
 

332 B.C – Late February 

 
Aryian had one leg pushed up against the counsel room’s wall, watching King Azemilcus as he stared with 
his cindering hazel eyes.  His squire fanned him cool from summer sweats as the sunlight seeped through 
the glassless windows. Sitting with him around the oak table, rimmed with iron pellets, were his two sons, 
Farrokh and Garshasp, Azemilcus’ son – a young man in his twenties, and mostly responsible for the 
damned siege, and the Head of the Persian Fleet, Ozcart – a wise, potent man with hair wilder than his 
ideas.  

Farrokh sat in silence, for he had no tongue to use. As Garshasp readjusted himself, the chair 
creaked under the weight of his thick, steel armour and his long, stainless sword covered his silver 
scabbard.  

“Well?” The King said, impatiently, “tell me about the preparations for the battlements!” 

Aryian was about to stand forward to say something, but Garshasp came first. “We have a single 
ship,” he said confidently. 

“. . . That’s it?” The King banged on the table with a hard, heavy fist. “THAT’S IT? I sit absent with 
illness for a month, and I come back to hear that?” He turned to his son, wincing. “I will be cursed if I 
ever name you ‘Prince Regent’ again.”  

“The ship is stuffed with dry timber, along with many other flammable items,” Aryian said, 
stepping forward. “We plan to set it afire and smash it into the siege towers once they are built.” 

The King retracted his temper slightly. “Ah… I-I see, good plan. I assume you were the 
mastermind behind this?” 

“Me, my son, Garshasp, and Ozcart, My King.” 

“If, Gods forbid, that all fails,” Ozcart said, “maybe we should see for peace? Otherwise, it would 
be wasting good, loyal men and material on a lost cause.”  

Aryian stepped forward, hovered over the counsel, licked his finger and extinguished the 
candlelight on the table with his saliva. It hissed coldly. “Alexander did just that to the notion of ‘peace’ 
the moment his mercenaries were executed. We can’t relight that flame until the Alexandrian army have 
been crushed.” 

“He has half the Persian lands rallied to his side; what makes you think we can kill over half-a-
million strong with a few thousand men and a few hundred ships?” Garshasp tapped his fingernails on 
the tabletop, his head thumping. “They outnumber us a hundred-to-one.”  

Aryian vented some of his anger by saying: “I don’t know; maybe if the Prince Regent didn’t order 
something so idiotic, we wouldn’t be in this situation.” He looked to the King’s son, waiting for him to 
say something – anything. Instead, he slumped himself in his chair with his head hung low, his fluffs of 
black hair shielding his face, with not a glimpse of apology or accountability in sight.  

“It’s more than a situation,” Azemilcus snorted, “it’s a tragedy.”  

“My King,” Ozcart said, “if I may suggest something?” 

“May you?” the King grumbled. “Suggesting things is your job; spit it out and be done with it.” 

He’s growing impatient, Aryian knew. Too impatient. He could tell he was stressed. His voice 
sounded raspier, and his lips were chapped. His tanned skin had washed a shade lighter, except for his 
cheeks which had flushed red.  

“We closed all the harbour’s gates to block the enemy ships from entering, but in the case that 
the siege stretches out for longer than expected, should we keep one harbour open for transportation of 
food?” 



Azemilcus turned to Ozcart, then to Aryian, then to Ozcart again, then back to Aryian. All of 
them knew that a long siege is likely, considering the last siege Tyre endured lasted years. 

 “Could Carthage increase their food trades with us?” The King asked.  

“I could see into it, My King, but I can make no promises. Carthage has people to feed, too, nor 
are they well-provisioned enough for vast trades and supplies.”  

Azemilcus considered for a moment, fingering his thick ropes of bearded black hair. “Could you 
sail to Carthage? We’re desperate here; we need backup. Perhaps some face-to-face negotiations would 
shift their minds? If they saw how far you had come to be there, they would maybe send you back with 
some provisions.” 

“It’s a good idea,” Ozcart agreed, “maybe their admiration for our efforts would be paid in ale and 
wheat.” 

“We can’t just assume that” Garshasp protested, lifting his head. You could see the frustration 
storm behind his blind eye that looked like a ball of curdled milk. “In your heads, you think they would 
say: ‘Hello Aryian… oh? You sailed here to ask for supplies? Sure, why not? It’s not like we need it or 
anything.’ That plan is awful; the notion of even leaving Tyre in the event of a siege. Unless we have an 
invisible ship, I don’t think Aryian could safely sail away from Alexandrian forces.”  

Aryian was annoyed by his mocking tone but admired his realism of the situation. “He’s right. 
Until this siege ends, my place is here.”  

“We can’t just sit here, squabbling,” Azemilcus’ son, Posa, spoke up in a sheepish voice. “Maybe 
we should spend our time planning on how to flee rather than attack?” 

