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I am a Welshman and I am known as Bowman by the English. My Christian name is Bwadyn son of Rhyfel. I make this voyage with my brother called Smith, named Cledyfyn son of Rhyfel. In the past we were paid to make war, sometimes called Just War, Holy War, or Crusade. Now we see that all but wars of defense are just murder inspired by greed.  We plan in future to never raise a longbow or a sword against another man. We are undertaking a sea voyage to follow the journey of Madoc son of Prince Owain who was son of King Gruffyd of Gwynedd to a new world without war.

I begin to write this journal as we leave Lagos and will sail for many months to reach our destination. I will have many idle hours ahead. I plan to continue the journal as our new life progresses. In case this journal is sometime found I write in Latin. Though it is not my native tongue I expect Latin will be better known than the writing of my home, Brycheiniog, which was a small kingdom of Wales now called the shire of Brecknock.

As brother and I were indentured by King Henry to make war on the French, we now indenture a new ship named Rhian, after our mother, for our quest to find the Madoc colony. Our father taught us the arts of war and prepared us to endure whatever hazards we encounter. I am the older brother and am trained as a longbowman because I was large even when born. Smith is shorter but quicker in movement than I and is trained as a swordsman and a smith of swords. Because we had no mother after Smith was born, we became very close. I became his protector against older boys as well as giving him the kind of care that our mother would have done, feeding and clothing him when our father was off to war. Smith is almost as large as me and is taller and stronger than most others due to his work as a smith. We have resemblance in our faces and are easily recognized as brothers. But I have more features of my father with my dark brown hair and green eyes. Our mother came from Gwynedd in the north of Wales and had blond hair with dark roots and blue eyes as does Smith.

Our ship is crewed by our captain, Rahman Ibn Battuta, the navigator is Omar Reis, and 15 able seamen of Almeria, Andalusia, Emirate of Cordoba. The cargo is tools, seeds, lumber, horses, gifts for the red men, food for the crew, and fodder for the horses. These are the supplies we need to complete the voyage and to establish an independent farm. Brecknock was the site of the ancient Y Gaer Roman Fort for cavalry and horses have been raised there since Roman times. We are knowledgeable of horse husbandry and training. We transport a herd of six horses to do the heavy work of farming and dragging logs.

I will tell about what we saw and what we did at Agincourt and why we seek this quest for the land of Madoc in the next journal writing.
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Chapter 1 Agincourt
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It has taken me many days to write of Agincourt. I often needed to take respite from thinking and writing of it. I found peace from reliving it by spending time with the horses in the belly of the ship. I would speak to the horses and they did not pass judgment no matter what I told them. 

But before I write about the battles, I must tell about Davy Gam and what he means to me and my brother. His full name is Dafydd son of LLewelyn son of Hywell and he was as a second father to us. We called him Gam because he was bent and walked with a stoop from previous war injuries. Davy was the Reeve of Brecknock where my father was horse master. Together they trained the garrison of the shire to fight with longbow, sword, shield, lance, and spear both on foot and mounted. They fought together in battle many times wherever and whenever King Henry Bolingbroke sent them. Even though Davy was not steady on his feet he was a most fearsome warrior on the back of a horse. He was not knighted at that time but he was the equal of anyone with spurs. 

My mother died after my brother, Smith, was born and my father raised us alone until he also died of illness when I was age ten and my brother seven. He was training us to ride and use weapons as soon as we were able to walk. Davy took us into his home when father died. We became part of his family. When we were fully trained, we joined the shire garrison.

Davy came to me in the month of April of year 1415 and asked if Smith and I would indenture to him as yeoman archers for a term of one year beginning in July of that year. He explained to me that Henry of Monmouth, son of Henry Bolingbroke, also known as Henry IV of England, planned an invasion of Calais in that autumn to recapture his inherited lands. Davy and I knew Monmouth very well for his mother was Mary De Bohun of the family that was lords of Brecknock in the years of your youth. On many occasions when the family visited the shire we would play combat games with the young Monmouth who was now King Henry V. He knew well the fighting prowess of Davy, me, and Smith. Henry was always reading a book and he wanted to talk about them so he encouraged us to learn to read both Latin and the new English language he used. He began to teach us letters and reading and writing and I had books that were my mother’s from her time at Strata Florida Abbey.

