gate in force? 
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter Forty-six 
 
    Chaos and treachery. 
 
            It was the middle of a clear Friday night with a partial moon when Henry, Richard, and I shook hands, wished each other good luck, and went off to carry out our respective assignments.  Henry and Richard went off to once again make sure the archers who had moved on to the interior walls were properly placed, and I went down the stone stairs with a couple of burly archers to crank the gate up far enough such that a man could walk under it without hitting his head.    
 
           Nicholas and a couple of sailors who were good at tying knots followed me down the stairs.  The three of them would crawl on their bellies under the gate as soon as it was high enough and tie ropes to the drawbridge over the moat so it could be raised up without using the windlass that was inside the wall next to the gate—by men pulling on the ropes from atop the wall.    
 
           Somewhat similarly, as soon as I shouted up to the men on the wall that the gate had been raised high enough, they would tie it in its raised position with rope lines.  Then my helpers and I would remove the chain and crank handle.  Once that was done, the gate could be lowered by cutting the lines that were holding it up—but it would not be able to be raised back up once the lines were cut and it was lowered. 
 
           My plan, or perhaps I should say my hope, was that a large part of the Greek army would rush through the raised outer gate into states’ camp, and then run several miles through it to get to the inner gate which they expected to find open—and there they would be forced to stop because it would not be open. 
 
           Once the Greeks were inside the states’ camp, the draw bridge over the outer moat would be pulled up using the lines Nicholas and his sailors attached, and the gate in the outer wall would be closed by cutting the lines that were holding it up.  The gate would then drop to the ground and be closed with no way to open it. 
 
           If either of those two things happened the invaders would be unable to get back to their own camp—they would be trapped inside the states’ camp with archers all along the walls that surrounded them.   
 
           To make sure that the Greeks did not get back to their camp, there would be more than a thousand archers on each side of the long narrow roadway.  They were heavily concentrated near the gate in the city’s inner defensive wall.  That was where the Greeks would mass whilst waiting for the inner gate to be opened by Adam and the archers posing as his fellow traitors. 
 
           It was a fine plan since every inch of the states’ encampment could be reached from atop one of the walls that surrounded it.  My two lieutenant commanders and I had spent several days wondering how long our plan would last after the first Greek soldier came through the outer gate and entered the encampment of the states’ forces.   
 
           “About ten minutes,” was Henry’s cynical estimate. 
 
      
 
    ******  Commander George Courtenay 
 
            The archers assigned to the section of the outer wall which included the gate were waiting on the parapet behind me as I cautiously made my way down the stone steps in the moonlit darkness.  The sailors with them were in the process of throwing the bridge-lifting ropes down to Nicholas and his sailors, and getting other ropes ready to tie the gate in place as soon as it was raised.   
 
           There was no shortage of ropes on the wall for the sailors to toss and tie.  Harold had sent several wagon loads of them to us from the stores of the galleys that had been pulled ashore.  Usually the ropes were used to raise and lower sails and anchors.  Using them to hoist wagons to the top of the wall may have been difficult for our sailors, but not tying knots that would not slip.  Knots were something every sailor knew how to tie. 
 
           A few moments later I was standing next to the gate and watching in the faint moonlight as the gate was partially raised and Nicholas and his knot-tying sailors slipped out under it to tie ropes to the drawbridge over the moat.  The gate was soon cranked up far enough so the Greeks could get in.  A few minutes later Nicholas and his sailors ran back through the gate and headed up the stairs to the top of the wall.  They had tied overly long ropes to the draw bridge that could be gathered in and used to pull it up. 
 
           “I do not think anyone saw us,” Nicholas said.  “And we pulled the extra length of the lines off to the side so they would not appear to be running from the bridge up to the top of the wall.  It ought to work—unless one of the Greeks looks closely when he is crossing the bridge and stops to cut them.”  
 
           A moment later the captain of the galley company on the wall above me shouted down that the gate had been secured by the sailors so that it could not be lowered except by cutting the lines.  As soon as he did, the two archers who had cranked the windlass to raise it removed the crank handle and did whatever had to be done to remove the chain which was normally used to raise and lower the gate.   
 
           Our plan to trap the Greeks was simple—after they had finished passing through the open gate in the outer wall, the archers on the wall above the gate would pull the draw bridge up and the gate in the outer wall would be dropped by cutting the lines that were holding it up.   
 
          The Greeks would then be trapped inside the enclosed roadway.  At that point, the archers on the walls around the states’ camp would begin pushing arrows into them.  The archers on the wall overlooking the gate would also guard the stone stairs leading up to the top of the wall to prevent the Greeks from climbing the stairs next to the gate in an attempt to escape. 
 
           It was a fine plan.  The only question was whether it would work.  I felt like a fisherman who could see a fish coming towards his lure and wondered if it would bite. 
 
      
 
    ****** 
 
           My eight remaining personal guards were mounted and waiting for me on the roadway with my horse.  I swung myself into the saddle, and then we waited and listened until we could hear the windlass chain being dragged up the stone stairs to the wall above the gate.  The chain being removed meant that the windlass could not be used to lift the gate after we cut the lines to drop it back into place.  
 
           Once the gate was so nobbled, the only alternatives for the Greeks to get back out through the gate would be to dig a hole under it or pry it up far enough that men could wiggle under it.  Alternately, of course, the Greeks could install another chain or fight their way up the stairs and get enough men with ropes on the wall above them to pull the gate up by brute force.   
 
           Neither possibility was likely.  To the contrary, each would take time to organize, and neither would be possible so long as there were archers with arrows and dry bowstrings on the wall above and around the gate and a determined band of men armed with pikes holding the top of the stairs. 
 
           In any event, our raising of the gate meant the Greek army could now pass through the outer wall whenever its commanders decided to do so—which looked to be soon, and probably no later than dawn’s early light since they already could be heard assembling in the darkness on the other side of the moat.   
 
           One thing that was totally uncertain was how many of the Greek soldiers would actually come into the states’ encampment and move through it to the gate in the inner wall that they expected to find similarly opened.  Another uncertainty was whether anyone who was still in the states’ encampment would try to fight back and, in so doing, delay or prevent the Greek soldiers from reaching the inner gate. 
 
           Those were amongst the many thoughts and questions that were behind my eyes as my guards and I kicked our horses in their sides to get them going and we began riding up the road toward the inner gate.  The Greeks were coming; anyone still in the states’ camp after all of the warnings we had given them was just shite out of luck. 
 
      
 
    ******   George Courtenay 
 
           There were not many people on the road as we rode towards the inner gate in the moonlight.  Those who were going to run had already done so.  But not everyone had gone; in the moonlight we could see tents and wagons scattered on either side of the roadway, but there were nowhere near as many as there had been previously.  The remainers were either incredibly stupid, or they were supporters of the invading Greeks and had decided to wait to welcome them. 
 
           Up ahead we could see a couple of candle lanterns marking the gate at the entrance to the inner wall.  It was partially open and the lanterns backlit a horse-drawn wagon on its way toward the city.  The wagon’s driver and a few walkers were the only people we had seen on the road, perhaps because the gate was not normally open during the hours of darkness. 
 
           A few moments later, Captain Fiennes barked an order and one of my guards galloped forward to announce our imminent arrival.  The captain and the rest of his men stayed with me.  They did not know it yet, but they would soon be reunited with their mates who had been guarding and assisting Aron. 
 
           We passed through the inner gate a few minutes later.  Major Captain Michael Oremus and the captains of the three galley companies at the gate hurried forward to greet me and get any last minute orders.  Also waiting at the gate for my arrival was Adam Gravesend and the two swordsmen who had accompanied us when we picked up the first half of the bribe-coins.   
 
           The noise of our arrival awakened many of the archers of the three galley companies guarding the gate.  There had been nothing for them to do so they had been sleeping as all good fighting men do when they have an opportunity.  In the moonlight we could see them as they began sitting up and getting to their feet to piss and see what all the commotion was about 
 
           “The Greeks will be coming soon and the interior walls are being manned,” I announced loudly as I dismounted in the faint light of the moon and the lanterns.   
 
           “Standby to raise the drawbridge and close the gate on an instant’s notice.  All archers are to immediately take up their defensive positions on the wall.  The wagons with the ribaldis are to be immediately pulled into position over the gate.” 
 
           “And the two wagons assigned to the wall over the outer gate, Commander?” Michael asked. 
 
           “Aye, Major Captain.  Them too.  Thank you for reminding me.  Please get them on their way.”  
 
           And with the use of Michael’s rank I effectively announced that we were in a battle mode and all orders were to be repeated back to make sure they had been properly understood. 
 
           “Aye Commander.  We are to take up our defensive positions and standby to raise the drawbridge and close the gate.  The wagons carrying the ribaldis are to proceed immediately to their assigned positions both here and at the outer gate.” 
 
           What I did not do, and should have done, was order the drawbridge raised and the gate closed.  I did not give that order because there appeared to no immediate need and a few more of the states’ forces or their camp followers and sutlers might decide to leave.  Also, and more importantly, I wanted the priest who was bribing us to be able to see that it was open so he would think his scheme was working and release the second half of the bribery coins to us without a fight. 
 
           “Adam, it is time to collect the second half of the bribery coins and take, if we can, the bribery priest.  Did you bring a tunic for me?” 
 
           “Aye, Commander, and also a lantern so we can see the coins and a hand cart to carry the coin chests.” 
 
