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			Dedication

			For my grandson William,

			whose company means so much to me,

			and who will not be chivvied to become a soldier,

			a war correspondent or even a historian.
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			Introduction

			This is a book for readers who share my lifelong fascination with wars and those who have fought them through the ages. Voltaire wrote that anecdotes are ‘the gleanings left over from the vast harvest field of history’. I have gathered stories of men and women which caught my attention first as a schoolboy; then, when I witnessed wars as a correspondent on battlefields around the world; later, when researching as a historian. Any such collection is personal and whimsical, because the range of possible sources is so wide. To do justice to the span of the centuries would demand a library, not a single volume. Think of this as an introductory offer, to tempt you to explore more widely writers and events of which I offer glimpses. Although you will find memorable soldiers’ words in what follows, this is neither a book of quotations nor a strategy study. It is, instead, a gathering of tales about people who have borne arms.

			Almost all generalisations about soldiers fail; they come in as many sorts and conditions as does the rest of humanity. My choices ring the changes not merely between eras, but also between the heroic, tragic and comic; great moments and slight encounters; the famous and the humble. You will meet Jewish heroes of the Bible, Rome’s captain of the gate, Cromwell, Ulysses S. Grant, Napoleon’s marshals, George S. Patton, together with less celebrated figures of all ranks and many armies. Garrison duty yields much that is frivolous or absurd, while battlefields are places of life and death. When warriors are not fighting – which is most of the time – they can enjoy the same pleasures as the rest of us. In war, however, they are exposed to extremes of suffering and peril such as most civilians are fortunate enough to escape. That is how soldiers earn their pay, how they justify the stupendous budgets that almost all nations expend on their armed forces.

			Some tales are recounted by men who enthusiastically embraced military life, others by those who abhorred it. Where there is comedy, I have tried to choose stories that rise above mere barrack-room humour. The collection emphasizes British experience, because this is my own culture, but also pays homage to Romans, Greeks, Persians, the French, Germans, Russians and Americans. Some stories are those such as every schoolchild learns – or at least, used to learn – of David and Goliath, Sir Philip Sidney dying at Zutphen, Wellington bestriding the ridge of Mont St Jean. There are also tales of less distinguished soldiers who achieved fame as writers, including Cobbett and Dostoevsky, Edward Gibbon and Siegfried Sassoon, Marcel Proust and Evelyn Waugh, George Orwell and George Macdonald Fraser.

			There is a bias towards recollections from 1800 onwards, because for the past two centuries writers have expressed themselves in words that strike a more responsive chord with modern readers than do earlier chroniclers. Soldiers have assuredly talked to each other in the same expletive-undeleted language throughout history, from Gideon’s and Leonidas’ Three Hundreds, through the armies of Henry V and Cromwell, to the twenty-first century. But successive generations compiled very different records: early accounts are, to our eyes, less intimate, more opaque. The two world wars generated the richest reminiscences, because they swept into armies millions of citizens more articulate than most professional soldiers, some being possessed of literary brilliance. Wherever possible, I favour stories recounted by contemporaries, though it is doubtful that the writer of the book of Joshua witnessed the fall of Jericho, if such an event even took place. The biblical quotations are taken from the King James I edition, because the beauty of its language is irresistible.

			Dr Johnson quoted a French savant who noted that ‘there are many puerilities in war’. Most of those who fight are young, and thus the spirit of armies is distilled from a mingling of soldiers’ physical vigour and intellectual immaturity with their licences to kill and opportunities to die. Some familiar stories, such as those of Joan of Arc and Sir John Moore at Corunna, are included. Others, however, such as Michael Strachan’s vignette of Col. J. Enoch Powell in 1943 North Africa and Rory Stewart’s 2004 experience of Iraq, may come fresh. There is a rich infusion of tales from the Peninsula, because the campaign yielded so many memoirs. I have omitted or included only brief passages about several remarkable characters – for instance, Marcellin Marbot, Joshua Lawrence Chamberlain, Gustavus Burnaby – whom I explored in my earlier book Warriors. Rather than citing the highest authorities, I draw upon writers and narratives that have stirred my own imagination over a lifetime. Modern scholars scorn – for instance – C. V. Wedgwood’s writings on the English Civil Wars, those of Cecil Woodham-Smith about the Crimea, and Barbara Tuchman’s big books. Would that the dismissive academics wrote a fraction so well! All three women were brilliant narrative historians who have been my faithful companions for sixty years. I likewise include several of Elizabeth Longford’s vignettes of Wellington. Her account of the June 1815 Duchess of Richmond’s ball before Waterloo, that glittering ‘revelry by night’, is more vivid than that of any other writer I know, save Byron and Thackeray.

			My purpose is to sound notes that ring true about the warrior’s condition. The pervasive thesis is that of Lord Tedder, Eisenhower’s 1944–5 Deputy Supreme Commander in NW Europe: ‘War is organized confusion.’ Early pages emphasize the doings of the great, because posterity is informed about them: we possess hundreds of pages of Caesar’s shamelessly self-serving writings, almost none from his legionaries. Later passages tell us more about humble folk – for example, Private William Wheeler in the Napoleonic wars: once the poor became widely literate, they too compiled records such as do not survive from earlier times. Some of the contributors loomed large in my own life. Nicholas Tomalin, who wrote a black comic account of a 1966 helicopter ride in Vietnam with an American general, was a close friend and brilliant war correspondent, killed on the Golan Heights in 1973, a few miles from where I was myself watching the Israelis fighting for their lives against the Syrians. Professor Sir Michael Howard OM CH MC, who died in 2019, was a lifelong mentor who profoundly influenced my view of history, and indeed of everything. Other historians whose work is represented here are admired friends such as Rick Atkinson and Antony Beevor; the late John Keegan and Ronald Lewin. My father was editing the old Strand Magazine when, in 1949, a reader sent him the priceless bundle of Private Wheeler’s letters, found in an attic, which The Strand then brought before the world.

			A significant portion of the stories below, especially the early ones, appeared in my 1985 anthology the Oxford Book of Military Anecdotes. Since that book is long out of print, it would have been perverse to omit gems featured in it. I have, however, re-edited and abridged all the entries for this volume, which emphasizes more recent reading. Men, like it or not, have dominated military affairs throughout most of history, as Margaret MacMillan reminds us in her penetrating study War, based on her 2018 Reith Lectures. There were formidable warrior queens and chieftains, but until the twenty-first century only a tiny number of women – for example, the ‘abosi’ of Dahomey, some World War II partisans and snipers of the Red Army – killed people with their own hands. Instead, they bore a disproportionate share of war’s victimhood. In the past few decades, however, they have played increasingly important roles as protagonists on the world’s battlefields, and I include examples of their experiences. An editor who compiles such a collection as this a century hence will be able to draw upon many more women warriors’ stories.

