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    Anabasis

        By Xenophon

    Chapter 1

Darius and Parysatis had two sons: Artaxerxes was the older, and Cyrus the younger. When Darius got really sick and knew his time was ending, he wanted both his sons with him. Artaxerxes was already there, but Cyrus was ruling a province far away, so Darius had to send for him. He also made Cyrus the general of all the troops gathering in the Castolus plain. So Cyrus headed up there, bringing Tissaphernes as a friend, and also a group of three hundred heavily armed Greek soldiers, led by Xenias from Parrhasia.
When Darius died and Artaxerxes became king, Tissaphernes accused Cyrus of plotting against him. Artaxerxes listened to Tissaphernes and tried to have Cyrus killed, but Cyrus’s mom stepped in and got him sent back safely to his province. After escaping that dangerous situation and the public shame, Cyrus started thinking about how to avoid getting caught in his brother’s power again, and if possible, how to become king himself. Parysatis, his mom, was his first move—she loved Cyrus way more than she did Artaxerxes on the throne. Plus, everyone who visited Cyrus from Artaxerxes’s court left being friends with Cyrus, not with the king. He also made sure the local people he worked with were both good fighters and loyal to him. Finally, he started secretly gathering Greek soldiers.
Here’s how he got the troops together: First, he sent orders to the commanders in the cities he controlled, telling them to gather as many picked soldiers from the Peloponnese as they could, claiming that Tissaphernes was plotting against their cities. Those cities in Ionia originally belonged to Tissaphernes, given to him by the king, but now, except for Miletus, they’d all switched sides to support Cyrus. In Miletus, Tissaphernes figured out what was happening and arrested some of the conspirators and exiled others. Cyrus welcomed those who escaped and built up an army. Then, he laid siege to Miletus by land and sea, trying to help the exiles get their homes back—another reason to gather troops. He also sent a message to the king, claiming that, as the king’s brother, those cities should belong to him, not Tissaphernes. His mom, the queen, helped him out, so the king not only missed the real plan but also thought Cyrus was spending his money to fight Tissaphernes. It didn’t really bother the king, especially because Cyrus kept sending the tribute money due to the king from the cities that Tissaphernes used to control.
 A third army was being gathered for him in the Chersonese, across from Abydos. Here's how it started: There was a Lacedaemonian exile named Clearchus, and he’s become friends with Cyrus. Cyrus really liked Clearchus and gave him ten thousand darics—a ton of gold! Clearchus took the money and raised an army. He used the Chersonese as his base and started fighting the Thracians north of the Hellespont, helping out the Greeks. He was so successful that cities along the Hellespont wanted to chip in and support his troops. So, again, an army was being quietly built for Cyrus.
Then there was Aristippus, a friend from Thessaly. He came to Cyrus, feeling the heat from his political rivals back home, and asked for money to pay two thousand mercenaries for three months. He said it would help him take down his enemies. Cyrus didn’t hesitate—he gave him six months’ pay for four thousand mercenaries! But there was one catch: Aristippus had to check with Cyrus before making any deals with his rivals. This way, Cyrus kept a fourth army under wraps.
Plus, he told Proxenus, a guy from Boeotia and another friend, to gather as many soldiers as he could and join him in an attack planned against the Pisidians, who were causing problems for Cyrus’s land. Similarly, two other friends, Sophaenetus from Stymphalian and Socrates from Achaea, got orders to round up troops and come to him, because Cyrus was about to launch a campaign against Tissaphernes, with the help of exiled Milesians. Everyone followed through on their assignments.
Chapter 2

When Cyrus felt the time was right to head inland, he claimed he wanted to completely kick the Pisidians out of the country. He started gathering both his troops from Asia and Greece, saying it was all against them. From Sardis, his orders flew everywhere: to Clearchus, to meet him there with his whole army; to Aristippus, to sort things out back home and send the soldiers he hired; to Xenias the Arcadian, who was in charge of the foreign troops in the cities, to show up with all the men he could spare, except those needed to guard the fortresses. Next, he called up the troops currently laying siege to Miletus, and invited the exiles to join his planned trip, promising to restore them to their hometown if he won. They were totally on board – they believed in him, and showed up at Sardis with their weapons. Xenias arrived at Sardis with four thousand heavily armed soldiers from the cities. Proxenus brought fifteen hundred heavily armed troops and five hundred light infantry. Sophaenetus from Stymphalus brought one thousand heavily armed soldiers. Socrates from Achaea brought five hundred heavily armed troops. And Megarion Pasion arrived with three hundred heavily armed soldiers and three hundred lightly armed troops. This last guy, and Socrates, were both part of the force attacking Miletus. They all joined Cyrus at Sardis.
But Tissaphernes was definitely paying attention. Such a huge army meant there was more going on than just invading Pisidia, he figured. So, as fast as he could, he rode off to the king with around five hundred horsemen. The king, hearing from Tissaphernes about Cyrus’s massive army, immediately started making his own plans.
 So, Cyrus, with the troops I already mentioned, left Sardis and kept marching through Lydia for three days, covering about twenty-two miles. He reached the River Maeander, which is pretty wide—around two hundred feet—and crossed using a bridge made of seven boats. Then, he marched through Phrygia for a single day, traveling about eight miles to Colossae, a thriving and sizable city. He stayed there for a week, and Menon from Thessaly joined him with one thousand heavily armed soldiers and five hundred lighter troops – Dolopes, Aenianes, and Olynthians. From there, he marched for three days, covering about twenty miles, to Celaenae, another bustling and prosperous city in Phrygia. Cyrus owned a palace here, along with a huge park full of wild animals, which he used for hunting, to get exercise for himself and his horses. The River Maeander flowed right through the park, starting from within the palace grounds and flowing through the city of Celaenae. The great king also had a palace in Celaenae, a strong fortress, near the source of another river, the Marsyas, at the base of the city's high point. This river also flowed through the city, joining the Maeander, and was about twenty-five feet wide. This is where Apollo is said to have flayed Marsyas after winning a contest against him. He hung the skin of the defeated man in a cave where a spring bubbled up, and that’s how the river got its name, Marsyas. It was on this spot that Xerxes, according to tradition, built this very palace, as well as the citadel of Celaenae itself, while retreating from Greece after losing a major battle. Cyrus stayed in Celaenae for thirty days, and then Clearchus from Sparta arrived with one thousand heavily armed soldiers, eight hundred Thracian light troops, and two hundred Cretan archers. Sosis from Syracuse also showed up with three thousand heavily armed soldiers, and Sophaenetus from Arcadia brought one thousand more. Cyrus then held a review in the park, counted his Greek soldiers, and found he had around eleven thousand heavily armed and about two thousand lighter troops.
From there, he continued his march for two days—ten miles—to the busy city of Peltae, where he stayed for three days. During that time, Xenias from Arcadia celebrated the Lycaea festival with sacrifices and games. The prizes were gold headbands, and Cyrus watched the competition. Then, the march continued for two days—twelve miles—to Ceramon-agora, another bustling city, the last one on the border of Mysia. After that, a three-day march—thirty miles—brought him to Caystru-pedion, a busy city. Cyrus stopped there for five days, and the soldiers, who hadn’t been paid for over three months, kept coming to the palace gates demanding their wages. Cyrus kept stalling them with promises and hopes, but he couldn't hide how annoyed he was—he always made sure to pay up when he had the money. At this point, Epyaxa, the wife of Syennesis, the king of the Cilicians, came to visit Cyrus, and it was said that Cyrus received a large sum of money from the queen. At least, that’s when Cyrus gave the army four months' worth of pay. The queen was accompanied by a group of bodyguards from Cilicia and Aspendos, and, if rumors are to be believed, Cyrus and the queen were having an affair.
 From this place, he marched two stages—ten parasangs—to Thymbrium, a really busy city. Right by the road is the spring of Midas, the king of Phrygia, like, that's what they call it. The story goes that Midas caught a satyr by spiking the spring with wine. From there, he marched two more stages—ten parasangs—to Tyriaeum, another crowded city. He stopped there for three days. And get this, the Cilician queen, according to everyone, asked Cyrus to show off his army just for fun. Cyrus was totally down, so he held a review of the Greeks and non-Greeks in the open field. He told the Greeks to line up and get into their usual battle formation, with each general leading their own group. So they formed a line four soldiers deep. Menon and his crew were on the right; Clearchus and his men were on the left; and the other generals and their troops were in the center. Cyrus first checked out the non-Greeks, who marched past in groups of horses and infantry. Then he checked out the Greeks, driving past in his chariot with the queen in her carriage. And everyone was decked out in shiny brass helmets and purple tunics, with greaves and shields uncovered.
After driving past the whole army, he stopped his chariot in front of the center of the battle line and sent his translator, Pigres, to the Greek generals. He told them to present arms and march along the whole line. The generals repeated the order to their troops, and when the bugle sounded, with shields forward and spears ready, they charged forward to meet the enemy. The pace picked up, and with a shout, the soldiers spontaneously broke into a run, heading towards the camp. The non-Greeks were freaking out. The Cilician queen in her carriage turned and fled; the merchants left their stuff and ran for it; and the Greeks rolled into camp laughing. What really impressed the queen was how awesome and organized the army looked, but Cyrus was stoked to see how scared the non-Greeks were.
From there, he marched on three stages—twenty parasangs—to Iconium, the last city in Phrygia, where he stayed for three days. Then he marched through Lycaonia for five stages—thirty parasangs. This was enemy territory, so he let the Greeks loot it. At that point, Cyrus sent the Cilician queen back to her own country the fastest way possible, and to escort her, he sent Menon’s soldiers and Menon himself. The rest of the troops continued their march through Cappadocia for four stages—twenty-five parasangs—to Dana, a big, thriving city. They stopped there for three days, during which time Cyrus had a Persian nobleman named Megaphernes—who wore the royal purple—and another important commander among his officers executed on charges of plotting against him.
 They tried to push their way into Cilicia. The entrance was by a really steep, winding road—impossible for an army to use if someone was defending it. Word was that Syennesis was at the top of the pass, guarding the way. So, they stopped for a day in the open field. But the next day, a messenger arrived saying Syennesis had left the pass. He probably realized Menon’s army was already in Cilicia, on his side of the mountains. Plus, he heard that warships, from Sparta and Cyrus himself, with Tamos as the captain, were sailing from Ionia to Cilicia. Whatever the reason, Cyrus made his way up into the hills without any trouble and saw the Cilician guards' tents. From there, he went down into a huge, gorgeous plain—lots of water and trees of all kinds, plus grapevines everywhere. This plain grew tons of sesame, panic grass, millet, barley, and wheat. It was surrounded on all sides by a tall, steep wall of mountains, from one sea to the other. Going through this plain, he traveled four stages—twenty-five parasangs—to Tarsus, a big, thriving city in Cilicia. There was Syennesis’s palace, the king's home. A river called the Cydnus flowed right through the city, two hundred feet wide. They found the city had been emptied out—everyone, including Syennesis, had gone to a strong position on the hills. Everyone had left, that is, except the tavern owners. The people from the coastal towns of Soli and Issi were still there too. Now, Epyaxa, Syennesis’s queen, had reached Tarsus five days before Cyrus. During their trip over the mountains into the plain, two groups from Menon’s army got lost. Some said the Cilicians had killed them while they were out raiding. Another story was that they'd fallen behind, couldn’t catch up with the main army, and couldn’t find their way, so they died. Either way, they were one hundred hoplites—heavily armed infantry soldiers. When the rest of the army arrived, they were furious about the loss of their comrades, so they took out their anger by looting the city of Tarsus and the palace. Now, when Cyrus marched into the city, he sent for Syennesis to come to him. But the king replied that he’s never put himself in the hands of someone he considered his superior, and wasn’t willing to accept Cyrus’s offer just then. Eventually, his wife convinced him, and he agreed to a promise of good faith. After that, they met, and Syennesis gave Cyrus a lot of money to help his army. In return, Cyrus gave him traditional gifts for a king: a horse with a gold bit, a necklace of gold, a gold bracelet, and a gold scimitar—a curved sword. He also gave him a Persian tunic and, most importantly, promised that his territory wouldn’t be looted again and that he could get back any slaves that had been captured.
Chapter 3

At Tarsus, Cyrus and his army stopped—for like, twenty days. The soldiers refused to move any further because they seriously suspected the whole expedition was actually against the king. They were like, “We didn’s sign up for this!” Clearchus tried to force his men to keep marching, but as soon as he started heading up the troops, they started throwing stuff at him and his baggage train. He almost got stoned to death right then and there. Later, realizing force wasn’t going to work, he called a meeting of his own soldiers. He stood there, crying for ages, while everyone just stared in stunned silence. Finally, he spoke: "Guys, you’re not going to believe how stressed I am about everything going on. Cyrus has been an amazing friend to me. When I was exiled, he treated me with so much respect and even gave me ten thousand darics. I took the money, but not to keep it for myself—not to blow it on fun stuff. I wanted to use it for you all. First, I went to war with the Thracians, and with your help, I got revenge on them for Hellas, kicking them out of the Chersonese when they tried to steal land from the Greek people living there. But as soon as Cyrus called me, I brought you all along, so I could pay him back for all the good he’s done for me... But since you don’t want to keep marching, I’m stuck with two choices: I can ditch you to stay loyal to Cyrus, or I can go with you, even if it means kinda misleading him. I honestly don’t know if I’m doing the right thing, but I’m choosing you guys. Whatever happens, I’m sticking with you. I swear, no one will ever say that I, who led Greek troops against the foreigners, betrayed the Greeks for a barbarian’s friendship. No way! Since you’re not listening to me and won’t follow my orders, then I’ll follow you. Whatever happens, I'll share your fate. You’re my country, my friends, my allies—with you, I’ll be respected no matter where I go; without you, I don’t see how I can help a friend or hurt an enemy. My decision is made. Wherever you go, I’m going with you.”
 That's what he said. But the soldiers – not just his own, but all of them – when they heard what he said, and how he's brushed off the idea of going up to the great king's palace, showed their support. More than two thousand guys ditched Xenias and Pasion, grabbed their gear and supplies, and went to camp with Clearchus. But Cyrus, totally stressed and frustrated by how things were going, sent for Clearchus. He refused to go; but, without the soldiers knowing, sent a message to Cyrus, telling him to stay positive, because everything would work out okay; and told him to keep asking for him, while he himself kept refusing to go. After that, he gathered his own men, along with anyone else who wanted to join him, and spoke like this: “Fellow soldiers, it’s clear that Cyrus’s relationship with us is the same as ours with him. We’re not his soldiers anymore, since we stopped following him; and he, on his side, isn't paying us anymore. He probably feels like we’ve wronged him; and even though he keeps asking for me, I can’t bring myself to go to him. There are a couple of reasons for that: mostly, I feel guilty admitting that I totally led him on; but also, I'm worried he’s going to grab me and punish me for what he thinks I’ve done. So, I think now isn’t the time to just chill and forget about ourselves. We need to figure out what to do next. And as long as we’re staying here, we need to think about how to stay safe; or, if we’re going to leave, what’s the safest way to get out. Plus, we need to figure out how to get supplies, because without them, there’s no point for any soldier, regular or leader. The guy we’re dealing with is a good friend to his friends, but a really dangerous enemy to his enemies. And he’s got a huge army of infantry, cavalry, and ships – we all know that, since we’re not exactly far from him. So, if anyone has an idea, now's the time to speak up.” He stopped there.
Then a bunch of different guys stood up; some just to share their thoughts; others encouraged by Clearchus to talk about how impossible it would be to stay or go back without Cyrus’s okay. One of them, pretending to be really worried about starting the journey home without wasting any more time, told them to pick new generals if Clearchus wasn’t willing to lead them back: “Let them buy supplies now” (the market was right in the middle of the Asiatic camp), “let them pack up their gear. Let them,” he added, “go to Cyrus and ask for some ships to get home by sea. If he refuses to give them ships, let them ask him for a guide to lead them back through friendly territory. And if he won’t even give them a guide, they should just get in marching order and send a group ahead to take the pass – before Cyrus and the Cilicians, whose stuff,” the speaker added, “we’ve been raiding so much, get there first.” That’s what that speaker said; he was followed by Clearchus, who just said: “As for me leading the way right now, don’t even ask: I can see a ton of problems with that. I can definitely follow orders from whoever you choose as your leader – that’s another matter. And you’ll see and know that I can do my part, under command, with the best of you.”
 After Clearchus, another guy stepped up and basically pointed out how simple the speaker's plan was – just asking for ships, like Cyrus was suddenly going to ditch the whole expedition and head home. “And let me also say,” he continued, “it’s pretty clueless to ask a guide from the guy whose plans we’re messing up. If we trust any guide Cyrus might give us, why not just have him secure the pass for us in the first place? Honestly, I’d be super wary of any ships he gives us, afraid he’s gonna sink them with his warships. I’d also think twice about following any guide he suggests—he could lead us into a trap we can't escape. I’d much rather sneak away and get out of here if I’m going against Cyrus's wishes, which, let’s be real, is impossible. But this whole plan is just crazy. My idea is to send a group of qualified people, with Clearchus, to Cyrus. Let them go and ask him: what does he plan to do with us? If it’s similar to that time he used foreigners before—let’s do it. Let’s show we’re just as good as the people who marched with him then. But if it’s a bigger deal—more work and more danger—then we need him to give us a good reason to follow him, or let us go to a friendly place. That way, if we follow him, we’ll do it as friends, fully committed. Or if we go back, we’ll be safe. We’ll get his answer here, and then we’ll decide what to do.”
They agreed with that plan, and picked a group, including Clearchus, to go to Cyrus. Cyrus gave them this message: He’d heard that Abrocomas, an enemy of his, was stationed on the Euphrates, about twelve days’ march away. Cyrus wanted to march against him and punish him, “or if he’s run off,” the message concluded, “we’ll figure things out there.”
The group reported the message to the soldiers. They still suspected Cyrus was leading them against the king, but they figured they should follow him anyway. They just asked for more money, and Cyrus promised to give them half again what they were getting—a daric and a half a month each, instead of just a daric.
Was he really leading them to attack the king? Nobody openly knew for sure, at least not yet.
Chapter 4

From there, he marched two stages—about ten miles—to the river Psarus, which was about two hundred feet across. Then, he marched another five miles to Issi, the last city in Cilicia. It was a thriving, big, and prosperous town right on the coast. They stopped there for three days, and that’s where Cyrus met up with his fleet. There were thirty-five ships from Peloponnesus, with the Lacedaemonian admiral Pythagoras on board. An Egyptian named Tamos had sailed them from Ephesus, and he himself had another twenty-five ships for Cyrus. These ships had been blocking Miletus when that city sided with Tissaphernes; he’s also used them for other military actions against that satrap for Cyrus. A third officer, the Lacedaemonian Cheirisophus, joined the fleet—Cyrus had sent for him—and he brought seven hundred heavily armed infantry soldiers, who he would lead for Cyrus. The fleet was anchored just across from Cyrus’s tent. Another group arrived too: four hundred Greek mercenaries working for Abrocomas, who ditched him for Cyrus and joined the campaign against the king.
From Issi, he marched another five miles to the gates of Cilicia and Syria. It was like a double fortress—the inner, closer one protecting Cilicia was held by Syennesis and some local soldiers; the outer, further one protecting Syria was reported to be guarded by troops loyal to the king. A river named the Carsus, about a hundred feet wide, flowed between the two fortresses, and the space between them was barely six hundred yards. It would have been impossible to force a way through—the pass was so narrow, with walls stretching down to the sea and steep cliffs above, and both fortresses had gates. Cyrus had sent for the fleet so he could move some infantry soldiers inside and outside the gates, and break through the enemy if they were guarding the Syrian gate—he fully expected Abrocomas to be there with a large army. But Abrocomas had learned Cyrus was in Cilicia and turned around, leaving Phoenicia to join the king with an army rumored to be three hundred thousand strong.
From there, Cyrus kept moving, through Syria for another five miles to Myriandus, a city populated by Phoenicians on the coast. It was a busy port, and lots of merchant ships were anchored in the harbor. They stopped there for seven days. Then, the Arcadian general Xenias and the Megarian Pasion snuck onto a merchant ship, taking their most valuable possessions, and sailed home. Most people figured they were just jealous because Cyrus had let Clearchus keep the soldiers who had deserted to him, hoping to return to Greece instead of marching against the king. When the two disappeared, rumors spread that Cyrus was after them with warships, and some hoped the cowards would get caught, while others felt sorry for them if that was their fate.
 Cyrus called the generals over and started talking. "Xenias and Pasion dipped out on us," he said, "but they shouldn't think they’re off the hook. I know where they’re hiding, and they won't get away with it. I’m sending warships to snag their boats if I want. But seriously! I’m not about turning a blind eye to people just because they stick around, only to grab everything from them when they want to leave. Not cool. Let them go knowing we treated them way better than they treated us."
He paused. "And yeah, their kids and wives are safe in Tralles right now, but I’m not taking those away either. They’re getting those back because of how good they used to be to me."
He finished speaking, and the Greeks—even those who were feeling down about marching inland—were suddenly way more pumped after hearing about Cyrus’s fairness. They were totally ready to follow him.
 After that, Cyrus kept moving, covering about twenty miles—that’s four stages—to the river Chalus. That river is about sixty feet wide, and it’s full of calm fish that the Syrians think are gods and won’t let anyone hurt. They feel the same way about the pigeons there. The villages where they camped belonged to Parysatis, part of her dowry. From there, he traveled another fifteen miles—five stages—to where the river Dardas started, also about sixty feet wide. That’s where Belesys, the ruler of Syria, had his palace, with a huge, gorgeous park full of plants and trees from every season. But Cyrus chopped down the park and burned the palace. Then, he moved on for another seven and a half miles—three stages—to the Euphrates River, which is almost half a mile across. A big, thriving city called Thapsacus stood on its banks. They stopped there for five days. That’s where Cyrus called for the Greek generals and told them they were heading to Babylon to fight the great king. He told them to tell the soldiers and get them to follow. The generals called a meeting and told the soldiers the news. The soldiers were seriously ticked off and angry at the generals, saying they’d known this for a while and kept it secret. They refused to go unless they got a big cash bonus, like the one their predecessors got when they went to visit Cyrus’s dad—not to fight, but as a friendly visit. The generals told Cyrus what they said, and he agreed to give each soldier five silver coins—that’s a mina—as soon as they got to Babylon, and pay them everything they were owed until he got them safely back to Ionia. That’s how they convinced the Greek forces—most of them, anyway. Menon, before it was clear if the other soldiers would follow Cyrus or not, gathered his own troops and gave them this speech: “Guys,” he said, “if you’re listening to me, there’s a way you can win Cyrus’s special favor without any risk or hard work. You’re wondering what it is, right? I’ll tell you. Cyrus is practically begging the Greeks to follow him to fight the king. So, cross the Euphrates now, before we know what the others will decide. If they vote to follow, you’ll get the credit for being the first to step up, and Cyrus will be grateful. He’s going to see you as his biggest supporters, and he’s going to reward you—better than anyone else. If the others vote against crossing, we’ll just go back. But as the only ones he can truly trust, it’s you Cyrus will rely on—as commanders or officers. Just ask him for what you want, and he’ll give it to you, because you’re his friends.”
 The men heard and followed orders, and before anyone else could even respond, they were already across. But when Cyrus saw that Menon's troops had made it, he was stoked and sent Glus to that group with this message: "Soldiers, thanks for now; you’re gonna thank me later. Seriously, I’ll make sure of it, or I'm not Cyrus." The soldiers totally started praying for his success—their hopes were seriously high. But to Menon, Cyrus sent gifts—he was being super generous. After that, Cyrus started crossing too, and everyone else followed. As they waded through, no one got more than chest-deep wet. The guys from Thapascus said they'd never seen the river crossed on foot like that before—boats were always needed. But Abrocomas, trying to stop Cyrus, had burned them all. So, people thought it was like a miracle—the river seemed to pull back as if bowing to Cyrus, their future king. From there, he marched through Syria for nine days—fifty parasangs—and they reached the Araxes River. They found several villages packed with corn and wine, so they stopped for three days to restock the army.
Chapter 5

Then he marched through Arabia, keeping the Euphrates River on his right, covering about five days’ worth of travel—thirty-five parasangs. The area was a huge, flat plain, stretching out like the ocean, full of wormwood. Everything else growing there—plants and reeds—smelled sweet, like spices or herbs. There were no trees, but there was lots of wild game—especially wild donkeys, and plenty of ostriches. You’d also find bustards and antelopes. Sometimes, the cavalry would chase them. When the donkeys were chased, they’d run a bit, then stop—they were way faster than horses. And as soon as the horses got close, they’d do the same thing again. The only way to catch them was for the riders to spread out and hunt them in shifts. The meat was similar to venison, but more tender. Nobody managed to catch an ostrich. Some soldiers tried, but they quickly gave up; the birds were super speedy, putting a huge distance between themselves and their pursuers, running as fast as they could and flapping their wings like sails. The bustards weren’t so hard to catch when you startled them; they only flew short distances, like partridges, and got tired quickly. Their meat was delicious.
As the army moved through this area, they reached the Mascas River, about a hundred feet wide. There was a big, abandoned city called Corsote, almost surrounded by the river, which flowed around it in a circle. They stopped there for three days to restock supplies. Then they continued their march for thirteen days—ninety parasangs—still keeping the Euphrates on their right, until they reached the Gates. During these marches, several of the pack animals died of hunger, because there was no grass, herbs, or trees; the land was completely barren. The local people made a living by digging millstones from the riverbanks, which they’d then sell in Babylon, trading for grain. The army ran out of grain, and it couldn't be bought with money, except at the Lydian market with Cyrus’s army; where a kapithe of wheat or barley cost four shekels—a shekel was worth about seven and a half Attic obols, and a kapithe was about two Attic choeneces, dry measure. So the soldiers had to eat meat for the whole time. Some of the marches were really long, whenever they had to push on to find water or food. Once, they got stuck in a tough spot where the deep clay was blocking the wagons. Cyrus, with the nobles around him, stopped to supervise, and told Glus and Pigres to take a group of local people and help get the wagons moving. When they seemed slow, he angrily turned to the Persian nobles and told them to help push the wagons out. That’s when everyone saw what good discipline looked like. Each noble, wherever they happened to be, took off their purple cloaks and jumped into the work with as much energy as if it were a charge into battle. They flew down a steep hillside, with their fancy tunics and embroidered pants—some with jeweled circlets and bracelets—and in no time, they were in the muddy clay, landing the wagons safely on solid ground.
 It was clear Cyrus was determined to keep moving and didn’t want to stop, except to restock supplies or handle other necessities. He figured the faster they moved, the less prepared the king would be for a fight. But if they dragged their feet, the king’s army would just get bigger. Anyone paying attention could see that even though the king’s empire was huge, with tons of people, it was also weak because of the long roads and how spread out his troops were. An invader who pushed hard with fast marches could really exploit that.
Across the Euphrates from where they were, there was a big, thriving city called Charmande. The soldiers bought food there, crossing the river on rafts. They used their tent covers, stuffing them with light grass, then tightly stitching them shut so the water wouldn't get in. They used these makeshift rafts to get wine made from dates, and millet—the main food in the area.
There was a disagreement between the soldiers of Menon and Clearchus. Clearchus punished one of Menon’s men, whipping him for messing up. The guy went back to his own group and told them. They were seriously ticked off at Clearchus. Later that day, Clearchus went to check out the river crossing and the market. He was riding back to his tent with a few guys when he had to go through Menon’s camp. Cyrus was still on his way, riding in the same direction. One of Menon’s men, who was chopping wood, spotted Clearchus riding past and swung his axe at him. He missed, but then another guy threw a rock, and then several more, yelling and hissing. Clearchus quickly retreated to his own troops and told them to get ready for a fight. He had his hoplites stand with their shields braced against their knees, while he, leading his Thracians and horsemen (he had over forty of them—mostly Thracians), charged toward Menon’s soldiers. The soldiers, including Menon himself, panicked and scrambled for their weapons; some just stood there, totally confused.
Just then, Proxenus showed up from behind with his own group of hoplites, and without thinking, marched right into the space between the two groups and told everyone to drop their weapons. Then he started begging Clearchus to stop. Clearchus wasn’t thrilled to hear his near-death experience being brushed off so lightly, and told Proxenus to back off and clear the area.
That’s when Cyrus arrived and asked what was going on. There was no time to waste. Gripping his javelins, he galloped up, escorted by some of his loyal bodyguards, and shouted, "Clearchus, Proxenus, and you other Greeks here, you don't know what you're doing! If we fight each other, we’re done—I'm going to be cut to pieces today, and so will you! If our luck turns bad, these barbarians around us will be worse enemies than those currently serving the king."
Those words snapped Clearchus out of it. Both sides stopped fighting and went back to their own camps—order was restored.
Chapter 6