    Chapter Forty-seven 
 
    We are betrayed. 
 
           Adam led the way as we walked in the darkness toward the alley where the second half of the bribe was to be paid.  Captain Fiennes and five of my personal guards dismounted and were quickly armed with swords and shields so they could accompany us.  The ten of us set out to collect the coins immediately thereafter.  We pulled a small four-wheeled wagon we could use to carry the coins away. 
 
           Our destination was deeper into the city than I remembered.  Or perhaps it just seemed that way because we were all so anxious.  As you might imagine, our swords were drawn as the little wagon we were pulling announced our passage by clattering over the cobblestones of the silent street.  There was little wonder in our anxiety—it was dark, we were being noisy in one of the city’s Orthodox quarters, and we had long ago walked past the two archers manning the last of the Company’s sentry posts.   
 
           The street was silent and surprisingly empty.  Usually there were people sleeping in the street.  It did not feel right.  The hair on my arms began to prickle. 
 
           “Over here,” a nervous voice said quietly in the dark.   
 
           As we got closer, I could see that it was the same man from whom we had collected the first half of the coins.  At least that is who I thought it was.  It was hard to know for sure in the dim moonlight. 
 
           “Do you have the rest of the coins for us?” Adam immediately demanded.  He sounded anxious and that was no surprise.  I certainly was. 
 
           “Yes Lieutenant, the chests are stacked up in the alley.  The coins are all there for you and your men to count.” 
 
           “Good.  Please have your men bring them out so we can see them.   And tell them to hurry.  We need to act whilst it is still dark so no one can see us when we nobble the inner drawbridge and gate.  The outer drawbridge and the outer gate have already been done.”   
 
           Adam told his lies very convincingly.  He was very sincere. 
 
           “My men are gone,” the priest said.  He sounded very tense.  “So you will have to go into the alley and get the chests yourself if you wish to open them and count them.   Whilst you are doing that, I will go to the wall to make sure the bridge and gate are both open and will stay that way.”  
 
           No men guarding the chests and he is going to leave us with them whilst he goes to see that the gate has been nobbled?  Something is wrong. 
 
           “Suit yourself,” Adam replied as the priest hurried off to see for himself that the gate was open.  “But hurry.  Dawn is approaching.”  
 
           Something was wrong.  I could sense it as the priest hurried away in what I suddenly realized was the wrong direction.  There was absolute quiet and stillness all around us.  Suddenly I heard a sound I had heard before—and it was coming towards us. 
 
           “Run Lads.  Back to the gate.  It is a trap.” 
 
           I turned and ran as if the devil himself was snapping at my arse.  The others followed.  It was every man for himself and God save the hindmost.  I was the first man away and led for a while as we ran through the dark streets just as the first light of dawn began to appear. 
 
      
 
    ****** 
 
           “Stand to arms.  Close the gate; raise the bridge,” I gasped out my warning and orders twice a few minutes later as I pounded down the street towards the open gate and the candle lanterns that stood on each side of the wall opening to light it.  My God; I should have closed them earlier.  I was greatly worried. 
 
           There were shouts in the distance behind me and four or five of my men, the fastest runners, had already passed me.  Once I heard the distinctive sound of someone behind me slip and fall with a curse. 
 
           Several things seemed to be clear.  One was that the priest and his followers, whoever they might be, had no intention of paying Adam the rest of the coins.  Another was that they intended to take control of the inner gate by force.   
 
           What was totally unclear was why they were doing it and who was involved.  Was it to close the gate in the face of the Greeks, or to keep it open for them, or to block it so the Greeks could not enter the city if the gate could not be closed?  And what about the coins that were not paid?  I had not a clue about any of it. 
 
           As you might imagine, I was not thinking of such things at that moment.  What I was doing was running for my life and so were the men with me.  All we knew for sure was that a very large number of people from the city were chasing us.  They were almost certainly coming to try to take the gate.  
 
           “Run you fools,” I gasped out as loud as I could as I passed the two gape-mouthed archer lookouts.  They were still standing there in the moonlight even though four or five archers of the coin party had already run past them. 
 
           “Raise the bridge; close the gate,” I gasped out as I entered the open space next to the gate and approached the stairs next to it.  
 
           Without breaking my stride, I scooted up the stone stairs to the top of the wall taking them three steps at a time.  All around me, both on the ground and on the wall, sergeants were beginning to shout and men were fetching their weapons. 
 
           The wall above and around the gate was crowded with men and wagons carrying ribaldis.  Even so I easily found a place to stand right at the top of the stairs between two wagons.  Dawn’s early light was just arriving. 
 
      
 
    ****** 
 
           It was very noisy and there was a lot of confusion around me as I stood at the top of the stairs with both hands on my knees trying to catch my breath.  In the moonlight I could see that Captain Fiennes was still with me.  All I knew was that I had made it back to the wall safely and was standing at the top of the stairs between two of Aron’s ribaldi wagons.  Nicholas and some of the others showed up next to me moments later. 
 
           My arrival, my frantically shouted orders, and my mad dash up the stairs to the get to the top of the wall, all combined to cause consternation amongst the rank and file archers who had been standing and sleeping on the ground near the gate.  Some of them began moving toward the stairs that led up to the top of the wall.  They all did a few moments later when the spear and club carrying thrusters from the mob suddenly began flooding into the open area in front of the gate.  
 
           The area around the base of stairs suddenly became full of panic-stricken archers shouting and pushing as they tried to follow me up the stairs to safety.  Why so many of them were down there instead of up on the parapet in their defensive positions I did not know.   
 
           What I did know was that there was a great and disorganized crowd of pushing and shoving archers gathered around the bottom of the stone stair steps and trying to climb them to escape the mob that now surrounded them.  Several times men fell off the steps and landed on the desperate men below them.   
 
           “Raise the bridge and drop the gate.  Everyone get up on the wall.  Stand by to repel boarders.  Bring the windlass handle,” I shouted as some of the men at the foot of the stairs turned to face the mob and arrows began to fly.   
 
           My voice was lost in the noise and I knew it. 
 
      
 
    ****** 
 
           The shouting and angry mob of men which had pursued us toward the gate was huge and totally disorganized.  It was not an army of soldiers.   
 
           In the early light of dawn I could see there were thousands of them, all men, and more coming.  They quickly and completely filled the open area in front of the gate while there were still archers trying to climb the stairs to get to safety.  I could not be sure because it was still somewhat dark, but it looked to me as if a few of them were carrying swords and spears, but many of them were carrying clubs or were unarmed.   
 
           What I saw in the dim early light had the makings of a disaster.  The huge mob surged into the open area around the gate before the bridge could be cranked up and the gate could be cranked down.  The mob instantly overwhelmed and pulled down the archers who had rushed to work the windlasses along with those who were the last to reach the bottom of the steps in an effort to escape.   
 
           A few of our men had enough sense to run out the gate and over the bridge to get away; others ran for the stairs and did not make it.  They were pulled off lower steps of the stairs and disappeared into the angry and shouting crowd.  
 
           The mob had totally surprised us by their sudden arrival in our rear.  That much was certain.  But they, in turn, had been surprised to find more than two hundred heavily armed archers guarding the gate instead of the usual handful of Varangians from the city’s night watch.   
 
           It was still somewhat dark and the visibility provided by the moon and the sun’s early light was not the best, but it was hard for an experienced archer to miss when his targets were packed together in front of him and only a few feet away.  Arrows began to fly almost immediately and the tide rapidly turned against the poorly armed arrivals.   
 
           In less than a minute, those of the mob who still could were trying to flee in every direction including out the gate.  A few minutes later the light of day arrived to find the bridge up, the gate down, and several hundred dead and wounded men in the open area around the gate including some of ours. 
 
           “Stop killing the prisoners.  We need to question them first.” 
 
            I shouted the order when I realized the enraged archers were killing the wounded men.  Pulling arrows out of a wounded enemy was one thing; killing him before he could be questioned was neither acceptable nor wise. 
 
      
 
    ****** 
 
           We had barely seen off the mob and managed to get to the windlasses for the drawbridge and the gate before the first of the Greeks began arriving.  We had reached the windlasses and finished cranking them just as dawn’s early light appeared. The Greek thrusters on horseback began to reach the gate about thirty minutes later.  They arrived too late; we had already raised the bridge and closed the gate. 
 
           “My God, that was close.  If that mob had shown up thirty minutes later we would have been in deep shite.  How many men did we lose?”   
 
           The questions poured out of me as I stood above the gate and watched as the number of sword waving Greek cavalrymen in front of the closed gate grew and grew.  They had obviously ducked their heads to get under the partially raised gate in the outer wall and galloped up the road thinking the bridge over the inner moat would be down and the inner gate open. 
 
           We just watched and waited atop the wall as the Greek riders milled about in confusion.  Apparently no one had told them what to do if the gate was not open.  Or, perhaps, they were waiting for it to open as they had been promised.  Everyone was under the strictest of orders to stay out of sight and not push at them.   
 
           After a few minutes, the Greek foot began arriving and the mass of men in front of the moat grew and grew until, almost an hour later, they stretched back down the roadway almost as far as the eye could see.  There were many thousands of them.  It may not have been the entire Greek army, but it certainly looked like it from where I was standing. 
 