			The British Army has a longstanding tradition of professing to make war with a light heart, a practice that sometimes bewilders our American allies, wary of soldiers who make too many jokes. Field-Marshal Lord Carver described to me an encounter in June 1944 amid the Normandy bloodbaths, in which he commanded an armoured regiment. He was receiving orders when Brigadier Robert ‘Looney’ Hinde suddenly broke off and peered intently at the ground beneath him. Carver, under considerable stress, not to say German shellfire, suggested that Hinde should finish the briefing. His eccentric superior responded: ‘Shut up, Mike! You can fight a battle every day, but you could go the rest of your life without seeing a caterpillar like this! Somebody find me a matchbox.’ It is hard to imagine a modern general daring to indulge himself so.

			Soldiers like to clothe their trade in a fancy dress of words that include honour and chivalry, but the history of wars is, in the last analysis, an account of humankind’s efforts to kill each other. The reader of this literary march-past should discern a change of pace or mood as the centuries succeed each other, becoming most pronounced in our own, which some are calling the Post-Heroic Age. It has become unfashionable, and surely rightly so, to treat war as a sport to amuse adventurous young men, as did medieval knights and many of Wellington’s officers. Modern soldiers’ accounts of Iraq and Afghanistan are rich in tales of horror and derring-do, but include far less laughter. This may partly be because ‘wars among the people’ are especially replete with tragedies, examples of which are recorded here. Also, I believe that the pandemic spread of UAVs – drones; improvised explosive devices – mines; and other technology for remote killing as a substitute for clashes between soldier and soldier makes combat seem less rewarding, more unambiguously terrifying, for even the most adventurous of participants.

			A change has also taken place in the chronicling of conflict. Obscenities have punctuated soldiers’ speech since the beginning of time, but for two millennia writers omitted them from published narratives. In the past few decades, however, starting around Vietnam time, a consensus has emerged that memoirs and histories lack authenticity unless four-letter words are spelt out, sometimes in the same profusion as semi-literate soldiers use them. I regret this, but bow to its reality.

			I have resisted reprising stories that appear in my own works. The only exceptions are the account of Montrose’s 1645 triumph at Inverlochy, because my biography of Charles I’s lieutenant-general in Scotland is long and deservedly out of print; and my experience on the last day of the 1982 Falklands War, a fond memory, because I came home afterwards unscathed … as many better men and women in all wars do not.

			MAX HASTINGS

			Chilton Foliat, West Berkshire, February 2021

		

		
			SOLDIERS: GREAT STORIES OF WAR AND PEACE

			1.

			Even those who found Religious Studies unrewarding at school never forget the bloodcurdling Old Testament military history we all learned. The following incident took place during the Jewish conquest of Canaan, around 1400 BC, for which the Bible offers the only evidence.

			Now Jericho was straitly shut up because of the children of Israel; none went out, and none came in. And the Lord said unto Joshua, See, I have given into thine hand Jericho, and the king thereof, and the mighty men of valour. And ye shall compass the city, all ye men of war, and go round about the city once. Thus shalt thou do six days. And seven priests shall bear before the ark seven trumpets of rams’ horns: and the seventh day ye shall compass the city seven times, and the priests shall blow with the trumpets. And it shall come to pass, that when they make a long blast with the ram’s horn, and when ye hear the sound of the trumpet, all the people shall shout with a great shout; and the wall of the city shall fall down flat, and the people shall ascend up every man straight before him.

			And Joshua the son of Nun called the priests, and said unto them, Take up the ark of the covenant, and let seven priests bear seven trumpets of rams’ horns before the ark of the Lord. And it came to pass, when Joshua had spoken unto the people, that the seven priests bearing the seven trumpets of rams’ horns passed on before the Lord, and blew with the trumpets: and the ark of the covenant of the Lord followed them.

			And Joshua had commanded the people, saying, Ye shall not shout, nor make any noise with your voice, neither shall any word proceed out of your mouth, until the day I bid you shout. So they did six days. And on the seventh day, they rose early about the dawning of the day, and compassed the city after the same manner seven times. And at the seventh time, when the priests blew with the trumpets, Joshua said unto the people, Shout; for the Lord hath given you the city. And the city shall be accursed, even it, and all that are therein, to the Lord: only Rahab the harlot shall live, she and all that are with her in the house, because she hid the messengers that we sent. So the people shouted when the priests blew with the trumpets: and when the people heard the sound of the trumpet, and the wall fell down flat, so that the people went up into the city, every man straight before him, and they took the city.

			And they utterly destroyed all that was in the city, both man and woman, young and old, and ox, and sheep, and ass, with the edge of the sword. But Joshua had said unto the two men that had spied out the country, Go into the harlot’s house, and bring out thence the woman, and all that she hath, as ye sware unto her. And they burnt the city with fire, and all that was therein: only the silver, and the gold, and the vessels of brass and of iron, they put into the treasury of the house of the Lord. And Joshua saved Rahab the harlot alive, and her father’s household, and all that she had; and she dwelleth in Israel even unto this day; because she hid the messengers, which Joshua sent to spy out Jericho.

			Joshua 6

			2.

			The modern Israeli army regards Gideon, who fought his battles around 1100 BC, as founding father of its special forces.

			Then Gideon, and all the people that were with him, rose up early, and pitched beside the well of Harod: so that the host of the Midianites were on the north side of them. And the Lord said unto Gideon, The people that are with thee are too many for me to give the Midianites into their hands, lest Israel vaunt themselves against me, saying, Mine own hand hath saved me. Now therefore go to, proclaim in the ears of the people, saying, Whosoever is fearful and afraid, let him return and depart early from mount Gilead. And there returned of the people twenty and two thousand; and there remained ten thousand.

			And the Lord said unto Gideon, The people are yet too many; bring them down unto the water, and I will try them for thee there. So he brought down the people unto the water: and the Lord said unto Gideon, Every one that lappeth of the water with his tongue, as a dog lappeth, him shalt thou set by himself; likewise every one that boweth down upon his knees to drink. And the number of them that lapped, putting their hand to their mouth, were three hundred men: but all the rest of the people bowed down upon their knees to drink water.

			And the Lord said unto Gideon, By the three hundred men that lapped will I save you, and deliver the Midianites into thine hand: and let all the other people go every man unto his place. So the people took victuals in their hand, and their trumpets: and he sent all the rest of Israel every man unto his tent. And it came to pass the same night, that the Lord said unto him, Arise, get thee down unto the host; for I have delivered it into thine hand.

			And the Midianites and the Amalekites and all the children of the east lay along in the valley like grasshoppers for multitude; and their camels were without number, as the sand by the sea side for multitude. And when Gideon was come, behold, there was a man that told a dream unto his fellow, and said, Behold, I dreamed a dream, and, lo, a cake of barley bread tumbled into the host of Midian, and came unto a tent, and smote it that it fell, and overturned it, that the tent lay along. And his fellow answered and said, this is nothing else save the sword of Gideon the son of Joash, a man of Israel: for into his hand hath God delivered Midian, and all the host.