As they moved forward from where they’d seen Charmande, they kept finding horse tracks and droppings—lots of them. It looked like a trail of maybe two thousand horses. These guys were ahead of the army, burning up all the grass and anything else useful.
Now, there was a Persian named Orontas; he was closely related to the king and considered one of the best Persian warriors when it came to military stuff. He’s been at war with Cyrus before, but they patched things up. Now, he was plotting to take Cyrus out. He approached Cyrus with a plan: if Cyrus could give him a thousand horsemen, he’s deal with these troopers who were burning everything in their path. He’s set an ambush and take them down, or capture a bunch of them alive. Either way, he’d put a stop to their destruction and make sure they never even saw Cyrus’s army or reported its approach to the king.
The idea seemed solid to Cyrus, so he gave Orontas permission to gather a detachment from each of the generals. Orontas thought he had his horsemen ready and wrote a letter to the king, saying he’s soon join him with as many troopers as he could bring. He also told the king to have the royal cavalry welcome him as a friend. The letter included some reminders of their past friendship and loyalty. He handed the letter to a messenger he thought he could trust, but the messenger double-crossed him and gave it to Cyrus. Cyrus read it. Orontas was arrested.
Then Cyrus called seven of the most important Persians among his personal attendants to his tent and ordered the Hellenic generals to bring up a group of heavily armed infantry—hoplites. These troops were to surround his tent. The generals did as they were told, bringing around three thousand hoplites. Clearchus was also invited inside to help with the court-martial—a courtesy to recognize his position among the other generals, in the opinion of Cyrus and everyone else in the court.
When he came out, he told his friends what had happened (there weren’t really any secrets about it). He said Cyrus opened the inquiry with these words: “I’ve asked you here, my friends, so I can get your advice and do what’s right in the eyes of God and people, as far as this man before you, Orontas, is concerned.”
Cyrus continued, “My father gave him to me to be a loyal subject. Later, claiming he was acting under the orders of my brother, and holding the acropolis of Sardis, he went to war with me. I met force with force, and made him realize it was better to stop fighting. We shook hands and made promises. After that,” Cyrus turned to Orontas, “did I do you any wrong?” Orontas replied, “Never.”
Cyrus asked another question: “Later, after you admitted you hadn’t been harmed by me, did you rebel and attack my territory as much as you could?” “I did,” Orontas said. “Then, after you realized you couldn’t win, did you flee to the altar of Artemis, pretending to regret your actions, trying to play on my emotions, so we could shake hands and make promises again?” Orontas nodded.
“So, what harm have I done you,” Cyrus asked, “that now you’re caught plotting against me for the third time?” “I can’t help it,” Orontas answered.
Cyrus asked one last question: “But could there come a day when you’ll be hostile to my brother and a loyal friend to me?” The other replied, “Even if that were true, you’d never believe it, Cyrus.”
 Cyrus turned to everyone who was there and said, "That's how this guy has acted in the past, and that's what he's saying now. I want to hear what you think, Clearchus—what’s your take?" Clearchus replied, "My advice is to get rid of him ASAP. It’s a hassle to keep an eye on him, and we’ll have more time to appreciate the people who are actually on our side." He told us, "Everyone else in court agreed with that." Then, at Cyrus’s signal, they all took turns grabbing him by the belt—basically, telling him he was done for. Those who were appointed led him away, and even though they knew he was headed to his death, people who used to show him respect still bowed down.
After they took him to Artapates’ tent—one of Cyrus’s most trusted advisors—no one ever saw him again, either living or dead. Nobody knew for sure how he died; some people guessed one thing, others another. There was never a tomb or anything to mark where he was buried, not then and not since.
Chapter 7

Cyrus marched through Babylonia, covering about twelve parasangs in three stages. Around midnight on the third stage, he reviewed the Greek and Asian troops in the plain, expecting the king would arrive the next day to fight. He told Clearchus to lead the right wing, and Menon, from Thessaly, to lead the left. Cyrus himself would organize his own forces.
After the review, deserters from the king arrived with news about his army as daybreak approached. Cyrus then gathered the Greek generals and captains for a war council to plan the battle. He also gave them a speech: “Men of Hellas,” he said, “I’m not fighting my battles because I’m short on soldiers. I believe you’re stronger and better than many other troops. That's why I chose you. Prove you're worthy of the freedom you have – a freedom I envy. Freedom is worth more than anything I own, multiplied many times over. Let me tell you what you’re facing: Their numbers are huge, and they make a lot of noise. But if you can withstand those two things, I'm embarrassed to think how weak the people in this land really are. You are men, and you must be brave. It’s a given. If you want to go home, I promise to send you back so your friends will be jealous. And I’m betting many of you will accept what I’m offering here instead of what you left behind.”
Gaulites, a Samian exile and a close friend of Cyrus, spoke up: “Cyrus, some people say you’re making big promises now because you’re in a tough spot. But if things go well for you, will you remember?” People shook their heads, adding that even if he remembered and wanted to, he wouldn’t be able to keep all his promises.
Cyrus replied: “You forget that my father’s empire stretches south to a scorching desert where people can't live, and north to a frozen wasteland. But everything in between is divided into satrapies controlled by my brother’s friends. If we win, we’re also giving those territories to our friends. My real worry isn’t having enough to give to everyone; it’s not having enough friends to share with, and to each of you Hellenes, I will give a crown of gold.”
Hearing this, the troops were more excited than ever and spread the good news to the rest. Both generals and other Hellenes came to Cyrus, demanding to know what they would get if they won. Cyrus satisfied everyone’s expectations and dismissed them. Everyone advised him not to enter the battle himself, but to stay in the rear. At that point, Clearchus asked him: “Do you really think your brother will fight you, Cyrus?” Cyrus answered: “He won’t give up the prize without a fight – if he’s the son of Darius and Parysatis, and my brother.”
 Right before the big battle, here’s the breakdown of numbers: The Greeks had ten thousand four hundred heavily armored soldiers and two thousand five hundred archers. The barbarians with Cyrus had a total of one hundred thousand troops. He also had about twenty chariots with scythes. The enemy’s forces were reported to be one million two hundred thousand strong, with two hundred scythe-chariots, plus six thousand cavalry led by Artagerses. These guys were the king’s personal vanguard. The royal army was organized by four generals – basically, top commanders – each in charge of three hundred thousand men. Their names were Abrocomas, Tissaphernes, Gobryas, and Arbaces. (But only about nine hundred thousand actually fought in the battle, along with one hundred and fifty scythe-chariots; because Abrocomas, marching from Phoenicia, arrived five days too late.) That’s the info Cyrus got from deserters from the king’s army before the battle, and it was confirmed by prisoners after the fighting.
From there, Cyrus moved forward one stage—three parasangs—with all his troops, both Greek and barbarian, ready for battle. He expected the king to attack that day. In the middle of the march, they reached a huge, deep ditch, thirty feet wide and eighteen feet deep. The ditch stretched inland across the plain, twelve parasangs to the wall of Media. (There were canals there, flowing from the Tigris River; four of them, each a hundred feet wide and very deep, with boats carrying grain. They emptied into the Euphrates, spaced about a parasang apart, and had bridges crossing them.)
Between the Euphrates and the ditch was a really narrow passage, just twenty feet wide. The king had built the ditch when he heard Cyrus was coming, as a way to defend against an attack. Cyrus and his army passed through this narrow passage and found themselves safe inside the trench. So, there was no battle with the king that day, but there were lots of clear signs of horses and soldiers retreating. Cyrus then called in Silanus, his Ambraciot soothsayer, and gave him three thousand darics. Eleven days earlier, during a sacrifice, the soothsayer had told him the king wouldn’t fight within ten days. Cyrus had replied, "Well, if he doesn't fight within that time, he won't fight at all. And if your prediction is right, I’ll give you ten talents.” Now that the ten days had passed, he gave him the money.
Since the king hadn’t stopped Cyrus’s army from passing through the trench, Cyrus and everyone else figured he’d given up on offering battle. So, the next day, Cyrus moved forward with less caution. On the third day, he was leading the march, sitting in his carriage with just a small group of soldiers in front of him. The rest of the army was moving along without much order—the soldiers had left their heavy armor to be carried in wagons or on the backs of animals.
Chapter 8

It was almost time for the main market, and the army was close to reaching their camp when Pategyas, a Persian and a trusted member of Cyrus’s team, rode up super fast on his horse, which was soaked in sweat. He yelled in Greek and Persian to everyone he saw, as quickly as he could: "The king is coming with a huge army ready to fight!" Chaos broke out. Everyone expected an attack right away, before they could even get into formation. Cyrus jumped out of his carriage and put on his armor. Then, leaping onto his horse, with javelins gripped tight, he ordered everyone to arm themselves and get into their positions.
The orders were followed quickly; the lines formed. Clearchus led the right wing, which stretched along the Euphrates. Proxenus was next, followed by the rest. Menon and his troops held the Hellenic left. On the right, beside Clearchus, were one thousand Paphlagonian cavalry, and with them, the Hellenic peltasts. Ariaeus, Cyrus’s second in command, was on the left, with the rest of the non-Greek troops. Cyrus was with his six hundred-strong cavalry bodyguard, all wearing armor like Cyrus, with cuirasses and helmets – except Cyrus himself, who went into battle without a helmet. All the horses with Cyrus also had forehead and chest protection, and the soldiers carried short Greek swords.
It was midday, but the enemy wasn’t in sight yet. But as afternoon approached, a cloud of dust appeared, followed by a dark haze spreading far and wide across the plain. As they got closer, flashes of bronze and spear tips were visible, and the formations were clear. On the left were soldiers wearing white armor. “That’s Tissaphernes in charge,” they said, “and next to them, soldiers with wicker shields, and then heavily armed infantry with long wooden shields reaching their feet.” They said these were the Egyptians, followed by more cavalry and archers – each nation marching in tightly packed squares. And all along their front was a line of chariots spaced out—the famous scythe-chariots, with their scythes fitted to the axles, stretching out at an angle, and others pointing downwards, facing the ground, designed to cut through anything they hit. The plan was for them to charge into the Hellenic ranks at full speed and cut them apart.
Interestingly, Cyrus’s hope that the Hellenes wouldn’t worry about the shouts of the Asiatics didn’t pan out. Instead of shouting, they advanced in deep silence, moving slowly and steadily. At that moment, Cyrus, riding by with Pigres, his interpreter, and a few others, yelled to Clearchus to attack the enemy’s center, because that’s where the king was. “If we hit them there,” he added, “we’re done.” Clearchus, though he could see the large group in the center and had been told by Cyrus that the king was outside the Hellenic left (because of their larger numbers, the king could overlap Cyrus’s extreme left while holding his own center), still hesitated to pull his right wing away from the river, fearing he’d be attacked on both sides. He simply replied, assuring Cyrus that he’s taking care of things.
 Right then, the barbarian army was steadily moving forward, and the Greek troops were still getting into position, with different units arriving. Cyrus, riding a little way back from the lines, scanned the battlefield, checking out both friend and foe. When Xenophon the Athenian spotted him, he rode over to ask if there were any orders. Cyrus, reining in his horse, told him to announce that the sacrifices – both inside and out – looked really good. While he was still talking, he heard a confused buzz going through the ranks and asked what was up. The other guy said it was the password being passed down for a second time. Cyrus wondered who gave the order and asked what it was. When he heard it was "Zeus our Savior and Victory," he said, "Sounds good to me, let's go with it," and rode off to his position. Now, the two armies were only about three-quarters of a mile apart, and the Greeks started chanting a celebratory song, while also moving toward the enemy.
But as they moved forward, a section of the line surged ahead, like a wave, and the rest sprinted to catch up. At the same time, a wild cry burst from everyone's lips—like a shout for the war god—"eleleu! eleleu!" and the sprinting became a full-on run. Some say they clashed their shields and spears, which totally freaked out the horses. And before they even got close enough to shoot arrows, the barbarians turned and ran. Now, the Greeks gave chase with everything they had, only being held back by shouts to stay together and not race off. The enemy’s chariots, abandoned by their drivers, kept rolling forward, some through the enemy lines, others past the Greeks. They saw them coming and opened a gap to let them pass. One guy, like a totally stunned runner, got tripped up, but even he, they said, wasn’t hurt. And aside from one guy on the left wing who got nicked by an arrow, no Greek was injured in this battle.
Cyrus, seeing the Greeks totally crushing it and chasing after the enemy, was super pleased. But even though he was stoked and people around him were congratulating him like he was already king, he didn’t join the pursuit. Instead, he kept his squadron of six hundred horsemen tightly together and waited to see what the king would do. He knew the king was holding the center of the Persian army. It's a thing for Asian kings to be in the center during battles – it’s the safest spot, with troops on either side, and messages can reach them faster. So, the king was holding the center, but he was actually to the left of Cyrus’s left wing. Seeing that nobody was challenging them, he started to turn, like he was trying to circle the enemy. That’s when Cyrus, worried that the king might get behind them and cut them to pieces, charged to meet him. Attacking with his six hundred, he took down the troops in front of the king and sent six thousand running, reportedly cutting down their general, Artagerses, with his own hand.
 But as soon as things went totally sideways, Cyrus’s own six hundred soldiers, caught up in the chase, got scattered. Almost everyone was gone, except for a few who stayed with Cyrus—mostly his dinner buddies, so they were called. Alone with these guys, he spotted the king and the crowd around him. He couldn't hold back any longer, so he yelled, “I see him!” and charged forward, swinging at his chest and hitting him through his armor. According to Ctesias the surgeon, who also says he patched the guy up, that’s what happened. As Cyrus landed the blow, someone threw a javelin and hit him right under his eye—it was a bad hit. Then a huge fight broke out between the king, Cyrus, and everyone trying to protect one or the other. Ctesias, who was right there, gave an account of how many people died on the king’s side. Cyrus himself went down, and eight of his best friends were piled on top of him. The story goes that Artapates, the most reliable of Cyrus’s magic users, saw Cyrus fall and jumped off his horse, wrapping his arms around him. One story says the king told someone to kill him as a worthy sacrifice for his brother. Others say Artapates pulled out his curved sword and ended his own life. He had a gold sword, it’s true. He also wore a collar and bracelets and all the fancy stuff that the wealthiest Persians wore—his kindness and loyalty had earned him honors from Cyrus.
Chapter 9

So died Cyrus—a seriously awesome and worthy king, the best of all the Persians who’s ever lived, according to everyone who really knew him. Let’s rewind a bit, to when he was just a kid, growing up with his brother and the other guys. Even then, everyone recognized he was something special. The sons of the most important Persians, you see, all get raised at the king’s place. It’s a place where they learn about self-control and being responsible, and they’re never exposed to anything gross or ugly.
They’d constantly see people getting honored by the king, and others getting called out—they heard all about it, so from a young age, they learned how to lead and how to follow. Cyrus stood out—he was known for his incredible modesty and always listened to his elders, more than most of the other guys. He was also the best at riding horses and loved animals. People also noticed how good he was at war, using a bow and javelin, always quick to learn and eager to practice.
As soon as he was old enough, he showed the same talent for hunting, and he loved a good, risky adventure facing wild animals. One time, a bear charged him, and without even flinching, he wrestled it, even though he got knocked off his horse and got hurt—the scars were with him for life. But he ended up killing the bear, and he made sure to reward the guy who helped him, making him super popular.
Later, his dad sent him to rule Lydia, Great Phrygia, and Cappadocia, and he became the general in charge of gathering troops in the Castolus plain. What people noticed most about him was how seriously he took his promises and agreements. He never lied to anyone. That’s how he earned the trust of people and communities under his care—if you made a deal with Cyrus, you knew he’d stick to it. So, during the war with Tissaphernes, all the states chose Cyrus instead, except for the people of Miletus, who were just scared of him because he wouldn’t give up on their exiled citizens. His actions and words showed that he always kept his word—even if he was outnumbered or struggling, he’d never ditch his friends.
 He didn’t hide the fact that he wanted to one-up both his friends and his enemies – to be fair to everyone. A prayer is even said to be his: “God, let me live long enough to pay back my friends and deal with my enemies with strength.” Whether that’s true or not, no one, at least in our time, ever gathered such a huge group of friends, eager to offer him their money, their cities, even their lives. But that doesn’t mean he let criminals and wrongdoers walk all over him; he punished them without hesitation. It was common to see people on the main roads missing a hand, a foot, or an eye. Because of this, anyone—Greek or not—in Cyrus’s region could travel anywhere safely, taking whatever they wanted. Still, everyone agreed he really honored the brave warriors. Take, for example, his war with the Pisidians and Mysians. Leading an expedition into their territory, he could spot those who were willing to take risks. He made them rulers of the conquered land and later gave them even more gifts. So, the good and brave were lifted up, while cowards were basically their slaves. This meant Cyrus always had volunteers for any dangerous mission, knowing he’d be watching.
Again, whenever he found someone ready to show their skills in doing what’s right, he loved making that person richer than those trying to get ahead by cheating. He ran his own administration fairly, and he gathered a truly impressive army. Generals and officers alike came to him from across the sea, not just for money, but because they saw that being loyal to Cyrus was a better investment than a big paycheck. Anyone who served him well could count on being rewarded. That's how Cyrus always had the best people helping him, no matter the task.
And if he found a skilled and honest manager who brought in money for the region, he wouldn't take anything from them. Instead, he’d give them even more. Working hard became enjoyable, and people could build wealth with confidence. They definitely wouldn’t hide how much they had, since he wasn’t jealous of anyone’s wealth, but instead tried to use the riches of those who kept them secret. He was equally skilled in being courteous to his friends—those he knew were kind or who he could trust to work with him. He’d help them in return, just as much as he needed their help, giving them whatever they wanted.
 Dude, he got so many gifts, for all sorts of reasons. Seriously, I don't think anyone ever got more, and he was always ready to give them out, totally knowing what each person would like. A lot of these presents were for looking good or for fighting, and he's like, "How am I supposed to wear all this stuff? Honestly, the best way to accessorize is by having awesome, supportive friends.” It’s not surprising he’d win out over his friends when it came to doing good deeds, since he was way more powerful. But the fact that he’d go above and beyond with small gestures and just wanting to make people happy? That's what I really admired.
He’d often send a half-flagon of seriously amazing wine to a friend with a message: “Cyrus says, this is the best wine he’s tasted in ages, so he wanted you to try it. Hope you drink it up today with your crew.” Or maybe he’d send the rest of a goose dish, some half-loaves of bread—you know, just stuff. The messenger would say, "This is Cyrus’s absolute fave, he wants you to taste it yourself.” Sometimes there was a shortage of food, but because he had so many helpers and was always thinking ahead, he could get supplies for himself. Then he’d send his friends around, telling them to feed their horses on his hay, because he didn’t want his friends’ horses going hungry.
During long marches or expeditions with tons of people around, he’d gather his friends and have serious conversations, basically saying, “I’m stoked to show you guys some love.”
Honestly, from what I'm hearing, nobody—Greek or barbarian—was ever so loved. Proof? Even though Cyrus was technically the king’s servant, nobody ditched him to join the king. The only exception was Orontas, but that didn’t work out. That guy learned that Cyrus was closer to the heart of the person he relied on than he was. On the flip side, a bunch of people rebelled from the king and went to Cyrus when they started fighting. And these weren't random people; they were close to the king. But they believed their skills would get them a better reward from Cyrus.
Another huge sign of his worth and his ability to spot true loyalty was something that happened at the very end of his life. He was killed, but all his faithful friends and table-companions fell with him—except for Ariaeus, who was in charge of the cavalry on the left. As soon as he saw Cyrus fall, he bailed, taking all his troops with him.
Chapter 10

Then the head of Cyrus and his right hand were chopped off from his body. But the king and those around him chased after them and attacked the Cyreian camp. The troops of Ariaeus totally lost it, fleeing through their own camp back to where they'd camped the night before—about four miles, they said. So the king and his crew started looting everything they could get their hands on. Among the loot, he grabbed the Phocaean woman, who had been Cyrus’s girlfriend—apparently, she was super smart and beautiful. Some of the king’s men also caught the younger Milesian. But she ripped off her outer clothes and bolted to the Hellenes, who had been left behind to guard the camp. Those guys immediately lined up and started slashing at the looters, though they lost some of their own in the process. They held their ground and managed to save not only that woman, but everything else—both stuff and people—that was within reach.
At that point, the king and the Hellenes were about three miles apart. One side was chasing their enemies like they'd already won the whole thing. The other was looting like they were celebrating a victory. But when the Hellenes heard that the king and his troops were in the baggage camp, and the king learned from Tissaphernes that the Hellenes had won their section of the field and were chasing after them, things changed fast. The king gathered his troops and got into formation. Clearchus called over Proxenus, who was standing next to him, and they talked about whether to send a small group or go as a whole to save the camp.
Meanwhile, the king was spotted again, seeming to advance from the rear. The Hellenes spun around and got ready to fight him right there. But instead of attacking them at that spot, he turned away, following the same route he’d taken earlier, outside the left side of his opponent, and picked up the troops who had deserted to the Hellenes during the battle, as well as Tissaphernes and his division. Tissaphernes hadn't run when the fighting started; he’d charged parallel to the Euphrates River right into the Greek peltasts, and through them. But even though he charged hard, he didn’t take down a single person. Instead, the Hellenes made a gap for him to go through, slashing at him with their swords and throwing their javelins as he passed. Episthenes of Amphipolis was in charge of the peltasts, and he seemed like a smart guy, they said. That's how Tissaphernes, having gotten through in a chaotic mess and getting the worst of it, failed to turn around and come back the way he came. He reached the Hellenes’ camp, joined up with the king, and fell back into formation. The two divisions then moved forward side by side.
 They were lined up next to the Greeks’ left flank, and suddenly the Greeks were freaked out, thinking they’d be surrounded and wiped out. So, they decided to spread out their line and put the river behind them. But while they were figuring things out, the king rode up and positioned his troops – exactly the same way he’s lined up to fight at the start. Seeing them so close and ready for battle, the Greeks yelled out a victory chant and charged again, even more pumped than before. And once again, the barbarians didn’t even wait—they bolted, even farther this time. The Greeks chased them until they hit a village, where they stopped, because a hill rose above the village, and the king and his crew gathered and reformed there. They didn’t have any foot soldiers left, but the hilltop was packed with cavalry, so it was impossible to see what was happening. They did see, though, the king’s banner—a golden eagle with wings spread, perched on a wooden pole and raised on a spear.
As soon as the Greeks started moving again, the enemy cavalry scattered from the hill—not as a group anymore, but in pieces, some running off one way, some another. Little by little, the hilltop emptied out until they were completely gone. So, Clearchus didn’t go up the hill, but posted his army at the bottom and sent Lycius of Syracuse and another guy up to check things out and report back. Lycius rode up and checked it out, telling them they were fleeing like crazy. Almost immediately, the sun dipped below the horizon. The Greeks stopped there, dropped their weapons, and rested, wondering where Cyrus was and why no messenger had arrived. They didn’t know he was dead, and guessed he’d either chased after them or was moving ahead to take a strategic spot. Left to their own devices, they debated whether to stay put and have the baggage train brought up, or head back to camp. They decided to return, and around supper time, they reached the tents. That’s how the day ended.
They found most of their stuff had been looted—food and drinks, everything, even the wagons loaded with corn and wine that Cyrus had prepared in case they really needed to share them with the Greeks. They said there were four hundred of these wagons, and the king and his men had ransacked them all. So, most of the Greeks went to bed without supper, having already skipped breakfast because the king had shown up before their usual breakfast stop. And that’s how they spent the night, in pretty rough shape.