Henry only wanted four in the indenture retinue with Davy as captain and three-foot archers because Owain Glendower was still about in Wales and inciting Welshmen to rebel against the king. He could not leave Brecknock without a strong garrison. Roger Vaughan of Bredwardine, the husband of the daughter of Davy, would be the third archer in the retinue. Henry would pay archers six pence per day and we would have a share of any booty that we collected. The king would have one third share, Davy, the captain, would take one third, and the rest would be shared equally by the retinue.

We needed to train and practice to sharpen our battle skills. Davy, as the most experienced mounted fighter, led us in maneuvering our horses with our knees touching each other while making turns and quick starts and stops. Davy was not satisfied that we were keeping our horses and knees together to perform a solid charge so he had us tie our knees to the knees of the man next to us. With the little experience we had in such cavalry tactics it ended that we all fell from our horses in a pile of legs and arms. We laughed heartily at our poor horsemanship and blamed each other for the fall. Fortunately, we were not armed at the time. Even though we were indentured as foot archers he also led us in some passes at targets while mounted in case we were needed.

I instructed Smith and Roger how to time the draws of their bows so they did not become out of breath quickly. A skilled archer can fire a dozen arrows in a minute but in doing so he will lose his breath. When launching a barrage of arrows at charging forces we must keep the draws steady and constant but not in unison. If all archers drew and released at once, lapses in the barrage would allow the charging forces to take advantage. So each archer would draw and release independently of the others. Inhale while drawing the bow and release on the exhale. But I warned them to take several breaths between each arrow shot.

Smith and Roger were the most skilled swordsmen so they demonstrated some attack and parry moves. Roger emphasized that in a sword dual we must be prepared to thrust or parry no matter how our feet were placed or how unbalanced we felt. Swordsmen watched for those moments to go on attack. He warned us to never drop our guard. These hours of practices brought us closer together as a fighting unit and we grew to watch out for each other in battle.

The time for preparation was short and we had much to do to make ready. We had weapons, armor, horses, and food and fodder to gather. The most important was to see to our bows and arrows. The king would supply arrows but I was not content with arrows that I did not make myself or watch being made. I would tend to the woodworking of these items and Smith would tend to the arrowheads. We needed good supplies of both broadhead and bodkin arrows. My brother was a skilled swordsmith and he would craft the arrowheads from the best quality sword steel that he could collect. Another reason that I preferred my own arrows was that I could quickly identify my distinctive markings on the battlefield. Since we would be taking spoils of war, I wanted the enemies that I killed or wounded to stand out to me after the battle. Davy would wear a full suit of armor as he would be on horseback for battle. We foot archers needed to keep our arms free and flexible and needed only a steel breastplate armor and plate armor for our legs. Smith could have made our armor if he had the time but King Henry gave us the breastplate that we each wore. 

Henry had ordered that each man supply his own food for one quarter of a year. So, we hunted and slaughtered meat that could be preserved by salting and drying. We tasked the bakers to make biscuits that would dry as hard as a rock but could be eaten by soaking in water or ale. The children of the shire collected fruits and vegetables that could be eaten raw on the march as well as added to pottage with barley or oats. 

In the month of July King Henry called all of the recruited retinues to gather in the towns and cities near The Solent. The strait between the Isle of Wight and the mainland became clogged with the hundreds perhaps thousands of boats that would transport the men and material for the coming attack. In total there were near 150-foot archers from Brecknockshire who were not from the shire garrison. Each of us brought two horses to carry ourselves as well as all of the food, weapons, and armor that we would need. Only the knights and nobles had war horses but we had only palfreys and a few rounceys to carry us and our gear. Some horses balk at walking on a loading ramp so we attached small shields on the harness beside the horses’ eyes so they could not see the water below them and we each walked on board with our own horses that knew us. We unloaded the baggage from them and stored it close to our horses and then helped to fit them into the slings that hung from the stall ceiling.  The slings kept the horses from falling and getting injured when the ships lurched. Each horse transport carried from 20 to 30 beasts and their burdens. We deboarded from the horse ships and went to the ships that carried only the men. When we finally did board the ships on Sunday August 11 we heard there were some 12,000 men and 20,000 horses from all parts of the kingdom. 