			And it was so, when Gideon heard the telling of the dream, and the interpretation thereof, that he worshipped, and returned into the host of Israel, and said, Arise; for the Lord hath delivered into your hand the host of Midian. And he divided the three hundred men into three companies, and he put a trumpet in every man’s hand, with empty pitchers, and lamps within the pitchers. And he said unto them, Look on me, and do likewise: and, behold, when I come to the outside of the camp, it shall be that, as I do, so shall ye do.

			When I blow with a trumpet, then blow ye the trumpets also on every side of all the camp, and say, The sword of the Lord, and of Gideon. So Gideon, and the hundred men that were with him, came unto the outside of the camp in the beginning of the middle watch. And the three companies blew the trumpets and brake the pitchers, and held the lamps in their left hands, and the trumpets in their right hands to blow withal: and they cried, The sword of the Lord, and of Gideon. And all the host ran, and cried, and fled. And the three hundred blew the trumpets, and the Lord set every man’s sword against his fellow: and the host fled to Beth-shittah in Zererath, and to the border of Abelmeholah.

			Judges 7

			3.

			The most famous military anecdote in the Bible, describing an alleged encounter c.1000 BC, which strikes a chord with modern Western commanders struggling to conduct counter-insurgency campaigns in body armour against barefoot adversaries.

			And there went a champion out of the camp of the Philistines, named Goliath of Gath, whose height was six cubits and a span. And he had a helmet of brass upon his head, and he was armed with a coat of mail, and the weight of the coat was five thousand shekels of brass. And he had greaves of brass upon his legs, and a target of brass between his shoulders. And the staff of his spear was like a weaver’s beam; and his spear’s head weighed six hundred shekels of iron, and one bearing a shield went before him. And he stood and cried unto the armies of Israel, Why are ye come to set your battle in array? am not I a Philistine, and ye servants to Saul? choose you a man for you – and let him come down to me. If he be able to fight with me, and to kill me, then will we be your servants – but if I prevail against him, then shall ye be our servants, and serve us.

			When Saul and all Israel heard those words of the Philistine, they were dismayed and greatly afraid. Now David was the son of that Ephraimite of Bethlehem-judah, whose name was Jesse. And David was the youngest; and the three eldest followed Saul. But David went and returned from Saul to feed his father’s sheep at Bethlehem. And the Philistine drew near morning and evening, and presented himself forty days. And Jesse said unto David his son, Take now for thy brethren an ephah of this parched corn, and these ten loaves, and run to the camp to thy brethren; and carry these ten cheeses unto the captain of their thousand, and look how thy brethren fare.

			And David rose up early in the morning, and left the sheep with a keeper – and he came to the trench as the host was going forth to the fight, and shouted for the battle. And David left his carriage in the hand of the keeper of the carriage, and ran into the army, and came and saluted his brethren. And as he talked with them, behold, there came up the champion, the Philistine of Gath, Goliath by name, out of the armies of the Philistines, and spake according to the same words. And all the men of Israel fled from him, and were sore afraid.

			And David spake to the men that stood by him, saying, What shall be done to the man that killeth this Philistine, and taketh away the reproach from Israel? For who is this uncircumcized Philistine, that he should defy the armies of the living God? And Eliab his eldest brother heard when he spake unto the men; and Eliab’s anger was kindled against David, and he said, Why camest thou down hither? and with whom hast thou left those few sheep in the wilderness? I know thy pride, and the naughtiness of thine heart; for thou art come down that thou mightest see the battle.

			And David said, What have I now done? Is there not a cause? And David said to Saul, Let no man’s heart fail because of him – thy servant will go and fight the Philistine. And Saul said to David, Thou art not able to go against this Philistine to fight with him; for thou art but a youth, and he a man of war. And David said unto Saul, Thy servant kept his father’s sheep, and there came a lion, and a bear, and took a lamb out of the flock – And I went out after him, and smote him, and delivered it out of his mouth; and when he arose against me, I caught him by his beard, and smote him, and slew him. The Lord that delivered me out of the paw of the lion, and out of the paw of the bear, he will deliver me out of the hand of this Philistine.

			And Saul armed David with his armour, and he put an helmet of brass upon his head; also he armed him with a coat of mail. And David said unto Saul, I cannot go with these – for I have not proved them. And David put them off him. And he took his staff in his hand, and chose him five smooth stones out of the brook, and put them in a shepherd’s bag which he had, even in a scrip – and his sling was in his hand, and he drew near to the Philistine. And the Philistine came on and drew near unto David – and the man that bare the shield went before him. And when the Philistine looked about, and saw David, he disdained him; for he was but a youth, and ruddy, and of a fair countenance. And the Philistine said unto David, Am I a dog, that thou comest to me with staves? And the Philistine cursed David by his gods.

			And the Philistine said unto David, Come to me, and I will give thy flesh unto the fowls of the air, and to the beasts of the field. Then said David to the Philistine, Thou comest to me with a sword, and with a spear, and with a shield – but I come to thee in the name of the Lord of hosts, the God of the armies of Israel, whom thou hast defied. This day will the Lord deliver thee into mine hand; and I will smite thee, and take thine head from thee; and I will give the carcases of the host of the Philistines this day unto the fowls of the air, and to the wild beasts of the earth; that all the earth may know that there is a God in Israel.

			And it came to pass, when the Philistine arose, and came and drew nigh to meet David, that David hasted, and ran to meet the Philistine. And David put his hand in his bag, and took thence a stone, and slang it, and smote the Philistine in his forehead, that the stone sunk into his forehead, and he fell upon his face to the earth. Therefore David ran, and stood upon the Philistine, and took his sword, and drew it out of the sheath thereof, and slew him, and cut off his head therewith. And when the Philistines saw their champion was dead, they fled. And the men of Israel and of Judah arose, and shouted, and pursued the Philistines, until they came to the valley and to the gates of Ekron.

			1 Samuel 17

			4.

			Herodotus the Greek (c.484–425 BC) compiled one of the earliest significant records of the past. His Histories constitute a mingling of fact and fable, a compilation of oral traditions. Archaeologists’ recent researches on the Eurasian Steppes, and especially the 2019 discovery near Voronezh of a mass grave of warrior women adorned with golden headdresses, lend a gossamer wisp of credibility to this fairy tale.

			In the war between the Greeks and the Amazons, the Greeks, after their victory at the river Thermodon, sailed off in three ships with as many Amazons on board as they had succeeded in taking alive. Once at sea, the women murdered their captors, but, as they had no knowledge of boats and were unable to handle either rudder or sail or oar, they soon found themselves, when the men were done for, at the mercy of wind and wave, and were blown to Cremni – the Cliffs – on Lake Maeotis, a place within the territory of the free Scythians. Here they got ashore and made their way inland.