Chapter 1

As soon as the sun came up, the generals got together, and they were totally thrown that Cyrus hadn’t shown up himself, or at least sent someone to tell them what to do. So, they decided to pool their resources, gear up, and keep moving until they linked up with Cyrus. Just as they were about to head out, Procles, the ruler of Teuthrania, arrived with the rising sun. He was a descendant of Damaratus from Laconia, and Glus, son of Tamos, came with him too. These two guys told them, first, that Cyrus was dead; second, that Ariaeus had pulled back with the rest of the non-Greeks to the spot where they started at dawn the day before; and that, if they wanted to come, he’d wait for them for just one day, but tomorrow he was heading back home to Ionia, where he came from.
When they heard that news, the generals were seriously bummed out—and so were the rest of the Greeks when they found out. Then Clearchus spoke up: “Man, I wish Cyrus was still alive! But since he’s gone, tell Ariaeus that we, at least, conquered the king. And, like you can see, there’s not a single person left on the battlefield to even challenge us. If you guys hadn’t shown up, we would’ve already started marching on the king. Now, we can promise Ariaeus that, if he joins us here, we’ll put him on the king’s throne. It’s just how it works when you take over a kingdom.” With those words, he sent the messengers back, along with Cheirisophus from Laconia, and Menon from Thessaly. Menon wanted that, since he was friends with Ariaeus and they’d hosted each other. So, they headed off, and Clearchus waited for them.
The soldiers grabbed whatever food and drinks they could—hitting up the pack animals and chopping up oxen and donkeys. They weren’t short on firewood; they just had to step a few feet from where the battle happened, and they’d find tons of arrows that the Greeks had made the king’s deserters ditch. There were arrows and wicker shields, plus those huge wooden shields the Egyptians used. There were tons of abandoned supplies and empty wagons, too. It was a goldmine, and they definitely made use of it to cook their meals that day.
 It was now close to the busiest time of the market when messengers from the king and Tissaphernes arrived. These were barbarians, with one exception. This was a guy named Phalinus, a Greek who lived at the court of Tissaphernes and was highly respected. He presented himself as an expert in military tactics and fighting with heavy weapons. These were the guys who showed up, and after summoning the Greek generals, they delivered this message: "The great king, having won the battle and killed Cyrus, wants the Greeks to give up their weapons and go to the king’s palace gates to negotiate terms." The Greeks listened with heavy hearts, but Clearchus spoke, and his words were short: "Conquerors don’t usually give up their weapons.” Then, turning to the others, he added, "I’m leaving it to you, my fellow generals, to give the best and noblest response you can to these guys. I’ll rejoin you in a bit.” At that moment, an official had summoned him to come and look at the animal organs that had been taken out, because he was currently performing a religious sacrifice. As soon as he was gone, Cleanor the Arcadian, because of his seniority, responded: "They’d rather die than give up their weapons.” Then Proxenus the Theban said: "Honestly, I’m wondering if the king wants our weapons as a ruler, or just as a friendly gift. If it's as a ruler, why doesn’t he just come and take them? But if he’s trying to sweet-talk us with fancy speeches, he should tell us what his soldiers will get in return.” In response, Phalinus said: "The king claims he’s won because he killed Cyrus, and who’s challenging him for the kingdom now? He also thinks he has you in his power, since he’s holding you in the heart of his country, surrounded by rivers that are impossible to cross, and he can bring an army against you so huge that even if you were able to rise up and fight, you couldn’t kill them all.” After him, Theopompus the Athenian spoke: “Phalinus,” he said, “right now, as you can see, we have nothing left but our weapons and our courage. If we keep the weapons, we think we can use the courage; but if we give up the weapons, we’ll soon be losing our lives. Don’t think we’re going to give up the only good things we have. We’d rather keep them, and with their help, we’ll fight you for the good things you have.” Phalinus laughed when he heard those words, and said: “Spoken like a philosopher, my fine young man, and very pretty reasoning too; but let me tell you, your brains are a bit scattered if you think your courage will beat the king’s power.” A couple of others, it was said, with a bit of weakness in their voices or arguments, responded: “They had been good and trustworthy friends to Cyrus, and the king might find them just as valuable. If he wanted to be friends with them, he could use them any way he liked, say for a campaign against Egypt. Their weapons were at his service; they would help lay that country at his feet.”
 Just then Clearchus came back and wanted to know what they’d said. The words were barely out of his mouth before Phalinus cut in, “Your friends here are all over the place with their opinions—what’s your take?”
“Seeing you, Phalinus, really cheered me up,” he replied. “And not just me, I’m sure everyone here feels the same! You’re a Hellene, just like us—every single one of us you see before you. Right now, we’re in a tough spot and would love for you to join our discussion about what to do with your proposals. I’m seriously asking you, in the sight of heaven—give us the best advice you can, advice that will bring you honor down the line. It’s going to be said that Phalinus was sent by the great king to ask certain Hellenes to give up their weapons, and when they took him into their counsel, he gave them this and that advice. You know that whatever advice you give us will definitely be reported back in Hellas.”
Clearchus dropped these hints, hoping this ambassador from the king would advise them not to give up their weapons. That would make the Hellenes even more hopeful. But, to his surprise, Phalinus turned around and said, “If you have even a tiny chance, a one-in-a-million shot, to win a war with the king, don’t give up your arms. That’s my advice. But if you have absolutely no way out without the king’s permission, then save yourselves however you can.”
And Clearchus answered, “So, that’s your final decision? Okay, take that back to him. We think that whether we’re supposed to be friends with the king, we’ll be more valuable as friends if we keep our weapons, than if we hand them over to someone else. Or, if we’re going to war, we’ll fight better with them than without.”
And Phalinus said, “We’ll repeat that answer, but the king also told me to tell you this: ‘As long as you stay here, there’s a truce. But one step forward or one step back, the truce is over—there’s war.’ So, what do you say about that? Are you going to stay put and keep the truce, or is there going to be war? What answer should I take back?”
And Clearchus replied, “Please tell him we agree with him on this point.”
“How do you say that?” asked Phalinus.
Clearchus answered, “As long as we stay here, there’s a truce, but a step forward or a step backward, the truce is over—there’s war.”
The other asked again, “Peace or war, what answer should I give?”
Clearchus repeated the same words: “Truce if we stop, but if we move forward or backward, war.”
But what he really wanted to do, he refused to make clear.
Chapter 2

Phalinus and those with him turned and left. But the messengers from Ariaeus, Procles, and Cheirisophus came back. As for Menon, he stayed behind with Ariaeus. They brought back this message from Ariaeus: "'There are tons of Persians,' he says, 'way better than himself who won't let him sit on the king's throne. But if you guys want to go back with him, you gotta join him tonight, or he's heading home tomorrow.'" And Clearchus said, "Let's do it this way then. If we come, great, let’s go with your plan. But if we don’t, do whatever you think is best for you.” And he kept them in the dark about what he really planned to do.
After that, when the sun was already going down, he called the generals and officers together and said, "Listen up. I sacrificed an animal, and it was a bad sign for attacking the king. Honestly, it’s not that surprising, because I just learned that a big river, the Tigris, flows between us and the king. It's deep enough for big boats, and we don’t have any boats! So, we can’t cross it. But we can't just stay here either, because we can’t get any food. However, the sacrifice was good for joining Cyrus’s friends. That's what we're gonna do. Everyone, go grab some dinner. When you hear the first bugle to turn in, get your gear and pack it up. At the second signal, put it on the pack animals. And at the third signal, fall in line and follow me, with the pack animals on the inside, protected by the river, and the troops on the outside.” After hearing the orders, the generals and officers went off and did what they were told. And from then on, Clearchus led, and the rest followed his orders, not because they’d chosen him, but because they saw he was the only one with the smarts and experience needed to be a general, while the others were clueless.
Here, under the cover of darkness, the Thracian Miltocythes, with forty horsemen and three hundred Thracian infantry, bailed and went over to the king. But the rest of the troops—Clearchus leading and the others following his orders—left. Around midnight, they reached their first stop, where they met up with Ariaeus and his army. They dropped their weapons just as they were standing in formation, and the Greek generals and officers went to Ariaeus’s tent. There, they exchanged oaths—the Greeks on one side and Ariaeus with his main officers on the other—promising not to betray each other and to be true allies. The Asians also swore an oath to lead the way without any sneaky moves. They sealed the oaths with a sacrifice of a bull, a wolf, a boar, and a ram over a shield. The Greeks dipped a sword, and the barbarians a spear, into the blood of the animals.
 As soon as the pledge was taken, Clearchus spoke: "And now, Ariaeus," he said, "since we're both leading this expedition, what do you think about the route? Should we go back the way we came, or have you figured out a better way?" He answered: "Going back the way we came means everyone will starve; right now, we don’t have any food. For the last seventeen days, even on our way here, we couldn’t find anything to eat. And if we did find something, we gobbled it up. This time, we’re taking a longer journey, but we won't be desperate for supplies. The first few stages will be really long – as long as we can manage. The goal is to put as much distance as possible between us and the royal army. Once we’re two or three days’ travel away, we’ll be safe. The king will never catch up. He won't risk chasing us with a small army, and he won't be able to move quickly with a huge one. He might even run out of food himself.” He paused. “You asked for my opinion, see? I’m giving it to you.”
Here was a plan for the campaign, basically a chaotic retreat: they were supposed to run and hide. But luck turned out to be a better general. As soon as it was daylight, they started the journey again, keeping the sun on their right, figuring they'd reach villages in Babylonia with the setting sun. And they weren't wrong. While it was still afternoon, they thought they spotted some of the enemy’s cavalry. The Greek soldiers not already in formation rushed to get in line. Ariaeus, who was riding in a wagon to care for a wound, jumped out and put on his armor, and his crew followed suit. While they were armoring up, scouts who had gone ahead returned with news that they weren’t cavalry, just baggage animals grazing. Everyone realized they must be close to the king's camp. They could actually see smoke rising, clearly from villages nearby. Clearchus didn't want to attack the enemy, knowing the troops were exhausted and hungry, and it was already late. But he also didn't want to change course—it would look like they were fleeing. So, he marched straight ahead, and as the sun set, his vanguard entered the nearest villages and found a place to stay.
Those villages had already been completely looted and destroyed by the royal army—down to the wood and furniture. Still, the vanguard managed to find somewhere to settle in. But the rest of the division, arriving in the dark, had to set up camp as best they could, one group after another. They made a lot of noise, yelling and calling to each other, so the enemy could hear them. Those nearby actually took off—they abandoned their own camps. That’s what everyone saw the next morning: no animals, no signs of camps, not even any smoke anywhere around. It seemed the king himself was pretty shocked by the army’s arrival, which he showed by what he did the next day.
 That night, the Greeks totally freaked out—a full-blown panic hit the camp, with a ton of noise and chaos. It was like something really scary just popped up out of nowhere. But luckily, Clearchus had Tolmides, the best messenger around from Eleia, with him. He told Tolmides to shout for everyone to be quiet, then announced: "Anyone who knows how an ass got into the camp gets a whole talent of silver!" Hearing that, the soldiers realized their fear was probably nothing, and their generals were totally fine. When morning finally came, Clearchus told the Greeks to gear up and line up for battle, exactly like they did the day before.
Chapter 3

And now, here’s the proof of what I said—that the king was totally shocked by the sudden appearance of the army. Just the day before, he’s sent messengers demanding they surrender their weapons—and now, with the sun coming up, messengers arrived from him, trying to arrange a truce. They reached the front lines and asked for the generals. The guard reported they were there, and Clearchus, who was busy checking out the troops, sent word back to the messengers that they’d have to wait for him. After carefully lining up the soldiers so they looked like a solid wall of fighters, with no one unarmed, he called the ambassadors and went to meet them with his soldiers—the best of his force, decked out and looking sharp, just like he’s asked all the other generals to do.
Now, face to face with the ambassadors, he asked them what they wanted. They said they came to arrange a truce, and they were the right people to carry messages between the king and the Hellenes. He replied: “Tell your boss we need a battle first, because we haven’t had breakfast yet. And he’s going to be pretty brave if he mentions the word ‘truce’ to the Hellenes without providing them with breakfast.” The messengers rode off with that message, but they were back in no time, which proved the king, or someone he appointed, was close by. They reported that “the message seemed fair to the king; they’d come now with guides who, if a truce was arranged, would lead them to where they could get food.” Clearchus asked “whether the truce was just for the people going and coming, or for everyone.” “For everyone,” they replied, “until the king gets your final answer.” After they said that, Clearchus sent the ambassadors away and held a meeting; they decided to agree to a truce and then quietly go get food. Clearchus said: “I agree with that, but I don’t plan to announce it just yet. I want to stall a bit until the ambassadors start to worry that we’ve decided against the truce—though I suspect our soldiers will be feeling that way too.” As soon as he thought the time was right, he gave his answer in favor of the truce and told the ambassadors to lead them to the food.
So they led the way, and Clearchus, still cautious despite the truce, marched after them with his army in formation, himself in command of the rear guard. They kept running into ditches and canals filled with water that were impossible to cross without bridges. But they managed to get across using fallen or cut-down palm tree trunks. And here, Clearchus’s leadership was something to see—he stood with a spear in one hand and a stick in the other. When he noticed anyone slacking off, he’s pick out the right person and whack them with the stick. He even jumped into the mud and helped out himself, so everyone else felt ashamed and worked just as hard. The guys doing the work were around thirty years old, but even the older men couldn’t resist helping out when they saw Clearchus’s energy. What pushed Clearchus to hurry was the feeling that these ditches weren’t usually this full of water, since it wasn’t irrigation season. He thought the king might have let the water on just to show the Hellenes how many dangers they’d face from the very start.
 They kept going until they reached a bunch of villages, where their guides told them they could find food. The villages were packed with corn, and wine made from palm dates, and a sour drink made by boiling the same fruit. As for the palm nuts or dates themselves, it was clear that the ones we're used to seeing in Greece were for the servants; the ones set aside for the bosses were amazing—seriously beautiful and huge, like big chunks of golden amber. Some of them were dried and kept as candy. They were sweet enough to eat with wine, but could definitely give you a headache. Here, for the first time in their lives, the men tasted the center of the palm. Everyone was struck by how beautiful it was, and how unique the flavor was, but like the dried fruit, it was really likely to give you a headache. When this center is removed from the palm, the whole tree dies from top to bottom.
They stayed in those villages for three days, and then a group arrived from the great king—Tissaphernes, the king’s brother-in-law, and three other Persians—along with a bunch of slaves. As soon as the Greek generals showed up, Tissaphernes started talking, using an interpreter: “People of Greece, I’m your neighbor in Greece. So, when I saw you were in a total mess, I thought it would be awesome if I could convince the king to let me safely bring you all back home—and that would earn me your gratitude, and the gratitude of all of Greece. That's what I asked the king; I figured I deserved it, since I was the one who first warned him about Cyrus’s attack, and I helped prove it, and I was the only officer facing the Greeks who didn’t run, but charged right into battle and joined my troops with the king inside your camp, where he’s now, having killed Cyrus. And finally, I was the one who chased Cyrus’s troops, with the help of the people here with me—who are also some of the king’s most trusted soldiers. Now, I suggest you give a reasonable answer, so it’s easier for me to do what I’m planning, and maybe get something good for you from the king.”
Then the Greeks went off to talk things over. Finally, they gave their answer, and Clearchus spoke for them: “We didn’t start a war against the king, and we didn’t march here to do so. But it was Cyrus who came up with a bunch of excuses to trick us and bring us here. But after a while, when we saw he was in serious trouble, we felt bad for betraying him, after he’d helped us for so long. But now that Cyrus is dead, we’re not trying to take his kingdom from the king. There’s nothing we want to harm in the king’s country, and we wouldn’t even want to hurt him if we could. We just want to go home, if nobody messes with us. But, with God’s help, we’ll get revenge on anyone who does. On the other hand, if anyone helps us, we definitely want to return the favor as much as we can.”
 So he spoke, and Tissaphernes listened and replied, "I’m gonna take that answer back to the king and get back to you. Until I do, let's keep this truce going, and we’ll set up a market for you.” He didn’t show up the next day, and the Greeks were seriously stressed, but on the third day he arrived with news that he’s gotten what they wanted from the king—they could go free, even though a lot of people thought it was a bad look for the king to let those who’d fought against him leave in peace. Finally, he said, “You guys can now, if you want, give us your word that you’ll make the lands you pass through friendly to us and lead us back to Greece without any sneaky moves, and provide a market. If you can’t buy anything, we’ll let you take what you need from the area. You, on your side, have to swear that you’ll march through like it’s a friendly place, without causing any damage—just grabbing food and drinks if we don’t have a market set up for you. If we do have a market, you’ll only pay for what you get.” They agreed to that, and exchanged promises—Tissaphernes and the king’s brother-in-law on one side, and the Greek generals and officers on the other. After that, Tissaphernes said, “And now I’m heading back to the king. As soon as I’ve taken care of what I need to, I’ll come back, all set, to lead you into Greece, and then head back to my own territory.”
Chapter 4

After all that, the Greeks and Ariaeus just waited for Tissaphernes. They were camped nearby, pretty much right next to each other. It was over twenty days of waiting, and during that time, visitors kept coming to Ariaeus – his brother, other family members too. Some Persians showed up for the troops under him, cheering them on and even giving some of them promises straight from the king. He said he wouldn't hold anything against them for joining the expedition against him with Cyrus, or for anything else that had happened in the past.
While all this was going on, Ariaeus and his crew seemed to be ignoring the Greeks more and more. Honestly, most of the Greeks weren't thrilled about it. They went to Clearchus and the other generals, asking, "What are we waiting for?"
"Don't we know the king would give anything to get rid of us?" they asked. "He wants other Greeks to think twice before messing with him. Right now, it’s convenient for him to have us here because his army’s spread out. But as soon as he gathers another force, he’s definitely going to attack. Who knows, maybe he’s already digging trenches or building walls to block our way. It's not like he's going to let us go back to Greece and brag about how a few guys like us took on the king and laughed in his face."
Clearchus replied, "I'm worried about all this too. But here's what I'm thinking: if we bail out now, they'll say we’re looking for a fight and breaking the truce. Then what? First off, no one will supply us with food or anything we need. Next, we'll have no guides. Plus, it’s going to signal to Ariaeus to ditch us, and we’ll be left with no friends—even the ones we used to have will turn against us. I don’t know what rivers we’ll have to cross, but I do know that crossing the Euphrates with a fight is impossible.
“See, if we get forced into a battle, we have no cavalry to help us, but the enemy does—and they have the best of them. So, if we win, we won’t kill anyone, but if we lose, not a single one of us will get out alive. I don’t get why the king, with all his advantages, would swear oaths and make promises just to lie and ruin his reputation worldwide."
He went on and on about all of this.
 Meanwhile, Tissaphernes showed up, looking like he was ready to head home—he had his own troops with him, and so did Orontas, who was also there. Orontas even brought his new bride, the king's daughter, who he’d just married. The journey finally got underway. Tissaphernes took the lead and set up a market. They moved forward, and Ariaeus followed too, leading Cyrus’s troops from Asia, right alongside Tissaphernes and Orontas, and he set up camp with them. The Greeks, suspicious of everyone, marched separately with their guides, and camped about a couple of miles apart—maybe a little less. Both sides kept an eye on each other like enemies, which didn’t exactly ease tensions. Sometimes, while gathering wood and grass and stuff in the same area, fights broke out, making things even worse. They’d made it three stages when they reached the wall of Media, as it was called, and passed inside. It was built with baked bricks set in bitumen. It was twenty feet wide and a hundred feet high, and they said it was twenty miles long. It wasn’t far from Babylon.
From there, they marched two stages—about eight miles—and crossed two canals, one with a regular bridge, the other with a bridge made of seven boats. These canals came from the Tigris, and from them a whole system of smaller ditches was dug across the country, starting big and getting smaller and smaller, until they were just tiny channels, like the ones in Greece used to water millet fields. They reached the river Tigris. At this point, there was a big, bustling city called Sittace, about a mile and a half from the river. So, the Greeks camped next to the city, near a huge, beautiful park full of all kinds of trees.
The Asiatics had crossed the Tigris, but they were completely out of sight. After dinner, Proxenus and Xenophon were walking in front of the parade grounds when a guy came up and asked the guards where he could find Proxenus or Clearchus. He didn't ask for Menon, even though he was from Ariaeus, who was Menon's friend. As soon as Proxenus said, "I'm the one you're looking for," the guy replied, "I was sent by Ariaeus and Artaozus, who’s been a solid friend to Cyrus in the past, and they’re your well-wishers. They’re warning you to be careful in case the barbarians attack you tonight. There’s a big group of troops in the nearby park. They’re also telling you to secure the bridge over the Tigris, because Tissaphernes is planning to tear it down tonight if he can, so you can’t cross and you’ll be trapped between the river and the canal.” Hearing this, they took the guy to Clearchus and told him what he said. Clearchus was really worried, and honestly, pretty freaked out by the news. But a young guy who was there had an idea—he pointed out that the two warnings didn’t make sense. If they were planning an attack, why would they destroy the bridge? “If there were half a dozen bridges,” he said, “it wouldn’t help us escape—there’s nowhere to run! But, if we win, and the bridge is down, they’ll be the ones who can’t escape, and no one will be able to send them reinforcements from the other side, no matter how many of them there are, because the bridge will be gone.”
 Clearchus listened to the reasoning, and then he asked the messenger, "How big is the country between the Tigris and the canal?" "It's a pretty big area," he replied, "with tons of villages and big cities." Then it hit them: the barbarians had sent the guy subtly, worried the Greeks would cut the bridge and take the island. The island had strong defenses on both sides – the Tigris and the canal – and they could get food from the country, which was huge and rich, with plenty of people to farm it. Plus, anyone wanting to mess with the king could find a safe harbor there.
After that, they relaxed and went to sleep, but they still sent a guard to watch the bridge, just in case. No one attacked, and no enemy forces even came near the bridges, so the guards could report that everything was quiet in the morning. But as soon as it was daylight, they started crossing the bridge, which had thirty-seven boats, and they were super careful. They’d heard from some Greeks with Tissaphernes that the enemy might try to attack them while they were crossing. Turns out, that was all wrong, though they did see Glus watching with some other people to see if they made it across the river. But once he was sure they’d crossed, he rode off and disappeared.
From the Tigris, they marched for four days—twenty parasangs—to the Physcus River, which was about a hundred feet wide and had a bridge over it. There was a big, bustling city called Opis nearby, where the Greeks ran into Cyrus’s and Artaxerxes’s half-brother. He was leading a huge army from Susa and Ecbatana to help the king. He stopped his troops and watched the Greeks march past. Clearchus had them move in columns, two people wide. The front of the army would stop, and then that effect would ripple down the line, like this: stop! stop! stop! – it looked massive even to the Greeks themselves, and the Persian was totally blown away by the sight.
From there, they marched through Media for six days—thirty parasangs—to the villages of Parysatis, Cyrus’s and the king’s mom. Tissaphernes handed these over to the Greeks to raid, but he said they weren’t allowed to make the people slaves. The villages were full of grain, cattle, and other stuff. Then they marched for four days—twenty parasangs—keeping the Tigris on their left. On the first of those days, across the river, was a big, wealthy city called Caenae, where the locals used to float loaves of bread, cheese, and wine across on rafts made of animal skins.
Chapter 5

After that, they reached the river Zapatas, which is four hundred feet wide, and they stopped there for three days. During those days, everyone was super suspicious, but nothing bad actually happened. Clearchus decided to put an end to all that mistrust before it turned into a war. So, he sent a messenger to the Persian, saying he wanted to meet up; the other guy agreed right away. When they finally met, Clearchus spoke like this: “Tissaphernes,” he said, “I haven't forgotten that we swore oaths and shook hands, promising not to hurt each other. But I can see you're watching us like we’re enemies, and we’re watching you back. But after looking into things, I can’s see you trying to do us any harm—and I’m sure we’ve never even thought about hurting you. So, I thought it would be best to come talk things over and try to clear up all this doubt on both sides. I’ve seen people before, sometimes victims of lies or just plain suspicion, who were scared of each other and ready to strike first, and ended up doing something they really regretted against people who had no bad intentions toward them. I came to you because I believe misunderstandings are best solved by talking face-to-face, and I want to make it clear that you’re wrong to mistrust us. The main reason is the oaths we swore before the gods—they’ll stop us from fighting. I wouldn't wish that kind of conscience on anyone! If you go against the gods, how can you escape? Where can you hide? Where can you run and be safe? Everything is under their control, right? So, when it comes to the gods and our promises, that’s where I’m coming from. We entrusted our friendship to their protection, that’s a sacred agreement. But looking at things from a human perspective, I see you as our biggest help right now. With you, every path is clear, every river is easy to cross, and we’ll never run out of food. But without you, everything is dark and unknown; every river will be a roadblock, every crowd will be scary, and the wilderness itself will be the scariest thing of all, so confusing and endless. Seriously, what if we just snapped and hurt you? We’d be challenging the king himself to come after us—and that’s a fight we couldn't win. I’m telling you, I’d be losing so much if I tried to do you harm.”
 "I really wanted to be friends with Cyrus; I thought he was the best person around, able to help whoever he wanted. But today, I see you’re in his place now. All the power Cyrus had, and his whole territory, it’s yours now. You’ve got it all, plus your own region, safe and sound. And the king’s power, which was a real pain for Cyrus, is now supporting you. So, it would be crazy not to want to be your friend. But I’m going to tell you why I’m so confident, so you’ll want to be friends too. I know the Mysians are giving you trouble, and I’m pretty sure my army could make them totally submit to you. The Pisidians too; I’m hearing there are tons of other tribes like that. I think I can handle them all; they’ll stop being a constant headache to your peace and success. Then there are the Egyptians… I know you’re really angry with them right now. And honestly, I can’s think of a better force to punish them than the one marching behind me today. Plus, if you want to make friends with any of your neighbors, there won’t be a better friend than you’ll have with us; if anyone messes with you, with us as your loyal crew, you’ll totally own them. And we’ll serve you not just for money, but out of gratitude for saving our lives. Thinking about all this, the idea that you might not trust us is just mind-blowing. I'd give anything to know who's been talking you into thinking we're plotting against you.” Clearchus finished, and Tissaphernes replied—
“I appreciate your words, Clearchus; because if you were to try something against me, it would only be because you’re mad at yourself. But if you think you have a better reason to not trust the king and me, listen to me for a sec, and I’ll set you straight. Do you think we’ll lack the ability, if we wanted to, to take you down? Don’t we have enough cavalry or infantry, or whatever you want, that we could hurt you without getting hurt ourselves? Or do you think we’re missing the right places to attack you? Can’t you see all these huge plains, that are hard enough to cross even when they’re friendly? And all those massive mountain ranges you have to climb, that we can occupy ahead of time and make impossible to pass? And all those rivers, where we can play it smart, slowing you down, controlling you, picking and choosing who we want to fight! Some you won’t even be able to cross without us transporting you.
“And even if we were failing at all of that, ‘fire,’ as they say, ‘is stronger than crops’: we can burn it all down and starve you out; something you, for all your bravery, will never be able to beat. So, with all these ways to attack, all this war equipment open to us, none of which can be used against us, why would we choose the only method that’s against God and everyone else? That's what desperate people do, who are stuck and trying to get what they want by lying and betraying everyone. We’re not that clueless, Clearchus, or that dumb.”
 “Seriously, why didn’t we just wipe you out when we had the chance? It’s because I wanted to prove I was loyal to the Hellenes. Just like Cyrus, who relied on hired help, I wanted to show I could be strong through service. You’re useful to me in lots of ways, you’ve already said so, but there’s one even bigger. Only the great king gets to wear the tiara straight on his head, but in your presence, another person can wear it straight…right here, on their heart.”
Throughout the speech, it seemed to Clearchus that Tissaphernes was telling the truth. He replied, “Then aren’t those who try to turn us against each other, even though we’re friends, deserving of the worst punishment?” “Exactly,” said Tissaphernes. “If your generals and captains want to come forward publicly, I’ll tell you who’s been telling me you’re plotting against me and my army.” “Sounds good,” replied Clearchus. “I’ll bring them all, and I’ll show you where I get my information about you.”
After that, Tissaphernes, being super friendly, invited Clearchus to stay and had him over for dinner. The next day, Clearchus went back to the camp and made it clear that he was definitely in Tissaphernes’ good graces. He reported what he’d said, insisting that everyone should go to Tissaphernes, and that anyone caught spreading lies should be punished, not just as traitors, but as people who were bad for their own people. Menon was the one spreading the rumors, at least that’s what he thought. He knew Menon had been meeting with Tissaphernes while he was with Ariaeus, and was trying to stir up trouble against him, plotting to win over the whole army to his side to get on Tissaphernes’ good side. But Clearchus wanted the entire army to focus on no one else, and he wanted to get rid of anyone causing problems. Some of the soldiers protested: “Not all the captains and generals should go; we shouldn’t trust Tissaphernes so much.” But Clearchus pushed so hard that they finally agreed to send five generals and twenty captains. About two hundred other soldiers came along too, using the opportunity to sell their goods.
 When the generals arrived at Tissaphernes’s quarters, they were called inside. There was Proxenus from Boeotia, Menon from Thessaly, Agias from Arcadia, Clearchus from Lacedaemon, and Socrates from Achaea—the captains waited outside. Not long after, at the same signal, those inside were grabbed, and those outside were cut down. Then, some Persian horsemen charged across the plain, killing every Greek they saw, slave or free. From the camp, the Greeks watched this strange cavalry with shock, unable to understand what was happening until Nicarchus the Arcadian came tearing along, wounded in the belly, clutching his insides in his hands. He told them everything that had happened. Immediately, the Greeks rushed to grab their weapons, completely panicked, expecting the enemy to attack the camp any minute. But they didn't all come—only Ariaeus, Artaozus, and Mithridates, who were Cyrus’s closest friends, showed up. The Greek interpreter said he also recognized Tissaphernes’s brother with them. They had about three hundred other Persians behind them, wearing armor. Once they were close, they told any Greek general or captain who was there to come forward and hear a message from the king. Afterward, two Greek generals went out cautiously. They were Cleanor from Orchomenus and Sophaenetus from Stymphalion, with Xenophon the Athenian, who went to find out what happened to Proxenus. Cheirisophus was away in a village with a group gathering supplies. As soon as they stopped within earshot, Ariaeus said: "Greeks, Clearchus has been shown to have lied and broken the truce, so he’s been punished—he’s dead. But Proxenus and Menon, for giving information about his betrayal, are highly respected. As for you, the king wants your weapons. He claims they’re his, since they belonged to Cyrus, who was his slave.” To this, the Greeks responded through Cleanor of Orchomenus, their spokesman, who said to Ariaeus: "You villain, Ariaeus, and you others who were friends of Cyrus, don’t you have any shame before God or anyone, first promising you shared our friends and enemies, and then betraying us, teaming up with Tissaphernes, that most dishonest and awful man? You’ve murdered the very people you gave your word and oath to, and turned traitors to the rest of us; and now you’re joining forces with our enemies to attack us.” Ariaeus replied: “There’s no doubt that Clearchus has long been planning against Tissaphernes and Orontas, and all of us who side with them.” Taking up this point, Xenophon said: “Okay, so if Clearchus broke the truce against our oaths, he deserves what he got—perjurers should pay. But where are Proxenus and Menon, our generals and your good friends and benefactors, as you say? Send them back to us. Surely, just because they’re friends to both sides, they’ll try to give you and us the best advice.”
At this, the Asians talked amongst themselves for a long time, then left without saying a word.
Chapter 6