“Flee?” The King seemed offended by that. “FLEE?” He pounded his fist on the table once more. 
“We will not flee from a situation we – you started! We will not die as cowards in your name!” The King 
rocked back-and-forth in his chair with vexation, tapping his foot. “Either we win, or we lose, but we keep 
on fighting, and clashing, and slashing, and sacrificing in order to protect our people, because that is what 
we do. We’re not cowards; we’re survivors, so you better stop whining and trembling, you fool!”  

“The people,” Aryian reminded the counsel. “I informed you on the matter, My King, but we took 
no action. What do we do with them? We can’t keep them quivering in their homes – unarmed, 
unarmoured and unguarded.”  

“We can’t send them away in ships if the harbours are barricaded,” Azemilcus said. 

Farrokh leaned forward with a stern look. He took a scroll out from his trouser pocket. Unfurling 
the paper in the middle of the table to reveal a map of Tyre, he violently drove the tip of a blade into the 
map, lodging itself between the paper and the table.  

“What is it, son?” Aryian took a closer look. The blade’s tip had contacted the location of Tyre’s 
tunnel entrance. “Of course…” 

“What is it?” The King and Ozcart said in synchrony.  

“There’s a secret network of tunnels built under Tyre. If we could get the people under this old 
sanctuary, it would give us more room for soldiery, weaponry and defences.”  

The King smiled for half-a-second. “These tunnels are our answer to safety - is that what you’re 
saying?” 

“I don’t know – possibly. With tunnels as old and eroded as those, they could collapse at any 
moment.” 

“We could hire men to work on fixing the tunnels?” Ozcart said. 

“That could take too long,” Aryian knew, staring down at the map, thinking of any other 
solutions, “but it’s our only chance.”  

“Very well,” The King declared, raising himself off his chair with momentum, “Ozcart and 
Garshasp, head down to the harbour, hire and direct some builders to clean out the tunnels immediately.” 

Garshasp stood up straight with his chest puffed out, his hand resting on the hilt of his sheathed 
sword, whilst Ozcart pushed himself onto his feet, dabbing his forehead with a damp cloth. They both 
gave their courtesies and left the room with more confidence than they left with. 



The King scowled down to his sheepish son. “You, return to your chambers; I’ll speak with you 
later, along with the other men who agreed with you to go forward with this destructive scheme.” Posa 
looked to Aryian and Farrokh like a lost pup as he shuffled his feet beneath his chair. He walked out of 
the room carefully, as if one misplaced step would’ve sent his father lashing a whip on him.  

“Anything I should do, Your Grace?” 

“What is there not to do…” Azemilcus – the well-built man he was – heavy-footedly walked over 
to Aryian, the thick dreadlocks avalanched over his shoulders as he stepped. A chink of sunlight beamed 
through the high window of the counsel room and reflected off his hexagonal crown. It made Aryian tipsy 
on the golden light. “Head to the battlements and defences placed near the City Wall; make sure 
everything there is in order. Also, collect any spare dry material – timber and hay and whatnot.”  

Aryian made his courtesies, left the room, and searched for a group of guards. Once he had done 
so, he made his way to the nearest exit of the fortress and marched to the streets. 

The commoners seemed more spirited than defeated. Our confidence wreaks fury, Aryian thought 
with pride. Men cheered on the soldiers and volunteered in building, smelting and forging, Women and 
children roared fires to keep warm, sang hymns, told stories of folklore and comforted each other over 
bowls of stews and soups. Aromas of boiled cabbage and pepper swept through the city, causing his 
hunger to dominate his duties. “We’ll stop here for ten minutes.” 

“My Lord, forgive me for saying, but there are important things to be done elsewhere.” 

“It’s also important to boost morale,” Aryian replied, “we stop here.” 

The Lord set his guards aside and crouched himself down by the fire. Beside him was a thin child 
– no older than seven – and a mother, bubbling a cauldron of stew whilst she sweated profusely under 
the Persian sun with her cloths and headscarf. When Aryian greeted them, they were startled. 

“Hello?” The mother looked him up and down, examining his silk dresswear. She peered over 
Aryian’s shoulder to see six bulky torsos with spears and chest plates. “M-my Lord?” 

“Ignore the guards,” Aryian said, “I was on my way to the City Wall when I discovered a lovely 
smell; could I care to have some? I’m starving.”  

“Yeah, sure you are,” she mocked. “I’m sure you fancy lords have fancy meats and fancy wines 
while we gather our scraps together.” 

Aryian could sense the dismay that lingered within the streets of sandstone buildings. “In fact, 
no.” He sat down on the street floor cross-legged, his arse buried in dirt and dust. “We’re eating the same 
things you are.”  