			The first thing they fell in with was a herd of horses grazing; these they seized, and, mounting on their backs, rode off in search of loot. The Scythians could not understand what was happening and were at a loss to know where the marauders had come from, as their dress, speech, and nationality were strange to them. Thinking, however, that they were young men, they fought in defence of their property, and discovered from the bodies which came into their possession after the battle that they were women.

			The discovery gave a new direction to their plans; they decided to make no further attempt to kill the invaders, but to send out a detachment of their youngest men, about equal in number to the Amazons, with orders to camp near them and take their cue from whatever the Amazons then did: if they pursued them, they were not to fight, but to give ground; then, when the pursuit was abandoned, they were once again to encamp within easy range. The motive behind this policy was the Scythians’ desire to get children by the Amazons. The detachment of young men obeyed their orders, and the Amazons, realizing that they meant no harm, did not attempt to molest them, with the result that every day the two camps drew a little closer together. Neither party had anything but their weapons and their horses, and both lived the same sort of life, hunting and plundering.

			Towards midday the Amazons used to scatter and go off to some little distance in ones and twos to ease themselves, and the Scythians, when they noticed this, followed suit; until one of them, coming upon an Amazon girl all by herself, began to make advances to her. She, nothing loth, gave him what he wanted, and then told him by signs (being unable to express her meaning in words, as neither understood the other’s language) to return on the following day with a friend, making it clear that there must be two men, and that she herself would bring another girl. The young man then left her and told the others what had happened, and on the next day took a friend to the same spot, where he found his Amazon waiting for him and another one with her.

			Having learnt of their success, the rest of the young Scythians soon succeeded in getting the Amazons to submit to their wishes. The two camps were then united, and Amazons and Scythians lived together, every man keeping as his wife the woman whose favours he had first enjoyed. The men could not learn the women’s language, but the women succeeded in picking up the men’s; so when they could understand one another, the Scythians made the following proposal: ‘We’, they said, ‘have parents and property. Let us give up our present way of life and return to live with our people. We will keep you as our wives and not take any others.’ The Amazons replied: ‘We and the women of your nation could never live together; our ways are too much at variance. We are riders; our business is with the bow and the spear, and we know nothing of women’s work; but in your country no woman has anything to do with such things – your women stay at home in their waggons occupied with feminine tasks, and never go out to hunt or for any other purpose.

			‘We could not possibly agree. If, however, you wish to keep us for your wives and to behave as honourable men, go and get from your parents the share of property which is due to you, and then let us go off and live by ourselves.’ The young men agreed to this, and when they came back, each with his portion of the family possessions, the Amazons said: ‘We dread the prospect of settling down here, for we have done much damage to the country by our raids, and we have robbed you of your parents. Look now – if you think fit to keep us for your wives, let us get out of the country altogether and settle somewhere on the other side of the Tanais.’

			Once again the Scythians agreed, so they crossed the Tanais and travelled east for three days, and then north, for another three, from Lake Maeotis, until they reached the country where they are today, and settled there. Ever since the women of the Sauromatae have kept to their old ways, riding to the hunt on horseback sometimes with, sometimes without, their menfolk, taking part in war and wearing the same clothes as men. The language of these people is the Scythian, but it has always been a corrupt form of it because the Amazons were never able to learn to speak it properly. They have a marriage law which forbids a girl to marry until she has killed an enemy in battle; some of their women, unable to fulfil this condition, grow old and die in spinsterhood.

			Herodotus

			5.

			A legend of the sixth century BC, on which Macaulay based the epic poem that nineteenth- and twentieth-century schoolboys learned. Every general in history has urged his soldiers to embrace Horatius’s words, ‘And how can man die better than facing fearful odds/for the ashes of his Fathers and the temples of his Gods?’, though only a small, heroic minority ever agree.

			The Tarquins, deposed regal family of Rome, fled to Lars Porsena, king of Clusium. There, with advice and entreaties, they besought him not to suffer them, who were descended from the Etrurians and of the same blood and name, to live in exile and poverty; and advised him not to let this practice of expelling kings from Rome to pass unpunished. Porsena, thinking it would be an honour to the Tuscans that there should be a king at Rome, marched with an army. Never before had such terror seized the Senate, so powerful was the state of Clusium at the time, and so great the renown of Porsena.

			Some parts of the city seemed secured by the walls, others by the River Tiber. The Sublician Bridge well-nigh afforded a passage to the enemy, had there not been one man, Horatius Cocles, who happening to be posted on guard at the bridge, when he saw the Janiculum taken by a sudden assault and the enemy pouring down thence at full speed, and that his own party, in terror and confusion, were abandoning their arms and ranks. Laying hold of them one by one, standing in their way and appealing to the faith of gods and men, he declared that their flight would avail them nothing if they deserted their posts.

			He charged them to demolish the bridge by sword, by fire, or by any means whatever; declaring that he would stand the shock of the enemy as far as could be done by one man. He then advanced to the first entrance of the bridge, and faced about to engage the foe hand to hand, and by his surprising bravery he terrified the enemy. Two indeed remained with him from a sense of shame: Sp. Lartius and T. Herminius, men eminent for their birth, and renowned for their gallant exploits.

			But as they who demolished the bridge called upon them to retire, he obliged them also to withdraw to a place of safety on a small portion of the bridge that was still left. Then casting his stern eyes toward the officers of the Etrurians in a threatening manner, he now challenged them singly, and then reproached them, slaves of haughty tyrants who came to oppress the liberty of others. They hesitated for a time, looking round one at the other, to begin the fight; shame then put the army in motion, and a shout being raised, they hurled weapons from all sides at their single adversary; and when they all stuck in his upraised shield, and he with no less obstinacy kept possession of the bridge, they endeavoured to thrust him down from it by one push, when the crash of the falling bridge was heard, and at the same time a shout of the Romans, raised for joy at having completed their purpose, checked their ardour with sudden panic.

			Then said Cocles: ‘Holy Father Tiber, I pray thee, receive these arms, and this thy soldier, in thy propitious stream.’ Armed as he was, he leaped into the Tiber, and amid showers of darts, swam across safe to his party, having dared an act which is likely to obtain with posterity more fame than credit. The state was grateful for such valour; a statue was erected to him in the Comitium, and as much land given to him as he could plough in one day.

			Livy

			6.

			Marching upon Greece in 480 BC, the army of Xerxes I (519–465 BC) witnessed an eclipse at the crossing of the Hellespont. The king was satisfied by the assurances of the soothsayers that this augured evil to his Greek enemies, not to himself. But others were less convinced.

			The army had not gone far when Pythius the Lydian, in alarm at the sign from heaven, was emboldened to come to Xerxes with a request. ‘Master,’ he said, ‘there is a favour I should like you to grant me – a small thing, indeed, for you to perform, but to me of great importance, should you consent to do so.’ Xerxes agreed to grant it and told Pythius to say what he wanted. This generous answer raised Pythius’ hopes, and he said, ‘My lord, I have five sons, and it happens that every one of them is serving in your army. I am an old man, Sire, and I beg you in pity to release from service the eldest, to care for me and my property. Take the other four – and may you return with your purpose accomplished.’