           Our men, in contrast, were sitting side by side on their arses out of sight behind the parapet’s outer wall and archer slits with their backs up against the wall and, in many cases, their legs under one of the ribald-carrying wagons.  They were waiting for the word to be given for them to jump up and begin pushing out their arrows.  Three men were assigned to each archer slit and archers would be shoulder to shoulder in the open areas between the archer slits.   
 
           Keeping the men out of sight was a wise precaution as the Greeks were known to have crossbowmen amongst them.  Besides, it gave the impression that the gate was unguarded as they had been promised. 
 
           All the Greeks could see, or so my lieutenants and I hoped, was that the gate closed, the drawbridge was raised in front of them, and a line of wagons was parked along the top of the unguarded wall above the gate.   
 
           The Greeks were just standing there in front of me filling the roadway.  They were apparently waiting for the bridge to come down and the gate to open.  It would be a long wait and, hopefully, eternity and the fires of hell for many of them. 
 
           Our enemies were not the only ones watching.  People had appeared in the wall openings of the hovels on the streets and lanes behind us.  A few had even come out into the street and were hurrying off to their market stalls or to do their family’s daily shopping.   
 
      
 
    ****** 
 
           We, in turn, waited and waited for word about the outer gate had been closed to be passed down the interior wall from man to man.  It did not come quickly—and that was actually encouraging because it meant the Greek army was still coming through the outer gate. 
 
            Whilst we waited, I watched the Greeks and Michael Oremus took Adam and a couple of other translators and went down to question the prisoners.   
 
           It did not take them long to find out who had attacked us—they were men from the protection-selling gangs of the Greek-gobbling priests whose churches were concentrated in the Greek Quarter.  There were even two Orthodox priests, one of whom had an arrow in his chest and was in a great state of agony.  He had no chance of surviving and needed a mercy. 
 
           Michael’s initial report stunned me.  Why had Eric and the Empress’s chancellor, who also functioned as her spymaster, not known the attackers were coming and warned us? 
 
           Something did not make sense.  There was much I needed to know.  
 
           “Tell Sergeant Rutherford to set the priests aside and particularly try to keep them alive, Michael.  We will want to question them and the others when there is more time.  Give no mercies until we do.” 
 
           Then, once again, I raised my head for a quick look at the Greeks who were packing into the roadway in front of the gate.  It was, as always, a very quick look.  Of course it was a very quick look.  I had heard all about old King Richard and how a mere boy had taken him with a child’s crossbow.   
 
           After another quick look, I began giving orders for the sheltering of our handful of wounded against the wall so there was no line of sight between them and the wagons on the wall above them.  A couple of sailmakers were already hard at work trying to sew them up and feeding them flower paste to kill their pain.  Michael and his apprentice sergeant, my young son, were soon busy making sure my orders were carried out. 
 
           The dead and wounded members of the mobsters that attacked us, on the other hand, had been left where they fell with a handful of furious archers guarding over them.  The archers were doing so from where they were standing with their wounded mates. 
 
           Some of the sixty or so prisoners on the ground in front of the gate were in agony from having arrows in them or having the arrows pulled out so they could be used again.  As a result there were periodic scuffles when an archer pulled out an arrow and constant moans and agonized screams and babbling from the wounded prisoners.  On the other hand, at least, none of them were trying to get away.   
 
           The prisoners had been warned as to what would happen if they tried to run.  Several of them had apparently decided to see if we meant what we said.  They were now amongst the dead and the rest of them had gotten the message.   We would decide what to do with those who were still living after we finished questioning them. 
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter Forty-eight 
 
    Final Preparations and the alchemist’s revenge. 
 
           We waited atop the city’s inner wall and carefully watched the Greek army as it gathered below us.  It continued to grow larger and larger for what seemed like hours.  And all the time I and everyone else were getting more and more anxious.  Finally, the words we had hoped to hear came down the wall from archer to archer.   
 
           “The outer wall gate has been closed.  Pass it on.”   
 
           I was ready and did not hesitate for a second when the word reached me.  I loudly sent my response back along both the interior walls. 
 
           “Blue companies begin pushing.  Red companies, ribaldi men, and everyone else move to your second positions.  Pass it on.” 
 
           All of the companies on the walls near the inner gate had been designated as “Red Companies” and given secondary positions on the interior walls along the roadway to which their men were to temporarily run when the order was given.  Henry and Richard would be waiting for them there and assign them to temporary new positions.  The men did not know why they were running to new positions, but they soon would.  Henry and Richard would know where to place them and when to send them back. 
 
           My order was immediately passed from man to man along the parapet both to the left and to the right.  It caused the men atop the wall to explode into a great burst of activity with every sergeant shouting to repeat my order.  Even the sailors who had pulled the wagons into position ran.   
 
           It was as if a hive of bees had been suddenly overturned.   
 
      
 
    ******* 
 
           The Greeks who filled the roadway in front of the moat bridge were able to see the activity as men began running along the top of the wall.  There were now many thousands of Greek soldiers in front of the gate and there was much pointing and shouting.  If anything, the Greeks were encouraged to see the archers and sailors running along the top of the wall to move away from the area around the gate.  The tightly-packed Greeks even surged forward slightly in anticipation of the gate opening.  So be it.  The time had come. 
 
           I gave my first order. 
 
           “Lower the draw bridge and clear the parapet.” 
 
           A great cheer went up from the Greek army as the drawbridge began to come down.  I was standing close enough to it that I could hear the rattle of its chains as it did.  The Greeks surged forward towards the gate and the last few of our men on the parapet above them ran.  Our men were running for their lives even though neither they nor the Greeks knew it at the time.   
 
           I made my way along the wagons towards where Aron and James Howard were waiting.  Actually, I met them as they were making their way from wagon to wagon doing a last minute check.   
 
           “Are you ready, Aron?” 
 
           “Aye Commander, I am.  The fire ropes and ribaldis are ready on every wagon.” 
 
           “The Greeks are here in force, Lieutenant, so please proceed to take your revenge.  Not you, James.  You are no longer needed here.  You are to leave with the others.  Get yourself to safety.” 
 
           Aron wanted more.   
 
           “And you too, Commander.  There is naught for you to do here.  So please go down the stairs with James and get behind the wall so you will be protected in case the lightning escapes or the ribaldis come apart.  I will start putting a flame to their fire ropes as soon as I see you safe.” 
 
           Aron demanded it of me with assurance of an expert who knew what he was talking about and would brook no interference.  He looked very tired, but there was fire in his eyes and determination in his voice. 
 
           I nodded my acceptance of Aron’s reasonable request and ran for the stairs by the gate, and then went down them two at a time when I reached them.  James and Michael Oremus were right behind me.  We were all very excited. 
 
            We ran down the stairs to the ground and turned left to run north along the wall.  We would, I decided, take shelter next to the wall with the Company’s wounded.  Those of our men who had been killed by the mob were laid out beyond them. 
 
           “Get back against the wall with the wounded,” I shouted to one of the archers who saw us running towards him and started walking out to greet us.  He stopped and looked confused.   
 
           “Get back to the wounded and stand with your back against the wall.  Hurry damn you,” I shouted as I reached him.  He turned as we rushed past and followed us. 
 
      
 
    ******* 
 
           We had barely reached the wall and were still catching our breaths when Aron made the first lightning.  I was kneeling to speak to a wounded archer when, quite suddenly, there was a great clap of thunder that made everyone jump with surprise and the earth shake.   
 
           Almost immediately there was another great thunder clap and another one right after that, and they kept coming until I lost count.  Finally, there was a long pause such that we thought the lightning storm might have ended, and then there was another.   
 
           My ears were ringing as if I had been boxed hard on both of them.  But I had the good sense to shout “wait” to James who had started to move back toward the stairs.  He of all people should have known better.  After a very long pause, there was yet another great thundering lightning strike.   
 
           By then the air next to the wall had become filled with the strange-smelling smoke caused by the lightning.  Everyone was coughing and our eyes began crying from the smoke even though we were not sad.  Our wounded men and the sailors and archers tending them were dumbstruck. 
 
           After several minutes of cowering amongst our wounded and trying to reassure my men by saying “it is a new weapon and it is ours,” I finally decided it was safe to move.   
 
           In the distance, as my hearing returned, I became aware of cries and screams coming from the wounded members of the mob who had been left lying in the open area in front of the gate when their fellow mobsters retreated.   
 
           I paid them no attention.  The wounded prisoners were of no interest to me except as a source of information.  I was not what Uncle Thomas called a hypocrite; I did not wish them anything but bad luck and short painful lives, particularly after having just spent time with the dead and broken archers they had attacked and gratuitously killed and wounded.   
 
           “Follow me,” I said to Michael and James.  “It is time to see what happened to the Greek army.”   
 
           I had high hopes and was very excited as my hearing returned and I started to walk briskly back to the steps.  I had only taken a few steps when I was suddenly very thankful we had moved the wounded archers out of the open area on the city side of the gate—because big pieces of some of the ribaldi wagons had been pushed backwards off the wall by the lightning and landed on top of the wounded prisoners.    
 
           “That is a not a good outcome,” was my thought, as I climbed the stairs to get back up to the top of the wall—we would have to buy more wagons. 
 
           We ignored what was left of the wounded prisoners as we bounded up the stairs.  Their injuries and troubles did not interest me in the least; I was anxious to see what had happened to the Greeks who had arrived expecting to find the inner gate open, and had instead discovered flying rocks and the man-made thunder and lightning of Aron’s ribaldis. 
 
