
The 

Lost City 

of 

Armenia

––––––––

by

––––––––

Ian D Bass


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright © 2026 Ian D Bass

The Lost City of Armenia

Dedication

The Lost City of Armenia

Chapter One – The Shepherd's Son

Chapter Two – The City of God

Chapter Three – The First Cracks

Chapter Four – The Gathering Storm

Chapter Five – The Shadow of the East

Chapter Six – The Walls Still Stand

Chapter Seven – The Fall of the Holy City

Historical Notes

Author Bio

Other Titles by the author

Disclaimer

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Copyright © 2026 Ian D Bass

[image: ]


All rights reserved.

No part of this book may be reproduced, stored in a retrieval system, or transmitted in any form or by any means—electronic, mechanical, photocopying, recording, or otherwise—without the prior written permission of the publisher, except in the case of brief quotations embodied in critical articles or reviews.

This is a work of historical fiction. Names, characters, places, and incidents are the product of the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, or actual events is purely coincidental, except where historical events and public figures are depicted for dramatic purposes.

The author gratefully acknowledges the extensive body of historical scholarship concerning the medieval Armenian Kingdom, the rise of Ani under the Bagratid dynasty, and the political, religious, and military events that shaped the South Caucasus during the tenth and eleventh centuries. The splendour of Ani, its rich Armenian Christian heritage, and its fall to the Seljuk army in 1064 provide the historical foundation upon which this novel is built.

Digital Edition: July 2026

Cover design by Ian D Bass

The Small Bites series grew from a simple, personal aim: to create stories that could be fully experienced in a single sitting. Written for readers with little time to spare—for moments stolen on trains, buses, or during lunch breaks—each piece delivers a complete, emotionally resonant narrative without demanding a long-term commitment. The stories are immersive yet concise, distilling the depth and power of a novel into a form that respects the reader’s time while never diminishing its impact.
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Told through the reflective memoirs of Father Arakel, an elderly Armenian priest, The Lost City of Armenia is a deeply atmospheric historical fiction novel that traces the rise and destruction of one of the medieval world’s greatest cities during the Islamic Seljuk invasions of the 11th century.

Born the son of a shepherd in the remote Armenian highlands, Arakel is drawn into the Christian and intellectual life of the legendary city of Ani—once known as the “City of a Thousand and One Churches.” Under the guidance of village clergy, he learns to read Scripture and copy sacred manuscripts, eventually being sent to study in Ani’s renowned theological schools. There, he is immersed in a world of extraordinary beauty: towering cathedrals, bustling markets, multilingual scholars, and a vibrant culture where faith and learning define daily life.

As Arakel grows into his vocation as a priest, subtle disturbances begin to emerge on the eastern frontiers—rumours of destroyed villages, displaced refugees, and unknown horsemen advancing across distant lands. What first appears as distant unrest gradually becomes an undeniable reality as waves of refugees bring word of devastation. Political tensions rise, trade routes falter, and Ani begins to prepare for the possibility of war.

Despite its grandeur and fortified walls, Ani cannot escape the approaching tide. The narrative shifts from prosperity to foreboding as the city braces for siege. Soldiers train, monasteries stock provisions, and the Church becomes both spiritual refuge and logistical centre. Throughout, Arakel witnesses the emotional transformation of a once-confident city into one living under the shadow of fear.

The Seljuk army eventually arrives in overwhelming force, encircling Ani and initiating a sustained siege of arrows, siege engines, and relentless assaults. As the outer walls weaken, the city becomes a place of shared suffering and unity, where nobles, merchants, clergy, and peasants alike fight for survival. Amid the chaos, the Church preserves what it can—sacred manuscripts, relics, and the spiritual life of the people.

The siege culminates in the breach of Ani’s northern walls and the collapse of its defences. The city descends into savage destruction as its streets become battlegrounds and the Cathedral becomes the final sanctuary. Archbishop Barsegh and the clergy continue to minister to the dying and the faithful even as the city burns around them. In the final moments, Father Arakel is entrusted with a bundle of rescued manuscripts and escapes through hidden passages beneath the Cathedral.