			Xerxes was furious. ‘You miserable fellow,’ he cried, ‘have you the face to mention your son, when I am marching to the war against Greece with my sons, brothers, kinsmen and friends – you, my slave, whose duty it was to come with me with every member of your house, including your wife? Your punishment will be less than your impudence deserves. Yourself and four of your sons are saved; but you shall pay with the life of the fifth, whom you cling to most.’ Xerxes at once gave orders to find Pythius’ eldest son, cut him in half and lay the two halves one on each side of the road, for the army to march out between them.

			Herodotus

			7.

			As Xerxes’ 100,000 marched south, the main body of the Greek army retired beyond the Isthmus of Corinth, leaving a rearguard of three hundred at the Pass of Thermopylae, commanded by Leonidas of Sparta. What followed created one of the most influential myths or legends in Western culture.

			The Greeks at Thermopylae had their first warning of the death that was coming with the dawn from the seer Megistias, who read their doom in the victims of sacrifice; deserters, too, had come in during the night with news of the Persian movement to take them in the rear. Moreover, just as day was breaking, the pickets had come running down from the hills. A conference was held, at which opinions proved divided, some officers urging that they must on no account abandon their position; others taking the opposite view. The outcome was that the army divided: some men dispersed, setting out for their various homes. Others made ready to stand with Leonidas.

			Another account suggests that Leonidas himself dismissed a part of his force, to spare their lives, but thought it unbecoming for his own Spartans to quit the position which they had come to hold. I myself incline to think that he dismissed those whom he realized that had no heart for the fight, were unwilling to accept their share of the peril; meanwhile, honour forbade that he himself should go. And indeed, by remaining at his position he left a great name behind him, and Sparta did not forfeit her wealth, as might otherwise have happened; for at the commencement of the war the Spartans had been told by the oracle which they consulted, that either their city must be laid waste by foreign foes, or one of their kings must be killed.

			I believe it was the memory of this prophecy, combined with his desire to lay up for the Spartans a treasure of fame in which no other city should share, that caused Leonidas to dismiss those troops. Moreover, I am strongly supported in this view by the evidence of Megistias, the seer from Acarnania who foretold the coming doom by his inspection of the sacrificial victims. This man was with the army, and was directly ordered by Leonidas to quit Thermopylae, to preserve him. But he refused to go, sending away instead an only son.

			In the morning Xerxes poured a libation to the rising sun, then waited till about the time the marketplaces fill, when he began to move forward. As the Persian army launched its assault, the Greeks, knowing that the fight would be their last, pressed forward into the wider part of the pass. Many of the invaders fell; behind them the Persian company commanders plied their whips, driving the men remorselessly on. Many fell into the sea and were drowned, and still more were trampled to death by their friends. No one could count the dead. The Greeks, who knew that the enemy were on their way round by the mountain track and that death was inevitable, fought with reckless desperation. By this time most of their spears were broken, and they were killing Persians with their swords.

			Leonidas fell, having fought like a man indeed. Many distinguished Spartans were killed at his side – I have familiarized myself with their names, and indeed those of all the three hundred, because they deserve to be remembered. Amongst the Persian dead, too, were many men of high distinction – for instance, two brothers of Xerxes, Habrocomes and Hyperanthes. There was a bitter struggle over the body of Leonidas; four times the Greeks drove the enemy off, and at last by their valour succeeded in dragging it away. So the contest went on, until the Greeks withdrew into the narrow neck of the pass, behind their walls, and took up a position in a single compact body – all except the Thebans on the little hill at the entrance to the pass, where the stone lion in memory of Leonidas stands today.

			Here they resisted to the last, with their swords, if they had them, and, if not, with their hands and teeth, until the Persians, advancing frontally over the ruins of the wall and also closing in from behind, finally overwhelmed them. Of all the Spartans and Thespians who fought so valiantly on that day, the most signal proof of courage was given by the Spartan Dieneces. It is said that before the battle he was told by a native of Trachis that, when the Persians loosed their arrows, these were so numerous that they hid the sun. Dieneces, however, unmoved by the thought of the terrible strength of the Persian army, merely remarked: ‘This is pleasant news that the stranger from Trachis brings us: for if the Persians hide the sun, we shall have our battle in the shade.’

			After Dieneces the greatest distinction was won by two Spartan brothers, Alpheus and Maron, the sons of Orsiphantus; and of the Thespians a certain Dithyrambous, the son of Harmatides. The dead were buried where they fell. Over them is this inscription: Four thousand here from Pelops’ land against three million once did stand. The Spartans have a special epitaph; it runs:

			Go tell the Spartans, you who read:

			We followed their orders, and are dead.

			Herodotus

			8.

			Until the twentieth century, loot was recognized as the legitimate perquisite of every conquering army. An extravagant example was the garnering after the 5 November 333 BC battle at Issus, in Anatolia. King Alexander III of Macedon (356–323 BC) – the Great – had succeeded his father at the age of twenty. Three years later, he gained one of his greatest victories, over Darius of Persia. The spoils, both material and human, almost defied imagination.

			Even in his camp, Darius had encumbered himself with riches and paraphernalia, though these were only a foretaste of what lay abandoned at his base in Damascus. The Macedonians had plundered all that was to hand, reserving the royal tent for the man who now deserved it, so that when Alexander returned at midnight, bloodstained and muddied, expressing a wish to wash off his sweat in Darius’s bath, they could lead him forwards to his rightful prize, a Companion reminding him that Darius’s bath was in future to be known as Alexander’s. On the threshold of the royal tent, Alexander stood surprised, struck by a sight which no young man from Pella could ever have imagined to be true: When he saw the bowls, pitchers, tubs and caskets, all of gold, most exquisitely worked and set in a chamber which breathed a marvellous scent of incense and spices, when he passed through into a tent whose size and height were no less remarkable, whose sofas and tables were even laid for his dinner, then he looked long and hard at his companions and remarked: ‘This, it would seem, is to be a King.’

			But there is more to kingship than its treasures. Alexander was tired; he wanted his bath and dinner; he was limping from a dagger-wound in his thigh which court gossip attributed to a thrust from King Darius himself. And yet he was perturbed by the sound of ladies wailing close to where he stood, and was told that these were Darius’s wife, mother and children, weeping for the king whom they believed to be dead. Promptly, Alexander sent a companion, Leonnatus, to reassure them and to tell them, perhaps in Persian, that Darius lived, though his cloak and weapons had been captured in his chariot: Alexander would grant them royal state and the continuing rank of Queen.