      
 
    ****** 
 
           The sights and sounds that greeted us at the top of the stairs were beyond belief—for almost as far as the eye could see, the roadway beyond the wall was covered here and there with the bodies of dead and wounded men.  They had fallen wherever the ribaldi stones had been carried by the lightning.  There were also a number of dazed survivors wandering around trying to help the wounded and a number of bodies in the moat itself.   
 
           Dead and wounded horses were on both sides of what was left of the bridge, probably because the riders had arrived first and had come over the bridge to be closer to the gate when it opened.  The terrible screams of the wounded horses’ as they staggered about and tried to rise and run was so horrible that, for a moment, I tried to block it out by putting my hands over my ears.  I felt much more sympathy for them than their riders. 
 
           What we mostly saw, however, were the backs and arses of the surviving Greeks as they ran.  They were obviously falling back as fast as possible in an effort to get away from the possibility of more rocks and lightning strikes.   
 
           It was a great mistake on the part of the fleeing Greeks and it delighted me so immensely that I laughed and pointed.   
 
           What was so funny was that they were running from the one part of the states’ enclosure where there were no archers or defenders on the walls to that part of the enclosure where our archers were on the walls in force.  Moreover, if the fleeing Greeks somehow got past the archers’ arrows they would reach the now-closed outer gate where there were more archers and the two ribaldis which had been pulled along the top of the wall and positioned above the gate.   
 
             It was, of course, a good thing for us that the Greeks were terrified and running away—for we had had neither archers nor any more ribaldis at this end of the roadway.  The only two ribaldis we had left were in place over the now-closed outer gate. 
 
            On the other hand, a number of things were abundantly clear to me and everyone with me, even if the Greeks did not know about them.  One was that the survivors of the lightning and stones, and particularly the knights and nobles on horseback who had initially massed before the gate in the expectation that it would soon be opened, had suffered such great casualties that they were not likely to return in force in the near future.   
 
            The second thing that was clear was that the Greek soldiers who survived the ribaldis were now running to where they would be subjected to a constant storm of arrows and death.  The third was that the fleeing Greeks were going to find it somewhere between difficult and impossible to escape now that the outer gate was closed and the interior walls along the roadway were manned by thousands of archers. 
 
          What we did not know for sure was how much of the Greek army we had caught in our trap.  Was it enough to defeat them and end the war or not?  We had not a clue.   
 
           Only one thing was certain, at least from our perspective, that it was a good thing the Greeks had turned back from continuing to move against the inner gate.  That was because the gate and wall near it were temporarily undefended, and the battlements over the gate were so covered with the wreckage of many of the ribaldi-carrying wagons that it might have been impossible for the returning archers to find a place where they could stand to push out their arrows.   
 
           A few of the wagons atop the wall appeared to be somewhat intact, but most of them and their ribaldis appeared to be beyond repair.  In several places the wall itself been damaged, the worst being an archer slit just north of the gate which had somehow lost the stones that protected one of its sides. 
 
           “Where are you James?  And where is Aron?  He needs to run to the gate in the outer wall so can start the lightning when the Greeks gather in front of the gate to escape.”  
 
           “Aron is gone, Commander.  One of the ribaldis got him.  What is left of him is over by where the last of the ribaldi wagons was parked.” 
 
           “Oh shite.  Are you sure it is him?” 
 
           “Aye, Commander.  I have been afraid something like this would happen ever since Thea was killed.  It appears the poor sod did not even try to take shelter after he put fire to the last ribaldi.” 
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter Forty-nine 
 
    A few minutes later. 
 
           “Nicholas and I are going to the outer gate, Commander Oremus.  Sergeant Howard is coming with me to put lightning and stones on the Greeks from the two ribaldis on the outer wall.  You and your apprentice are to stay here and remain in command of the city’s inner wall.  Throw the wreckage of the wagons and ribaldis over the wall if that is what it takes to clear enough space for the archers.  Just be careful it does not land on our own dead and wounded.  
 
           “I will send some of the “Reds” on the southern roadway wall back to help you as soon as possible.  But you are only to send your apprentice to summon the Red Companies that were sent to the northern wall if you actually need them to fight off an attack.” 
 
           With those parting words, and after listening carefully while Michael repeated them back to me, Nicholas, James, and I set off for the gate in the outer wall.   
 
           We heard the moans and cries of the wounded Greeks soldiers in the enclosure below us as we walked briskly along the city’s deserted inner wall for a couple of minutes.  We continued until we came to the newly installed, and lower, interior wall that stretched along the southern side of the roadway all the way out to the outer wall.  It took but a moment to climb down a short wooden ladder to get aboard the lower interior wall and begin jogging along the top of it towards the city’s outer wall visible in the distance a few miles ahead.   
 
           The only Greeks we saw and heard at first were either dead or seriously wounded.  Those of the Greek soldiers who could run away from the ribaldis’ devastation had already done so.  They did not yet realize that there was nowhere safe for them to go. 
 
           Some of the Greek wounded on the ground near the wall called out to us when they saw our heads bouncing up and down as we ran along the top of it.  We ignored them and soon began sweating because we were moving fast in the heat.  The early morning coolness had already begun to turn warm.  Already the gulls and other birds had begun to arrive to pick at the dead.  It was going to be another scorching hot day for sure.  
 
           It did not take long before we began seeing able-bodied Greeks and reached the first of our archers.  They were shouting encouragements to each other and competing to pick off the Greeks who were trying to seek shelter amongst the tents and wagons the states’ forces had abandoned when they fled.   
 
           The archers we encountered paid us little heed as we hurried past them—just a brief nod or two or a knuckled forehead salute.  Then they returned to nocking their arrows and seeking more targets for them.   
 
           Our men were in rare good spirits and shouting encouragements to each other.  Being able to kill or wound an enemy who is not able to fight back effectively will do that for a soldier every time, especially if he had just been scared out of his wits by seeing so many of them.  
 
         At first, each time I came to a “Red” galley captain, I ordered him to send his lieutenant and his “Evens” to reinforce Michael at the gate, and help him “clear away the wreckage from the ribaldis and hold the wall.”  Our conversations, when we had them, were brief, to the point, and very similar. 
 
           “Yes, what that loud thunder did to the Orthodox army was a great surprise.  No, your “Evens” are not to return to their old positions; they are to report to Commander Oremus at the gate and do whatever he requires.” 
 
      
 
    ****** 
 
           Nicholas, James, and I continued to jog along the top of the interior wall until I finally got tired and had to slow down to a walk.  We began to see more and more live Greeks as we got closer and closer to the outer gate.   
 
           Many of the Greeks we saw were pretending to be dead to avoid attracting an arrow.  Those who were moving appeared to be frantically running back and forth trying to find a way to escape, and rightly so since captured soldiers were usually killed or sold as slaves.   
 
           Those who were still trying to escape were mostly in the middle of the enclosure.  They were there in an effort to stay as far away as possible from the archers on the walls, and most of them were still on their feet were moving towards the gate in the outer wall through which they had entered.   
 
           Heading back to the gate in the outer wall was logical direction for the surviving Greeks to run—they were desperately trying to get back to their camp and best way to get there, so far as they knew, was to go back the way they came.  There were also a number of dead and wounded Greeks on the ground, but none who looked able-bodied.  They had either run or were pretending to be dead or wounded in order to not attract an archer’s attention.  
 
           We saw a few riderless horses peacefully grazing amongst the remains of the states’ forces camp, but what we did not see were any Greeks on horseback or anyone who looked like a captain or sergeant trying to rally his men.   
 
           It was increasingly clear that the Greek lords and knights had either fallen or abandoned their men.  Probably some of both since the Greek riders who reached the inner gate first and were closest to the ribaldis when Aron delivered his revenge.  And, of course, some of the riders may have dismounted when they realized that being on horseback made them and their horses splendid targets for the archers on the walls—which had been carefully built along both sides of the roadway with exactly that in mind. 
 
            What we did not see, at least not at first, were any of the states’ forces and their camp followers who had remained in their camp instead of running away when they had the chance.   
 
           At first we thought that the Greeks might have slaughtered them all.  But then a few of what appeared to be remainers began coming into view and we realized we might have jogged right past others of them without knowing they were there. 
 
           We had not seen the remainers at first because they were huddled tight up against the wall and we had not stopped to look down over the side to see if anyone was down there. 
 
           The presence of the remainers tight up against the wall was quite understandable—those of them who had not been cut down by the Greek riders galloping through their semi-deserted camp had run when they realized what was happening.  And running away from the road had inevitably taken them towards the nearby walls where the archers had arrived hours earlier in the darkness.   
 
           The problem the surviving remainers had then encountered, of course, was that the some of the archers on the wall had not realized they were friendlies and had targeted them along with the invading Greek soldiers.  It was similarly difficult to know for sure about the dead and wounded men we saw as we hurried towards the outer gate because most of the attackers and remainers dressed similarly.  All we knew for sure was that there were a tremendous number of men on the ground. 
 
      
 
    ****** 
 
           We met Richard as we came around a curve and could once again see the city huge outer wall in the distance.  He was standing atop the interior wall and in the process of moving some of his archers closer to the outer gate where there were more of the surviving invaders.   
 