The generals got grabbed and hauled up to the king, where they were beheaded. First up was Clearchus—a serious soldier, totally into fighting. Everyone who really knew him would tell you that. While the war between the Spartans and Athenians was happening, he had plenty to do at home. But after the peace treaty, he convinced his city that the Thracians were messing with the Greeks. He got permission from the Spartan leaders to go attack the Thracians north of the Chersonese and Perinthus. But he hadn't even really started when, for some reason, the Spartan leaders changed their minds and tried to call him back from the isthmus. He flat-out refused and sailed off toward the Hellespont. Because of that, the Spartans sentenced him to death for ignoring orders. Now an exile, he ended up with Cyrus. He worked on Cyrus’s feelings—as described later—and got a gift of ten thousand darics. He didn't just chill with all that money; he gathered an army, fought the Thracians, and totally crushed them. From then on, he kept raiding and plundering them until Cyrus needed his army. Then he jumped right in, hoping to find more fighting with Cyrus.
That, I think, was just how a guy wired for war acted. When he could have peace with honor, no shame, no harm—he still wanted war. When he could relax at home, he insisted on working, as long as it ended in a fight. When he could keep his money safe, he’d rather risk it all in battle. Basically, war was his thing—like another guy would spend his money on a girlfriend, or to get a thrill, he chose to blow his cash on soldiering.
 He was totally obsessed with being a soldier, and it showed—he was born for it. Danger? Bring it on! He’s the kind of guy who’s attacking the enemy, day or night, and never panics, even when things get crazy. Everyone who ever fought alongside him would agree. A seriously good soldier! But the question is, was he a good leader too? Honestly, he was pretty solid as a commander, considering his personality. He was amazing at figuring out how to get supplies for his army, and actually getting them. Plus, he made sure everyone knew Clearchus was in charge—he just had this naturally tough vibe. He’s scowl and voice could be intense, and he’s punishments were sometimes pretty harsh, even making him feel bad later. But he believed a disciplined army was a good army. He once said that the soldier who’s supposed to guard his friends, and be ready to charge into battle without hesitation, had to fear his commander more than the enemy. So, when things got tough, everyone wanted him leading. His face would light up, and his sternness would turn into this incredible energy—you could feel he was ready to take on anything. But once the danger passed, and they could go under a different officer, a lot of people ditched him. He wasn’s exactly the most charming guy; he was rough around the edges, kind of like how school kids feel about a strict teacher. Basically, he didn't have followers who were just fans, but anyone assigned to him, whether by the government or just because they needed a job, followed his orders without question. From the moment he led them to victory, there were tons of things that made his soldiers effective. They felt confident facing the enemy, and they were scared of getting in trouble with him, so they stayed in line. That’s how he knew how to lead. He wasn't really into playing second fiddle, at least according to what people said. When he died, he was probably around fifty years old.
 Proxenus, from Boeotia, was a different kind of guy. Ever since he was a kid, he’s dreamed of becoming someone who could achieve big things. That's why he paid to study with Gorgias of Leontini. After hanging out with that teacher and his group, he thought he was totally ready to be in charge. While he got along with the important people of the time, he made sure to return every favor. With that attitude, he jumped on board with Cyrus’s plans, hoping to earn a reputation, power, and wealth. But even with such high hopes, he refused to achieve his goals through dishonest means. He wanted to get what he wanted fairly and honorably, or not at all. As a leader, he could connect with other leaders, but he couldn't inspire his soldiers – they didn't respect him or fear him. He actually cared more about his soldiers' feelings than his subordinates did about his, and he was way more worried about making them hate him than them being disloyal. He thought the key to being a respected general was to praise the good people and not praise the bad ones. So, people who knew him liked him – the good and noble ones, anyway. But he also made himself a target for the shady types, who saw him as someone they could take advantage of. He died when he was only thirty years old.
As for Menon from Thessaly, his motivation was pretty clear: he wanted money. He only wanted to rule to get more loot. Honors and status were just ways to expand his gains. And if he got along with powerful people, it was so he could get away with doing wrong. He thought the fastest way to get what he wanted was through lying, cheating, and scamming. In his world, honesty and simplicity were signs of being a fool. He didn't care about anyone. If he called someone his friend, you could bet he was trying to trick them. He thought making fun of enemies was pointless, but he constantly made fun of his friends. He didn’t bother trying to steal from people who were on their guard, but he's figured out how easy it was to rob a friend when they felt safe. He feared dishonest and criminal people because they were well-prepared, but he tried to take advantage of honest and truthful people, seeing them as weak. Instead of pride in being pious, truthful, and righteous, Menon was proud of his ability to cheat, lie, and mock his friends. He thought anyone who wasn’t a con artist was only half educated. If he wanted to be someone’s best friend, he’s trash-talked the people closest to them. He got his soldiers to obey him by helping them do bad things, and they respected and sought him out because he bragged about how guilty he was. Or if someone kept their distance, he thought it was a generous act that he hadn't robbed them of their life.
 Look, there were some pretty shady rumors floating around about his character, but those were probably just made up. I’m just gonna stick to the facts, stuff everyone already knows. He was young and hot when he got Aristippus to give him command of his mercenary soldiers. He was still looking good when he got super close with Ariaeus, a foreign guy who was really into younger men—that’s what it all boiled down to. And before he even grew a beard himself, he hooked up with a bearded favorite named Tharypas. When his fellow generals got killed for marching with Cyrus against the king, he was the only one who got a pass, even though he's done the same thing. But then, the king decided to get revenge, and he was put to death. It wasn’t a quick decapitation like they did to Clearchus and the others—the story goes he suffered for a whole year, living in pain and disgrace, and died like a criminal.
Agias the Arcadian and Socrates the Achaean were also among those who were killed. Seriously, you gotta give them both props—nobody ever called them cowards in battle, and nobody ever questioned their loyalty to their friends. They were both around thirty-five years old.

Chapter 1

After the generals were captured, and the captains and soldiers who were guarding them were killed, the Greeks were totally lost—they were drowning in worry. They were at the king’s gates, surrounded by tons of enemy cities and tribes. Who was going to supply them now? More than a thousand miles from Greece, they didn’t even have a map. Huge, impossible rivers blocked their way home, trapping them. Even the Asians, who they’d marched alongside with Cyrus to attack, had turned on them, leaving them isolated. Without a single horseman to chase down their enemies, it was obvious: if they won a battle, their enemies would escape completely, but if they lost, nobody would survive.
Haunted by these thoughts and full of despair, barely anyone ate that night. Few even built a fire, and many didn't even make it to camp, crashing wherever they happened to be. They couldn't sleep, their hearts aching for their homes, their parents, their wives, or children they probably wouldn't see again. That's how desperate everyone was, trying to find some rest.
Now, there was a guy in that army—an Athenian named Xenophon—who had come with Cyrus. He wasn't a general, an officer, or even a regular soldier, just invited by an old friend, Proxenus. This friend had sent for him, promising that if he came, he’s introduce him to Cyrus, saying, "I think Cyrus is worth more to me than my own country."
Xenophon read the letter and asked Socrates the Athenian if he should go or not. Socrates, suspicious that Athens might not like his friendship with Cyrus—who had worked closely with Sparta against Athens in the war—advised Xenophon to go to Delphi and ask the god for guidance. Xenophon went and asked Apollo which gods he should pray to and make sacrifices to, so he could safely complete his journey and return home. Apollo told him: "Pray to these specific gods." When Xenophon returned home, he told Socrates what the oracle said. But Socrates scolded him for not first asking if he should go, and instead asking how to have a successful journey. "Since you asked that," Socrates continued, "you should do what the god told you." So, Xenophon made sacrifices to the gods Apollo named, and set sail. He caught up with Proxenus and Cyrus at Sardis, just as they were about to march inland, and was immediately introduced to Cyrus. Proxenus eagerly asked him to stay—a request Cyrus enthusiastically supported, adding that as soon as the campaign was over, he’s send him home. The campaign they were talking about was against the Pisidians. That’s how Xenophon joined the expedition, tricked, though not by Proxenus, who was just as clueless as everyone else—except for Clearchus—about the planned attack on the king. Even though most people were dreading the journey, they kept following Cyrus, partly out of shame and partly because of Cyrus himself, and Xenophon went with them.
 Right now, everything’s messed up, and he was stressed out like everyone else, totally unable to sleep. Then, he dozed off and had a dream. It seemed like a massive thunderstorm, with lightning crashing down and hitting his dad’s house, which immediately burst into flames. He shot up in terror, and after thinking about it, he figured part of the dream was actually a good sign: he’s seen a bright light from Zeus, right in the middle of all the hard work and danger. But he was also freaked out, because it clearly came from Zeus, the king. And the fire spreading everywhere—what else could that mean but that he was surrounded by problems and couldn’t escape the king’s country? But the real meaning would become clear later.
Here’s what happened. As soon as he woke up, his first thought was, Why am I lying here? Night’s getting late; by morning, the enemy will be here. If we get caught by the king, what’s left for us but to face the worst possible horrors, endure the most awful pain, and then die, humiliated and disgraced? Should we fight back—avoid that fate? But nobody’s even moving; nobody’s getting ready, nobody cares; we’re just lying here like it’s time for a nap. Me too! What am I waiting for? A general to lead the charge? From where? Am I waiting to get older and wiser? I’ll never get older if I betray myself to my enemies today.
So, he got up and called together Proxenus’s officers. When they were all gathered, he said, “Guys, I can’t sleep, and I don’t think you can either, or we’d be doing something about it, considering how bad things are. Our enemy, we can be sure, didn’t start a war until he felt totally prepared; but none of us seems to have the same urgency to fight back bravely.
“And let’s be real, if we surrender and fall into the king’s hands, do we even need to ask what’s going to happen? This guy, who wasn’t even satisfied when his own brother, his dad’s son, died, chopped off his head and hands and nailed them to a cross. What chance do we have, who don’t even have family ties with him, but marched against him, intending to make him a slave instead of a king—and to kill him if we could? What’s likely to happen to us? Won’t he go to any lengths to inflict the ultimate shame and torture on us, just to scare everyone else into never challenging him again? There’s no doubt that we need to avoid getting caught by him at all costs.
“Honestly, during the whole truce, I kept feeling sorry for us and congratulating the king and his people, as I watched how great their land was, how much food they had, how many people depended on them, their animals, their gold, and their clothes. Then, I’d think about our soldiers, who didn’t have any of those good things unless they bought them. I knew few of them could even afford it anymore, and yet we were stuck there, bound by our oath, forced to buy everything we needed. I’m telling you, there were times when I dreaded the truce more than I dread war now.”
 “Okay, so now that they suddenly ended the truce, their arrogance and our suspicion are both over. Everything they own is now up for grabs for whoever wins. Whoever proves to be the better fighters will get it all – and the gods are the judges of this fight. They’re definitely on our side, seeing as our enemies are the ones using their names falsely. We, though we had plenty to tempt us, stayed away, honoring our oath and the gods who witnessed it. So, honestly, I think we have every right to go into this fight with a lot more fire than our enemies. Plus, we’re physically stronger – better able to handle the cold, heat, and hard work. And we have better, braver souls, thanks to the gods. Even their soldiers are more vulnerable, more human, than us, if the gods give us the victory again.
“I’m sure people are having similar thoughts elsewhere, but no matter what happens, let’s not wait for anyone else to come and challenge us to do great things. Let’s take the lead and inspire everyone else to be brave. Show yourselves to be the best officers, and among all the generals, the most worthy to lead. If you want me to start this quest, I’ll follow. Or, if you want me to lead, my age won’t stop me from following your orders. I’m definitely old enough to protect myself, at least.
Those were his words. The officers, when they heard, all, except one, asked him to lead them. That one was Apollonides, who spoke in a Boeotian accent. This guy thought it was ridiculous to think they could get safe unless they asked the king for help – if he had the power to make it happen. He started going on and on about how difficult everything would be. But Xenophon cut him off. “Seriously, dude? You can see, but you don’t get it? You can hear, but you don’t remember? You were with the rest of us here when, after Cyrus died, the king bragged about it and sent word to tell us to lay down our arms. But we didn’t give up our weapons – we put them on and camped near him. He was totally lost, sending us messengers and begging for a truce, even providing food, until he got it. Or, what about just now? Our generals and captains, trusting the truce, went unarmed to a meeting with them. What’s happening right now? They’re getting beaten, poked, and insulted – poor guys, they can’t even die with dignity. Death would be a relief, I think. And you, who know all this, how can you say it’s crazy to talk about defending ourselves? How can you tell us to try persuading them again? I think we shouldn't even rank this guy with us; we should strip him of his position and make him carry heavy packs – treat him like a nobody. He’s a disgrace to his own country and to all of Greece, being Greek and being what he is.”
 "Hey, hold up!" Agasias from Stymphala shouted. "This guy isn't from Boeotia or even Greece. I noticed his ears are pierced like a Lydian’s." And that's exactly what it was. So, they kicked him out. Then, the rest of the crew went around, finding the generals wherever they were. If a general was gone, they found the lieutenant. And if only a captain was left, they found the captain. Soon, all about a hundred generals and officers were sitting in front of the parade ground. It was almost midnight.
Then, Hieronymous from Eleia, the oldest of Proxenus’s captains, started talking: "Generals and captains, we thought it was a good idea to get everyone together and figure out what to do, given the situation. Xenophon, could you repeat what you said earlier?"
Xenophon spoke up: "We all know the king and Tissaphernes have grabbed as many of us as they could, and it's obvious they’re planning to get rid of the rest of us if they can. Our job is simple: avoid getting captured by the enemy. Instead, if possible, let's get them in our power. Listen up, everyone here: this is our chance. The soldiers outside are watching you. If they think you’re scared, they’ll lose their nerve. But if you show them you're getting ready to fight back and leading the way—they’ll follow you, trust me. You're generals, you're commanders – you’re supposed to be a step above. You’re wealthier and more important than the average soldier, so now, in wartime, you need to step up, think for them, and work for them when needed.
"Right now, you could really help the army by appointing new generals and officers to replace the ones we’re missing. Without leaders, nothing good ever happens. That’s especially true in war – discipline is key, and without it, many have been destroyed. So, once you’re done appointing commanders, it would be a good time to gather the rest of the soldiers and give them a pep talk. I’ve already noticed how down they’re feeling coming into camp and doing guard duty. Unless things change, I don’t know what we’ll use them for – not even at night. We need to get them focused on what they’re going to do, not what they’re going to suffer. If we do that, their spirits will bounce back fast. You know, it’s not numbers or strength that win battles; it’s when one side is just a little braver and charges with more heart – most of the time, the other side won’t even meet them. I’ve also realized that those who try to save their lives at all costs usually die dishonorably. But those who accept that death is inevitable and strive to die bravely—they often live longer or, at least, have happier lives. Let’s all remember that today, because we’re at a critical point in our fate. Now's the time to be brave ourselves and inspire everyone else with our actions.”
 He stopped talking then. After him, Cheirisophus said, “Xenophon, I only knew you before as an Athenian, but now I’d totally commend you for your words and how you handled things. Seriously, I hope there are more leaders like you—it would be a huge win for everyone.” He turned to the officers: “Okay, let’s not waste any time,” he said. “Go ahead and pick your leaders where you need them. Once you’re done, come back to the center of the camp and bring the new officers with you. After that, we’ll call a big meeting of all the soldiers. And Tolmides, the messenger, should be there too.” He finished speaking and stood up, wanting to get things moving quickly. Then, the generals were chosen. Timasion from Dardanus took over for Clearchus. Xanthicles, from Achaea, replaced Socrates. Cleanor, an Arcadian, stepped in for Agias. Philesius, also from Achaea, took Menon’s spot. And Xenophon the Athenian replaced Proxenus.
Chapter 2

The new generals were picked just as the first hint of dawn started to peek through. They met in the middle of the camp and decided to send out an advance guard and call everyone together. When all the soldiers were gathered, Cheirisophus from Lacedaemon stood up and spoke: "Guys, things aren't looking great right now. We're missing so many generals, captains, and soldiers. Plus, our former allies, Ariaeus and his crew, totally betrayed us. But we gotta rise above this and prove we’re brave. We can’t give up – let’s try to save ourselves with a huge victory if we can. Or, if not, at least die with honor, and never, as long as we’re still breathing, fall into the hands of our enemies. If that happens, I’m worried we’ll go through some seriously rough stuff – and I hope the gods only send that kind of thing to those we hate."
Then Cleanor from Ochomenia stood up and spoke: "Look at what the king has done – the lies and the disrespect. See how Tissaphernes isn’t trustworthy, pretending to be close to Greece and saying he'd do anything to save us. He even swore an oath to us and shook his hand in promise. Then, with a lie on his lips, he arrested our generals! He didn’t even respect Zeus, the god of strangers. He treated Clearchus like a friend at his own table, then used that friendship to trick and trap him. And Ariaeus, who we were going to make king and with whom we made promises not to betray each other, this guy too, without any fear of the gods or respect for Cyrus even though Cyrus valued him so much when he was alive, has turned against Cyrus's friends and is trying to hurt them. May the gods deal with them as they deserve! But we, knowing all this, won’t let them fool us anymore. We’re going to fight as hard as we can, and whatever the gods decide to send, we’ll accept it."
 After him Xenophon stepped up; he was decked out in his best battle gear. “Because,” he thought, “if the gods give us the win, the fanciest clothes will match the victory best. Or if I’m gonna die, then for someone who’s aimed for the highest honor, it's good there’s something to show it – some outward sign that matches what I hoped for.” He started speaking: “Cleanor talked about how the barbarians cheated and broke their promises, and you guys know that all too well, I bet. So, if we’re thinking about trusting them again after what our generals, who totally relied on them, went through, it’s only logical to feel really down. But, if we’re gonna grab our swords and punish them for what they did, and be at war with them from now on, then, with God’s help, we’ve got plenty of reasons to hope we’re safe.” The words were barely out when someone sneezed, and everyone bowed in respect. Xenophon continued: “I suggest, guys, since, even as we talked about safety, we got a sign from Zeus the Savior, we promise to sacrifice to the Savior to give thanks for being saved, wherever we reach a friendly place first. And let’s add another promise – that we’ll offer to the other gods ‘whatever we can.’ Everyone who’s for this, raise your hand.” They all raised their hands, and right there, they made their promises and sang the battle song. But as soon as the religious stuff was done, he started again: “I was saying that we have lots of reasons to hope for safety. First off, we’re the ones who keep our promises to the gods, but our enemies cheated and broke their truce, going back on their word. So, it’s natural that the gods will be against our enemies, but on our side. The gods, who can make powerful people disappear quickly, and can easily save small people out of tough situations, whenever they want. Next, let me remind you about the dangers our ancestors faced, so you can see and know that bravery runs in your blood, and that with the gods’ help, brave people are rescued even from the worst situations.” That’s what happened when the Persians came, along with their huge army, to destroy Athens. The men of Athens had the guts to stand up to them and beat them. Then, they promised Artemis that for every enemy soldier they killed, they’d sacrifice a certain number of goats to the goddess. And when they couldn't find enough goats for all the dead, they decided to offer five hundred every year. And they still do that today. And a little later, when Xerxes gathered his massive army and marched on Greece, our fathers also defeated the ancestors of our enemies, both on land and at sea.
 "And you’re going to see the proof in the spoils—the trophies we take. But the biggest sign of all is the freedom of our cities—the liberty of the land where you were born and raised. You don’t call anyone your boss or lord; you only bow your heads to the gods. That’s who your ancestors were, and that’s who you are. Don’t think I’m saying you’re letting your ancestors down—far from it. Not long ago, you stood in battle, face to face with these guys who are true descendants of their families, and with the help of the gods, you beat them, even though they had way more people. Back then, you fought bravely to win a throne for Cyrus. Now, when you’re fighting for your own survival, isn’t it natural to be even braver and more determined? Absolutely! It's totally right to be fearless today as you face the enemy. Just the other day, you hadn’t even tested them, and you could see their huge army stretching out before you, but you still had the spirit of your fathers to go against them. Now you’ve seen what they’ve got, and you know they don't care about facing you, no matter how outnumbered you are, so why be afraid?
"And don't think there’s a problem because Cyrus’s soldiers, who were fighting alongside us, have now left us. They’re even bigger cowards than the ones we defeated. They’re already with the enemy, looking for safety. Leaders of the escape route—it's better for them to be with the enemy than fighting beside us. But if any of you is feeling down because we don’t have cavalry, while the enemy has tons of horsemen, listen to this: ten thousand horsemen are no more powerful than ten thousand soldiers on foot, neither more nor less. Has anyone ever died in battle from a horse biting or kicking them? It’s the soldiers—the real fighters—who do everything in battles. Honestly, we’re better mounted than those cavalry guys! They’re clinging to their horses’ necks, terrified of falling off, not just from us, but from falling! We’re planted firmly on the ground and can hit harder, aiming more accurately. There’s one thing, I’m going to admit, where their cavalry has an advantage: it’s safer for them to run away than it is for us.
"Maybe you’re feeling good about the fight, but worried that Tissaphernes won’t guide us anymore, and the king won’t give us supplies. Now, think about it: is it better to have a guide like Tissaphernes, who we know is plotting against us, or to find random people we can force to guide us, who will know that leading us wrong will mean a quick death for them? Also, is it better to buy food from their market, getting small amounts at high prices, and not even having the money to pay for it anymore, or to take what we need through conquest, getting as much as we want?
 "Or maybe you’re thinking that our situation isn't all bad, but you’re worried about the rivers, like you got totally tricked when you crossed them before? If that's the case, think about this: maybe the barbarians made the dumbest move ever. No river is impossible to cross; even if it's tough further down, just head upstream to the source, and you can probably wade across without even getting your ankles wet. But, okay, let's say the rivers really are a problem, and we can't find any guides—so what? We don't need to freak out. We're talking about the Mysians, and let's be real, they're not better than us. Yet, they live in tons of big, thriving cities right in the king’s territory without even asking permission. Same with the Pisidians, or the Lycaonians. We’ve seen how they roll: grabbing fortresses in the lowlands and taking what they want from these other guys' land. Honestly, I think we should have pretended we weren’t in a rush to go home. We should have started setting up camp, stocking up on supplies, like we were planning to settle down here for good. I'm sure the king would be happy to give the Mysians all the guides they want, or as many hostages as they need, just to get them out of his country safely. He’d even build roads for them, and if they wanted to leave in fancy carriages, he wouldn't say no. I’m pretty sure he’d do the same for us if he saw us getting ready to settle in. But maybe it’s good we didn't stick around, because I’m worried that if we start living the easy life, hanging out with these gorgeous Median and Persian women and girls, we’ll end up like the Lotus-eaters, and forget all about getting home.
"It seems right to me to try and get back to Greece, to see our homes and families again, just to show other Greeks that it's their own fault if they're broke and struggling. They could easily give those back home a way out, and turn them into successful people right here. So, guys, isn’t it obvious that everything good goes to whoever’s strong enough to take it?
"Let's talk about something else. How do we march safely? And when we need to fight, how do we fight best? That’s the question.
"First, I suggest we burn the wagons we have. That way, we can move wherever the army needs us, instead of letting the baggage train dictate where we go. And next, let’s toss the tents into the fire too. They’re just a pain to carry, and they don’t help us fight or find food. Plus, let’s ditch all the extra stuff, except for what we need for war or to eat and drink. That way, as many of us as possible can be armed, and as few as possible carrying stuff. I don't have to remind you that if we lose, our stuff isn't ours anymore. But if we beat our enemies, they're going to be carrying our baggage.
 “Okay, so here’s the main thing I want to talk about. You see, the enemy didn’t even try to attack us until they got our leaders—our generals—in their sights. They figured as long as we had those guys in charge, and we listened to them, they didn't stand a chance against us in a fight. But once they grabbed them, they totally expected that the confusion and chaos that would follow would be our downfall. So, here's what we need: Our officers need to be even more careful than ever before. And the rest of us need to be even more organized and follow orders now than we did before. We should vote that anyone who sees someone messing with an officer needs to help him deal with it. That way, the enemy will be completely thrown off. Because when they show up, they’re going to see ten thousand Clearchuses instead of one—nobody’s going to back down. Alright, I'll wrap it up now, because they could be here any minute. Everyone who’s for these ideas, let’s vote for them now so we can make them happen. If you have a better idea, speak up, even if you’re just a regular soldier—our safety depends on it.”
After that, Cheirisophus spoke. He said: “If there’s anything else we need to do, we’ll figure it out soon enough. But about what Xenophon’s already suggested, I think we should vote on it right away. Everyone who’s for Xenophon’s ideas, raise your hand.” Everyone raised their hands. Xenophon spoke again and said: “Listen, guys, here's what else I think we need. We have to march where we can find food. I’m hearing there are some really good villages only about two and a half miles away. So, I wouldn’t be surprised if the enemy tries to follow us, like scared dogs that jump out and bite people passing by, but run away if you fight back. That’s probably what they’ll do. Maybe it’s safer to march in a square, with the pack animals and the merchants in the center, for extra protection. Let's decide now who will lead the square and the front lines, who will take charge of the sides, and who will guard the back. That way, when the enemy shows up, we won't have to waste time figuring things out—we can just jump into action.
“If anyone has a better plan, we don’t have to do it my way. But if not, how about Cheirisophus leads, since he’s a Lacedaemonian? And the two most experienced generals can take charge of the sides, while Timasion and I, the two youngest, will guard the rear for now. We can always try this out and change things up later if we see something that could work better. If anyone has a better idea, speak up.” … Nobody objected. So he said: “Everyone who’s for this plan, raise your hand.” The plan was approved. “And now,” he said, “let’s split up and put this into action. If you’re eager to see your friends again, remember to prove you’re a man—that’s the only way to get what you want. Or if just staying alive is your goal, fight to win. If victory means killing your enemies, then defeat means dying. Or maybe you want money and riches—then fight for control, because conquerors get to keep what’s theirs and take what the losers have.”
Chapter 3