			The following morning, Alexander summoned Hephaistion and went to visit his royal captives. When they entered her tent, it was said, the Queen Mother did obeisance to Hephaistion, mistaking him for Alexander as he seemed so plainly the taller of the two. Hephaistion recoiled and an attendant corrected her; she stood back, flustered at her mistake. Alexander had the tact to cope with a lady’s embarrassment: ‘No mistake,’ he replied, ‘for he too is an Alexander.’ Then, he complimented Darius’s wife on her six-year-old son and confirmed the ladies’ privileges, presenting them with dresses and jewellery and giving them leave to bury their Persian dead; they were to live unmolested in quarters of their own, honour being paid to their beauty. Once more, Alexander had shown himself able to respect feminine nobility; his captives could have been valuable hostages, but he never used them for political bargaining, and not for nine years did he marry Darius’s daughter.

			Respect for captive royalty had a long history in the ancient East, and Alexander was not the man to betray it; the Persian Queen Mother, especially, came to recognize his kindness. His army were shown this quality in his own inimitable way. Despite his wound, he went round all the other wounded and talked to them; he collected the dead and buried them magnificently with his army arrayed in their full battle-finery; he had a word of congratulation for all whom he himself had seen distinguishing themselves particularly bravely or whose valour he heard from agreed reports: with extra presents of money, he honoured them all according to their deserts. That is the way to lead one’s men.

			The royal tent and the royal family were not the sum of Alexander’s reward. Parmenion was sent to Damascus with orders to capture the treasures; the guards surrendered him 2,600 talents of coin and 500 pounds of silver, unminted as was the Great King’s practice. The coin alone equalled one year’s revenue from Philip’s Macedonia, and sufficed for all debts of army pay and six months’ wages; 7,000 valuable pack-animals heaved it back to the main camp. Parmenion further reported that ‘329 female musicians, 306 different cooks, 13 pastry chefs, 70 wine waiters and 40 scent makers’ had been captured. With them came two more personal prizes, the first being the precious casket in which Alexander, after much debate, decided to store his copy of the Iliad, the second the Persian lady Barsine, some thirty years old, with an attractive family history. She had been married first to Memnon’s brother, then to Memnon himself, and was thus brought up to a Greek way of life.

			She was the daughter of the respected Persian satrap Artabazus, who was of royal blood on his mother’s side, and she had taken refuge at Philip’s Pella some twenty years earlier when her father was exiled from Asia Minor. Barsine met Alexander when he was a boy. ‘On Parmenion’s advice,’ wrote Aristobulus, ‘Alexander attached himself to this well-mannered and beautiful noblewoman.’ It was a fitting climax to what may have been a childhood friendship, and Alexander retained his first bilingual mistress for the next five years.

			Robin Lane Fox

			9.

			Pyrrhus, Greek king of Epirus (319–272 BC), aspired to emulate Alexander the Great, but was unable to translate his considerable military talents into secure political power. In 280 BC, he fought alongside the Tarentines against Rome, and defeated the consul Laevinus at Heraclea. Legend holds that 15,000 men died in the battle, which contributed a lasting memorial of the king to Western figures of speech.

			Pyrrhus said to one who was congratulating him on his victory, ‘If we are victorious in one more battle with the Romans, we shall be utterly ruined.’

			Plutarch

			10.

			Hannibal Barca (247–183 BC), the Carthaginian general who has been called ‘the father of strategy’, crossed the Alps in 218 BC, his army led by its war elephants.

			Wherever they went they rendered the army safe from the enemy, because men unacquainted with such animals were afraid of approaching too nearly. On the ninth day they came to a summit, chiefly through places trackless; and after many mistakes of their way, which were caused either by the treachery of the guides, or, when they were not trusted, by entering valleys at random. For two days they remained encamped on the summit; and rest was given to the soldiers, exhausted with toil and fighting: and several beasts of burden, which had fallen down among the rocks, arrived at the camp. A fall of snow, it being now the season of the setting of the constellation of the Pleiades, caused great fear to the soldiers, already worn out with so many hardships. On the standards being moved forward at daybreak, when the army proceeded slowly over all places entirely blocked up with snow, languor and despair were apparent in the countenances of all.

			Hannibal, having advanced before the standards, ordered the soldiers to halt on a certain eminence, whence there was a prospect far and wide. He pointed out to them Italy and the plains of the Po, lying beneath the mountains. He said that ‘they were now surmounting not only the ramparts of Italy, but also of the city of Rome; that the rest of the march would be smooth and downhill; that after one, or, at most, a second battle, they would have the citadel and capital of Italy in their power and possession’. The army then began to advance, the enemy not interfering beyond petty scavenging, as opportunity offered. But the journey proved much more difficult than it had been in the ascent, as the declivity of the Alps being generally shorter on the side of Italy is consequently steeper; so that neither those who made the least stumble could prevent themselves from falling, nor, when fallen, remain in the same place, but rolled, both men and beasts of burden, one upon another.

			They then came to a rock much more narrow, and formed of such perpendicular ledges, that a light-armed soldier, carefully making the attempt, and clinging with his hands to the bushes and roots around, could with difficulty lower himself down. The ground, very steep by nature, had been broken by a recent landslip into a precipice of nearly a thousand feet in depth. Here when the cavalry had halted, as if at the end of their journey, it was reported to Hannibal, that the rock was impassable. Having gone himself to view the place, it seemed clear to him that he must lead his army round it, by however great a circuit, through the pathless and untrodden regions around.

			But this route also proved impracticable; there was a wretched struggle, both on account of the slippery ice not affording any hold to the step, and giving way beneath the foot more readily by reason of the slope; and whether they assisted themselves in rising by their hands or their knees, their supports themselves giving way, they would tumble again; nor were there any stumps or roots near, by pressing against which, a man might with hand or foot support himself; so that they floundered on the smooth ice and amid the melted snow.

			The beasts of burden sometimes also cut into this lower ice by merely treading upon it, at others they broke it completely through, by the violence with which they struck their hoofs in their struggling, so that most of them, as if taken in a trap, stuck in the hardened and deeply frozen ice. At length, after the men and beasts had been fatigued to no purpose, a camp was pitched on the summit, the ground being cleared for that purpose with great difficulty, so much snow was there to be dug out and carried away. The soldiers being then set to make a way down the cliff, by which alone a passage could be effected, and it being necessary that they should cut through the rocks, having felled and lopped a number of large trees which grew around, they made a huge pile of timber; and as soon as a strong wind fit for exciting the flames arose, they set fire to it, and, pouring vinegar on the heated stones, they rendered them soft and crumbling. They then opened a way with iron tools through the rock thus heated by the fire, and softened its declivities by gentle windings, so that not only the beasts of burden, but also the elephants could be led down it.

			Four days were spent about this rock, the beasts nearly perishing through hunger: for the summits of the mountains are for the most part bare, and if there is any pasture the snows bury it. They then descended into the plains, the country and the dispositions of the inhabitants being now less rugged. In this manner they came to Italy in the fifth month after leaving New Carthage, having crossed the Alps in fifteen days.