“How come?” More people gathered around the fire now, some with their eyes seething at him.  

“Because of Alexander ‘The Great’ or so he likes to call himself.” Aryian panned his view around. 
He saw a man of around twenty, his arms crossed in concern. “What is your name?”  

“Naghi.” A voice came through his grinding teeth which was as coarse as his skin.  

“Nice to meet you; my name is Aryian Fathi.”  

A wave of gasps came. The mother laid a palm on his shoulder. “You’re the man who brought 
food to Tyre…” 

“I am, yes.” 

She smiled. “You saved my family’s life; if it weren’t for you, my mother would be dead. We are 
very grateful to you, Lord.”  

“Oh, it’s alright,” Aryian insisted as she handed him a bowl of cabbage soup. He took a spoonful, 
the flavoured juices running from the corner of his mouth. The cabbage was well softened, and the pepper 
helped his taste buds kill his cravings. “This is very good,” he complimented as he chewed. 

“It’s a family recipe.” Pushing strands of her raven hair back into her cloth headdress, she poured 
a glass of goat’s milk. “Here.” 

“Oh, no, I can’t; you people care for yourselves, I’m fine on my own.” He gestured his head 
towards her daughter. “Give the poor child what she needs.” 



As the child sipped away to build strength on her brittle bones, Aryian looked around the crowd 
once more. He spotted a man of thirty or so – big-chested, hard-eyed, and standing in a way of which he 
looked like he was prepared to fight. A dark nest of curled hair half-hid his greasy forehead which shone 
under the sunlight. “You there,” Aryian said, “what is it you work as?” 

“I am a blacksmith, Lord Sir.” He wiped the sweat off his face with his forearm. “I’m working 
overtime to smelt swords for the Tyrian soldiers.”  

Aryian nodded. He looked to the man’s right, where he saw an older man, feeble and hunched 
with a clueless look on his face. “And you? What do you work as?” 

The old man scratched the thin wisps of grey hair that settled on the top of his balding head. “I 
used to work as a farmer near Old Tyre, but now I work as a clothes maker.” 

Aryian turned again to a younger woman, holding a half-empty vegetable basket and asked her 
the same question. “I am a servant for some in the city, Lord Sir,” she said in a shy and nervous manner, 
“I help cook and clean for both my family and those who pay me to.” 

All these great people, Aryian thought. “So many people; so many faces; so many lives and 
purposes; so much hope, and so much to be thankful for. With such a diverse array of thriving, hard-
working people, do you think we should surrender to Alexander?” 

A sea of clenched fists came punching into the air. “NO!” 

“Should we let our enemies destroy our blacksmiths, thrash our shops and burn our homes?” 

“NO!”  

“Should we let them steal our food, take our gold, rape our women and enslave our children?” 

“NO!” they chanted, “NO! NO! NO!” 

The adrenaline of the now determined people brought Aryian onto his feet. “NO! Why? 
BECAUSE WE REFUSE IT! We proud people of Tyre have come so far and have fought through thick-
and-thin. Should we give up now?” 

“NO!” 

He felt his rage boil over the rim. “What should we do to the Alexandrian army – the people who 
have sought to destroy the great, cultural homeland we have poured blood, sweat and tears into?” 

‘KILL THEM!’ one shouted. ‘DEFEND US FROM THEM!’ another yelled. ‘TAKE BACK WHAT’S 
OURS!’ the old man cried with a flailing fist.  

“THEN LET’S GIVE THEM WHAT THEY CAME FOR!” 

The whole street was now filled with people in an uproar with deafening chants. Cheers and claps 
rumbled the city, and people were practically bursting with motivation and reassurance. 

A pealing sound was both heard and felt. Each time the tower bell’s mouth smacked against the 
clapper, the people fell into eerie quietness. It was if all the eyes in Tyre had turned to the belltower at 
the same instant. “They’re invading!” a watcher distantly echoed from up high on the fortress walls. “Siege 
towers! Siege towers!” 

I should be up there… In that moment, Aryian half-regretted spending this time talking to the 
common folk. Aryian turned to his guards and gave the signal. Pushing his way through the crowd, he 
felt his heart sink deeper and deeper. Any more delays and the victory could be theirs. 

Aryian practically leaped from one cobble to another up the castle wall steps. He demanded his 
freshly sharpened steel sword to be brought before him. The men shouted from upon the castle towers, 
pleading for shields and boulders. Others on the wall below hurried about, clumsily cladding themselves 
in domed bronze helms and gripping their quivering hands onto bows and arrows. They hardly look 
trained, Aryian thought with worry.  

Weaving his way through the chaos, he met his son, Garshasp. Being the prepared man he was, 
he was covered from neck-to-toe in three-inch thick steel armour and held a new sword, his one eye 
looking on to the field oversea.  

 