From the mountains beyond the city, Arakel witnesses Ani consumed by fire and silence. The bells that once defined its rhythm fall silent forever. He becomes one of the few living witnesses to escape the fall of a civilization, carrying not only sacred texts but the memory of an entire world lost.
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For all who believe that while kingdoms may fall and cities may crumble, faith, memory, and the human spirit endure.
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Chapter One – The Shepherd's Son
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There are men who remember kingdoms.

There are men who remember kings.

I remember bells.

Even now, as my hands tremble with age and the ink gathers slowly beneath my worn reed pen, it is not the faces of emperors that return to me first, nor the thunder of armies, nor the cries of the dying.

It is the bells.

They still ring somewhere beyond memory, carried upon mountain winds that no longer blow across the living world. Sometimes, in the quiet before dawn, when the monastery sleeps and only the candles remain awake beside me, I hear them again—the deep bronze voices of Ani calling her children to prayer.

I know they are ghosts.

The bells themselves were melted long ago.

The towers that held them lie broken beneath weeds.

The priests who answered them have become dust.

Yet memory has its own bells, and they ring until the final breath leaves the old.

This, then, is why I write.

Not so that princes may know our history.

Not so that scholars may argue over dates.

I write because I loved a city.

And because God allowed me to survive long enough to remember her.

My name is Arakel.

Once I was called Father Arakel of Ani.

Now I am simply an old monk whose brothers ask him to tell stories of places they shall never see.

When they speak the city's name, they imagine glorious churches covered in gold, merchants from distant kingdoms, and kings whose crowns glittered brighter than the morning sun.

All of that is true.

Yet no city is built only from stone.

Ani was built from prayers.

She was built from laughter echoing through market streets.

From children chasing pigeons beneath cathedral walls.

From ink staining the fingers of patient scribes.

From bread shared among strangers.

From widows lighting candles.

From shepherds kneeling beside kings.

Before she became a memory, she was alive.

And before I became her priest...

I was only a shepherd's son.

I first opened my eyes beneath the shadow of the Armenian mountains.

There are mountains elsewhere in the world, or so merchants later told me, but none like ours.

They did not merely rise from the earth.

They watched.

Their snow-covered peaks stood like ancient prophets clothed in white robes, speaking without words of God's eternity. Summer could warm the valleys until wildflowers painted every hillside with crimson and violet, yet the mountains remained crowned with snow, as though heaven itself had descended to rest upon them.

My father often said that mountains taught patience better than any priest.

"They have watched empires come and go," he would tell me while mending a fence. "If you wish to understand time, ask the rocks."

As a child I believed rocks truly answered him.

Perhaps they did.

Our village rested beside a narrow stream whose waters were so clear that every pebble gleamed beneath its surface. Stone cottages huddled together against the winter winds, their roofs heavy with turf and wild grass.

We possessed little.

A few sheep.

Several goats.

An orchard that yielded more faithfully than the weather deserved.

Yet no one considered us poor.

We possessed bread.

We possessed family.

Above all, we possessed faith.

Every Sunday, the village gathered within a tiny church whose walls leaned slightly with age. The building seemed hardly larger than my father's barn, but when incense filled the sanctuary and candles flickered against ancient icons, it became larger than the world.

As a small boy, I believed heaven descended there every week.

Perhaps it did.

Father Hovannes served our village with hands roughened by labour. During harvest he worked alongside the farmers. During winter he repaired roofs. When sickness came, he remained beside the dying until the final prayer had been spoken.

He never hurried.

He never raised his voice.

Even the children lowered theirs when he entered.

Not because we feared him.

Because peace seemed to walk wherever he did.

I was seven when he first noticed me lingering after the Divine Liturgy.

Most children fled outside before the final blessing had finished.

I remained.

Not because I understood the prayers.

I understood almost nothing.

The ancient words floated above my young mind like birds beyond reach.

Yet I loved their sound.

I loved the rising clouds of incense.

The candlelight dancing upon painted saints.

The solemn rhythm of voices answering one another.

Most of all...

I loved the silence after everyone else had gone.

The church became a different place
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