			Livy

			11.

			Under the Romans’ system, by which each of the two ruling consuls commanded their army on alternate days, the plebeian Terentius Varro took the decision to attack Hannibal at Cannae (3 August 216 BC), in south-eastern Italy, against the advice of his patrician colleague Lucius Aemilius, with disastrous results. Close to 50,000 of the Romans and their allies are alleged to have been killed. The victory confirmed Hannibal as one of history’s great captains. Among the vanquished Varro escaped, but his fellow consul was left wounded on the stricken field.

			Cn. Lentulus, a military tribune, saw, as he rode by, the consul covered with blood sitting on a boulder. ‘Lucius Aemilius,’ he said, ‘the one man whom the gods must hold guiltless of this day’s disaster, take this horse while you have still some strength left, and I can lift you into the saddle and keep by your side to protect you. Do not make this day of battle still more fatal by a consul’s death, there are enough tears and mourning without that.’ The consul replied: ‘Long may you live to do brave deeds, Cornelius, but do not waste in useless pity the few moments left in which to escape from the hands of the enemy. Go, announce publicly to the Senate that they must fortify Rome and make its defence strong before the victorious enemy approaches, and tell Q. Fabius [the great delayer – ‘Cunctator’] privately that I have ever remembered his precepts in life and in death. Suffer me to breathe my last among my slaughtered soldiers, let me not have to defend myself again when I am no longer consul, or appear as the accuser of my colleague and protect my innocence by throwing the guilt on another.’ During this conversation a crowd of fugitives came suddenly upon them, followed by the enemy, who, not recognizing the consul, overwhelmed him in a shower of missiles. Lentulus escaped on horseback in the confusion.

			Livy

			12.

			Archimedes, the Greek inventor and mathematician (c. 287–212 BC), was among the inhabitants of Syracuse when the city was besieged by Claudius Marcellus in 213 BC and set his genius to design artillery for the garrison.

			Archimedes began to ply his engines, and shot against the land forces of the assailants all sorts of missiles and immense masses of stones, which came down with incredible din and speed; nothing could ward off their weight, but they knocked down in heaps those who stood in their way, and threw their ranks into confusion. At the same time huge beams were suddenly projected over the ships from the walls, which sank some of them with great weights plunging down from on high; others were seized at the prow by iron claws, or beaks like those of cranes, drawn straight up into the air, and then plunged stern foremost into the depths, or were turned round and round by means of enginery within the city, and dashed upon the steep cliffs that jutted out beneath the wall of the city, with great destruction of the fighting men on board, who perished in the wrecks. Frequently, too, a ship would be lifted out of the water into mid-air, whirled hither and thither as it hung there, a dreadful spectacle, until its crew had been thrown out and hurled in all directions, when it would fall empty upon the walls, or slip away from the clutch that had held it.

			It chanced that Archimedes was alone, working out some problem with the aid of a diagram, and having fixed his thoughts and eyes upon the matter of his study, he was not aware of the incursion of the Romans or of the capture of the city [in 211 BC]. Suddenly a soldier came upon him and ordered him to accompany him to Marcellus. This Archimedes refused to do until he had worked out his problem, whereupon the soldier flew into a passion, drew his sword, and dispatched him. It is generally agreed that Marcellus was afflicted at his death, and turned away from his slayer as from a polluted person, and sought out the kindred of Archimedes and paid them honour.

			Plutarch

			13.

			After Hannibal’s defeat at Zama in 202, he remained at Carthage until in 193 BC he was driven into exile with Antiochus III of Syria. At Ephesus, claim Greek writers quoted by Livy, Hannibal’s conqueror Scipio ‘Africanus’ finally met the Carthaginian.

			When Africanus asked who, in Hannibal’s opinion, was the greatest general, Hannibal named Alexander, king of the Macedonians, because with a small force he had routed armies innumerable and because he had traversed the most distant regions, even to glimpse which transcended human hopes. To the next request, as to whom he would rank second, Hannibal selected Pyrrhus; saying that he had been first to teach the art of castrametation; besides, no one had chosen his ground or placed his troops more discriminatingly; he possessed also the art of winning men over to him, so that the Italian peoples preferred the lordship of a foreign king to that of the Roman people, so long the masters in that land. When he continued, asking whom Hannibal considered third, without hesitation he named himself. Then Scipio broke into a laugh and said ‘What would you say if you had defeated me?’ ‘Then, beyond doubt,’ the Carthaginian replied, ‘I should place myself both before Alexander and before Pyrrhus and all other generals.’

			Livy

			14.

			Spartacus was a Thracian shepherd, born around 111 BC, who served in the Roman army before deserting and becoming a brigand. On his capture, he was sold to a trainer of gladiators, and in 73 BC was confined at Capua, where he persuaded seventy of his comrades to join him in a break for freedom. By the end of his first year of liberty his following had swelled to 90,000, and he controlled most of southern Italy after vanquishing two Roman forces. In 72 BC, he defeated both consuls, and reached the foot of the Apennines. But here his movement collapsed, and in the following year he was beaten and killed by Crassus on the river Silarus, his surviving followers being crucified. This is a somewhat partisan Roman account of the slave revolt that Hollywood has made the most famous in history.

			One can tolerate, indeed, even the disgrace of a war against slaves; for although, by force of circumstances, they are liable to any kind of treatment, yet they form as it were a class (though an inferior class) of human beings. But I know not what name to give to the war which was stirred up at the instigation of Spartacus; for the common soldiers being slaves and their leaders being gladiators – the former men of the humblest, the latter men of the worst, class – added insult to the injury which they inflicted upon Rome.

			Spartacus, Crixus and Oenomaus, breaking out of the gladiatorial school of Lentulus with men of the same occupation, escaped from Capua.

			When, by summoning the slaves to their standard, they had quickly collected more than 10,000 adherents, these men, who had been originally content merely to have escaped, soon began to wish to take their revenge also. The first position which attracted them (a suitable one for such ravening monsters) was Mt Vesuvius. Being besieged here by Clodius Glabrus, they slid by means of ropes made of vine-twigs through a passage in the hollow of the mountain down into its very depths, and issuing forth by a hidden exit, seized the camp of the general by a sudden attack which he never expected. They then attacked other camps, that of Varenius and afterwards that of Thoranus; and they ranged over the whole of Campania.

			Not content with the plundering of country houses and villages, they laid waste Nola, Nuceria, Thurii and Metapontum with terrible destruction. Becoming a regular army by the daily arrival of fresh forces, they made themselves rude shields of wicker-work and the skins of animals, and swords and other weapons by melting down the iron in the slave-prisons. That nothing might be lacking which was proper to a regular army, cavalry was procured by breaking in herds of horses which they encountered, and his men brought to their leader the insignia and fasces captured from the praetors. He also celebrated the obsequies of his officers who had fallen in battle with funerals like those of Roman generals, and ordered his captives to fight at their pyres, just as though he wished to wipe out all his past dishonour by having become, instead of a gladiator, a giver of gladiatorial shows.