We put to sea and slept little in the crowded ships but it was a short voyage. On the morning of the second day at sail, we dropped anchors in the harbor of a trading village at the mouth of the Seine River and just a few miles from the walled city of Harfleur. King Henry had sailed the fleet south from England instead of sailing east directly to Calais. His plan was to march north overland rather than attempt to attack the heavily fortified city of Calais from the sea. Harfleur offered no opposition to the landing of the army and supplies.

Henry and his entourage disembarked first and all of the retinues of men-at-arms and archers quickly followed. The orders immediately came down to us that Henry considered the people of these disputed lands to be his subjects and that he would tolerate no ransacking or pillage of the towns or fields. The purpose of this campaign was to oust the French nobles from his inherited estates. The army was not welcomed as liberators however. The inhabitants did not take arms against us but muttered bitter oaths at us as we marched through the village toward Harfleur.

Although the army was all landed, the baggage and horses would take several days to unload. Davy told Smith and Roger to wait on the shore and collect our horses and baggage while he and I would follow Henry to find a suitable camp site. When they came with our horses to find us, they should first look for the king’s standard.  They should then walk in widening circles around his camp and look for the banner we carried of a red dragon on a field of white. Davy could not foot march so I hoisted him onto my shoulders and carried him. I said before that I was large even as a child and as a man, I now stand one half head taller than other men. I practice with the longbow as many as 100 draws each day and my arms have grown as large as my legs and my chest is the size of an ale barrel. We looked an odd creature but it was the swiftest way for us to march without horses. We thought to follow Henry as close as we could for he would have the best ground to camp. As loyal friends and skilled archers Henry did consider us part of his escort. Davy and I knew from experience that high dry ground was the safest during a siege. Rain or marshy ground could permit disease and rot as the siege progressed.

Davy held his hand to his forehead to shield the sun from shining in his eyes and when he sighted the king, Henry pointed to us and bent over laughing. 

He said while laughing at the sight of us, “Come on giant dragon of Wales, place your camp next to mine so I can shelter in your shade.” That drew a hearty laugh from everyone and we chose a campsite in front of the king.

Three days after our arrival the baggage and horses were all brought from the ships to the field and the siege was begun. The customary offers and demands for surrender of the city were made and rejected. We spent the first days trying to make our camp as dry and comfortable as possible for we knew we could be there for a long period of time. We searched for wood both for the cooking fire and to place under our bed rolls to keep us from sleeping directly on cold and wet ground. Our extra woolen cloaks we laid over the branches on the ground and we had a square from a torn sail that we tented over the four of us that gave some shelter from rain. Henry had cannons and stone throwers that made a constant barrage on the walls of the city. We became accustomed to the noise. The men-at-arms dug trenches toward the walls and inched toward the enemy. At the same time there were teams of miners who endeavored to tunnel under the walls and cause their collapse.

The majority of the 9,000 archers kept up a constant rain of arrows upon the defenders on the walls hoping to catch unshielded crossbowmen. With so many shooting arrows the archers rested between draws but still maintained the cloud of falling arrows. Our retinue served as sharpshooters in teams of two. One of the team held a pavise in place for protection while the other sent arrows. Smith and I were one team and Davy and Roger the other. We waited for clumsy or unprotected crossbowmen and aimed to wound them with broadhead arrows in the arms or legs. In a siege, wounding is more effective than killing the defenders. Killing tended to make them angrier and firm their resolve. Wounding kept them out of the battle but they still consumed the dwindling resources of food and water and required others to care for them. Wounding was more damaging to the morale of the defenders than killing. Several times Henry called on me to send flaming arrows at the barbicans that stood beside the gates. We caught two of them afire and chased those defenders inside the walls.

While all of these siege efforts were having little or no results more men were becoming ill with dysentery and food was dwindling. Davy and I knew the precautions to take because we had done this before and we had prepared well. The siege went on for days and weeks. Many died but some were sent back to England in the waiting ships and replacements returned. When the city finally surrendered after more than a month of siege, the army was reduced from illness and starvation to near 6,000 men.