The meeting was over, so they all got up and headed out. Then, they torched the wagons and tents. After sharing what they needed from their extra stuff, they threw the rest into the fire. Once that was done, they started making breakfast. While they were eating, Mithridates showed up with about thirty horsemen, and called the generals over. He said, “People of Greece, I’m loyal to Cyrus, you know that, and I’m rooting for you today. Honestly, I’m living in constant fear. If I could see a way out, I’d join you with all my people. So, what’s your plan? Consider me your friend and supporter, just wanting to march with you.”
The generals talked it over and decided to give him this answer, with Cheirisophus speaking for them: “We want to make our way through the country, causing as little trouble as possible, as long as we can get home freely. But if anyone tries to stop us, they’re going to have a fight on their hands, and we’ll bring everything we’ve got to win.”
Mithridates then tried to convince them that without the king’s permission, they had no chance of getting out. It was clear what he was up to – he was a spy, and a relative of Tissaphernes was there to make sure he stayed loyal.
After that, the generals decided to declare open war, no truce or messengers, while they were in enemy territory. The enemy kept trying to turn their soldiers against them, and they even managed to get one officer – Nicarchus, from Arcadia – to desert with about twenty men.
After breakfast, they crossed the Zapatas River, marching in order, with the animals and the rest of the army in the middle. They hadn’t gone far when Mithridates showed up again, with about two hundred horsemen, and twice as many bowmen and slingers – seriously quick guys. He approached the Greeks as if he was friendly, but as soon as they got close, some of his people, whether on horseback or on foot, suddenly started shooting arrows and slings, wounding them.
The rear guard of the Greeks suffered for a while, unable to fight back. The Cretan archers didn’t have a long range, and being lightly armed, they were stuck behind the heavy infantry. The javelin throwers also couldn’t reach the enemy’s slingers. Xenophon decided they had to charge, and they did, with some of the heavy and light infantry who were guarding the rear. But they didn’t catch a single one of them.
The lack of cavalry hurt the Greeks, and their infantry couldn’t keep up with the enemy’s infantry, given the head start they had, and considering how short the distance was – they couldn’t chase them far from the main army. Meanwhile, the Asian cavalry, even as they ran, fired volleys of arrows behind them, wounding the pursuers. The Greeks had to fall back fighting every step of the way, so by the end of the day, they’d only gone about three miles. But in the late afternoon, they reached the villages.
 The old feeling of being down came back. Cheirisophus and the top generals were on Xenophon’s case for leaving the main group to chase after someone and putting himself at risk, without even hurting the enemy a little bit. Xenophon admitted they were right. “Seriously, I had to go after them,” he said. “It was brutal watching our guys get hurt and not being able to fight back. But, yeah, when we charged, you’re totally right. We couldn't do anything to the enemy, and we had a rough time getting away ourselves. Luckily, they weren’t a huge force, just a few guys. So, the damage wasn’t too bad. And it showed us what we needed. Right now, the enemy’s archers and slingers can hit us from way farther than we can. Our Cretan archers can't keep up, and our hand-throwers don't have the range. Plus, we can’t chase them too far from the main group, and even then, no one’s fast enough to catch someone with a bow-shot lead. So, if we want to make sure they can’t mess with us while we’re moving, we need slingers and cavalry ASAP. I heard there are some Rhodians in the army, and a bunch of them know how to sling. Their shots go twice as far as the Persian slings (which don’t go very far because they’re loaded with rocks the size of your fist, but the Rhodians are pros with leaden bullets). So, let’s find out who has slings, and pay them for their slings. Let’s also pay someone to make more slings, and offer another person a special role as a slinger. I bet we’ll find people willing to help. I know there are horses in the army—I have a few, Clearchus has some, and there are others we captured from the enemy, used for carrying stuff. Let’s pick the best ones and use regular baggage animals to replace them, and get the horses ready for cavalry. I wouldn't be surprised if our cavalry gave those guys a hard time.”
They agreed with his ideas, and that night, two hundred slingers signed up. The next day, fifty horses and riders passed inspection and were officially qualified. They got cool jackets and armor, and they appointed a cavalry leader—Lycius, son of Polystratus, an Athenian.
Chapter 4

That day they chilled out, but the next they woke up super early and headed out, because they had a ravine to cross, and they were worried the enemy would ambush them while they were crossing. Once they made it across, Mithridates showed up again with a thousand horsemen, plus four thousand archers and slingers. He’d gotten this whole crew through Tissaphernes, promising to hand over the Hellenes to him in return. He's been feeling pretty cocky ever since his last little raid, thinking he caused a lot of trouble without losing anyone.
When the Hellenes were completely across and about a mile from the ravine, Mithridates and his forces crossed too. Orders had been passed down the line, telling everyone which light infantry and heavy infantry would join the chase; and the cavalry were told to follow up confidently, because they had a lot of backup behind them. So, when Mithridates caught up and they were close enough for arrows and slingshots to reach them, the bugle sounded for the Hellenes; and immediately, the troops under orders charged into close combat, and the cavalry went on the attack. The enemy didn't stick around—they bolted towards the ravine. During the chase, the Asiatics lost a bunch of their infantry, and as many as eighteen of their cavalry were captured in the ravine. As for those who were killed, the Hellenes, acting on impulse, mutilated their bodies to freak out the enemy.
That's how the enemy fared and how they retreated; but the Hellenes continued their march safely for the rest of the day, reaching the Tigris River. Here, they stumbled upon a huge, abandoned city called Larissa—a place where the Medes used to live. Its walls were twenty-five feet wide and a hundred feet high, and the whole thing stretched for two parasangs around. It was built of clay bricks, sitting on a twenty-foot-high stone base. The Persian king had been trying to take this city while the Persians were fighting to grab the empire from the Medes, but he couldn’t do it. Then, a cloud covered the sun, blocking out the light, and the inhabitants left the city, so it fell. Next to the city was a stone pyramid, a hundred feet wide and two hundred feet high. A lot of barbarians who had fled from nearby villages took shelter inside.
From there, they marched about six parasangs to a huge, abandoned fortress across from the city—a place called Mespila. The Medes used to live there. The basement was made of polished stone filled with shells; it was fifty feet wide and fifty feet high. A brick wall was built on top of that, fifty feet wide and four hundred feet high; the whole wall stretched for six parasangs around. According to the story, Medea, the king's wife, fled to this city when the Medes lost their empire to the Persians. The Persian king also laid siege to this city, but he couldn’t take it, no matter how long he tried. But Zeus sent a wave of panic over the inhabitants, and the city fell.
 They marched about twenty miles. But, while they were still on that stretch, Tissaphernes showed up. He brought his own horsemen and a force from Orontas—who was married to the king’s daughter—plus the Asiatics Cyrus had brought along earlier. And there were also troops the king’s brother had sent as backup, and those Tissaphernes himself had gotten from the king. So, the army looked pretty massive. When they got close, he stopped some of his troops in the back and shifted others to the sides. But he didn't attack right away; he seemed nervous and just told his slingers to sling and his archers to shoot. But when the Rhodian slingers and bowmen, spread out along the line, fired back—and every shot hit its mark—Tissaphernes quickly retreated, with the rest of his troops following. For the rest of the day, one side kept moving forward, and the other followed. But now the Asiatics weren’t much of a threat with their shooting. Because the Rhodians could shoot farther than the Persian slingers, or even most of the archers. The Persian bows are huge, so the Cretans found the arrows they picked up useful, and kept using their enemies’ arrows, practicing by shooting them high in the air. They also found lots of bowstrings in the villages—and lead, which they used for their slings. So, at the end of the day, the Greeks stumbled upon some villages, and no sooner had they set up camp than the barbarians retreated, having definitely lost the fight.
 The next day was a total standstill: they stopped and restocked, since there was tons of corn in the villages. But the day after, they kept moving through the plain (of the Tigris), and Tissaphernes was still sticking around with his skirmishers. That's when the Hellenes realized how bad it was to march in a square with an enemy chasing them. Basically, whenever the sides of an army lined up like that get squeezed together—like on a narrow road, between hills, or crossing a bridge—the heavy infantry couldn't help but get pushed out of formation. It was a mess, partly because they were actually being pressed, and partly from all the confusion. Or, if the sides spread out again, the troops hadn’t even recovered from the last squeeze before they were pulled apart, creating a huge gap between the sides. The soldiers started doubting themselves, especially with an enemy right on their heels. Whenever they had to cross a bridge or find another way through, each unit rushed to be the first across, making it easy for the enemy to attack. So, the generals figured out what was wrong and started to fix it. They divided the army into six divisions, each with about a hundred soldiers, and each division had its own captains and officers in charge of smaller groups. These new groups were supposed to fall back to the rear and clear the sides whenever the army needed to move closer together. They did this by turning away from the sides. When the sides stretched out again, they filled in the gaps—with columns of smaller groups if the gap was small, with columns of half-groups if it was wider, or with even smaller groups if it was really wide. That way, there was never a space between the sides. If they needed to cross a bridge or something, there was no confusion—the groups crossed one at a time. And if they needed to form a battle line, these groups moved to the front and joined in.
They moved forward four stages, but before they finished the fifth, they spotted a palace with villages all around it. They also saw that the road leading to it went over rolling hills, part of a mountain range, under which the village lay. These hills were a welcome sight to the Hellenes, naturally, since the enemy had cavalry. But when they left the plain and climbed the first hill, and were about to go down to the next, the barbarians attacked. From the high ground, they sent a volley of darts, slingstones, and arrows—a real downpour—wounding a lot of people until they pushed back the Hellenic light troops. The light troops had to run for cover behind the heavy infantry. That day, those troops were totally useless, hiding with the supply wagons, both slingers and archers alike.
 But when the Greeks, being really pushed, tried to chase after, they could barely make it up the hill—they were heavily armored, while the enemy just zipped away. It was the same deal when they tried to head back to join the rest of the army. And then, on the second hill, they had to go through the same thing all over again. So, by the third small hill, they decided not to move the main force until they got a group of light infantry from the right side of the formation up to a spot on the mountain range. Once that group was up above their pursuers, the enemy stopped attacking the main force as it came down, worried about getting cut off and stuck between two groups. So, the rest of the day, they moved in two groups: one stuck to the road by the hills, the other marching alongside on the higher ground along the mountains. That’s how they reached the villages and got eight doctors to take care of the many wounded.
Here, they stopped for three days mostly because of the wounded, but also because they found plenty of food—wheat, wine, and huge stores of barley for the horses. That food had been collected by the local governor. On the fourth day, they started heading down into the flatlands. But when Tissaphernes caught up with them, they realized they needed to camp in the first village they saw and give up trying to march and fight at the same time, since so many were out of action—either hurt themselves, helping the wounded, or carrying heavy gear for those who were. But once they were camped, and the enemy, moving forward, tried to bother them with their archers, the Greeks were clearly better. A constant running fight against an enemy was one thing; holding them back from a secure base was another—and the difference was huge in their favor.
But when it got late afternoon, it was time for the enemy to leave, because they never camped within seven or eight miles of the Greek camp. They were afraid of a nighttime attack, because a Persian army wasn't worth much at night. Their horses were tied up, and usually had their feet hobbled to stop them from running off. If there was an alarm, the soldiers had to saddle and bridle their horses, then put on their armor, and then mount—all really difficult at night and in the confusion. That’s why they always camped far away from the Greeks.
When the Greeks saw they were getting ready to leave and heard the order to pack up, the herald’s shout could be heard before the enemy was even out of earshot. For a while, the Asiatics hesitated, like they didn’t want to go. But as night fell, they left, because it wasn’t smart to start a march and arrive by night. Now, when the Greeks were sure they were really gone, they broke up their camp and kept marching until they had covered seven and a half miles. That way, the distance between the two armies grew so big that the enemy didn't show up at all the next day, or the day after that. But on the fourth day, the barbarians had pushed on with a forced night march and took a good spot on the right, where the Greeks had to pass. It was a narrow ridge overlooking the descent into the flatlands.
 But when Cheirisophus saw that this ridge was occupied, he called Xenophon from the back, telling him to bring up the light infantry to the front. Xenophon hesitated, because Tissaphernes and his whole army were coming up and were clearly visible. He rode forward and asked, "Why do you call me?" The other answered, "It's obvious; look over there! This ridge overlooking our descent has been taken. We can’t get past until we push those guys out. Why didn't you bring up the light infantry?" Xenophon explained that he didn’t want to leave the back unprotected with an enemy showing up. "Still," he added, "we need to decide how to get those guys off the ridge." Just then, his eye fell on the peak of the mountain rising directly above their army, and he saw a path leading from it to the ridge where the enemy was. He exclaimed, "The best thing we can do, Cheirisophus, is to charge straight up the mountain as fast as we can. If we take it, whoever’s in charge of the road won’t be able to stop us. If you want, you stay in charge of the army, and I’ll go; or, if you prefer, you go up the mountain, and I’ll stay here." "I’ll let you decide what you want," Cheirisophus replied. Xenophon, noting that he was younger, volunteered to go, but he asked for a detachment from the front to go with him, since it would take too long to get troops from the back. So, Cheirisophus gave him the light infantry from the front, replacing them with those from the center. He also included three hundred of his best troops from his own command at the head of the formation.
They started moving from the low ground as quickly as possible. But the enemy on the ridge spotted their advance toward the summit of the pass and started racing toward the top too. The Greek troops were shouting encouragement to each other, and the troops of Tissaphernes were yelling to their own men, urging them on. Xenophon, riding his horse, rode alongside his men and fired them up. "Let's go, brave guys! Remember, this race is for Greece! Now or never! We’ll find our families, our wives! Just a little effort, and the rest of the march will be peaceful, without a single fight! Let’s go!" But Soteridas from Sicyon said, "We’re not on equal footing, Xenophon. You’re on a horse; I can barely move with my shield.” Hearing the complaint, he jumped off his horse. In a flash, he shoved Soteridas out of the way, grabbed his shield, and started marching as fast as he could, also carrying his horseman’s armor, which was tough going. He kept yelling to encourage the troops, telling the guys in front to lead the way and the ones behind to keep up. Soteridas didn’t escape the rest of the men. They hit him, threw things at him, and insulted him until they forced him to take back his shield and keep marching. The other guy got back on his horse and led them as long as the ground was good. But when the slope got too steep, he got off his horse and kept going on foot, and they found themselves on the summit before the enemy.
Chapter 5

And then, right away, the barbarians turned and ran as fast as they could, and the Greek soldiers held the high ground. Meanwhile, the troops with Tissaphernes and Ariaeus turned away and disappeared down another road. The main group with Cheirisophus made their way down into the flatlands and set up camp in a village packed with all kinds of good stuff. It wasn't just one village; there were plenty of others in this Tigris plain, all overflowing with supplies. It was now afternoon, and suddenly the enemy appeared on the plain, managing to cut down some of the Greek soldiers who were scattered around looking for loot. In fact, lots of cattle had been caught while being moved across the river. And now Tissaphernes and his troops tried to burn the villages, and some of the Greek soldiers were seriously worried, thinking they wouldn’t know where to find food if the enemy burned everything down.
Cheirisophus and his soldiers were heading back from their defense mission when Xenophon and his group arrived. Xenophon rode along the ranks as the rescue team showed up, greeting them: "Don't you see, soldiers of Greece, they’re admitting that this land is now ours? What they said we weren’t allowed to do in the treaty – fire the king’s country – they’re doing it now, setting it ablaze like it’s their own! But we'll get even; if they leave any food behind, they’ll see us marching right through it!" Then, turning to Cheirisophus, he added, "But I think we should attack these arsonists and protect our territory.” Cheirisophus shot back, “That’s not how I see it; I say, let’s do a little burning ourselves, and they’ll stop quicker.”
When they got back to the villages, while everyone else was busy with food, the generals and officers met, and there was a lot of gloom. On one side were really high mountains; on the other, a river so deep that they couldn’t reach the bottom with their spears. Amidst all their worries, a Rhodian stepped forward with a plan: “I’m ready, sirs, to carry you across, four thousand heavy infantry at a time; if you’re willing to give me what I need and a talent as payment for my work.” When asked, "What will you need?" he replied, “Two thousand wineskins. I see there are plenty of sheep, goats, and donkeys. They just need to be skinned, and their skins inflated, and they’ll give us a way across. I’ll also need the straps you use for the pack animals. With these, I’ll tie the skins together; then I’ll moor each skin by attaching stones and letting them sink into the water. Then I’ll carry them across, and when I’ve linked them on both sides, I’ll place layers of wood on them and a coating of earth on top. You’ll see in a minute that there’s no danger of drowning, because every skin will be able to support a couple of men without sinking, and the wood and earth will stop you from slipping off.”
The generals thought it was a pretty clever idea, but they thought it was impossible to do, because on the other side were groups of cavalry ready to block the crossing; they wouldn’t let the first group of people even start.
 So, the next day, they turned around and started heading back toward Babylon, toward the villages that hadn’s been burned. Before they left, they torched the places they were abandoning, so the enemy wouldn’t just ride up and take over. The enemy just stood there, totally stunned, trying to figure out where the Greeks were going and what they were planning.
Meanwhile, while everyone else was sorting out food, the generals and officers met up to talk things over. They rounded up the prisoners and grilled them about the whole area – the names of the different districts and everything.
The prisoners told them that the regions south, where they’d come from, belonged to Babylon and Media. Heading east, the road led to Susa and Ecbatana, where the king supposedly spends his summers and springs. Crossing the river, the road went west toward Lydia and Ionia. And the part through the mountains, facing toward the Great Bear, led to the Carduchians.
They were a people, the prisoners said, living up in the hills, always ready for a fight, and not under the king’s control. Once, a royal army of 120,000 tried to invade them, but not a single soldier made it back—the country was just too rough. Sometimes, though, they’d make a truce or treaty with the governor in the lowlands, and then there’s trading and visiting: “They’ll come in and out amongst us,” the captives said, “and we’ll go in and out amongst them.”
After hearing all that, the generals pulled aside anyone who claimed to know the area well, and made them sit apart without saying which way they were planning to go. Finally, they decided they had to force their way through the hills and into the territory of the Kurds. According to what they'd heard, once they got past those hills, they’d be in Armenia—a rich and huge territory ruled by Orontas. And from Armenia, they could go anywhere.
So, they made a sacrifice to the gods, to get ready to march as soon as the time felt right. Their biggest worry was that the mountain pass would already be occupied. A general order went out: everyone should pack their gear after dinner and get some rest, ready to move out as soon as the command was given.

Chapter 1

It was getting late, and there was still enough night left for them to cross the valley without being seen. When the order came, they got up and started marching, reaching the mountains just as it was daylight. At this point, Cheirisophus, leading his own group and all the quick-moving soldiers, was out front. Xenophon followed behind with the strong infantry in the rear, but they didn’t have any quick-moving soldiers because it didn't seem like anyone was going to chase or attack them from behind while they climbed the hill. Cheirisophus reached the top without the enemy noticing him. Then he moved slowly, and the rest of the army followed, one after another, reaching the top and heading down into the villages nestled in the hills.
The Carduchians left their homes and ran to the mountains with their wives and kids. This meant there was plenty of food just lying around for the taking, and the houses were full of bronze pots and tools that the Greeks didn’t touch. They didn’t chase the Carduchians either, treating them gently, hoping they’d let the Greeks pass through their country peacefully. After all, the Carduchians were enemies of the king too. But the Greeks did help themselves to whatever food they could find—they really needed to. The Carduchians, though, didn't respond when they called out or show any friendly gestures. As the last of the Greeks made it down into the villages from the pass, it was already dark because the road was so narrow that they'd spent the whole day climbing up and down. Suddenly, a group of Carduchians, who had gathered, attacked the soldiers bringing up the rear, throwing stones and shooting arrows—though it was just a small group. The truth was, the arrival of the Greek army had caught them off guard. If they'd had more people, a lot of the Greek army might have been wiped out. Instead, they found a place to stay and camped in the villages that night, while the Carduchians kept many fires burning in a circle on the mountains, keeping an eye on each other.
But with the sun coming up, the Greek generals and officers met and decided to move on, taking only the strongest pack animals and leaving the weaker ones behind. They also decided to let go of all the slaves they'd recently captured. The pace of the march had been slowed down by the number of animals and prisoners, and there were so many non-fighting people taking care of them that they needed twice as much food. After they made these decisions, they had a herald announce them to everyone.
 After breakfast, the march started again, and the generals found a spot to set up a little to the side. Whenever they spotted any of the enslaved people or other belongings still around, they just took them. The soldiers mostly followed orders, except when some shady dealer, hoping to snag a good-looking boy or girl, managed to get away with his prize. They got through the day, a mix of fighting and resting. But the next day, they were hit by a huge storm, and they still had to keep moving because they were running low on food. Cheirisophus was leading the way as usual, while Xenophon covered the rear when the enemy launched a serious attack. At one narrow spot after another, they closed in, firing arrows and slingstones, forcing the Greeks to charge forward and then retreat, barely making any progress. Over and over, Xenophon told Cheirisophus to slow down when the enemy was really pressing them. Usually, Cheirisophus would ease up, but sometimes he’s like, "Nah," and would speed up, sending a message back to the rear to catch up. Something was definitely up, but there was no time to go to the front and figure it out. Things in the rear started to feel like a chaotic retreat, and some brave guys lost their lives—Cleonymus from Laconia got shot through the ribs with an arrow, right through his shield and armor, and Basias, an Arcadian, was shot clean through the head.
As soon as they reached a stopping point, Xenophon went straight to Cheirisophus and called him out for not waiting. "Because you didn't wait," he said, "we were fighting and running at the same time. And now it’s cost us the lives of two good guys. They’re gone, and we couldn’t even pick up their bodies or bury them.” Cheirisophus pointed up at the mountain. “Look up there," he said, "do you see how impossible it is to get up there? Just this one road, which you can see, going straight up, and all that crowd of people who have taken over and are guarding the only way out. That's why I pushed ahead, and why I couldn't wait for you, hoping to get to the pass first. The guides we have say there's no other way." Xenophon replied, “But I’ve got two prisoners, too. The enemy was really annoying us, so we set a trap, which also gave us a chance to catch our breath. We killed some of them and did our best to grab a couple alive—for this very reason—so we could get guides who knew the area to rely on.”
The two were brought forward and questioned separately: "Do you know of any other way than the one we see?" The first guy said no, and even after they tried everything to scare him into giving a better answer, he kept saying "no.” When they couldn't get anything more out of him, they killed him right in front of his friends. Then the second guy explained, “That guy didn’t know anything because his daughter is married to someone who lives around there. I can take you," he added, "by a good road, even for animals.” When asked if there was any tough spot on the road, he replied that there was a pass that would be impossible to get through unless it was already secured.
 So, they decided to call in the light infantry guys and a few of the heavy hitters. They wanted to fill them in on what was going on and see if anyone was down to make a name for themselves on a mission. Two or three heavy infantry soldiers immediately stepped up—two Arcadians, Aristonymus from Methydrium, and Agasias from Stymphalus—and a third, also an Arcadian, Callimachus from Parrhasia, joined them. "I’m in," he said. "And I’m gonna get volunteers from the whole army to join me. Don't worry, there’s no shortage of young bucks who’ll follow where I go." Then they asked, "Anyone from the light infantry wanna come along?" Aristeas, a guy from Chios who’s proven himself useful to the army before, volunteered.
Chapter 2

It was already late afternoon when they told the advance team to grab a quick bite and head out. Then they tied up the guide and handed him over. The deal was, if they managed to take the summit, they were to guard the position that night and at daybreak, signal with a bugle. At that signal, the team on the summit was to attack the enemy holding the visible pass, while the generals with the main force would bring up reinforcements as quickly as they could. With that settled, they set off, two thousand strong. It started pouring rain, but Xenophon, with his rear guard, started moving toward the visible pass so the enemy would focus on that road, and the team sneaking around could avoid being spotted as much as possible. Now, when the rear guard, moving forward like that, reached a ravine they had to cross to climb the steep slope, the barbarians suddenly started rolling huge boulders down – each one like a wagon load, some bigger, some smaller. They crashed against the rocks and shattered, flying everywhere like slingstones – it was totally impossible to even approach the pass entrance. Some of the officers, finding themselves blocked, kept trying other routes, and didn’t give up until it got dark. Then, thinking they wouldn't be seen retreating, they went back for supper. Some of them who’d been on duty in the rear guard hadn’t had breakfast (it just happened that way). However, the enemy didn’t stop rolling boulders down all through the night, which was easy to hear from the booming sound.
The team with the guide circled around and surprised the enemy’s guards sitting around their fire. After killing some and driving the rest away, they took their places, thinking they had the high ground. Actually, they didn't, because above them was a hill shaped like a chest, bordered by the narrow road where they’d found the guards. Still, from where they were, there was a way to reach the enemy, who were sitting on the pass they’d mentioned earlier.
So, they spent the night there, but at the first hint of dawn, they moved stealthily and in battle formation against the enemy. There was a mist, so they could get really close without being seen. But as soon as they spotted each other, the bugle sounded, and with a loud cheer, they charged toward the guys, who didn't wait around – they abandoned the road and ran off, losing only a few lives, since they were so quick. Cheirisophus and his men, hearing the bugle, charged up the clear road, while the other generals pushed their way up through rough terrain, wherever their divisions happened to be. The men climbed as best they could, hoisting each other up with their spears, and these were the first to join the team who had already taken the position. Xenophon, with the rear guard, followed the path the team with the guide had taken, since it was easiest for the pack animals. He posted half his men behind the baggage, and kept the other half with him. Along the way, they encountered a ridge above the road, occupied by the enemy, which they had to either push out or risk being cut off from the rest of the Greeks. The men could have taken the same route as everyone else, but the pack animals had no other way to climb.
 Okay, here's the rewritten text:
Then, with shouts of encouragement, they charged up the hill in a massive push, but they left a clear path for the enemy to escape if they wanted to. For a while, as people scrambled up as best they could, the locals shot arrows and darts, but they didn't get close. Soon, though, they just ran off. But as soon as the Greeks were safely past the first rise, they spotted another one ahead, also occupied, and figured they needed to take that one too.
But then Xenophon realized that if they left the ridge they’d just taken unprotected behind them, the enemy could retake it and attack the baggage train as it moved past—it would be a long, easy target because the road was so narrow. To stop that, he left some officers in charge of the ridge—Cephisodorus, son of Cephisophon, an Athenian; Amphicrates, son of Amphidemus, an Athenian; and Archagoras, an Argive exile—while he and the rest of the troops attacked the second rise. They took it the same way, but then they saw there was still a third hill left, and it was the steepest of all. It was that same knoll mentioned earlier, above the outpost, that a small group had captured the night before.
But when the Greeks got close, the locals, to everyone's surprise, just left without a fight. People guessed they were scared of being surrounded and trapped, but the truth was that from their high ground, they’d seen what was happening in the rear and had all run off to attack the rearguard.
So then Xenophon, with the youngest soldiers, climbed to the top, giving orders to the rest to move slowly so the last companies could catch up. They were to follow the road, and when they reached the flat ground, they were to put down their weapons.
Meanwhile, the Argive Archagoras arrived, fleeing and shouting that they’d been pushed off the first ridge, and that Cephisodorus and Amphicrates, along with many others, were killed—basically, anyone who hadn’t jumped down the rocks and made it back to the rearguard.
After that win, the barbarians reached a ridge facing the knoll, and Xenophon talked to them through an interpreter to try and make a deal, demanding that they return the bodies of the dead. They agreed to do so if he wouldn’t burn their houses, and Xenophon agreed to those terms.
While the rest of the army moved past and the talks were going on, everyone from the area had time to gather, and the enemy formed a line. And as soon as the Greeks started to descend from the knoll to join the others where the troops were stopped, the enemy charged, yelling and screaming. They reached the top of the knoll where Xenophon was coming down, and started rolling down the rocks. One guy’s leg was crushed. Xenophon’s shield-bearer ran off with his shield, but Eurylochus of Lusia, an Arcadian hoplite, ran up and threw his shield in front to protect both of them. So the two of them retreated, and the rest did too, joining the main group.
After that, the entire Greek force united and settled down in lots of nice houses, with plenty of food and drink—there was so much wine they stored it in concrete tanks. Xenophon and Cheirisophus arranged to recover the dead, and in return, they gave back the guide. Then they did everything they could for the dead, giving them the usual honors for good people.
 The next day, they headed out without a guide. The enemy kept up a constant fight, blocking every narrow path. Whenever the front got stuck, Xenophon would race up the hills from behind, smashing through the roadblocks and clearing the way for the lead group. When the rear was under attack, Cheirisophus did the same thing, finding a higher route and freeing the back lines. Like that, they helped each other out, always looking out for each other. Sometimes, after the relief group climbed up, they’d run into trouble on the way down. The barbarians were super quick, letting them get close before turning around and dodging away—mostly because they only had bows and slings to carry.
Seriously, those guys were amazing archers. Their bows were almost six feet long, and their arrows were over four feet! When they shot, they'd brace their left foot on the bottom of the bow to pull the string back. The arrows zipped right through shields and armor. When the Greeks got hold of them, they used them like spears, tying them to their straps. The Cretans were a huge help in those areas. They were led by Stratocles, a Cretan.
Chapter 3