			Next, actually attacking generals of consular rank, he inflicted defeat on the army of Lentulus in the Apennines and destroyed the camp of Publius Cassius at Mutina. Elated by these victories he entertained the project – in itself a sufficient disgrace to us – of attacking the city of Rome. At last a combined effort was made, supported by all the resources of the empire, against this gladiator, and Licinius Crassus vindicated the honour of Rome. Routed and put to flight by him, our enemies – I am ashamed to give them this title – took refuge in the furthest extremities of Italy. Here, being cut off in the angle of Bruttium and preparing to escape to Sicily, but being unable to obtain ships, they tried to launch rafts of beams and casks bound together with withies on the swift waters of the straits. Failing in this attempt, they finally made a sally and met a death worthy of men, fighting to the death as became those who were commanded by a gladiator. Spartacus himself fell, as became a general, fighting most bravely in the front rank.

			Florus

			15.

			Julius Caesar (100–44 BC), bane of the lives of generations of enforced students of Latin and a general whose memoirs match in vanity those of many modern field-marshals, describes his first brief expedition to Britain in 55 BC.

			Summer was now drawing to a close, and winter sets in rather early in these parts. Nevertheless I hurried on preparations for an expedition, knowing that Britain had rendered assistance to the enemy in nearly all my Gallic campaigns. Although it was too late in the year for military operations I thought it would be a great advantage merely to have visited the island, to have seen what kind of people the inhabitants were, and to have learned something about the country with its harbours and landing-places. Of all this the Gauls knew virtually nothing; and even their knowledge is limited to the sea coast. Interviews with numerous merchants elicited nothing as to the size of the island, the names and strength of the native tribes, their military and civil organisation, or the harbours which might accommodate a large fleet.

			The whole army moved into Artois, where the mainland is nearest to Britain; and ships were ordered to assemble there from all neighbouring districts, including the fleet which had been built last year for the campaign against the Veneti [a Gallic people]. However, some traders revealed our plans to the Britons, and a number of tribes sent envoys promising hostages and offering their submission. They were received in audience, promised generous terms, and urged to abide by their undertaking. They were accompanied on their return journey by Commius, whom I had appointed ruler of the Atrebates after the subjugation of that people, and of whose honour, discretion, and loyalty I had received abundant proof.

			Arrangements were now complete, the weather was favourable, and we cast off just before midnight. The cavalry had been ordered to make for the northern port, embark there, and follow on; but they were rather slow about carrying out these instructions, and started too late. I reached Britain with the leading vessels at about 9 a.m., and saw the enemy forces standing under arms all along the heights. Precipitous cliffs tower over the water, making it possible to fire from above directly on to the beaches. It was clearly no place to attempt a landing, so we rode at anchor until about 3.30 p.m. awaiting the rest of the fleet.

			During this interval I summoned my staff and company commanders, and explained my plans. They were warned that, as tactical demands, particularly at sea, are always uncertain and subject to rapid change, they must be ready to act at a moment’s notice on the briefest order from myself. After moving about eight miles up-Channel the ships were grounded on an open and evenly shelving beach.

			The natives, however, realized our intention: their cavalry and war chariots (a favourite arm of theirs) were sent ahead, while the main body followed close behind and stood ready to prevent our landing. In the circumstances, disembarkation was an extraordinarily difficult business. On account of their large draught the ships could not be beached; and the troops, besides being ignorant of the locality, had their hands full: weighted with heavy armour, they had to jump from the ships, stand firm in the surf, and fight at the same time. But the enemy knew their ground: unencumbered, they could hurl their weapons boldly from dry land or shallow water, and gallop their horses which were trained to this kind of work. Our men were terrified: they were inexperienced in this kind of fighting, lacked that dash and drive which always characterized their land battles.

			The warships, however, were of a shape unfamiliar to the natives; they were swift, too, and easier to handle than the transports. Therefore, as soon as I grasped the situation I ordered them to go slightly astern, clear of the transports, then full speed ahead, bringing up on the Britons’ right flank. From that position they were to open fire and force the enemy back with slings, arrows, and artillery. The Britons were scared by the strange forms of the warships, by the motion of the oars, and by the artillery which they had never seen before: they halted, then fell back a little; but our men still hesitated, mainly because of the deep water.

			At this critical moment the standard-bearer of the Tenth Legion, after calling on the gods to bless the legion through his act, shouted: ‘Come on, men! Jump, unless you want to betray your standard to the enemy! I, at any rate, shall do my duty to my country and my commander.’ He threw

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
					An underestimation of the enemy

					An equating of war with sport

					An inability to profit from past experience

					A resistance to adopting and exploiting available technology and novel tactics

					An aversion to reconnaissance, coupled with a dislike of intelligence (in both senses of the word)

					Great physical bravery but little moral courage

					An apparent imperviousness to loss of life and human suffering

					A love of the frontal assault

					A love of ‘bull’, smartness, precision

					A high regard for tradition and other aspects of conservatism

					A tendency to eschew moderate risks in favour of tasks so difficult the failure might seem excusable

					Procrastination

			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
					I believe (i) in the supremacy of the aristocracy of race (and birth) (ii) in the supremacy of the individual.

					In compulsory military service because it is the only possible life for a man and brings out all the finest qualities of manhood.

					I have acquired rather a contempt for mere thinkers and men of books who have not come to a full realisation of what true manhood means …

					I exalt the great general into the highest position in the roll of great men and consider it requires higher mental qualities than any other line of life.

					I consider the Slavs, by which I mean a greater Russia, will rule both Europe and Asia and will have world dominion, being the finest and most virile civilization …

					Socialism and its forms are an impossibility unless human nature radically alters …

					Many of the German militarist ideas are very sound, but I oppose the Germans because I do not consider that the German type of mind is the one to carry out their ideas. I prefer brilliance to mechanical and methodical mediocrity …

			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
					The ends for which we fight are changing from the hard absolute objectives of interstate industrial war to more malleable objectives to do with the individual and societies that are not states.

					We fight among the people, a fact amplified literally and figuratively by the central role of the media: we fight in every living-room in the world as well as on the streets and fields of a conflict zone.

					Our conflicts tend to be timeless, since we are seeking a condition, which then must be maintained until an agreement on a definitive outcome, which may take years or decades.

					We fight so as not to lose the force, rather than fighting by using the force at any cost to achieve the aim.

					On each occasion new uses are found for old weapons: those constructed specifically for use in a battlefield against soldiers and heavy armaments, now being adapted for our current conflicts since the tools of industrial war are often irrelevant to wars among the people.

					The sides are mostly non-state since we tend to conduct our conflicts and confrontations in some sort of multination grouping, whether it is an alliance or a coalition, and against some party or parties that are not states.
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