Too many lives and too much time had been spent on this siege as it was now late September. Henry knew that he must begin the march north to Calais. He chose to leave 1200 men at Harfleur to protect and restore the city which we had now reclaimed. We were able make this march mounted on one of our horses and use the other to carry our weapons and what food we had saved and collected after the siege. 

We were happier on the mounted march. Soldiers always prefer to ride whenever possible. We now had enough horses for everyone to ride since so many men had died from the flux or starvation. Many were still suffering but with fresh food and water many more were getting stronger. The army was still under orders for no pillaging but we could buy from willing villagers and farmers along the march. We sometimes gleaned a fallen apple or a neglected bunch of grapes. Occasionally we met small bands of French soldiers but none ever presented a battle threat. Rather they were trailing us so that they could alert the French king of our direction and progress. We marched on northward till we reached the Somme River which we must cross in order to continue on toward Calais. But at every bridge or ford where we might cross the French following us had alerted the defenses on the north side of the river to present opposition. An army is in a vulnerable state when crossing a river. We were always stretched out in a long line and unable to adequately wield our bows or hand weapons. So we followed along the south bank of the Somme going east and sometimes even south searching for a safe crossing of the river.

But at last, we found a safe place for the entire army to cross without any interference. It was now about one month since Harfleur had surrendered and we still had some illness in the ranks and the men and horses were tiring from this long trek. We readjusted our course and again we pointed our march toward Calais. We continued to see groups of French knights but none confronted us. Apparently, they thought they had a strategy that would entrap and defeat us. We always kept alert and we were prepared for any sudden charge.

They say that the day of October 24 was when we met them face to face at a town called Agincourt. We expected them to charge at us immediately so we took the best defensive positions that we could. A narrow field lay between our front and the French, separated by only a long bow shot. We held the end of that field with higher ground and the ground where the French army camped looked to be recently plowed. A group of mounted archers moved to the front of our line followed by ranks of men-at-arms. We saw that the French had an advantage of numbers. We estimated their number at about 12,000, mostly knights and men-at-arms. We had only a few knights, less than 2,000 men-at-arms, but we had larger numbers of foot archers, numbering 7,000. There were woodlands on both flanks of the narrow field and this was where we foot archers hastened and prepared our bows and arrows. We had stakes sharpened at both ends which we would jam in the ground before us facing forward and intended to keep the French knights from riding over us. However, this encounter with the enemy was so sudden that we quickly took our shooting positions because we had no time to plant the stakes. Both sides waited for the other side to attack.   

King Henry planned to fight a battle of defense. The day passed into evening and neither side made any movement forward. We heard the French moving to adjust their position as did we. Both fronts had pulled back leaving 1,000 paces separating the armies. This gave us time to plant the sharpened stakes in the ground before us. 

We arose early the next morning and had a Mass and then a speech from King Henry. We took out battle positions at about 8 o’clock. We waited for several hours and the French made no advance toward us. Henry became concerned that this French delay was allowing them to gain reinforcements and to also sneak a force behind our baggage in the rear. He was also contemplating that our army was tiring and hungering. King Henry started our advance by sending one of the army marshals into the space between the front lines. He threw a baton into the air and shouted something that we did not understand. The marshal then turned toward the French line and sent out a column of horse archers toward both of the French flanks. At this time we foot archers in the woodlands on both flanks commenced to send our arrows into the Frenchmen. As the French moved toward the center to avoid our arrows we forced them into a narrow front. They became too closely crowded together to effectively use their hand weapons against our men-at-arms that followed the horse archers. I was using broadhead points at this time as I was shooting rapidly and not taking the time to pick out specific targets. I noticed that Smith and Roger were sending arrows too rapidly.

“Slow down,” I said. “You are going to lose your breath. Inhale when you draw the bow, release and exhale slowly. Take three breaths before you draw again. Repeat that rhythm.” After several arrows they seemed to keep the pace.

The French then sent a heavy cavalry of war horses toward the archers in the woodland and I changed to bodkin arrowheads that would penetrate the armor of the cavalrymen and the horses. Our arrows created great devastation among this cavalry charge and turned them back to the center. This permitted our men-at-arms to advance into the melee with great effect. The pointed stakes we had planted before us caused the horses to break stride and fall among us leaving the riders defenseless to our arrows.