They set up camp in the villages above the Centrites River plain. It was about two hundred feet wide. This river marked the border between Armenia and the Carduchian country. The Hellenes gathered their strength here, and the sight of the plain cheered them up. The river was only about a mile from the Carduchian mountains. For now, they were happy – they had food and lots of memories of the tough times they’d left behind. The last seven days spent fighting in Carduchian territory had been brutal, way worse than anything they'd faced with the king and Tissaphernes. It felt like they were finally free, so they rested easily.
But with the sun came a surprise – horsemen appeared across the river, fully armored, ready to fight over the crossing. Infantry lined up on the banks, above the cavalry, threatening to stop them from entering Armenia. These were Armenian, Mardian, and Chaldaean mercenaries working for Orontas and Artuchas. The Chaldaeans, the last of the three, were known as a brave and independent people. They carried long wicker shields and lances. The riverbank was a hundred yards or more from the water, and the only road visible looked like a well-built highway leading uphill. The Hellenes tried to cross, but the water was deeper than their chests, and the riverbed was full of huge, slippery rocks. It was impossible to hold onto their weapons – the current swept them away, and if they tried to carry them over their heads, they were easy targets for arrows and other missiles. So, they turned back and camped by the riverbank.
From their camp on the mountains, they could see the Carduchians gathered in large numbers, armed and ready. A wave of despair washed over them, no matter where they looked – the river was too hard to cross, a new enemy threatened them on the other side, and the Carduchians were ready to attack from behind if they tried to cross again. So, they stayed put for the day and night, totally confused. But Xenophon had a dream. He dreamt he was chained up, but the chains fell off by themselves, freeing him to move his legs as he pleased. At the first hint of dawn, he went to Cheirisophus and told him he felt hopeful, sharing his dream with him.
 The other guy was totally pleased, and as the first hint of sunlight showed up, all the generals were there and did a sacrifice. The animals were a good sign. After the sacrifice, the generals and officers told the troops to grab some breakfast. While Xenophon was eating, two young guys ran up to him—everyone knew he was always available, even if he was asleep, anyone could wake him up if it was about the war. The two young guys told him they’s been gathering firewood, and they saw an old man and some women and little girls on the other side, near some rocks that came down to the river, putting bags of clothes into a big cave. They figured it was safe to cross when they saw them. Plus, the enemy’s horsemen couldn’t get there. So they took off their clothes, thinking they might have to swim, and started across with their long knives. They crossed without even getting wet! Once across, they grabbed the clothes and headed back.
Xenophon immediately poured out a drink as an offering and told the two young guys to fill the cup and pray to the gods, who showed him a vision and showed them a way across, and to bring them good fortune. After the offering, he quickly led the two young guys to Cheirisophus, and they told him their story. Cheirisophus also made an offering, and when that was done, they sent a message to the troops to pack up and get ready to move. They themselves gathered the generals for a meeting and talked about how to cross the river and beat the enemy in front without losing anyone to the people behind them. They decided that Cheirisophus would lead the way with half the army, while Xenophon stayed back with the other half. The pack animals and the merchants would cross between the two groups.
Everything was set, and they started moving, with the young guys leading the way and keeping the river on their left. It was about a half-mile march to the crossing, and as they walked along the bank, the enemy’s cavalry kept pace with them on the other side.
But when they reached a spot in line with the ford and the cliff-like riverbanks, they stopped and put down their weapons. First, Cheirisophus put a wreath on his head, took off his cloak, and put his armor back on. He told everyone else to do the same and told the captains to form their companies in a loose formation, some to his left and some to his right. Meanwhile, the fortune-tellers were sacrificing an animal across the river, and the enemy was shooting arrows and slingstones, but they weren’t close enough to hit. As soon as the sacrifice was good, all the soldiers started singing the battle song, and the shouts of the men mixed with the higher-pitched singing of the women—there were a lot of women in the camp.
 So Cheirisophus and his crew stepped in. But Xenophon, grabbing the strongest guys from the back, started sprinting back toward the path leading into the hills of Armenia, pretending to cross there to cut off their cavalry near the river. The enemy, seeing Cheirisophus’s group easily crossing the stream and Xenophon’s men racing back, got seriously worried about being trapped, and bolted toward the road coming out of the stream. But when they got to it, they scrambled up the hill towards their mountains. Then Lycius, who led the cavalry, and Aeschines, who was in charge of the light infantry with Cheirisophus, saw them running so fast and took off after them, and the soldiers yelled at each other to keep up and chase them all the way to the mountains. Once Cheirisophus got across, he didn’t chase the cavalry but headed up the bluffs overlooking the river to attack the enemy from above. And those guys, seeing their own cavalry fleeing and the heavy infantry coming at them, abandoned the high ground near the river.
Xenophon, seeing things were going well on their side, quickly fell back to join the troops still crossing, because the Carduchians were now visible, heading into the plain to attack their rear.
Cheirisophus held the higher ground, and Lycius, with his small group, tried to keep the chase going, capturing a few stragglers from their baggage handlers, along with some nice clothes and fancy cups. The baggage animals and non-combatants of the Greeks were just about to cross when Xenophon turned his troops around to face the Carduchians. He lined them up opposite, giving the captains the order to organize their companies into squads and spread them out in a line to the left. The company captains and squad leaders stepped forward to meet the Carduchians, while the rearguard stayed put, facing the river. But when the Carduchians saw the rearguard so thin, looking like just a few guys, they charged even faster, singing as they went. Then, things being safe with him, Cheirisophus sent back the light infantry, slingers, and archers to join Xenophon, telling them to follow his instructions. They were halfway across when Xenophon, seeing what they were up to, sent a messenger over, telling them to wait by the river. But as soon as he and his crew started crossing, he told them to step in on either side, forming two flanking divisions, like they were crossing. The javelin throwers with their javelins ready, and the archers with their arrows strung, but not to go too far into the stream. His order to his own men was: “Wait until you’re close enough to throw, until you hear the shields rattle, then shout and charge! As soon as they turn, and the bugle from the river sounds for ‘attack,’ turn to the right, the back row leading, and everyone cross the river as fast as possible, staying in your original order so you don’t get in each other’s way. The bravest guy is the one who gets to the other side first.”
 The Carduchians, realizing they were facing just a tiny group (since a lot of even those who should’ve stayed had bolted to protect their animals, their gear, or their girlfriends), charged in, firing slingstones and arrows. But the Greeks, shouting their battle cry, sprinted toward them. The Carduchians didn’t even try to stand their ground. They were armed for fighting in the mountains—ready for quick attacks and fast escapes—and totally unprepared for a close-quarters brawl.
Suddenly, the bugle sounded. The notes sent the barbarians scattering. But the Greeks spun around and raced toward the river as fast as they could. A few of the enemy, here and there, spotted them and let loose their arrows, wounding a few. But most were still running even when the Greeks were halfway across.
The group that came to meet Xenophon’s men, caught up in the excitement, pushed too far and had to retreat behind Xenophon’s men. A few of them got wounded too.
Chapter 4

They got in formation around midday and marched across Armenian territory – a long, flat area with gentle hills, about five miles long. There weren’t any towns near the river because of constant fighting with the Carduchians. The first village they reached was big, with a palace for the governor and most houses topped with little towers; there was plenty of food.
From there, they marched for two days – about ten miles each day – until they reached the source of the Tigris River. Then they marched for three more days – fifteen miles total – to the Teleboas River. It was a nice stream, though not huge, and there were a lot of villages nearby. This area was called Western Armenia. The lieutenant governor, Tiribazus, a close friend of the king, was in charge. He was the only one allowed to help the king onto his horse when he visited. Tiribazus rode out to meet the Greeks with a group of soldiers and sent an interpreter forward to say he wanted to talk to the leaders. The generals agreed to hear him out and moved closer to see what he wanted. He said he wanted to make a deal: he would not hurt the Greeks if they wouldn't burn his houses, but would just take the food they needed. The generals thought this was a good idea, and they made a treaty based on his terms.
From there, they marched for three days – another fifteen miles across flat land – with Tiribazus and his soldiers staying about a mile behind. Soon, they reached a palace surrounded by villages, which were full of supplies. But that night, there was a really heavy snowfall. In the morning, they decided to spread the different regiments and their generals out into the villages. There was no sign of the enemy, and it seemed smart to do because of all the snow. In those quarters, they had everything they could want: livestock, grain, old wine with a great smell, dried fruit, and all kinds of vegetables. But some soldiers reported seeing an army and lots of campfires. So, the generals decided it wasn’t safe to split up their forces, and they voted to bring everyone back together. After that, they reunited, especially because the weather looked clear. But that night, it snowed so heavily that it completely covered the weapons and the soldiers sleeping on the ground. The pack animals were stiff and slow to get up. The snow fell so gently as they lay warm and cozy, forming a blanket, except where it slipped off their shoulders. It wasn’t until Xenophon woke up and started chopping wood without his cloak that people started getting up, one by one. They took the log from him and started splitting wood. Then everyone else followed suit, got up, and started a fire and oiled their bodies with a scented cream they found in abundance – a mix of pig fat, sesame, bitter almonds, and turpentine. There was also a sweet oil made with the same ingredients.
 After that, it was decided they had to split up again and find shelter in the villages. The soldiers were stoked, yelling and rushing toward the houses and food. But anyone who, like, stupidly set fire to the houses when they left before, now paid the price with the lousy spots they got.
That night, they sent a group led by Democrates, a Temenite, up into the mountains. Stragglers had reported seeing fires there. The leader they picked was someone you could trust to figure out the truth. He was really good at telling what was real from what wasn's, and people often went to him for help.
He went and said he hadn't seen any fires, but he did bring back a guy with a Persian bow and quiver, and a sagaris – a battleaxe like the ones Amazons used. When they asked “Where are you from?” the prisoner said, “I’m Persian, and I’m heading from Tiribazus’s army to get supplies.”
They then asked him “How big is the army, and why did they gather it?” He replied, “It’s led by Tiribazus and has some Chalybian and Taochian mercenaries. Tiribazus put it together,” he added, “planning to attack the Hellenes in a mountain pass – the only way through.”
When the generals heard this, they decided to gather the troops and took off immediately, bringing the prisoner as a guide. They left a garrison behind, with Sophaenetus the Stymphalian in charge of those still at the camp.
As soon as they started crossing the hills, the light infantry spotted the camp and didn't wait for the heavy infantry. They just yelled and charged the enemy's defenses. The locals heard the noise and bolted. But even though they were quick, some were killed, and they captured about twenty horses, along with Tiribazus’s tent and all its stuff – silver-footed couches, fancy goblets, and people calling themselves butlers and bakers.
As soon as the generals of the heavy infantry division heard the news, they decided to head back to the camp as fast as possible, worried about an attack on the troops left behind. They sounded the recall, and everyone started retreating, reaching the camp the same day.
Chapter 5

The next day, they decided to move out fast, before the enemy could gather and take control of the pass. After grabbing their gear and supplies, they started marching through deep snow with several guides. They crossed the high pass the same day Tiribazus was supposed to attack, and made it safely to their camp. From there, they marched three long stretches—fifteen parasangs—to the Euphrates River, wading through water up to their waists. People said the river's source wasn's far away. Then they marched through more deep snow across flat land for another three stretches—another fifteen parasangs. The last stretch was brutal, with the freezing north wind blowing right in their faces, drying everything out and making the men numb. One of the seers suggested they offer a sacrifice to Boreas, so they did. Everyone noticed the wind died down a lot. But there was six feet of snow, so many of the pack animals and slaves got lost, and about thirty of the men themselves.
They spent the whole night building fires; luckily, there was plenty of wood at the spot where they stopped. The problem was, those who arrived late to camp didn't have any wood. So, the people who’s fires were already burning weren't letting the latecomers near the fires, unless they shared some corn or other food. A big trade of goods started up. Where the fires burned, the snow melted, and deep holes formed down to the bare ground, where they could measure how deep the snow was.
Leaving that spot, they marched all day through the snow, and lots of the men started feeling super hungry – totally wiped out. Xenophon, who was watching their back, found some guys who had fallen behind, and he wasn't sure what was wrong. But someone who knew about these things told him they were probably suffering from extreme hunger. If they got something to eat, they’d be okay. So, Xenophon went through the supply train, put a stop to anyone taking food, and handed it out himself, or sent others to help the hungry guys. As soon as they got a bite, they got back on their feet and kept marching.
They kept moving, and around dusk, Cheirisophus reached a village, and surprised some women and girls who were out getting water from the well outside the village walls. They asked who they were. The interpreters answered in Persian: "We’re on our way from the king to the satrap." In response, the women told them the satrap wasn’t there, but was a parasang farther on. Since it was getting late, they went inside the village walls with the water carriers to meet the village leader. So, Cheirisophus and as many soldiers as could make it got settled in there, while the rest of the soldiers – those who couldn’t finish the march – had to spend the night outside, without food and without fire; and some of the men didn’t make it.
 Right behind the army were always groups of enemies, snatching up any disabled pack animals and fighting over the bodies. And often, injured soldiers were left behind to their fate, blinded by the snow or with frostbitten toes. To help with the glare, people would march with something dark in front of their faces. The only thing to do for their feet was to keep moving, not stopping at all, and take off their sandals at night. If they slept with them on, the straps would dig into their feet, and the sandals would freeze solid. This was partly because their old sandals had worn out, so they were wearing rough, untanned shoes made from fresh ox hides.
Because of a situation like that, a group of guys got into a fight and were left behind. They spotted a dark patch of ground where the snow had clearly melted, so they guessed it was from melting snow, and it actually was—there was a spring steaming up nearby. They turned aside and sat down, and didn’t want to move an inch. But Xenophon, with his rear guard, saw them and begged them, pleaded with them, to not be left behind, warning them that the enemy was after them in big groups. He eventually got angry. They just told him to put a knife to their throats, and said they wouldn’t move.
So, it seemed like the best idea to scare off the pursuing enemy and keep them from attacking the injured. It was already getting dark, and the pursuers were coming closer, making a lot of noise and arguing over their loot. Then, suddenly, the rear guard, full of energy, jumped up and charged the enemy. At the same time, those tired guys yelled as loud as their sick throats could manage and clashed their spears against their shields. The enemy, terrified, threw themselves into the snow-covered dell, and none of them ever made a sound again.
Xenophon and his group told the sick people that help would arrive the next day and set off. Before they’d gone half a mile, they came across some soldiers who had collapsed on the snow with their cloaks wrapped around them, but there was no guard. They made them get up. Their excuse was that those in front weren’t moving. Passing by this group, he sent forward his strongest light infantry to find out what was holding things up. They reported that the whole army was just resting. So, Xenophon’s men had no choice but to camp out in the open, too, without a fire or any food, just posting a few guards as best they could.
As soon as it started to get light, Xenophon sent the youngest of his men to the sick people behind, telling them to get up and force them to keep moving. Meanwhile, Cheirisophus had sent some of his men from the village to check on how the rear was doing; they were thrilled to see them and handed over the sick people to be carried into camp, while they continued marching forward, reaching the village where Cheirisophus was quartered after about a half-mile.
Once the two groups met, they decided it would be safe to set up camp in the villages. Cheirisophus stayed where he was, while the rest drew lots for the villages in sight, and then, with their own groups, marched off to their assigned places.
 It was here that Polycrates, an Athenian and captain of a company, asked for leave—he wanted to go on a quest of his own. He gathered the most active guys in the division and ran to the village that had been given to Xenophon. He surprised the villagers, along with their leader, and seventeen young horses being raised as a tribute for the king. Last of all, he found the leader's daughter, a bride only eight days married. Her husband had gone off hunting hares and escaped being taken with the others. The houses were built underground, with an opening like a well to get in, but they were wide and roomy inside. A separate entrance was dug out for the animals, but people climbed down using a ladder. Inside these dwellings were goats, sheep, and cattle, plus roosters, hens, and their chicks. The flocks and herds were all raised indoors on green food. There were also stores of wheat, barley, and veggies, and a lot of barley wine in huge bowls. Barley malt floated in the drink, with reeds—some long, some short—sticking out. When you were thirsty, you’d just suck on one of the reeds. The drink, without water, was really strong and tasted amazing to some people, but you had to get used to it.
Xenophon made the village leader his guest at supper and told him to stay positive. They weren’t going to rob him of his kids, instead, they’d fill his house with good stuff in return for what they took before they left, but he needed to find something good for the army until they found another tribe. He readily agreed and showed them the cellar where the wine was stored. So, for that night, they all slept comfortably surrounded by plenty, with the leader and his kids under guard and in plain sight.
But the next day, Xenophon took the leader and headed to Cheirisophus, visiting different groups along the way. Everywhere he went, he found people living high on the hog and having a blast. Not a single village let them leave without setting up a huge breakfast, with at least six dishes on the table: lamb, kid, pork, veal, chickens, plus different kinds of bread—some wheat, some barley. As a friendly gesture, people would drag their neighbors to the big bowl, and when they got there, they’d have to duck their head and chug it like an ox. The villagers insisted that the leader take whatever he liked as a gift, but he wouldn’t take anything unless he spotted a relative, then he’d definitely grab them—him or her—for himself.
 When they got to Cheirisophus, they found the same thing happening. The men were partying in their rooms, wearing wreaths of hay and dry grass. Armenian boys were acting like servers in wild outfits, but they had to point and show them what to do, like they couldn't hear or talk. After the initial greetings, when Cheirisophus and Xenophon greeted each other like best friends, they asked the leader what was going on, using the Persian speaker to translate. "What’s this place?" they asked. He replied, "Armenia." And again, "Who are the horses for?" "They’re a gift for the king," he said. "And what’s next door?" "That’s the land of the Chalybes," he said, and he described the road that led there. So for now, Xenophon left, taking the leader back with him to his place and friends. He also gave him an older horse he had; he’s heard the leader was a priest of the sun, so he could fatten the horse up and sacrifice it. Otherwise, he was worried it would just die, because it had been hurt by all the marching. For himself, he picked out the best colts, and gave each of his fellow generals and officers a colt. The horses here were smaller than the Persian horses, but way more energetic. It was here that their friend, the leader, explained to them how to wrap small bags or sacks around the feet of the horses and other animals when they marched through the snow, because without that, the animals would sink up to their bellies.
Chapter 6

A week went by, and on the eighth day, Xenophon handed over the guide—basically, the village leader—to Cheirisophus. He left the leader’s house safe in the village, except for his son, a young guy in his prime. This kid was entrusted to Episthenes from Amphipolis to watch over. If the guide proved to be a good guide, they’d take his son with them when they left. They made the house their storage spot for anything they could gather. Then they broke camp and started marching, the guide leading the way through the snow.
When they reached the third stop, Cheirisophus totally lost it with him, because he hadn’t led them to any villages. The guide said there weren't any in that area. Cheirisophus punched him, but forgot to tie him up. The leader ended up running off in the night, leaving his son behind. That was the only problem between Cheirisophus and Xenophon during the whole march—the way he’d mistreated and ignored the guide.
As for the boy, Episthenes developed a real connection with him and took him home, where he became his most loyal friend.
After that, they marched for seven days, covering about five parasangs—roughly five miles—each day, until they reached the river Phasis, which was about a hundred feet wide. Then they marched another couple of days, about ten parasangs, but at the pass leading down into the plain, they saw a mixed group of Chalybes, Taochians, and Phasianians blocking their way.
When Cheirisophus spotted the enemy at the pass, about three or four miles away, he stopped marching. He didn’t want to approach with his troops lined up, so he told everyone else to spread out and form a line. Once the rear guard caught up, he gathered the generals and officers and said, "The enemy’s holding the mountain pass, so we need to figure out how to take it. I think we should let the troops eat breakfast while we decide whether to cross the mountains today or tomorrow.”
"I think," said Cleanor, "as soon as we’re done eating, we should arm up and attack. If we waste time today, the enemy who’s just watching us now will get bolder, and more people will join them.”
 After him Xenophon spoke: "Okay, here's how I see it," he said. "If we’re gonna fight, let’s prepare to defend ourselves fiercely. But if we want to get through this with as few injuries and losses as possible, we need a smart plan. That part of the mountain we can see stretches for almost seven miles. Where are the enemy soldiers posted to stop us? Besides the main road, they’re nowhere to be seen. It’s way better to try and sneak across this mountain unnoticed and grab what we need before they even realize we’re there, than to charge into a fortified position with a fully prepared enemy. It’s way easier to hike up a mountain without a fight than to trudge across flat ground with attackers on either side. And a guy will see what's right in front of him, even at night, way better than in a chaotic battle, especially if he's not fighting. A rough trail is actually kind of nice when you’re walking in peace, compared to a smooth road with bullets flying everywhere. And I don’t think it’s impossible to sneak around, especially if we go at night when we can't be seen, and get far enough back that they won’t even notice us. Honestly, if we pretend to attack here, I think we’ll find the mountain chain even more deserted elsewhere, because they’ll be waiting for us here in force."
"But what gives me the nerve to talk about sneaking around in front of you, Cheirisophus? You Lacedaemonians, you ‘big shots,’ I’m told you’ve been practicing stealing since you were kids! It’s not shameful, it's actually honorable, unless the law says otherwise. And to encourage your sneaky skills, you even get whipped if you're caught, right? Well, this is your chance to show off your training. Just be careful we don't get caught stealing over the mountain, or we'll be the ones getting it!" "Yeah, well," retorted Cheirisophus, "I’ve heard that you Athenians are really good at swiping public money, even though there’s a huge risk involved. But apparently, it's your best people who do it – the ones you think are worthy to rule. So, this is a great opportunity for you to show off your education, Xenophon." "And I," replied Xenophon, "am ready to take the rear guard as soon as we’re done eating, and grab the mountain chain. I already have guides – the light troops set up an ambush and caught some shady characters who were hanging around our back. They told me the mountain isn’t impossible to climb, it's even grazed by goats and cattle, so if we can get a foothold, our animals will be fine – they can cross. As for the enemy, I doubt they'll even wait for us once they see us climbing up, because they don’t even bother coming down to meet us on level ground now." Cheirisophus answered: "But why would you go and leave your command in the rear? Send someone else, unless a bunch of volunteers step up." Then Aristonymus from Methydria came forward with some heavy infantry, and Nicomachus from Oetea with another group of light troops, and they agreed to light several signal fires as soon as they reached the heights. With the plans made, they had breakfast, and after breakfast Cheirisophus moved the entire army ten furlongs closer to the enemy, to make it look like they were still planning to attack there.
 After they ate and night fell, the group headed out, taking the mountain as ordered, while the rest of the army stayed put. When the enemy realized the mountain was taken, they ditched any idea of sleep, keeping tons of fires burning all night. But at sunrise, Cheirisophus made a sacrifice and started moving along the road, and the group on the mountain moved along with him, keeping pace on the high ground. A big chunk of the enemy stayed put in the mountain pass, but a smaller group turned to face the troops on the heights. Before the main forces could even get together, the troops on the heights clashed, and the Hellenes won, chasing after them. Meanwhile, the smaller group of Hellenes came from the plain, quickly moving toward the enemy’s tightly packed lines, while Cheirisophus followed with his heavy infantry at a brisk pace. But as soon as the enemy on the road saw their higher division losing, they bolted, and a few were killed. The Hellenes grabbed a ton of wicker shields, smashing them to pieces with their short swords and making them useless. So when they reached the top of the pass, they made a sacrifice and put up a trophy, then headed down into the plain, reaching villages packed with all sorts of good stuff.
Chapter 7

After that, they marched into Taochian territory—about five stages, or thirty parasangs—and they were running low on supplies. The Taochians were smart and had set up strong defenses, hauling all their food and stuff into fortified places. When the army reached one of these spots—basically a fort, no city or houses, just a bunch of people, women and men, plus tons of sheep and cattle—Cheirisophus attacked right away. When the first group of soldiers got worn out and fell back, a second group moved up, and then a third. It was impossible to surround the place completely because a river was all around it.
Soon, Xenophon arrived with the rear guard, a mix of light and heavy infantry. Cheirisophus stopped him and said, "Perfect timing! We have to take this place, because the troops are starving if we don't.” They talked it over, and when Xenophon asked what was stopping them from just walking in, Cheirisophus pointed up, "There’s just this one narrow path you see, but when we try to pass, they shower us with rocks from that overhang." He gestured upwards. "And that’s what you’ll find if you get caught," he added, pointing to some guys with crushed legs or ribs.
“But when they run out of rocks,” said Xenophon, “what’s stopping us then?”
“Besides that small group up there,” Cheirisophus replied, “I don’t see anyone else. And of them, only two or three look armed. The distance we have to cover under fire is about one hundred and fifty feet, give or take, and the first hundred is filled with tall pine trees spaced out. We can hide under those—what harm can a few rocks do us?”
“So, only fifty feet left to run, during a break in the rocks,” Xenophon finished.
“Yeah,” said Cheirisophus, “but as soon as we start toward those bushes, a storm of rocks starts flying.”
“That’s exactly what we need,” Xenophon responded. “They’ll use up their ammo faster. But let’s pick a spot where we only have a short distance to run, and somewhere we can retreat to easily if we need to.”
 Then Cheirisophus and Xenophon headed out with Callimachus the Parrhasian, who was in charge of the officers guarding the rear that day. The other captains stayed out of harm's way. After that, about seventy guys needed to sneak away under the trees, not all at once, but one by one, being super careful. Agasis the Stymphalian and Aristonymous the Methydrian, also officers in the rear, were stationed near the trees for backup, because only a few could stand safely there at a time. Callimachus came up with a clever idea – he's like, run a few steps out from the tree, and when the rocks started flying, he's just casually stepping back. Each time he did it, the enemy wasted like, more than ten wagonloads of rocks. Agasias, seeing Callimachus having a good time and the whole army watching, started to worry he's going to miss his chance to dash through the enemy's fire and get to safety. So, without even saying anything to his buddy, Aristonymous, or to Eurylochus of Lusia, or anyone else, he just took off on his own and zoomed past everyone. But Callimachus grabbed his shield rim, and meanwhile Aristonymous the Methydrian zipped past both of them, followed by Eurylochus of Lusia. They were all trying to prove how brave they were, and they were seriously competing with each other. So, in this little contest, the three of them took the fortress, and once they were inside, the enemy stopped throwing rocks.
And things got really intense: the women started throwing their babies off the cliff, and then they jumped after them, and the men did too. In that awful scene, Aeneas the Stymphalian, an officer, saw a dude in fancy clothes about to jump, and he grabbed him to stop him. But the other guy grabbed him back, and both of them were gone in an instant, tumbling down the rocks and dying. Only a handful of people were taken prisoner from that place, but there were tons of cattle, donkeys, and sheep.
From there, they marched through Chalybes territory for seven days, covering about fifty miles. These guys were the bravest they’d met on the whole journey, always eager for a fight. They wore linen armor that went down to their hips, and instead of the usual decorative flaps, they had thick braids of cords hanging down. They also had greaves and helmets, and a short sabre at their belts – about the same length as a Spartan dagger – which they used to slit the throats of anyone they captured. Then they’d cut off the head and carry it around, singing and dancing, whenever they got close to the enemy’s territory. They also had a super-long spear, fifteen feet long, with a pointy end. These people lived in towns, and whenever the Greeks passed by, they’d follow close behind, always fighting. They had supplies stored in their fortresses, so the Greeks couldn’t get anything from that area, and they had to live off the flocks and herds they'd stolen from the Taochians. After that, the Greeks reached the Harpasus River, which was about four hundred feet wide. Then they marched through Scythenian territory for four days, about twenty miles, across a flat, open country to more villages. They stopped there for three days to restock their supplies.
 They traveled for about four days, covering a lot of ground, and arrived at a big, thriving city called Gymnias. The governor of the region sent them a guide to lead them through territory that wasn’s exactly friendly to him. This guide told them, “Within five days, I’ll get you to a spot where you can see the sea. And if I don’t, you’re free to end my life.” So, he took the lead, but as soon as he crossed into the hostile area, he started urging them to burn and loot the land. Seriously, his encouragement was so intense, it was obvious he was there for that—not because he cared about the Greeks.
On the fifth day, they reached a mountain called Theches. The guys in front scrambled up and spotted the sea, and a huge cheer erupted! Xenophon, bringing up the rear, heard the commotion and figured they must be fighting off another attack ahead. They were being followed by angry locals, and the land behind them was on fire. The rearguard had already killed some and captured others, and they’d also grabbed about twenty shields made of woven reeds and covered with raw ox hides.
As the shouting got louder and closer, and those reaching the top started sprinting toward the source of the noise, and the cheers grew even more intense with each new arrival, Xenophon realized something major had happened. He hopped on his horse, grabbed Lycius and the cavalry, and raced to see what was going on. Soon, they heard the soldiers yelling, "The sea! The sea!"
Everyone started running—rearguard, baggage animals, horses—everything was galloping forward. But when they reached the top, they just started hugging each other—generals, officers, everyone—and tears streamed down their faces. Then, someone gave the order, and the soldiers began piling up stones to build a huge pile, where they dedicated a bunch of raw animal skins, sticks, and those captured wicker shields. The guide himself chopped the shields to pieces, encouraging everyone else to do the same. Afterward, the Greeks gave the guide a gift from their shared funds: a horse, a silver bowl, a Persian garment, and ten darics. But what he wanted most were their rings, and he managed to collect several from the soldiers. Then, pointing out a nearby village where they could find a place to stay and the best route to the land of the Macrones, he disappeared into the night as darkness fell.
Chapter 8