           According to Richard, those of the surviving invaders who were able to reach the gate were well and truly screwed.  They had escaped the ribaldis lightning and stones, and had somehow managed to retreat through the archers’ storm of arrows, only to find the outer gate had been closed and the walls around it were teeming with archers.   
 
           As a result, Richard told us with a great deal of enthusiasm in his voice, the surviving invaders were either playing dead or were leaderless and running about in a desperate search for a place to hide from the arrows being constantly pushed by our men at anything that moved.  I agreed and said I had reached the same conclusion. 
 
           The wisest of the surviving invaders, when they realized the gate was closed and there was no chance of escape, had begun falling down and pretending to be dead.  Others had raised their hands in an effort to surrender.  Nowhere, Richard reported, was there any resistance.  We had not seen any either. 
 
          I had been hurrying to the outer gate with the intention of trying to destroy more of the invaders with lightning strikes and stones from the two ribaldi wagons which had been pulled along the top to the wall and positioned above the outer gate.  They, the ribaldi wagons that is, were now clearly visible from where we were standing.   
 
           After I finished telling Richard what I intended to do, and why I had ordered some his Reds to return to the inner gate, I started walking toward the remaining ribaldi wagons once again.  But then I changed my mind and came to a stop after I had taken only five or six steps.   
 
            It had finally dawned on me that the Greek army was totally defeated and Aron was gone.  It meant we could use the Greeks we took as prisoners to trade for the men taken by the Venetians and in any negotiations we had with the Greek commanders.  Perhaps even more important for the future of Company, it also meant we did not need to use the remaining ribaldis; we could keep them and use them to learn more about using the lightning to throw stones at our enemies in the years ahead.  
 
           “Stop pushing.  Accept surrenders,” I shouted.  “Pass the word.”  
 
           Richard looked up in surprise at my sudden change of heart.  Then he smiled and nodded his agreement. 
 
           “Do you have anyone nearby who can gobble Greek?” I asked Richard as I turned around and walked back to re-join him. 
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter Fifty 
 
    The aftermath. 
 
           It took most of the rest of that long, hot day for my lieutenants and me to organize the surrender of the defeated Orthodox soldiers.  Our first move was to stop pushing arrows at them and send some of our Greek-gobbling auxiliaries along the wall calling on the Greek soldiers and their mercenaries to lay down their arms and surrender.  We offered them better terms than they could have reasonably expected. 
 
           “All those who surrender immediately will be treated well and eventually ransomed and released; those who do not surrender immediately will be killed or sold to the Moors for slaves.”   
 
           It took a while for the message to reach everyone.  But it did and the Greek survivors gratefully surrendered, and rightly so since they were surrounded by archers on the walls around them and had no hope of escape.  Almost all of the Greeks quickly threw down their arms and hurried to where we initially ordered them to assemble—to the road that ran through the middle of the states’ camp.   
 
           Our second move was to walk in the hot sun among the prisoners, and separate them into groups and count them.  It was harder than one would have expected to get to the prisoners since there was, at first, no way for us to climb down from the interior walls.   
 
           It took time, but it was an easily solved problem.  Men were sent running to the outer wall to bring ladders from our ill-fated sally down the steps next to the gate, and then bring them through the enclosure to where the archers were waiting to descend on both sides of the enclosure.   
 
           Whilst we waited for the ladders to arrive we gathered the captains and sergeants from the nearby galley companies and gave the necessary orders and explanations.   
 
           The orders they were given were quite simple—every prisoner who had entered the enclosure of the states’ forces on horseback, or whose clothes suggested he might be able to pay a ransom, was to be moved south to a position on the road next to the gate in the inner wall; all who might be Orthodox priests were to be moved north to the gate in the outer wall.  Everyone else, meaning the Orthodox army’s great mass of rank and file foot soldiers, was to be gathered in the middle of the enclosure.   
 
           A message was sent to my father tasking him to send wagons to gather up the wounded prisoners and bring them into the shade along the walls for barbering by their fellow Greeks.  He was also to arrange for the watering of our prisoners.  Their food would have to come from their commanders and camp followers.   
 
           Letting them live was one thing; spending our coins to feed them was a step too far. 
 
      
 
    ******  Commander George Courtenay. 
 
           The Orthodox army’s common soldiers were the first to be counted and questioned.  I took charge of them with Adam as my interpreter whilst Richard went off to question the prisoners from the city, the men who had attacked us in the rear just before the Orthodox army attacked.   
 
           Amongst the many things I asked Richard to try to discover was who sent them and why the first half of the coins was paid, but not the second.  And what happened to the second half of the coins?  Did they even exist and, if they did, how could we get out hands on them?   
 
           For my part, I particularly wanted to know if all the Orthodox army’s fighting men had participated in the early morning attack, and also what, if anything, the Greek soldiers had been told before the attack.  Most of all, however, I wanted to know who was left in the Greek camp.  In other words, did we catch enough of their effective soldiers to end the fighting? 
 
            Translators who could gobble Greek were rounded up and our apprentice sergeants were put to work asking questions and periodically sending someone off with an escort of archers to join the priests and nobles who were being held elsewhere. 
 
           Late that afternoon, whilst we were still counting, separating, and questioning the prisoners, the Empress and my father arrived with a great guard of the Empress’s Varangians.  Richard opened the inner gate so she could ride into the roadway and he proudly accompanied her.  It was a triumphal procession complete with a beating drum and a horn blower to announce her arrival.   
 
           The Empress was obviously savouring her victory even though she was clearly appalled when she saw the wretched condition of the wounded prisoners and the mangled bodies and body parts of the dead and badly wounded Greeks lying in front of the gate.  It was a hot day and already some of the dead Greeks were beginning to swell and smell and attract seagulls and other birds.  She arrived savouring her victory and ended up leaving abruptly in a state of distress with my father holding her arm to steady her. 
 
           By the end of the day we knew we had captured almost forty thousand men, and had killed and wounded more than ten thousand.  It was my initial impression that the prisoners had been totally cowed by the noise of the ribaldis, but that most of the dead and wounded had fallen to arrows pushed out of our longbows.   
 
           It also appeared to me that, for all practical purposes, the Orthodox army had ceased to exist as a fighting force.  I certainly hoped so, and so did my men.  As the soldiers’ song the men often sang around our campfires at night said so true—“I want to go home, oh how I want to go home” 
 
      
 
    *****  Lieutenant Commander Richard Ryder 
 
           My apprentice sergeant, Paul Cartwright, and I returned to the inner gate to question the men from the city who had attacked the inner gate just prior to the arrival of the Orthodox army.  We took one of the auxiliaries with us to translate.  
 
           We started with the Greek-gobbling Orthodox priests.  One was mortally wounded and asleep, but the other quickly became quite forthcoming, particularly after a bit of persuasion involving an offer of some pain-killing flower paste for his mortally wounded friend.  What he told us absolutely astonished me.   
 
           According to the priest, it was the Empress’s own guards, the Varangians, who had organized the bribery effort to open the outer gate to the Orthodox army and arranged for the necessary coins to be paid to the archer they thought was a turncoat.   
 
           He believed the story to be true, he said, because he had heard the “Metropolitan Andreas,” the leader of the Orthodox Church in and around Constantinople, tell the priest’s bishop what the Church’s spies had learned about the Varangians’ plan. 
 
           What was also stunning was that the captured priest also claimed to have heard the Metropolitan tell his bishop why the Varangians did it—because they assumed that sooner or later someone would be bribed to open the city’s gates at a time and place when they and the other defenders, meaning the Company’s archers and the states’ forces, were not fully prepared to fight them off.   
 
           The Varangians did the bribing themselves, according to the priest, in the belief that knowing when and where the attack would occur made it likely that the attack would fail.  It would also allow the Varangians to be fully prepared to move the Empress to safety in the event the defenders could not hold the city despite knowing the time and place of the attack. 
 
           In essence, the priest told us the Varangians took the lead in organizing the bribery to open the outer gate so they and their allies would know exactly when and where the attack would come.  And even more importantly, so the attack would come when and where the Empress’s supporters, meaning the archers, were most likely to defeat them.   
 
           We, of course, could hardly fault the Varangians since we had effectively solicited the bribes and accepted them for exactly the same reasons.  The Orthodox priests and their “Metropolitan” apparently did not know this. 
 
           Where the Varangian’s plan almost went wrong, according to the priest, was when the Metropolitan heard of the Varangians’ plan.  He decided that his city’s faithful should be mobilized to make sure that the entrance of the Orthodox army did not fail as the Varangian’s commander intended.   
 
           If what the priests told us was true, the Metropolitan himself was deeply involved in all aspects of the effort to get the inner gate opened so the Orthodox soldiers coming through the outer gate could continue on and get through the inner gate as well.   
 
           The Metropolitan’s efforts, they said, had two parts.  The first was to bribe the Latin priest whom the Varangians had used to bribe Adam to open the outer gate so that the priest would additionally bribe Adam to open the inner gate.   
 
           Secondly, according to the Orthodox priest, the Metropolitan did not trust the Latin priest to keep his word to additionally bribe Adam to open the inner gate, so he had also ordered the Orthodox Church’s protection gangs to prevent the inner gate from being closed when the Orthodox army made its appearance. 
 
           A certain Konstantinos was charged by the Metropolitan with preventing the inner gate from being closed when the Orthodox army arrived.   
 
