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Dedication
History is written by the winners; for if treason succeeds none dare call it treason? I find the concepts this reveals to be fascinating. I can bore the teeth off anyone at twenty paces at parties if you get me going. Hopefully I won’t bore you here. My thanks to the team at Bluewood Publishing for giving me the opportunity to put my theories into practice. My thanks as ever to the people who encouraged me to write as a means of escaping the sometimes dreadful realities of life. I truly hope you enjoy reading these stories as much as I did writing them.
Carthaginian Empire – Episode 6: Handro’s Fleet
Lysander looked out over the sea turned red by the setting sun. Already the sounds of battle were dying away. To the east, the few remaining Athenian triremes were backing away. Soon they would turn and depart, leaving him the victor. He shook his head sadly and turned to his aide.
“Why did they do it? Why did they fight us last year at Arginusae and again here at Aegospotami?”
The aide just shrugged, too tired to think as deeply as his commander was.
“Don’t they realise that these fights between Greek city states are meaningless. Can’t they see that the men and ships lost here today should have been saved to fight the devils from the west?”
“I think they see us as closer devils than the Carthaginians.” The aide responded tiredly. “But our triremes are no match for the oaken hulls Carthage uses. We cannot match their numbers either.”
“I know, but we should have spent our time training more men and building more ships instead of throwing them away in fruitless squabbling?”
“We will anchor here for the night, there is fresh water available behind the beach and I don’t think the Athenians will be coming back!”
* * * *
At dawn the following morning, Lysander realised his mistake. Half of his crews were on land, several of the galleys had been beached for repairs and the rest were at anchor, very few of them fully manned. The entrance to the bay was now blocked. A wall of Carthaginian quinquiremes were stretched across the mouth of the bay. Each was pointing bow on and the menacing rams jutted obscenely in his direction at water level.
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