From here, the Hellenes marched through the land of the Macrones, covering about ten parasangs in three stages. On the first day, they reached a river marking the border between the Macrones’ land and the land of the Scythenians. To their right, they saw a really tough and rugged country. To their left was another river that flowed into the first one, and they needed to cross it. The riverbanks were packed with trees, though they weren't huge. As soon as they got there, the Hellenes started chopping them down, super eager to get across. But the Macrones, armed with wicker shields, spears, and simple tunics, were already lined up to meet them. They were yelling encouragement and throwing a constant stream of stones into the river, but they couldn't reach the other side or do any damage.
Just then, one of the light infantry ran up to Xenophon. He’d been a slave in Athens, and wanted to let him know he recognized the language of these people. “I think,” he said, “this might be my home, and if it’s okay, I’ll talk to them.” “Go ahead,” replied Xenophon. “Ask them who they are.” In response to his question, they said, "We are Macrones." “Okay,” he said, “ask them why they’re lined up to fight us.” They answered, “Because you’re invading our country.” The generals told him to say: “We don’t mean you any harm. We’ve been at war with the king, and we’re now heading back to Hellas. All we want is to reach the sea.” The others asked, “Are you willing to give us promises to that effect?” They replied, “Yes, we’re ready to give and receive promises.” Then the Macrones gave a simple spear to the Hellenes, and the Hellenes gave a Greek spear to them. "These will be our pledges," they said, and both sides called upon the gods to witness.
After exchanging pledges, the Macrones started chopping down trees and building a road to help them cross. They mixed freely with the Hellenes, getting along really well, and gave them everything they could. For three days, they guided them on their march until they safely reached the border of the Colchians. Now, they faced a huge mountain range, but it was passable. On the mountain, the Colchians were ready for battle. At first, the Hellenes lined up to attack the hill, but the generals decided to hold a war council and figure out the best way to fight.
 “I don’t think we should just move forward in a line,” Xenophon said. “I suggest we form up in columns instead.” He urged, “If we just move forward in a line, it’s going to get scattered and messed up right away. The mountain’s full of bumps and dips – easy to get through here, tough to get through there. Just seeing the line fall apart like that will be super discouraging. Plus, if we’re several people deep, the enemy will still find a way to overlap us and use their numbers against us. If we’re spread out, we can expect a constant barrage of missiles and a wave of enemy soldiers to cut right through our line. If that happens anywhere, the whole line goes down. No, I think forming columns is better. We’ll cover enough ground with spaces between the columns so the last guys on each side are outside the enemy's flanks. Our best guys will be at the front, leading the charge, and each column can find the easiest path. It’s also going to be tough for the enemy to break into the spaces between the columns, with companies on both sides. And if one company gets pushed back, the ones next to it will come to the rescue. If any company makes it to the top, not one enemy soldier will stand their ground.”
The soldiers agreed, and they formed into columns. Then Xenophon, coming back from the right side, addressed the troops. “Listen up,” he said. “These guys in front of us are the only thing standing between us and what we’re hoping for – and we’re way overdue. We’re going to swallow them up whole, no cooking needed, if we can.”
The different groups got into position, and the columns were formed. All together, they had about eighty companies of heavy infantry, each with around a hundred soldiers. The light infantry and archers were arranged in three groups – two on the sides to support the left and right, and one in the center – with each group having about six hundred people.
Before they started, the generals told everyone to pray. With prayers and a battle hymn rising from their lips, they began to move forward. Cheirisophus and Xenophon, along with the light infantry, moved outside the enemy’s line on the right and left. The enemy saw them coming and tried to stay in line and face them. But to do that, he stretched out on both sides, and ended up being split apart, leaving a big gap in his line. Seeing this, the light infantry attached to the Arcadian battalion, led by Aeschines, an Arcarnanian, thought they were fleeing and shouted, rushing up the mountain. They were quickly followed by the Arcadian heavy infantry, led by Cleanor of Orchomenus.
 When they started running like that, the enemy totally scattered, everyone running in a different direction. The Hellenes climbed the hill and found plenty of villages with tons of supplies. Honestly, there wasn's much to be amazed by, except for the sheer number of beehives – and the honey was something else. After tasting the honeycomb, the soldiers went completely bonkers, throwing up and having diarrhea, and they couldn’t even stand up straight. A little bit made them feel like they were super drunk, a lot made them act like they were losing their minds, and some looked like they were about to die. So, hundreds of them just lay there, feeling totally bummed out. But the next day, nobody had died, and almost exactly when they’d eaten the honey, they came to their senses, and by the third or fourth day, they were back on their feet, like they’d just finished a tough round of physical therapy.
From there, they marched for two days—about seven miles—and reached the sea at Trapezus, a busy Greek city on the Black Sea. It was originally settled by people from Sinope and was located in Colchis territory. They stopped there for about thirty days, using the Colchian villages as a base to raid the whole area of Colchis. The people of Trapezus supplied the army with everything they needed, entertained them, and gave them gifts like oxen, wheat, and wine. They also talked to the Colchians – who mostly lived in the plains – and got gifts of cattle from them too. Now, the Hellenes got ready for the sacrifices they’d promised, and they had enough cattle to offer thanks to Zeus, Heracles, and the other gods, just like they’d vowed. They even set up a track meet on the mountainside where they were staying, and they chose Dracontius, a Spartan (who’d been kicked out of his home as a kid after accidentally killing another boy with his dagger), to be in charge of the running and president of the games.
As soon as the sacrifices were done, they handed over the animal hides to Dracontius and told him to lead them to the racecourse. He just waved his hand and pointed to where they were standing and said, “Right here! This ridge is perfect for running, anywhere, everywhere.” “But how,” they asked, “will they wrestle on this rough, scrubby ground?” “Oh! They’ll take even worse knocks when they’re thrown,” the president replied. There was a mile race for the younger guys, mostly captured boys; and over sixty Cretans competed in the long race. There was also wrestling, boxing, and pankration. It was a seriously awesome show. There were tons of entries, and the competition, with their friends – guys and girls – cheering them on, was insane. There was even horse racing; the riders had to gallop down a steep hill to the sea, then turn around and come back up to the altar. On the way down, more than half of them ended up tumbling head over heels, and then they had to trudge back up the super steep hill, barely walking. The place was filled with shouts, laughter, and cheers.

Chapter 1

After that, they gathered and talked about what to do for the rest of the trip. First up was Antileon from Thurii. He stood and said, "Honestly, guys, I'm totally done with all this packing and getting ready, walking, running, lugging around heavy weapons, and marching in formation or standing guard, fighting. All I want now is to just chill and, since we're near the sea, sail away, like Odysseus, and find myself back in Greece." When the soldiers heard him, they cheered, shouting "Spot on!" Then another guy spoke up, and then another, and pretty much everyone agreed. Next, Cheirisophus got to his feet and said, "I know a friend, you know, my buddy, who’s currently the big boss of the navy—Anaxibius. If you send me to him, I’m pretty sure I can get some warships and other boats to take us. All you gotta do, if you really want to head home by sea, is wait here until I get back. I’ll be back before you know it.” The soldiers were stoked by these words and decided Cheirisophus should set sail right away.
 After him, Xenophon spoke up: "Cheirisophus is heading out to find some ships, and we're going to wait for him. Let me tell you what I think we should do while we’re waiting. First, we need to get supplies from the nearby territory, because there isn’t a good market here, and most of us don’t have any money to buy anything anyway. Now, the area is hostile, so if we just wander around looking for food, a lot of us could get hurt. To avoid that, I suggest we organize groups to grab what we need, and not just roam around randomly. Let us handle the organization." (They agreed.) "Listen to another idea," he continued: "Some of you will probably go out to loot. It’s best if whoever does that tells us beforehand what they’re planning and which direction they’re heading. That way, we’ll know exactly how many people are out and how many are staying behind. We can then help prepare for the expedition if needed, and if anyone needs help or reinforcements, we’ll know where to go. Plus, if people aren’t experienced fighters, we can share our knowledge and give advice on who they’re planning to attack." This was also agreed upon. "Here’s another thing to think about," he continued: "Our enemies won’t be sitting around doing nothing; they’re probably plotting against us, and it's understandable, since we took what was theirs, and they’re watching us closely. So, I suggest we set up regular outposts around the camp. If we take turns doing lookout duty, it’s harder for them to sneak up on us. And one more thing: if we knew for sure that Cheirisophus would return with enough ships, this wouldn’t be a big deal, but since that’s still uncertain, I propose we try to find some ships nearby too. If he shows up and finds us already set up, we’ll have more ships than we need, which isn’t a bad thing; but if he doesn’t bring any, we’ll have the local supply to rely on. I see ships passing by all the time, so we just need to ask the people of Trapezus to lend us a few warships, and we can bring them into port and secure them until we have enough to carry us. I think this is the best way to make sure we find a way to get around." That was also agreed to. "Now," he said, "shouldn’t we use a common fund to support the ship crews while they wait here to help us? And shouldn’t we agree on a fair price for their services, like repaying kindness with kindness?" That too was approved. "Alright," he said, "if, after all this, we still don’t have enough ships, I suggest we order the coastal towns to fix the roads, which we hear are terrible. They’ll probably be happy to do it, out of fear and to get rid of us."
 The idea of traveling by land was met with shouts and a ton of pushback. Seeing they were totally against it, he didn't even put it to a vote. Instead, he convinced the cities to build roads, saying, "If we get these roads sorted, we’ll be out of here way faster." They also snagged a fifty-oared galley from the people of Trapezunt, and gave the command to Dexippus, a guy from Laconia, one of the perioeci. This dude totally blew off gathering any other ships nearby, and just bailed, taking the ship and disappearing from Pontus. Later, though, he got what he deserved. He got mixed up in some shady stuff in Thrace at the court of Seuthes, and the Laconian Nicander ended him. They also got a thirty-oared galley, putting the command with Polycrates, an Athenian. That officer brought every ship he could find into the harbor near the camp. If the ships were carrying cargo, they unloaded it and put guards in place to protect it, while using the ships themselves to move people and supplies along the coast. Things were at this point when the Hellenes started raids, with mixed results – sometimes they scored big, sometimes they came up empty. One time, Cleanetus led a group against a heavily defended spot, and got killed, along with a bunch of his people.
Chapter 2

The time came when getting food was impossible, constantly traveling back and forth to camp each day. So, Xenophon took some guides from the people of Trapezuntine and led half the army against the Drilae, leaving the other half to guard the camp. That was necessary, because the Colchians, who had lost their homes, were gathering and watching them from the hills above. The people of Trapezuntine, being friendly with the locals, didn's want to lead the Greeks to places where it was easy to find food. But against the Drilae – who were giving them a hard time – they’d happily lead them into their mountain fortresses, which were tough to reach, and against the fiercest people in Pontus.
But when the Greeks reached the high ground, the Drilae set fire to anything they thought could be taken easily and then retreated. Except for a stray pig or bull, or other animal that had escaped the fire, there was nothing to grab. But there was one fortress that served as their main city: everyone was gathering there. A really deep ravine ran around it, and getting to the place was tricky. So, the light infantry ran ahead about a mile and crossed the ravine. Seeing tons of sheep and other stuff, they started attacking the place. A bunch of people with spears quickly followed, so the group attacking across the ravine numbered over two thousand. But when they realized they couldn't take the place quickly – because there was a trench around it, with a raised bank and a wooden fence on top – they tried to retreat, but the enemy attacked them from behind. A sudden escape was impossible, because the way down from the fortress into the ravine was only wide enough for one person at a time. So, they sent a message to Xenophon, who was leading the heavy infantry. The messenger arrived and said, "There's a fortress packed with supplies, but we can't take it; it’s too strong. And we can’t get away easily; the enemy is rushing out to fight, and getting back is going to be a struggle."
Hearing this, Xenophon pushed his heavy infantry to the edge of the ravine and told them to hold their position, while he and the officers crossed over to see if it was better to pull back the troops already across, or bring over the heavy infantry too, hoping they could take the fortress. They figured a retreat would cost a lot of lives, and the officers also thought they could take the place. Xenophon agreed, trusting the seers, who had predicted a battle, but a good outcome for the expedition. So, he sent the officers to bring over the heavy troops, while he stayed back, pulling all the light infantry away and forbidding long-range shooting. As soon as the heavy infantry arrived, he told each captain to form their company in the way they thought would be most effective in the fight. Standing side by side, these captains – who had competed for honor before – prepared for battle. Meanwhile, the general was giving orders to the light infantry and archers, telling them to have their javelins on their cords and arrows on their strings, ready to fire at his command, and to fill their slingshot pouches with stones. Finally, he sent his aides to make sure everyone followed his orders.
 And now everything was ready: the officers, lieutenants, and anyone claiming to be important were lined up in their spots. Each could quickly see and direct the rest, thanks to the ground’s curved shape. Soon, the battle hymn started, a loud trumpet blast sounded, and with a powerful shout honoring the warrior-god, the heavy infantry charged forward at full speed, covered by a storm of missiles—lances, arrows, bullets, but mostly stones thrown by hand. Some even threw burning branches. Overwhelmed by this wave of projectiles, the enemy abandoned their wooden fences and watchtowers, giving Agasias from Stymphalian and Philoxenus from Pellene a chance they couldn't miss. Dropping their heavy armor, they climbed the walls in just their tunics, helping each other up, and quickly took the place, or so they thought. Then, the lighter troops rushed in and started grabbing whatever they could. Meanwhile, Xenophon, stationed at the gates, held back as many of the heavy infantry as he could, because more enemies were now visible on nearby hilltops. After a short time, a shout went up, and the men ran back, some still clutching what they'd taken. Soon, there were wounded men everywhere, and it was chaos around the gates. The fleeing soldiers repeated the same story when asked what happened: there was a fort inside, and huge numbers of enemies were attacking and driving back the defenders.
Xenophon then ordered Tolmides the herald to announce: "Anyone who wants to grab something, come on in!" A huge crowd surged forward, and the flow of people pushing in overpowered those trying to leave, trapping the enemy inside the fort again. Outside the fort, the Greeks looted and pillaged everything they could find. The heavy infantry formed a line, some near the fences, others along the road leading up to the fort. Xenophon and the officers discussed the possibility of taking the fort, because if they did, they’d be safe; but if not, it would be really tough to escape. After talking it over, they decided the place was impossible to take. Then, they started preparing to retreat. Each group pulled down the fence facing them, and they sent away anyone who wasn't useful or had enough to carry, with most of the heavy infantry accompanying them. The officers left behind men they could trust.
But as soon as they started to retreat, a wave of enemies rushed out, armed with wicker shields and spears, shin guards, and fancy helmets. Others were climbing houses on either side of the road leading into the fort. Even trying to run towards the fort was dangerous, because the enemy kept throwing down big beams from above, so stopping or running was equally risky, and night was approaching, full of fear. But in the middle of their fighting and despair, some kind of miracle happened. Suddenly, a fire burst out—it came from a house on the right side, and as that house collapsed, the people from the other houses on that side panicked and ran off.
 Xenophon, really taking that lesson about luck to heart, told everyone to set the houses on the left on fire too. They were made of wood, so they burned super fast. The people living there scattered, like, bolted for it. The guys right in front were the only problem now, and they were easy to take down as they ran and got away. So, the word went out for everyone who was far away to drag up logs and pile them between themselves and the enemy. When they had enough, they lit them. They also set the houses along the defensive wall on fire to distract the enemy. That’s how they got away, though it was a struggle. The whole city burned down – houses, towers, the wooden fence, everything except the main fortress.
The next day, the Greeks were trying to get their supplies back, but they were nervous about going down to Trapezus. It was a really steep and narrow path. So, they set up a fake trap, and a Mysian named Mysus (that was his nation’s name!) grabbed ten Cretans and hid in some thick bushes. He pretended to try and sneak away from the enemy. The shine of their brass shields flashed through the bushes now and then. Seeing all that, the enemy was convinced there was an ambush. But meanwhile, the army was quietly making its way down. When they looked like they'd gotten far enough, the signal was given to Mysus to run as fast as he could. He jumped up and ran with his men. The other Cretans said, “We’re done for if we race!” so they left the road and dove into the woods. They tumbled and rolled down the ravines and made it out okay. Mysus, running along the road, kept yelling for help, and they sent someone to rescue him – he was wounded. The rescue team then retreated towards the enemy, dodging a bunch of rocks and arrows, and some of the Cretan archers shot back. That’s how they all got back to camp safely.

    
      Chapter 3

    

    When Cheirisophus didn't show up, and we didn't have enough ships, plus getting food was impossible, we decided to head out. We loaded the sick and anyone over forty, along with the kids and women, and all the gear the soldiers really didn't need onto the boats. The two oldest generals, Philesius and Sophaenetus, were in charge, and the rest of us kept marching—the road was finally finished. We marched for two days, and on the third, we reached Cerasus, a Greek city on the coast, a colony of Sinope, in Colchis territory. We stopped there for ten days, and there was a headcount of all the soldiers. We figured around eight thousand six hundred of us made it. Everyone else… well, they were either killed by the enemy, froze to death in the snow, or got sick.

    While we were there, we split up the money we got from selling prisoners, and a tenth of that—a special offering for Apollo and Artemis of Ephesus—was divided between the generals. Neon, from Asinaea, held onto Cheirisophus’s share.

    Xenophon took his portion and dedicated an offering to Apollo, putting it among the treasures of the Athenians at Delphi. He had it inscribed with his name and the name of Proxenus, his friend, who was killed with Clearchus. He’d left the offering for Artemis of Ephesus behind earlier, when he left with Agesilaus on the march into Boeotia. He left it with Megabyzus, the priest of the goddess, because he thought the trip he was starting was super risky. If he made it back alive, he told Megabyzus to give it back to him. But if something bad happened, Megabyzus was supposed to make and dedicate something to Artemis that he thought would please her.

    Years later, when Xenophon was living in Scillus—a town the Spartans gave him—right on the road to Olympia, Megabyzus showed up on his way to the games. He gave Xenophon the offering back. Xenophon took the money and bought a piece of land for the goddess, a spot that the oracle showed him. It had a river called Selinus running through it, just like in Ephesus, where the Selinus river flows past the temple of Artemis. Both rivers had fish and mussels. On the land in Scillus, you could hunt all sorts of animals.

    Using that money, he built an altar and a temple. Every year, he gave a tenth of the harvest as an offering and sacrificed to the goddess. Everyone in town and the neighbors—men and women—celebrated the festival. The goddess even provided food—meat, bread, wine, and sweets—plus portions from the animals sacrificed and those hunted. Xenophon’s sons and the sons of the other citizens always went hunting before the festival, and anyone who wanted could join. They caught game from the sacred area and from Pholoe—pigs, gazelles, and deer. It was right on the road from Sparta to Olympia, about twenty furlongs from the temple of Zeus, and it had meadows and wooded hills perfect for raising pigs, goats, cattle, and horses—even the pack animals for pilgrims feasted well. The shrine was surrounded by fruit trees. The temple looked like a smaller version of the one in Ephesus, and the statue of the goddess was similar to the golden one in Ephesus, except it was made of cypress wood. Next to the temple was a column with this inscription: "This place is sacred to Artemis. Whoever holds it and enjoys its fruits must sacrifice a tenth of the produce yearly, and maintain the shrine from the rest. If anyone fails to do so, the goddess herself will ensure the matter isn’t ignored."

  Chapter 4

They kept moving from Cerasus, with the same group of soldiers traveling by sea and the rest marching on land. When they reached the borders of the Mossynoecians, they sent Timesitheus, a guy from Trapezus who was like their ambassador to the Mossynoecians, to ask if they could pass through their territory as friends or enemies. Trusting in their strongholds, the Mossynoecians said no. Then Timesitheus told them that the Mossynoecians on the other side of the country were rivals of these people, so they decided to invite them to team up if they were interested. So Timesitheus went and came back with their leaders. When they arrived, the Mossynoecian leaders and the Greek generals had a meeting, and Xenophon gave a speech that Timesitheus translated. He said: "People of the Mossynoecians, we want to get back to Greece safely, and since we don’t have ships, we have to go by foot. But these people, who we hear are your rivals, are stopping us. Will you join forces with us? Now’s your chance to get back at them for any wrongs they’ve done to you, and they’ll become your subjects in the future. But if you turn us away, ask yourselves, where will you ever find such a strong force to help you again?” The leader of the Mossynoecians responded that it was exactly what they wanted and they welcomed the alliance. “Great,” said Xenophon, “but what do you plan to do with us if we become allies? And what can you do to help us get through?” They replied: “We can attack this country that’s hostile to both of us from the other side, and we can also send you boats and soldiers to help you fight and guide you on the road.”
They shook on it and went their way. The next day, they came back with three hundred canoes, each carved out of a single tree trunk. Three people were in each boat, with two getting out and forming a line, while the third stayed behind. Then the first group took the boats and sailed back, while the other two-thirds who remained lined up like dancers in a chorus, facing each other. They all carried shields made of woven white oxhide, shaggy and shaped like ivy leaves. In their right hands, they held javelins about ten feet long, with spears in front, rounded like a ball at the bottom.
Their bodies were covered in short tunics, barely reaching their knees, and felt like a linen sack. On their heads, they wore leather helmets similar to those worn in Paphlagonia, with a tuft of hair in the middle, shaped like a tiara. They also carried iron battle-axes. Then one of them started a rhythm, and the rest followed, singing and keeping time. As they passed through the different Greek units and heavily armed soldiers, they marched straight toward the enemy, heading for what looked like the most vulnerable part of his defenses. It was located in front of the city, or the main city, which contained the Mossynoecian citadel. That citadel was the real prize; whoever controlled it ruled all the other Mossynoecians. The people holding it now (so they were told) didn't have a legitimate claim; they had taken what really belonged to everyone for their own benefit.
 Some of the Greeks followed the attacking group, not because of orders from the generals, but for loot. As they moved forward, the enemy was quiet for a while. But when they got close, the enemy rushed out and drove them back, killing several barbarians and some of the Greeks who had come along. They chased them until they saw the Greeks coming to help. Then, the enemy turned around and ran, first chopping off the heads of the dead and waving them at the Greeks and their own enemies. They danced and sang a rhythmic song while doing it. But the Greeks were really annoyed that their enemies were now bolder. Plus, some of their own guys—those Greeks who didn't care about fighting in formation and working together—had run away, even though they were so many. This hadn't happened before during the whole trip. So Xenophon called a meeting and spoke: "Soldiers, don't get discouraged by what just happened. Good and bad will come from this. First, you now know for sure that those leading us are really against those we have to fight. Second, some of our own—those Greeks who didn't take formation and teamwork seriously—have paid the price and learned a lesson. Next time, they’ll be less likely to leave our ranks. But you need to show these friendly barbarians that you're better, and prove to the enemy that fighting undisciplined people is one thing, but fighting guys like you is another.”
So they stopped for the day. The next day, they sacrificed to the gods, and the signs were good. They ate breakfast, organized themselves into lines, and with the barbarians in a similar line on their left, they started marching. Archers were positioned between the lines, just behind the main infantry, because of the enemy's quick, light troops who kept running down and throwing rocks. The archers and light troops held them back. Step by step, the main force marched forward, first to the spot where the barbarians and their allies had been pushed back two days earlier, and where the enemy was now lined up to meet them. The barbarians first clashed with the light troops and fought until the main infantry were close. Then, they turned and ran. The light troops chased them without stopping, pursuing them all the way to their city. The main infantry followed in an unbroken line. When they reached the houses in the city, the enemy gathered all their people into one strong group and fought bravely, throwing their spears or using their long, heavy spears—almost too much for one person to handle—doing their best to defend themselves in close combat.
 But when the Hellenes, instead of backing down, kept piling up more densely, the barbarians bolted from this place too, and completely abandoned the fortress. Their king, who sat in his wooden tower or mossyn, built on the citadel (there he sits and there they support him, all paying equally, and guarding him closely), refused to come out, and so did those in the first fortress taken, and they were burned to a crisp where they were—the mossyns, themselves, and everything. The Hellenes, looting and ransacking these places, found in the different houses treasures and stores of loaves, stacked high, “the ancestral stores,” as the Mossynoecians told them; but the new grain was stored separately with the straw and ear together, and this was mostly spelt. Slices of dolphin were another find, in narrow-necked jars, all properly salted and pickled; and there was dolphin blubber in containers, which the Mossynoecians used just like the Hellenes use oil. Then there were huge stores of nuts on the upper floor, the wide kind without any divisions. This was also a major food source for them—boiled nuts and baked loaves. Wine was also discovered. This, because of its rough, dry taste, was harsh when drunk straight, but mixed with water, it was sweet and fragrant.
The Hellenes ate breakfast and then started forward on their march, having first handed over the stronghold to their allies among the Mossynoecians. As for the other strongholds belonging to tribes allied with their enemies, which they passed along the way, the easiest to reach were either deserted by their people or surrendered willingly. The following description applies to most of them: the cities were, on average, ten miles apart, some more, some less; but the country is so elevated and cut by such deep ravines that if they chose to shout across to each other, their cries would be heard from one city to another. When, during their march, they came upon a friendly population, these would entertain them with displays of well-fed children from the wealthy classes, fattened up on boiled chestnuts until they were as pale as could be, with plump, delicate skin, and almost as broad as they were long, with their backs patterned and their chests tattooed with designs of all kinds of flowers. They sought out the women in the Hellenic army, and would have loved to hook up with them openly in broad daylight, because that was their custom. The whole community, men and women alike, were fair-skinned and white-skinned.
It was agreed that this was the most barbaric and strange people they had passed through on the entire expedition, and the furthest removed from Hellenic customs, doing in a group exactly what other people would prefer to do in private, and when alone behaving exactly as others would behave in public, talking to themselves and laughing at their own jokes, standing still and then suddenly dancing around, wherever they happened to be, without any reason, as if their only job was to show off to the rest of the world.
Chapter 5