           Konstantinos was just the man for the job, the priest explained, being as he was the leader of the Orthodox Church’s protection gangs in the city.  As such, he was the only man in the city who could gather up a force of men on such short notice that the Empress’s spies would not be able to learn about it in time to warn her so she could stop it. 
 
            We were in process of trying to verify the priest’s astounding stories when who should appear but the Empress accompanied by her son and daughter, George’s father, and a large number of her Varangian guards and courtiers.  She wanted to see her victory so I, of course, stopped questioning the prisoners from the city and accompanied her and her retinue to the scene of her forces’ triumph. 
 
           Unfortunately, she became a bit overbalanced by what she saw and decided to leave with George’s father solicitously holding her elbow to steady her.  That was fine by me; we had work to do and there were only a few hours left before darkness fell. 
 
      
 
    ******  Commander George Courtenay 
 
           It was late in the evening by the time Richard and I, and our various lieutenants, finally sat down at the Commandery table to compare notes and discuss what we should do next.   
 
           Ours was not the victory supper and celebration one might have expected.  To the contrary, it quickly became quite subdued when Richard told us that it was Eric and his Varangians who had bribed the outer gate open, and about the attempts of the attempts of the Orthodox Church’s Metropolitan to both bribe open and force open the inner gate so the Greek army could enter the city.   
 
           We broke up earlier in order to get some rest.  It had been a long and exhausting day and the prisoner counting and initial questioning was just beginning.   
 
           Our reality was that we faced a huge immediate problem because we had so many prisoners.  Should we fatten up and sell our prisoners as slaves the way Uncle Thomas said the first Caesar did to enrich himself, or would the Company being known as a slaver be counterproductive in the long run?   
 
           It was an interesting question, but I quickly put the thought out of my mind and told everyone to forget it; it was contrary to the Company’s policies about slaves and would piss off my father and Uncle Thomas for sure.   
 
           The decision I announced as I got up to leave the table was firm and somewhat of a compromise. 
 
           “We will not sell them and we will not spend a penny to feed and barber them.” 
 
      
 
    Chapter Fifty-one 
 
    The war is over and we turn our 
 
    thoughts to profiting from it. 
 
           My lieutenants and I spent the night of the battle sleeping on the battlefield and on the wall with our men.  The next morning we put some of the prisoners to work gathering their dead and loading what was left of them into the horse-drawn wagons we had used the day before to gather up the Greek wounded.   
 
           Our initial thought had been to dump the dead Greeks outside the gate in the outer wall for their own army to bury.  But we reconsidered and changed our minds the next morning.  What we saw that changed our minds was that there were too many dead Greeks and that what was left of their army was packing up to leave or had already left.  So we had some of the prisoners dig a big hole and tossed them in. 
 
           What we also did on the morning after the fighting was send the wounded Greeks out beyond the moat to be cared for by their own people.  We repaired the drawbridge, carried them out to the other side of the moat in wagons, and set them down in long rows of moaning and distressed men.  Then we withdrew.  Within minutes soldiers and camp followers could be seen passing amongst them.   
 
           “More likely to rifle through their clothes for something they can steal.”  
 
           That was what I heard one of our grizzled sergeants say as we stood above the gate later that morning and watched the activity around the Greek wounded.   The Greeks were out of luck if that was what they were doing—our lads had already cleaned them out. 
 
      
 
    ******  George Courtenay 
 
             Much of time on the day after the battle had been spent closely questioning the captured nobles to find out who they were so we could decide how much ransom each of them might yield.  Suffering such great losses and more than a day without food and water had definitely softened them up for our questioning.  I and my helpers kept copious notes as we asked each of them about himself and the others.   
 
           Some of the riders proudly claimed to have lands and wealth and others to be the sons of rich merchants or land-owning gentry and franklins, but many were quite cagey—they each claimed to be able to afford only a small ransom, and then pointed to others as being much richer when we asked who they thought could pay more.  They did so in an effort to distract us into looking for coins elsewhere instead of from themselves. 
 
           Later that afternoon I decided it was time to see just how gullible the two Orthodox priests at the inner gate might be now that Richard had softened them up.  I passed the word for Adam to join me at outer gate and he arrived all out of breath about twenty minutes later.  He would be, I informed him, my translator.   
 
           My preparations consisted of sending Nicholas and Adam to the largest market in the Latin Quarter to buy elegant clothes for me and a civilian tunic for Adam such as one of the city’s scribes and translators might wear.   
 
          I was hungry so I rode to the Commandery for something to eat while they went shopping.  They returned with an elegant embroidered tunic, a dandy’s hat with a feather in it, and a fine sword and scabbard suitable for an ambassador.  This time I decided to tie my hair into a sailor’s knot and be an ambassador instead of one of Adam’s fellow traitors.   
 
           Adam and I donned our new clothes and walked with Nicholas to where the two priests and the other survivors from the city mob were being held under the watchful eyes of half a dozen archers.  They were sitting on the ground talking and eyed us intently as we approached.   
 
           One of the priests got to his feet, the other, the mortally wounded one with an arrow in his chest, was mostly asleep.  He just lay on the ground and groaned every so often.  The priest who stood had no idea who I was or what I wanted, but he knew instinctively from my dress and bearing that my arrival was somehow significant. 
 
           Despite some of the wounded men dying during the night, there were almost sixty men from the city’s Orthodox protection gangs who had survived yesterday’s attack including eight or nine who had been severely wounded.  Most of the wounded men still had our arrows in them and were in great pain.  Their screams and sobs were clearly distressing their unwounded mates. 
 
           Nicholas walked ahead of me and waved away the archers standing guard so they could not listen to what I had to say.  Several of the older guards had looked startled when I arrived and eyed me rather keenly as they walked away.  I suspect they may have recognized me. 
 
           “Who amongst you can gobble French or the crusader French some are now call English?” I called out to the prisoners.  “Is there anyone who can gobble Varangian or Rus?”  
 
           I asked my questions loudly so all the prisoners could hear me, even those of the wounded who were not sleeping.  Adam immediately repeated what I said in Greek.  No one raised his hand.   
 
           Good.  No one was likely to challenge me if I lied about my identity in order to tell lies for the priest to hear that would mislead his masters when we released him.   
 
           My effort to feed the priest information that would help mislead his masters was understandable; lies and deceptions were part and parcel of how important financial business was done in the civilized world the days following the Fourth Crusade.  The old days when a man’s word was his bond were gone. 
 
           There had been no response to my questions so I decided it was safe to claim to be the Ambassador of the Kievan Rus to the Empress’s court, a position it was reasonable for me to pretend to hold for several reasons, not the least of which was that neither the position nor the Kievan Rus state still existed. 
 
           “Greeting fellow brothers in Christ,” I announced in crusader French with Adam translating what I said into Greek.  The prisoners were all listening intently.  I pretended to be speaking to all of them.  In fact, what I had to say was aimed at the able-bodied priest even though I did not look at him as I gobbled. 
 
           “I am Andrey of the Kievan Rus.  Until today I was my country’s ambassador to the Latin Empire.  As you know, my people and I are Orthodox Christians and supporters of our beloved Patriarch.  That is why I stopped for a few moments to talk to you even though I am on my way to the harbour to sail for home. 
 
             “As you may have heard, I have been expelled by the Empress and must immediately leave begin my long trip home.  But I heard of your capture whilst doing God’s work and wanted to tell you what I have learned whilst at the Empress’s court.” 
 
           “The gate in the interior wall was supposed to be open for your army to enter peacefully.  But it was not opened—because the French and Venetian ambassadors heard about the plan and informed the Empress in time for her to send her guards to fight you off and keep it closed. 
 
           “Unfortunately, I only this morning learned about the French and Venetian betrayal of our dear Patriarch.  The French and Venetians betrayed our Holy Father when they realized that the Greek army could not win a war against the Empress’s English archers.   
 
           “What the French and Venetians hoped to get from betraying our dear and most holy Patriarch was more merchant and money-lending stalls in the city’s markets, and control of more of the city’s churches.  
 
           “Having said that, I believe you still have a chance to keep your churches.  That is because the Empress trusts the French and Venetians even less than she trusts you, her Greek-gobbling subjects.    
 
           “So it is up to you, my dear brothers in Christ, to decide whether or not to ransom yourselves and your churches by paying the Empress and the English archers for the losses you have caused them.  If you do, I believe the Empress will let bygones be bygones and you will be able to continue to hold your churches; if you do not, the Venetians and French will almost certainly compensate her for her losses and take your churches and sell you to the Moors for slaves.” 
 
      
 
    ****** 
 
           My story blaming the French and Venetians for the prisoners’ troubles was well received.  So was my suggestion that paying a ransom would be a viable path to their freedom, particularly since it was the common people in their parishes who would inevitably end up paying the ransom coins, not the priests and the men of each church’s protection gang.   
 
           As a result of the favourable reception my lies received from the captured priest and the men of the churches’ protection gangs, I decided to also visit the priests who had accompanied the Greek army and repeat a slightly different version of them—and that is what I did a few hours later.  It was my first visit to them and I did so whilst once again posing as the departing Orthodox ambassador.  
 
           Of course I repeated my lies; an Englishman can hardly go wrong by convincing others to pay ransom coins to his company and causing trouble and confusion for the French and Venetians. 
 
      
 
    ******  
 
           All in all, I was quite satisfied with myself by the time I changed back to my regular clothes and rode back to the Citadel Sunday night to spend my first night there in almost a week.  I had planted the seeds for the Greeks and the priests of the Orthodox Church to become distrustful and angry with the Venetians and French.   
 