After we had broken the cavalry charge, Davy was ordered by King Henry to bring our retinue and others to support the melee of the men-at-arms.

Davy yelled from his horse, “Bowman, Smith, Roger! Go the aid of the foot soldiers. Don’t just shoot at will! Pick your targets and protect our men who are at danger. If you exhaust all arrows, use your sword or ax and jump into it”.

Davy charged ahead on his horse with our banner in one hand and swinging and chopping his sword with the other hand. Smith was now in his element, slashing with both sword and ax. The bodies of the slain French and even the bodies of their horses became stacked in piles and limited the ability to fight. I still had a supply of bodkins which readily penetrated the French body armor.  These were the enemies from whom I could collect spoils. I watched for knights and nobles on horseback for I knew they would carry sacks of coins and gems. The nobles were accustomed to a high standard and they kept treasure with them when they went into battle. They could purchase whatever they wanted or needed on the march. Their warhorses would also be of great value. Many of these knights yielded and allowed themselves to be taken prisoner for ransom rather than fight to the death.

The individual battles were dwindling and more and more French yielded as prisoners, but Davy was still engaged with a foot soldier wielding a poleaxe and Roger was in a sword dual. Suddenly we heard the cry, “They attack from the rear!”

King Henry wheeled his horse to seek the source of the cry and learn what happened. Suddenly a Frenchmen rose from the ground and leapt toward him with an ax. Seeing this Davy jumped from his horse and lunged at the man. The one with the poleaxe slashed Davy and struck him on the head. Roger also lost his focus on the man he fought and he was also slain.

Infuriated that two friends were suddenly killed protecting him, King Henry swung his sword at the man attacking him and took off his head. Henry yelled, “We are attacked from the rear! Kill them all! No prisoners!”

We were all stunned for we saw no attacking force at the rear. In the split second that we stood in shock, King Henry yelled, “Do you hear me? Kill them all! No prisoners!”

Henry turned his horse and galloped to the rear yelling, “Horsemen! England! On Me!”

To lose discipline on a battlefield is a quick way to lose your head, either by the enemy or by your own command leadership. The order must not be disobeyed. The king’s closest aides repeated the orders, “Kill the prisoners!”

I could not disobey, but I could shelter my younger brother, “Smith! See to Davy and Roger! At once! Stay with them.” 

Smith shook himself alert and turned to their bodies. I turned to the two Frenchmen that Davy and Roger had been fighting. They tried to raise their weapons in defense, but I was too quick and ended them instantly with arrows.

King Henry had been worried all day about the possibility of being surrounded and attacked from behind and now it appeared that it might be so. I immediately looked to the battlefront to determine if this were a coordinated attack from both front and rear. There was not an organized attack but now Frenchmen who had stopped fighting and were yielding had heard the king’s order and were again preparing to fight. 

I yelled, “Archers! Kill the prisoners!”

And so, the slaughter began. It continued until we saw no movement on the battlefield. At the end of it, I stood for a moment to breathe deeply but suddenly I retched and violently vomited onto the ground. I wavered on my legs and slowly returned to Smith to look upon Roger and Davy. Smith later told me that tears were running freely down my cheeks as I knelt over the bodies. I knew not whether I wept for Davy or for what I had done. What I had become. I felt that I had lost all honor. 

Smith had laid the bodies flat on the ground with their eyes closed and wounds covered. I thought Smith needed some moments to freely submit to his grief as I had and sent him to collect the best warhorses that stood on the battlefield. We would need horses to carry the bodies off the field. At last I thought of Davy’s wife Gwenlian, the foster mother of Smith and I, and his daughter, our foster sister, Gladys. She had also lost her husband Roger this day. There was great sorrow in my heart.

After a while, Smith returned with a line of ten heavily armored war horses, the best he could find. All of the horses bore minor wounds though none that would maim or kill them. They could be treated and completely healed. We draped our friend’s bodies over the two healthiest horses and returned to our camp. While King Henry hosted a banquet that night to celebrate his victory, we sat vigil with the bodies of Davy and Roger and we drank to their valor. Tomorrow we would search for our arrows which had reached their targets.