           But would the seeds grow?  And would Elizabeth come for a visit that night?  I was not sure, but I was strangely pleased and excited by both prospects. 
 
           Before I rode back to the Citadel, however, and after much thought and another discussion with my lieutenants, I scribed and sent a message to the commander of the Greek army about his captured men and the barbering of his wounded.   
 
           My message was carried by two prisoners from the Greek army, a priest and poor noble with no coins with which to pay a ransom.  The two men were released late in the afternoon of the day after the battle to carry my message to the Greek commander about the care and feeding of his captured men.   
 
           The released prisoners were accompanied by hastily summoned three Greek food merchants from the city.  The Greek army’s “commander” was available to receive the message because he had avoided being killed or captured by remaining behind in his tent when he sent his men off to fight.  
 
           The message I scribed to the would-be emperor’s brother informed him that I had taken the liberty of informing his captured subjects that he and his brother had agreed to ransom and feed them and to see to it that their wounded friends and family members were properly barbered.   
 
           We had done so, I scribed, because we were concerned that the men we captured would otherwise rise up against his kingly brother, and because we wanted to re-establish friendly relations with the king.  A new friendship was something, I scribed, which might be possible now that he and his kingly brother knew they had “been betrayed by the French and Venetians just as we had been.”  If that does not make him and his brother view the French and Venetian with suspicion, nothing will. 
 
           We would, I further scribed to the Greek commander, send him our modest ransom requirements when we finished the lengthy task of getting the names and importance, meaning their ability to pay, of the nobles, knights, and priests we had captured.   
 
           In the meantime, I suggested, he might want to do make arrangements with the merchants for his men’s food and water as soon as possible “since your men seem to be getting hungrier and angrier with you and your king as every hour passes.”  
 
           In addition, I also scribed, “as I am sure you understand, all of the archers and others being held as prisoners by his army and the Venetians must be immediately released before the release of our prisoners can begin.” 
 
           I was particularly pleased with myself when I re-read the message and made my mark on it—because before I sent it I had reached an agreement with the merchants for the Company’s local shipping post to be immediately paid one coin out of every three the merchants received for the prisoners’ food. 
 
           The merchants were honourable men in the best fashion of the Greek nobility and the moneylenders of London.  They readily agreed to cheat the Orthodox army and pass the savings on to us.  It would be a profitable end to a just war. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Epilogue 
 
           I was off to meet with my father privately in his room at the Citadel to discuss some family matters.  The Company had re-floated its galleys and used them to clear the Venetians out of the Marmara Sea.  My father and I needed to talk before I sailed for Venice and launched a surprise attack to take our well-deserved revenge on the Venetians.   
 
           Sweeping into Venice’s harbour and attacking the city and its shipping was a matter of honour and had to be done.  It was also required by the Company’ contract as a revenge for the men on the Company’s roll who had lost their live or been wounded because of the Venetians.  Besides, it was also an opportunity that might yield additional chests of coins and result in fewer Venetian transports competing with ours to carry passengers and cargos. 
 
           In any event, a major fight with the Venetians had become inevitable when Venice’s transports carried the Orthodox army to fight us and its galleys directly attacked us at the harbour.  In essence, our move against Venice would be a payback for the Venetians’ assistance to the Greek army and their attacks on the Company’s galleys and transports during the fighting that had ended several weeks ago.   
 
           The fact that the Venetians had sailed off whilst still holding some of the Company’s men captive merely encouraged us even more, particular since the Venetians had refused to release or ransom them.   
 
           Hopefully, and with a little luck, an attack on Venice and its harbour would be as profitable as the recent war and motivate the Venetians to release our men.  And even if it did not turn out that way, there would be a great deal of satisfaction in making the effort.  In essence, they started the war and we would finish it. 
 
            In any event, it was too good of a coin-making opportunity for the Company to pass up, particularly since now most of our galleys and men were all together in one place and fired up by our recent victories. 
 
           My father knew all this and had asked me to visit him before I sailed.  He did so, I assumed, because he intended to try to convince me that my younger brother and my even younger son were not ready to go on such a dangerous voyage.  He wanted, I was sure, that they be sent to Cyprus for more seasoning as apprentices under new captains.   
 
           What he really hoped to accomplish, I knew, was that not all of the family eggs be put in one basket.  I agreed and was pleased to be able to tell him so—I had already decided to announce that the two boys would not be going to Venice with us before he had a chance to ask. 
 
           It turned out that I was wrong; the boys were not the reason he wanted to talk with me. 
 
      
 
    ****** 
 
            I heard laughter and exuberant men’s voices coming from my father’s room as I walked alone down the corridor towards it.  The door was cracked open. 
 
           The laughter and good will in the room was so great and real that it somehow lifted my already high spirits even higher as I walked up to the door. 
 
             “Hoy to all, may I come in?” I inquired with a cheerful sound in my voice as I rapped my knuckles on the wooden door frame, and entered unbidden. 
 
           A moment later my mouth gaped open in shocked surprise when I stepped into the room and realized who was sitting there drinking with my father—three of the Company’s greatest enemies: the commander of the Varangians who had bribed Adam to open the gates to the Greek army, Ivan the Bulgarian who had refused to sally to help relieve the pressure on us when the Greeks were assaulting the wall, and the Metropolitan of Constantinople who had bribed Adam to open the inner gate and then sent the Orthodox Church’s protection gangs to attack us to make sure the inner gate was open.   
 
           “Come in, George, come in.  You know Eric and Ivan, of course.  But please meet our friend Father Andreas, the Metropolitan of Constantinople.” 
 
           I merely nodded towards the Metropolitan with a stony face.  Making peace with Ivan and Eric was one thing; the Metropolitan, however, was going too far.   
 
           “You have strange drinking friends, father.  I am surprised,” I said harshly. 
 
           Truer words were never spoken.  I was shocked and glaring at his visitors as I said it.  And then, to make it worse, they all started laughing. 
 
           “Hoy, my boy, and good day to you too.  And please come in and take a stool.  We have much to talk about.”  
 
           My father said it all with a merry twinkle in his eye as if what I was about to hear was something minor.  But I immediately knew it was important. 
 
           “The thing is, George, the four of us were more deeply involved in your recent moves and countermoves against the Patriarch’s army than you know.”   
 
           He made the announcement as he stood up, grabbed a large jar and began pouring wine into a bowl, which he promptly handed to me with a gesture towards an empty wooden stool.   
 
           I took it and sat with a stony face whilst he topped off the bowls of the other men and his own. 
 
           “You did not tell anyone about your plan to trap the Greek army in the states’ enclosure, and rightly so.  But it was plain to see that was your plan.  And the spies of the Empress, the Varangians, and the Orthodox Church all confirmed it by telling us the various different stories you were spreading to different people.  We, fortunately, were the only ones with all the information and able to figure it out.  It was brilliant, by the way.  I am truly proud of you. 
 
           “The thing is this—we wanted to help you since all four of us wanted the Company to be successful and the Empress to be unharmed and stay in power.  I, of course, because of my deep affection for the Empress; Eric because he needed to know exactly when the Greeks would attack because he was sworn to protect her and needed to know when to be ready to evacuate her. 
 
           “Somewhat similarly, Ivan absented himself and took his men from the state’s enclosure because he wanted the Greeks to think they could enter it and rush to inner gate unopposed so your men could kill them.  He did so because he wants one of his sons to marry Elizabeth to get her late husband’s estates in France in case the Greeks come back and he has to run.”  Marry Elizabeth?  
 
           I was astonished as you might imagine. 
 
           “Excuse me, father, all that may be true, but we would not have won if we had not beaten off the Greek mob that attacked us in the rear.”  I looked hard at the Metropolitan as I spoke. 
 
           “But you did beat them off, George—because they attacked too soon, eh?” 
 
           “Well, yes.  We were lucky.” 
 
           “And why did they attack prematurely, George?  I can tell you why—because the Metropolitan told them when to attack just as he somehow forgot to tell them, the first time the city rose, that the arrival of the Greek army would be delayed.” 
 
           “But that does not make any sense.” 
 
           “Oh but it certainly does, George, it certainly does.  Let me ask you this:  If you were Andreas here, and serving as the Metropolitan over all the Orthodox churches in the Empress’s empire, you would have to appear to be loyal to the Patriarch by calling out your faithful and your protection gangs to help fight his enemies, would you not?” 
 
           “Well yes.  I suppose.” 
 
           “But if you were my friend Andreas, would you really want the rising of the people or the protection gangs to be successful in helping the Greek army enter the city—if it meant the Patriarch would return to take your place as the city’s most important churchman, especially if you liked living in the Church’s fine palace in Constantinople with many servants and getting all the coins from the Orthodox churches in and around the city?” 
 
           “Well no.” 
 
           My father just grinned at me and nodded.  “Neither did Andreas,” he said. 
 
      
 
    -End of the book-  
 
      
 
    And the Saga Continues.   The next book is The Venetian Gambit. 
 
           The readers of this book can be of good cheer about the possibility of another book about the fighting that was about to engulf the archers and threaten the future of their company.  What will happen to them after that is uncertain.  Oxford’s taverns, however, are uncommonly enjoyable so there is every reason to hope that Martin Archer and his fellow scholars will continue the Oxford tradition of drinking and debating about what really happened in the medieval world until either someone with authority decides the story is complete, or they are forced out of their favourite Oxford pubs by a shortage of Newcastle Ale. 
 