We rose at dawn and brought with us to the battlefield the four horses that we had shipped from Brecknock. We strapped baskets to their backs to carry the arrows and booty that we recovered. As we walked, we could see that the English army had won a truly overwhelming victory. The King had announced our loss of men was near 600 and on the field of battle we saw more than ten French dead to each one of ours. Smith’s bodkin arrows had performed well and several dozen had been deadly even through armor. We recovered baskets with several hundred of the arrows that I made, all with bloody tips. And these arrows were only those that we had found and were still usable. Many of the mounted knights wore gold and jeweled rings, crucifixes, broaches, daggers, swords, and scabbard. A few carried purses with coins and jewels. The French men-at-arms had little but their armor which was not of much worth. We returned to the camp before most of the men were awake. We piled what we had retrieved in three equal shares, one for the king, one for the captain, and one for the retinue. We knew not how the king would apportion it since Davy and Roger were killed. Beside the piles we laid their bodies and we waited for the king or his agent to distribute.

Our camp was near to the king’s and within a few hours he noticed our banner and came to speak to us. He saw the two bodies as he drew near to us and we knelt. “Rise foster sons of Dafydd son of Llewelyn. I sympathize with your loss. Davy was a true and loyal friend and he gave his life to save his king as did his daughter’s husband Roger.” King Henry said to us. “I would make both of them knights for the ultimate service they paid me. Their wives will have properties and titles as the widows of knights. Therefore, as the remaining retinue of Captain Davy, you two will receive the remaining two thirds of the spoils after the king’s share. What say you Bowman and Smith?”

“Your Majesty, we are most grateful and humble for your generosity,” I replied. “We beg your permission to seek Christian burials and interments that would befit knights of your realm for our foster father and the husband of our foster sister. We wish not to delay your continued march to Calais. May we search for a suitable church and cemetery in one of your estates here and rejoin you in Calais or back in England? We do have ten noble French warhorses that we would like to bring back to Brecknock or to your own stables.”

The king smiled and said, “You ask much Bowman, but you make good arguments. I see from the booty that you have collected that you have well-earned your retinue wages. I recommend that you return to Harfleur for the funerals as I do now have that city secure. I will grant you warrants for those services and for ship return to England with the horses. When the horses are healed and deemed ready for the battlefield, I will have them examined for suitability for my stable. Have the bodies in my camp by the third hour after noon because I have other dubbings to conduct at that hour. I wish you Godspeed on your journeys.”

I bowed and said, “Thank you, your Majesty.”

That is the last I will speak of Agincourt. It is now in my past. My journey had begun.
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Chapter 2 At Sea
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It is now the third day of the journey at sea. We are sailing to the west from Lagos, Portugal from whence we departed. The time I spent writing the journal has kept my attention on the paper before me and I have only mildly suffered the illness of the sea. The days of sea trials of our ship in the Alboran Sea near Almeria and the cruise to Algiers were also of help even though not on the vast open sea. The sounds of a sailing ship in calm seas is actually very soothing.  The wind whispers quietly in the open sails and the creaking timbers and groans of stretching rope lines give me peace. I visit the horses in the hold of the ship frequently and talk with them soothingly to ease their fears of the sounds and movements of the ship. We have them in groups of three for them to share company and also to balance their weight in the ship. 

Today Captain Rahman and navigator Omar talked to me and Smith about our course and progress. We are on a course due west at approximately the 38th degree parallel of the globe as Omar had previously explained to us. Rahman said that we are having a light but steady wind that tends to push the ship northerly so we are steering southerly to counter the wind and keep us steady on course. The seas have been calm and the horses have adjusted well to their stalls and to the slings they ride in.

The ship is traveling roughly 100 nautical miles per day and we should expect to sight the Acores Isles within seven more days. These islands have been recorded by historians for many centuries but no one in recent times has been known to visit or return from them. What we will find there is a mystery. We know not if we shall find men, nor beasts, nor edible plants. We will approach the islands with caution and readiness.