          There have been several close calls.  For example, the scholars responsible for the words in these pages almost stopped writing when Henry the Eighth had the heads chopped off several of them because they suggested that the Company had prospered in its early years as a result of its relationship with the Pope.  A memorial to them can be found in the Tom Quad of Christ Church College.  Inquire at the porter’s lodge just inside the tower gate. 
 
      
 
    There are more books in The Company of Archers Saga. 
 
    All of the books in this great medieval saga are available as individual eBooks, and some of them are also available in print and as audio books and multi-book collections.  You can find them by searching for Martin Archer stories.  The first book in the saga is The Archers if you wish to read the stories in order. 
 
    A bargain-priced collection of all of first six books of the saga is available as The Archers’ Story.  Similarly, a collection of the next four books in the saga is available as The Archers’ Story: Part II; the three novels after that as The Archers’ Story Part III; and the four after that as The Archers’ Story: Part IV. 
 
    A chronological list of all the books in the saga, and other books by Martin Archer, can be found below along with a few sample pages from the first book in the saga. 
 
    Finally, a word from Martin: 
 
           “I sincerely hope you enjoyed reading the latest story about the hard men of Britain’s first great merchant company.  If so, I hope you will consider reading the next book in the saga, The Venetian Gambit, and I respectfully request a favourable review for The Alchemist’s Revenge with as many stars as possible in order to encourage other readers.   
 
      
 
           “And, if you could please spare a moment, I would also very much appreciate your thoughts and suggestions about this saga and its stories.  Should the stories continue?  I can be reached at martinarcherV@gmail.com.”   
 
      
 
           Cheers and thank you once again. /S/ Martin Archer 
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    Sample Pages from Book One   – The Archers 
 
    ....... We sometimes had to shoulder our way through the crowded streets and push people away as we walked towards the church.  Beggars and desperate women and young boys began pulling on our clothes and crying out to us.  In the distance black smoke was rising from somewhere in the city, probably from looters torching somebody’s house or a merchant’s stall.   
 
          The doors to the front of the old stone church were closed.  Through the cracks in the wooden doors we could see the heavy wooden bar holding them shut. 
 
          “Come on.  There must be a side door for the priests to use.  There always is.”  
 
          We walked around to the side of the church and there it was.  I began banging on the door.  After a while, a muffled voice on the other side told us to go away. 
 
          “The church is not open.” The voice said. 
 
          “We have come from Lord Edmund to see the Bishop of Damascus.  Let us in.”  
 
          We could hear something being moved and then an eye appeared at the peep hole in the door.  A few seconds later, the door swung open and we hurried in. 
 
          The light inside the room was dim because the windows were shuttered. 
 
          Our greeter was a slender fellow with alert eyes who could not be much more than an inch or two over five feet tall.  He studied us intently as he bowed us in and then quickly shut and barred the door behind us.  He seemed quite anxious. 
 
          “We have come from Lord Edmund’s castle in the Bekka Valley to see the Bishop,” I said in the bastardised French dialect some people are now calling English.  And then Thomas repeated my words in Latin.  Which is what I should have done in the first place. 
 
          “I shall tell him you are here and ask if he will receive you,” the man replied.  ”I am Yoram, the Bishop’s scrivener; may I tell him who you are and why you are here?”  
 
          “I am William, the captain of the men who are left of the company of English archers who fought in the Bekka with Lord Edmund, and this is Father Thomas, our priest.  We are here to collect our company’s pay for helping to defend Lord Edmund’s fief these past two years.”  
 
          “I shall inform His Eminence of your arrival.  Please wait here.”    
 
          The Bishop’s scrivener had a strange accent; I wonder how he came to be here? 
 
          Some time passed before the anxious little man returned.  While he was gone we looked around the room.  It was quite luxurious with a floor of stones instead of the mud floors one usually finds in a church.   
 
          The room was quite dark.  The windows were covered with heavy wooden shutters and sealed shut with wooden bars; the light in the room, such as it was, came from cracks in the shutters and smaller windows high on the walls above the shuttered windows.  There was a somewhat tattered tribal carpet on the floor. 
 
          The anxious little man returned and gave us a most courteous nod and bow. 
 
          “His Grace will see you now.  Please follow me.”  
 
          The Bishop’s clerk led us into a narrow, dimly lit passage with stone walls and a low ceiling.  He went first and then Thomas and then me.  We had taken but a few steps when he turned back toward us and in a low voice issued a cryptic warning. 
 
          “Protect yourselves.  The Bishop does not want to pay you.  You are in mortal danger.”  
 
          The little man nodded in silent agreement when I held up my hand.  Thomas and I needed to take a moment to get ourselves ready.   
 
          He watched closely, and his eyes opened in surprise as we prepared ourselves.  Then, when I gave a nod to let him know we were ready, he rewarded us with a tight smile and another nod—and began walking again with a determined look on his face.   
 
          A few seconds later we turned another corner and came to an open door.  It opened into a large room with beamed ceilings more than six feet high.  I knew the height because I could stand upright after I bent my head to get through the entrance door.   
 
          A portly older man in a bishop’s robes was sitting behind a rough wooden table and there was a heavily bearded and rather formidable-looking guard with a sword in a wooden scabbard standing in front of the table.  There was a closed chest on the table and a jumble of tools and chests in the corner covered by another old tribal rug and a broken chair.  
 
          The Bishop smiled to show us his yellow teeth and beckoned us in.  We could see him clearly despite the dim light coming in from the small window openings near the ceiling of the room.   
 
          After a moment he stood and extended his hand over the table so we could kiss his ring.  First Thomas and then I approached and half kneeled to kiss it.  Then I stepped back and towards the guard to make room for Thomas so he could re-approach the table and stand next to me as the Bishop re-seated himself. 
 
          “What is it you want to see me about?” the Bishop asked in Latin. 
 
          He said it with a sincere smile and leaned forward expectantly. 
 
          “I am William, captain of the late Lord Edmund’s English archers, and this is Father Thomas, our priest and confessor.”  And my older brother, although I am not going to mention it at the moment. 
 
          “How can that be?  Another man was commanding the archers when I visited Lord Edmund earlier this year, and we made our arrangements.”    
 
          “He is dead.  He took an arrow in the arm and it turned purple and rotted until he died.  Another took his place and now he is dead also.  Now I am the captain of the company.”  
 
          The Bishop crossed himself and mumbled a brief prayer under his breath.  Then he looked at me expectantly and listened intently. 
 
          “We have come to get the money Lord Edmund entrusted to you to pay us.  We looked for you before we left the valley, but Beaufort Castle was about to fall and you had already fled.  So we followed you here; we have come to collect our company’s pay.”  
 
          “Of course.  Of course.  I have it right here in the chest.   
 
          “Aran,” he said, nodding to the burly soldier standing next to me, “tells me there are eighteen of you.  Is that correct?”   And how would he be knowing that? 
 
          “Yes, Eminence, that is correct.”  
 
          “Well then, four gold Constantinople coins for each man means you are due seventy-two; and you shall have them here and now.”  
 
          “No, Eminence, that is not correct.”  
 
          I reached inside my tunic and pulled out the company’s copy of the contract with Lord Edmund, and laid the parchment on the desk in front of him.   
 
          As I placed it on the table, I tapped it with my finger and casually stepped further to the side, and even closer to his swordsman, so Thomas could once again step into my place in front of the Bishop and nod his agreement confirming it was indeed in our contract. 
 
          “The contract calls for the company to be paid four gold bezant coins from Constantinople for each of eighty-seven men and six more coins to the company for each man who is killed or loses both of his eyes, arms, legs, or his ballocks.   
 
           “It sums to one thousand and twenty-six bezants in all—and I know you have them because I was present when Lord Edmund gave you more than enough coins for our contract and you agreed to pay them to us.  So here we are.  We want our bezants.”  
 
          “Oh yes.  So you are.  So you are.  Of course.  Well, you shall certainly get what is due you.  God wills it.”  
 
          I sensed the swordsman stiffen as the Bishop said the words and opened the lid of the chest.  The Bishop reached in with both hands and took a big handful of gold bezants in his left hand and placed them on the table.   
 
          He spread the gold coins out on the table and motioned Thomas forward to help him count as he reached back in to fetch another handful.  I stepped further to the left and even closer to the guard so Thomas would have plenty of room to step forward to help the Bishop count. 
 
         Everything happened at once when Thomas leaned forward to start counting the coins.  The Bishop reached again into his money chest as if to get another handful.  This time he came out with a dagger—and lunged across the coins on the table to drive it into Thomas’s chest with a grunt of satisfaction.   
 
          The swordsman next to me simultaneously began pulling his sword from its wooden scabbard.  Killing us had all been prearranged. ….. 
 
      
 
    **** End of the Sample Pages **** 
 
      
 
    The Archers and all the other stories in this medieval saga are available as eBooks.  Search for Martin Archer fiction.  And, if you could please spare a moment, I would also very much appreciate it if you would give this story a review with as many stars as possible in order to encourage other readers.   
 
    
And finally, I would also most sincerely appreciate your thoughts as to whether more stories should be written about the Company of Archers.  I can be reached at martinarcherV@gmail.com.  Cheers, and thank you once again. /s/Martin 
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