––––––––
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I WILL RESUME THE TALE of how we arrived at this point of our voyage. King Henry had granted me and Smith permission to leave the army and seek Christian funerals and burials for our brothers in arms and now knights Sir Davy Gam and Sir Roger Vaughan. Our first desire was to get ourselves and our new string of horses away from the site of so much death and destruction. The field was littered with bodies of men and horses and also the wreckage of supply wagons. We fitted together two usable wagons and loaded the bodies of our comrades in one and the booty we had collected in the other. We had swords, bows, arrows, saddles, bridles, horse armor, food and fodder for the horses.  Smith and I needed to plan our travel and avoid roaming warriors and bandits.

“Brother,” I said, “King Henry suggested that we travel back to Harfleur, but I have no desire to return to that place of disease and filth. What say you?”

“I agree,” Smith replied. “But we must attend to these burials soon because the bodies will go bad quickly.”

“Granted”, I agreed. “In these parts we will not find a French church or cemetery that offers comfort to English mercenaries such as us. However, to the north of us in the direction of Calais lay estates owned by King Henry or his English lords. Perhaps if we travel northward for one day, we may come across an abbey or monastery with an English endowment. If at the end of one day we have not found such, we will make a new plan.”

“That is good. Let us leave this place at once,” said Smith.

“We should set two teams of four horses for each wagon so we have fewer horses in trail,” I suggested. “Have you found a four-horse wagon hitch?”

Smith replied, “I have. It will take some time to rearrange but we should be ready in one hour,”

We set about selecting two teams of four horses that appeared well matched in appearance and size. In addition to the four horses that we brought to the battle we had two remaining that we claimed from the battlefield. We were a caravan of our own. As we drove the teams past the abandoned French encampment, we collected two tents with which we covered the wagons. With our two heavy horse teams and six trailing horses we did not have the look of an invading English army. We traveled slowly on the north leading road eating some rations and watching for signs that pointed to an abbey. 

My mind was in confusion during the hours alone driving the wagon that day. I knew that my days as an archer for hire were over. I had made enough death the previous day to last me for several lifetimes. I would do it no more. I did not wish to ever see King Henry V again. But what life would I have? I had no other skill but archer.  My brother Smith had the skill to forge all manner of tools of good use, not only swords and tools of death. But I had nothing else.

“Bowman! Bowman!” the call from my brother pulled me out of my musing. Smith had stopped his wagon and I had near driven straight into him. A man in a black robe was standing in the road beside his wagon. I climbed down from my seat on the wagon and walked forward seeing a crucifix hanging from his neck. He looked somewhat to be what in Wales we knew as a Black Monk, a Benedictine. But this man’s robe was frayed and tattered at the hem and sleeves. He wore sturdy boots suitable for walking on rough ground instead of the usual sandals of a monk. The man’s face was not clean shaven and his hair was not tonsured as a monk but his beard and hair hung along his face in light brown curls. A long scar ran across the bridge of his nose and down his left cheek. His eyes did not appear placid as a monk but his gaze seemed to penetrate and he glanced around the area as I walked toward him. His eyes noticed every aspect of the surroundings. This man did not appear to live the calm life of a holy brother rather he was watchful and alert for danger. 

“Greetings brother monk. Fare you well?” I asked in Latin not knowing his native language.

“Greetings to you also, my friend,” he replied in Latin. “I am Brother Daneel on my journey home to the Abbey of Ename from pilgrimage to Jerusalem. To tell you truthfully, I am not good at Latin so unless it is your native tongue I would beg to speak another.” He laughed as he spoke, for no one still exists whose native tongue is Latin.

Speaking in English, I said to him, “I am Bowman and this is my brother Smith. We are from the shire of Brecknock in the country of Wales and our native tongue is English. As you may have noted the lack of other travelers on this road, there has been the bloodiest of battles near the village of Agincourt and no others seem to venture out.” 

“I am pleased to meet you Bowman and Smith,” Daneel said in English. “Have you come from that battle?”

“Aye, we have Brother Daneel. We have quit the war and want to be away from it,” I said. “We travel north in the direction of Calais to seek passage back to Wales with our captured horses.”

“I humbly ask if I may join you on your journey for we seem headed in the same direction?” Daneel asked.

“We would be honored to share our journey and our transport with you for we are in need of a man of God.” I answered. “The daylight will soon be drawing to a close and we only travel another hour until we make a camp for the night and share a meal. You are welcome to share our campfire for the night.”

“Bless you brothers, for I loathe to spend a night alone in a war-torn region,” Daneel replied. “Now tell me please of your need for God.” 

We returned to the wagons and Brother Daneel sat in the seat beside me. I began, “Being the victors in a hostile land we are eager to reach a place where we will be welcomed, but we carry the bodies of two comrades in arms for whom we seek Christian funerals and burials. We are strangers here and do not know where to go. I thought there could be churches or abbeys held in English estates. Have you knowledge of what we seek?”

Daneel answered, “Montreuil-Sur-Mer, Sangatte, and Guines come to mind. They are to the north near the sea, but it will take two-or-three days further journey to reach them. However, I humbly offer that I can say these services for your comrades if you wish.”

“Aye, I think that would be our choice. I will see if Smith agrees. This undeveloped field appears a good place to camp,” I said and I urged my team of horses forward and drew up beside Smith’s wagon. 

I waved for Smith to steer his wagon into the field and I recounted my discussion with Daneel to my brother and he agreed that we would have the services at this place tomorrow at dawn. We unhitched the horses, rubbed them down with dry grass, walked them to the nearby stream to let them drink their fill, and then tied them to stakes in the ground in a patch of lush green grass. Daneel had said his prayers while we were busy with the horses.

“I will hunt for some hares or pheasants for our meal. Smith, would you look through the horses’ saddles and reins and see what worth they are while I hunt?” I asked. Then I added, “Brother Daneel, would you like to hunt with me?”

I picked up the bow that I had used during the battle and though it was my favorite I threw it to the ground and said, “Use this to start the fire.” 

I drew out a new bow that I had not used before. I tested it and nodded that it was good. I handed it to Daneel who was walking to join me to hunt. I chose another bow and several broadhead arrows and we set off across the field. We flushed a hare from a thick clump of bushes and Daneel took a shot but missed. He kept still after his miss and I was able to make a successful kill. It showed me that he had been a hunter because he did not move or speak after his missed shot. A short time later we did flush a pheasant and I made the first shot this time and brought it down.

On the return, Daneel asked me, “What will you do now that you need not journey on to Calais?” It startled me because I had given that no thought. He continued, “You and Smith have knowledge of horses because you possess a superb herd of destriers. But you have no destrier mares so you cannot breed these. All of the warhorses are geldings or stallions. You do have mares among the rounceys but they will not produce foals of the highest value.” I was intrigued.

“Please tell me more,” I prodded Daneel. ”I can tell a good strong and healthy horse but I do not know of destriers. We have only rounceys and palfreys back at Brecknock. We cannot afford such expensive warhorses.”

Daneel said, “The team of chestnuts on Smith’s wagon is from the Brabant area where I am going. You have matched the four of them very well as a team. There are many breed farms there and the horses are desired all over Europe. The team of black horses on your wagon is from Frisia. They are also in strong demand as warhorses and light draft horses. They are lighter but very strong and agile. The two destriers not hitched to a wagon are Spanish horses. They are descended from horses of Arabia. Many people say they are the best horses in the world. They are bred and raised in Lusitania and Andalusia. You have some very fine and valuable horses.”

Daneel’s speech of the horses had left me almost breathless. Smith had chosen these horses and he had done a magnificent job. We had much to think about. But the emptiness in my soul was starting to fill. I determined that I must take much more interest in the horses.

When we reached the camp, Smith had a fire burning and water boiling. He had the saddles on the ground and I could see that some had been cleaned and polished. Daneel offered to clean the hare and pheasant for roasting. While Daneel cleaned, Smith whispered that we must speak of the saddles when we were alone and I said we must also speak of the horses. Daneel had picked some mint leaves during the hunt and he had a tea for us to drink while the meat roasted. Our meal was most enjoyable. Daneel offered to sing some hymns for us if we did not mind and we both were eager to hear him. Our meeting had been very advantageous. Before we retired to our bedrolls, Daneel went off to say his prayers and brother and I led the horses to the creek again to offer them a chance to drink.
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