Through this country, whether they were friendly or not, the Greeks marched, covering eight stages, and reached the Chalybes. These were a people few in number, and under the rule of the Mossynoecians. They mostly made a living by mining and forging iron.
Then they came to the Tibarenians. The Tibarenians’ land was much flatter, and their fortresses were along the coast and not very strong, whether by design or just the way things were. The generals really wanted to attack these places to get some loot, so they refused the gifts of hospitality offered by the Tibarenians. Instead, they told them to wait while they discussed things, and then they offered sacrifices. After several failed attempts, the seers finally declared that the gods didn’t want them to fight. So, they accepted the gifts and marched through what was now recognized as friendly territory. In two days, they reached Cotyora, a Greek city and a colony of Sinope, even though it was located in Tibarenians territory.
They stopped here for forty-five days. During that time, they first offered sacrifices to the gods and organized processions, with each group of Greeks participating according to their tribes, and had some athletic competitions. They also got supplies, partly from Paphlagonia and partly from the estates of the Cotyorites, because the Cotyorites wouldn’t let them sell goods or let their sick people inside the city walls.
Meanwhile, ambassadors arrived from Sinope, really worried, not just about the Cotyorites and their city, which belonged to Sinope and paid them tribute, but also about the territory that, they’d heard, was being looted. So, they came to the camp and gave a speech. Hecatonymus, who was known to be a good speaker, led the way: "Soldiers," he said, "the city of Sinope sent us to offer you, as fellow Greeks, our congratulations on your victories over the non-Greeks. Also, we're so happy you overcame those terrible hardships you're heard about and made it here safely. As Greeks, we expect you to be kind to us, as fellow Greeks. We certainly haven't treated you badly in the past. Now, the Cotyorites are our colonists. We gave them this land to live in, taking it from the non-Greeks; that’s why they, along with the people of Cerasus and Trapezus, pay us a set amount of tribute. So, any harm you do to the people of Cotyora, the city of Sinope considers it a personal attack. Right now, we hear some of you have broken into their city and are living in their houses, and you’re taking whatever you need from the Cotyorite estates, by any means necessary. We’re protesting these actions. If you continue to do this, you’ll force us to make friends with Corylas and the Paphlagonians, or anyone else we can find.”
 “To address these accusations, Xenophon, speaking on behalf of the soldiers, stood up and said: “As far as we’re concerned, people of Sinope, we’ve come this far, and we’re happy we saved our lives and our weapons. Honestly, it was impossible to both hold back our enemies and take their stuff at the same time. Now that we’re in Greek cities, how’s it been going for us? At Trapezus, they gave us a marketplace, and we paid fair prices for our supplies. In return for the honor they showed us and the hospitality they offered our army, we treated them with respect. Whenever the local people were friendly, we held back from causing trouble; or, with their help, we attacked their enemies as much as we could. Ask them yourselves – they’re here to tell you what kind of people they found us to be. Some of their fellow citizens and the city of Trapezus, because they were friends, sent them with us to be our guides.
“But wherever we go, whether it’s foreign land or Greek territory, and can’t find a market for supplies, we help ourselves – not because we’re rude, but because we have to. There were tribes like the Carduchians, the Taochians, and the Chaldaeans, who weren't under the king’s control, but were just as tough and independent. We had to defeat them. We needed supplies, and they refused to sell to us, so we took what we needed. But other people, like the Macrones, even though they were barbarians, we considered friends simply because they provided us with the best market they could, and we didn’t take anything from them by force. Now, about these Cotyorites, whom you claim are your people – if we’ve taken anything from them, it’s their fault, because they didn’t treat us like friends. They slammed their gates in our faces. They wouldn't let us in or sell us anything. They just said your governor told them to act that way.
“As for your claim,” he continued, turning to Hecatonymus, “that we forced our way in and took over quarters, here’s what happened. We asked them to shelter our sick and wounded, and when they refused to open the gates, we went inside where it seemed like a safe place. The only violence we’ve committed is that our sick people are under cover, paying for their expenses, and we have guards at the gates so our sick and wounded won’t be at the mercy of your governor, and we can move them whenever we want. The rest of us, you see, are camping out in the open, in neat lines, and we’re ready to repay kindness with kindness, but to fight back hard against any trouble. And as for your threat,” he said, turning back to the spokesman, “that you’ll team up with Corylas and the Paphlagonians to attack us, we don’t mind fighting both of you if we have to – we’ve fought bigger groups than you many times. Besides, if it ‘suits us,’ as you put it, to make the Paphlagonian our friend (word is he really wants your city and some other coastal towns), we can make our friendship even more valuable by helping him get what he wants.”
 The ambassadors made it super obvious they were annoyed with Hecatonymus, because of how he was talking. One of them stepped up to explain that they weren’t trying to start a war at all, but actually wanted to show they were friendly. "And if you ever come to Sinope," the speaker went on, "we’ll welcome you with gifts and a good time. For now, we'll ask the people here to give you whatever they can; we believe everything you’re saying is true."
Then, the Cotyorites sent over some gifts. The Greek generals threw a party for the Sinopeans' ambassadors. They talked about a ton of different things—just letting the conversation flow. Both sides were able to ask questions and learn more about what the rest of the journey would be like.
Chapter 6

That’s how that day ended. The next day, the generals called a meeting with the soldiers and decided to invite people from Sinope and get their advice about what to do next. If they had to keep going on foot, the Sinopeans knew Paphlagonia well and could help. And if they went by sea, those same people would be super valuable – who else could provide enough ships for the army? So, they called in their ambassadors and asked for their advice, reminding them of the close ties between Greeks, and asking them to show their promised hospitality and give their best advice.
Hecatonymus stepped forward and wanted to apologize for what he'd said about potentially making friends with the Paphlagonians. “I didn’t mean it as a threat, like we were planning to go to war with the Greeks,” he said. “I meant that even though we could be friendly with the barbarians, we’re choosing the Greeks.” Then, after being encouraged to offer some advice, he started with a prayer: “If I give you the best advice I can, may blessings pour down on me! But if I don't, may something bad happen to me! ‘Sacred counsel,’ as they say—and if there’s ever been a time for it, it’s today! If I give you good advice, I'll have plenty of people praising me, but if it’s bad, you’ll be throwing a lot of curses my way.”
“Honestly, you’re going to have way more trouble if you travel by sea, because we're going to have to find the ships,” he continued. “But if you go by land, you’ll be dealing with all the fighting yourselves. Still, I need to tell you what I think. I know the country of the Paphlagonians and their power really well. It's got hills and valleys – some of the best plains and the highest mountains you’ll ever see. First, about the mountains: I know exactly where you need to enter. It’s where the peaks tower over the road on both sides. Just a few people up there can hold the pass, because once it's secured, not even all the enemies in the world could get through. I could point it out with my finger if you wanted to send someone with me.”
“Okay, so much for the mountain barrier. But here’s the next thing I know: there are plains, and a cavalry that the barbarians themselves think is the best in the world. Just the other day, they refused to answer the king’s summons – their leader’s too proud for that.”
“But let’s say you managed to take the mountain barrier by surprise, before the enemy could stop you. And let’s say you even won a battle in the plain against their cavalry and their army of over a hundred and twenty thousand soldiers – you’ll just find yourselves facing rivers. First, the Thermodon, about three hundred feet wide, which will be tough to cross with enemies right behind you. Then comes the Iris, also three hundred feet wide, and thirdly, the Halys, at least two furlongs wide, which you can’t cross without ships – and who’s going to supply those? The Parthenius is also impossible to cross if you cross the Halys. So, honestly, I think the land journey is not just difficult, it’s totally impossible. But if you go by sea, you can sail from here to Sinope, and from Sinope to Heraclea. After Heraclea, there’s no problem, whether you go by land or sea, because there are plenty of ships at Heraclea.”
 After he had finished his remarks, some of his listeners thought they detected a bit of a bias. He wouldn’s have spoken like that, but for his friendship with Corylas, whose official representative he was. Others guessed he was looking for a bribe, hoping to get paid for his “expert advice.” Still others suspected he was trying to stop them from traveling by foot and causing trouble in the country of the Sinopeans. Whatever the reason, the Hellenes voted to continue the journey by sea. After this, Xenophon said, “Sinopeans, the army has chosen the method you advise, and that’s how it stands. If there are enough ships to make sure nobody gets left behind, we’re going by sea; but if some of us are going to be left behind while others go by sea, we’re not getting on those ships. One thing is clear: strength is everything to us. As long as we’re strong, we can protect ourselves and get supplies; but if we’re caught at the mercy of our enemies, it’s plain we’re going to be enslaved.” Hearing this, the ambassadors told them to send an embassy, which they did: Callimachus the Arcadian, and Ariston the Athenian, and Samolas the Achaean.
So these set off, but meanwhile a thought struck Xenophon as he looked at that huge army of Hellenes—all those hoplites, plus an array of peltasts, archers, and slingers, with cavalry to boot—all in top shape from years of training, hardened veterans, and all gathered in Pontus, where raising such a large force would cost a fortune. Then the idea hit him: what a great chance to grab new territory and power for Hellas, by founding a colony—a city, and a big one at that, he thought to himself, as he counted their numbers—and not just them, but a whole population planted on the shores of Pontus. Then he summoned Silanus the Ambraciot, the soothsayer of Cyrus mentioned earlier, and before saying anything to the soldiers, he consulted the sacrifices.
But Silanus, worried that these ideas might take hold and the army would be stuck somewhere, started spreading a story among the men: Xenophon was planning to keep the army and found a city to make a name for himself and gain power, while Silanus himself just wanted to get back to Hellas as quickly as possible, because he still had the three thousand darics Cyrus had given him during the sacrifice when he’d correctly predicted the ten days. Silanus’s story was received differently; a few of the soldiers thought it would be great to stay in that country, but most were strongly against it. The next thing that happened was that Timasion the Dardanian, with Thorax the Boeotian, approached some Heracleot and Sinopean traders who had come to Cotyora, and told them that if they couldn’t find a way to pay the army enough to keep them in supplies for the trip home, the whole force would probably settle down permanently in Pontus. “Xenophon has a plan,” they continued, “which he’s pushing on us. We’re supposed to wait for the ships, and then suddenly turn to the army and say: ‘Soldiers, we now see the trouble we’re in—we can’t keep ourselves in provisions on the return voyage, or send a little gift to our friends back home. But if you like, you can pick a place on the coast of the Black Sea that looks good to you and settle there. Those who want to go home, go; those who want to stay here, stay. You’ve got ships now, so you can quickly take over any spot you choose.’”
 The merchants spread the story, telling everyone in every city they visited. They weren's alone, either. Timasion, from Dardanus, sent his fellow citizen, Eurymachus, along with Boeotian Thorax, to repeat the same thing. So, when the people of Sinope and Heraclea heard it, they messaged Timasion and basically begged him to take a bribe, in exchange for getting the troops moving.
Timasion was totally down with that. He saw his chance when he gathered the soldiers together and said, "Guys, don't even think about sticking around here. Hellas is where it's at, seriously. I’m hearing some people have been making deals behind your backs about this. But I can promise you this: if you leave these waters, you’ll get paid—regular monthly pay, starting the first of the month. One cyzicene each, every month. I’ll bring you to the Troad, where I’m an exile, and my own state will welcome you. They’ll open their arms to you. I’ll personally guide you, and I’ll take you to places where you’ll make serious money. I know every nook and cranny of the Aeolid, Phrygia, and the Troad—and honestly, the whole satrapy of Pharnabazus. It's my birthplace, and I’ve campaigned there with Clearchus and Dercylidas.”
No sooner had he finished than Thorax, from Boeotia, jumped up. This guy had been constantly arguing with Xenophon about who should be in charge of the army. He said, "If you leave the Black Sea, there's the Chersonese—a gorgeous and wealthy country. You can settle there if you want, or head back home. Seriously, why mess around in barbarian lands when there's so much territory in Hellas?" He added, "But until you get there, I can guarantee you regular pay, just like Timasion.” He knew the promises Timasion had been making to the people of Heraclea and Sinope to get them to set sail.
 Meanwhile, Xenophon stayed quiet. Then Philesius and Lycon, two Achaeans, jumped up. “It’s crazy,” they said, “that Xenophon was secretly talking to people about staying there, and asking the victims for their opinions, without telling the army or saying anything about it publicly.”
Xenophon had to get up and speak: “You guys know I always sacrifice – for you, for me, I try to do what's best in everything I think, say, and do. Right now, I just wanted to see if it was even a good idea to bring it up, and what to do about it. Silanus, the soothsayer, told me the victims were good signs. He knew I’ve helped with sacrifices before, but he added there were signs of some trickery or plot against me. That was a lucky find, considering he was already trying to trash my name in front of you! He’s the one who started the rumor that I'd decided to go ahead with this without your okay.
“Honestly, if I saw you guys struggling, I’d figure out how to help you capture a city. Of course, anyone who wanted could just leave right away, and those who didn't could follow later, maybe sending some money home to help their friends. But now, with Heraclea and Sinope sending ships to get you to safety, and someone promising regular pay, it's a rare chance to reach our goals and get paid for it. I’m done with that dream, and I’m telling anyone who came to me about it to drop it. That’s my view. As long as you guys stick together like you are today, you’ll get respect and find food. Strength definitely has a right over the weaker. But if you break up, with your force split apart, you won’t get food, and you’ll pay a lot to get out of this. I’m totally on board with your plan to head back to Hellas. And if anyone stays behind or gets caught deserting before the whole army is safe, they should be judged as wrongdoers. Now, let’s see who’s with me – raise your hands!”
 Everyone held them up. Only Silanus started yelling and desperately trying to keep the right to leave for anyone who wanted to go. But the soldiers wouldn’t let him, threatening him that if he himself got caught trying to run, they’d inflict that punishment.
After that, when the Heracleots heard that they were going to leave by sea, and that the plan came from Xenophon, they sent the ships, alright. But about the money they’d promised Timasion and Thorax to pay the soldiers – they totally bailed. They straight-up cheated them both.
So the two guys who’d guaranteed regular monthly pay were completely freaked out and terrified of the soldiers. What they did then was to bring in the other generals – everyone except Neon the Asniaean, who was acting as lieutenant-general for Cheirisophus while he was still gone.
They came to Xenophon as a group and said their minds had changed. Now that they had the ships, they thought it was best to sail to the Phasis and take over the Phasians’ territory (whose current king was a descendant of Aeetes).
Xenophon’s response was short and to the point: he wasn’t going to say anything himself about this. “But,” he added, “if you want, you can call an assembly and voice your opinions.”
Then Timasion the Dardanian spoke up: “It’s probably not the best time for a big meeting. First, we should each talk to our own officers.”
So they left and started working on their plans.
Chapter 7

The soldiers soon found out what was going on, and Neon announced that Xenophon had convinced the other generals to agree with him and had a plan to trick the soldiers and take them back to Phasis. The soldiers were furious; they held meetings, small groups gathered looking threatening, and it seemed likely they’d repeat the violence they’d used against the Colchian messengers and the market clerks – everyone who didn't jump into the sea was stoned to death. Seeing a huge problem brewing, Xenophon decided to get ahead of it by calling a meeting right away, preventing them from gathering on their own. He ordered the herald to announce an assembly. The moment the herald’s voice was heard, they rushed to the meeting place. Then Xenophon, without accusing the generals, gave this speech: “I hear a rumor that I’m trying to trick you and take you off to Phasis. I swear to everything sacred, please listen to me! If I’m guilty, I won’t leave this place until I’ve paid the price. But if my accusers are wrong, treat them as they deserve. Do you guys know where the sun rises and sets? Anyone trying to get back to Greece has to head west, towards the sunset. But if you’re going to barbarian lands, you look east, towards the sunrise. Does that sound like something I could pull off? Could anyone convince you the sun rises over there and sets over here, or vice versa? You also know that Boreas, the north wind, pushes sailors from Pontus towards Greece, while the south wind blows them back towards Phasis – that’s why people say, ‘You’d have to be pretty clever to fool anyone into sailing with a south wind blowing.’ You might think that’s okay, but I could get you on board during a calm. Fine, but I’ll be on my one ship, and you’ll be on at least a hundred others. How could I force you to sail with me against your will, or how could I trick you into going? But let’s just say I’ve managed to get you to Phasis. We’d get off the boat and onto dry land. Then you’d realize you’re not in Greece, and the person who tricked you would be just one person, while the people who got tricked would be about ten thousand of you, with swords in your hands. I don’t know how anyone could better guarantee their own punishment than by trying a scheme like that with themselves and you.
"Seriously, these stories are made up by jealous people who are envious of the respect you show me. It’s totally uncalled for! Do I stop any of them from speaking up or taking action on your behalf? Or from keeping an eye out to keep you safe? Is that it? Do I get in the way of anyone who wants to lead you? If so, let them step forward; I’ll gladly give up my place. They can be your general, but they need to prove they have your best interests at heart.”
 "Okay, so, I'm done with my part. But if any of you think you might’ve been tricked, or that you could pull a fast one on someone else in a situation like this, speak up. Take your time, but when you’re sure you understand what's going on, don’s leave without letting me tell you something I’m worried about. If this blows up and turns out to be even half as bad as it looks now, we need to figure out what to do, and make sure we don’t end up being the worst kind of people, in the eyes of the gods and everyone else—friends or enemies."
His words got the soldiers curious. They wondered what he was hinting at, and told him to explain. So, he started again: "You all remember those places in the hills—rough spots, but friendly to the people of Cerasuntine—where people would come down and sell us big cattle and other stuff, right? I'm pretty sure some of you went to the closest one and bought things at the market and came back. Captain Clearetus heard about this place, thought it was small and unprotected. Why guard it, they figured, since it was friendly. So, he snuck up on it in the middle of the night, and planned to rob it without telling any of us. His plan was, if he got the place, not to come back to the army, but to hop on a ship with his crewmates that was passing by, load up what he’d taken, and then just disappear across the Euxine. He's already worked it all out with his buddies on the ship, as I've found out. So, he gathered up everyone he could convince, and set off against the little place. But dawn caught him on his march. People came out of their homes, and they fought, from far away or up close, killing Clearetus and a bunch of the others. Only a few of them made it back to Cerasus."
“This happened the day we started walking here; while some of the guys who were supposed to go by sea were still at Cerasus, hadn't even raised anchor yet. After that, according to what the Cerasuntines are saying, three people from the attacked place arrived—three older guys—looking to talk to our group. Not finding us, they went to the people of Cerasus, and told them they were shocked that we would attack them. But, as the Cerasuntines claim, when they assured them that we didn’t authorize the attack, they were happy and offered to sail here, not just to tell us what happened, but to let anyone who wanted to, collect and bury the bodies of the dead.”
 “But among the Greeks still at Cerasus were some who had escaped. They figured out which way the barbarians were headed and not only pelted them with stones themselves but also loudly encouraged their neighbors to do the same. The three men—ambassadors, mind you—were killed, stoned to death. After this happened, the people of Cerasus came to us and told us what had gone down, and we generals were seriously annoyed by what had happened. We talked with the Cerasuntines about how to bury the bodies of the Greeks. While we were sitting outside the camp, we suddenly heard a huge commotion. We heard people yelling, 'Cut them down!' 'Shoot them!' 'Stone them!' and then we saw a crowd of people racing toward us with stones in their hands, and others picking them up. The Cerasuntines, understandably freaked out by what they’d just witnessed, ran for their ships, and honestly, some of us were pretty nervous too. All I could do was go over there and ask what was going on. Some of them had no clue, even though they were holding stones, but I ran into someone who knew what was up, and he told me that 'the market clerks were ripping off the army.'" Just then, someone spotted Zelarchus, the market clerk, heading toward the sea, and yelled out loud, and everyone else joined in like they’d spotted a wild boar or a deer—they charged after him.
“The Cerasuntines, seeing a rush in their direction, thought for sure it was aimed at them, and they bolted, jumping into the sea. Some of our own men did the same, and anyone who couldn’t swim drowned. But tell me, what do you think of these people of Cerasus? They hadn’t done anything wrong. They were just scared that we’d lost it, like dogs sometimes do.
“I’m saying then, if things keep happening like this, you need to think about what the army’s going to be like. You won’t be able to wage war against anyone you want or make peace. But privately, anyone who feels like it can lead the army on any mission they want. And when ambassadors come to you to ask for peace or whatever, pushy people will kill them and stop you from hearing what they have to say. Next thing you know, the generals you choose as a group won’t matter; anyone who decides to be a general and yells ‘Shoot him! Shoot him!’ will be able to cut down whoever they want, whether they’re a general or a private, as long as they have enough followers—like just now. But just think about what these self-appointed generals have actually accomplished for you. Zelarchus, the market clerk, might have ripped you off; if so, he’s sailed off and gotten away without paying the price, or he might be innocent, in which case we’re driving him out of the army in fear of dying unfairly without a trial. Meanwhile, the people who stoned the ambassadors have managed so cleverly that we’re the only Greeks who can’t safely approach Cerasus without a huge force, and the bodies that the very people who killed them asked us to bury, we can’t even pick up now, even under a flag of truce. Who would want to carry a flag of truce, or go as a messenger with the blood of messengers on their hands? All we could do was beg the Cerasuntines to bury them.”
 "Okay, so if you're cool with this kind of stuff, let's officially decide to do it. That way, if it happens again, anyone can set up their own guard and find a good spot with a great view. But seriously, if this feels more like what animals do than people, we need to figure out how to stop it. How can we even offer sacrifices to the gods with this going on? And how can we fight our enemies when we're busy stabbing each other? Which city will even welcome us if they see total chaos here? Who's going to trust us enough to let us trade when we can’t even handle basic order? What kind of respect are we even expecting? Who's going to give it to us with this behavior? Shouldn't we just call these people out for what they are?"
After that, they all agreed that the people behind this needed to be punished, and that going forward, causing trouble should be off-limits. Anyone caught causing problems would be charged with a serious crime. The generals were supposed to bring all offenders to court. They also decided to look into all the other bad stuff that happened since Cyrus died. Finally, they set up a committee to handle these cases, and after Xenophon spoke up, along with the advisors, they decided to cleanse the army—and they did it.
Chapter 8

It was also decided that the generals themselves would have their actions reviewed. During the investigation, Philesius and Xanthicles were each ordered to pay twenty minae to cover a shortfall from when they managed the merchant ships’ goods. Sophaenetus got a ten-mina fine for not doing his job properly as one of the top officers. Someone accused Xenophon of hitting them, claiming it was an act of violence. Xenophon stood up and asked, "Where and when did this happen?" The other guy, challenged, replied, "When we were freezing and there was a ton of snow." Xenophon said, “Honestly, with weather like that, when we were completely out of food, when you couldn’t even smell the wine, when people were dropping dead from suffering, with the enemy right behind us; if I did hurt you at a time like that, I'm guilty of being a real jerk—even worse than a donkey, which they say doesn't even get tired. But tell me,” he continued, “what made me hit you? Did I ask you for something and you refused? Was it about a debt? Or a fight over some kid? Was I drunk and acting like a fool?" The guy answered "no" to each question, so Xenophon asked more: "Are you a heavy infantry soldier?" "No," he said. "A peltast, then?" "No, not even a peltast." Apparently, his buddies had ordered him to drive a mule, even though he was a free man. Finally, he recognized Xenophon and asked, "Are you the guy who carried the sick man home?" "Yeah, that’s me,” he replied, “thanks to your pushing around; you trashed my buddies’ stuff.” "Trashed?" said Xenophon. "No, I passed it out—some to one guy, some to another—told them to bring it safely to me. And when I got it back, I gave it all to you. And you had already given me an accounting for the man. Let me tell you,” he turned to the court, “what really happened; it's worth hearing.”
“A man couldn't keep up and had to be left behind. I recognized him as one of ours, and I made you, sir, carry him to save his life. Otherwise, if I’m not mistaken, the enemy was right on our heels?" The guy agreed. "Well then," said Xenophon, "after I sent you forward, I caught up with you again, as I was checking out the rearguard. You were digging a trench to bury the man. I stopped and said something to praise you. As we stood there, the poor guy twitched his leg, and everyone yelled out, 'He’s alive!' Your response was: 'Alive or not, I’m not carrying him.’ Then I hit you. Yes, you’re right, because it looked like you knew he was still alive.” "Well," he said, "was he any less dead when I reported him to you?" "No," retorted Xenophon, "by the same token, we’re all going to die someday, but that doesn’t mean we should all be buried alive right now?" There was a sudden uproar: "If Xenophon had given the guy a few more hits, it might have been better.” Then the others were asked to explain why they'd been hit, but when they refused to speak up, he started to explain himself.
 "Look, I admit it, I smacked a few guys for messing up their discipline. These were guys who were totally comfortable relying on us for their safety. While everyone else was moving forward in formation and doing what needed to be done in a fight, they’d ditch the ranks and rush ahead to loot and get rich off us. If that was the way things were, we’d all be screwed. I’ve given some of these guys a few hits when they were being cowards, refusing to get up and just giving up to the enemy. I forced them to keep moving. Once, during a brutal winter, I sat down for a long time waiting for a group to get their gear together, and I realized how tough it was to get back up and stretch. After that, whenever I saw someone else just chilling out, being lazy, I’s try to give them a push. Just the effort of moving around kept them warm and got their blood flowing. But sitting around and being quiet? That froze them up, made their toes go numb—which actually happened to some of them, you know it.
“I can picture another situation: someone lagging behind, just stopping to rest, and slowing everyone down in front and behind. If I punched them, it saved them from getting stabbed by an enemy spear. Honestly, they owe me a debt for how I treated them back then. If they’d fallen into enemy hands, what kind of revenge could they even expect now? My defense is simple: if I disciplined someone for their own good, I should face the same consequences as parents with their kids, or bosses with their employees. Doesn’t a surgeon also cut us open and burn us to help us heal? But if you really think these actions were just me being a jerk, I want you to see this: I'm feeling better than I used to, I’m more confident, and I drink more wine. I don’t hit anyone anymore because I see you guys are cruising along smoothly. But when a storm hits, and a huge wave slams into the ship, even a simple head shake can make the lookout mad at the guys in the front, or the helmsman angry at the guys in the back. A tiny mistake at a critical moment can ruin everything. But look at your own verdict, you already recorded it. I was justified in hitting those guys. You were there, sirs, with swords, not voting tablets, and you could have helped them if you wanted to. But to be honest, you didn’t help them, and you didn’t join me in hitting the troublemakers. You let anyone with bad intentions run wild because you just stood by and did nothing. Trust me, the guys who were most scared back then are the ones causing the most trouble now.
“Take Boiscus the boxer, from Thessaly. Remember how hard he fought just to avoid carrying his shield? He was so exhausted! And now, I hear, he’s stripped several citizens of Cotyora of their clothes. So, if you’re smart, you’ll treat this guy like you treat a wild dog. Tie him up at night, and only let him loose during the day.”
 "But seriously," he added, "it's wild how well you remember the times I made someone mad, right? But when I helped people out during tough winters or storms, or fought off enemies, or helped people who were sick and needed stuff—no one remembers that. Or when I praised someone for doing something awesome, and gave them credit where it was due—that’s all gone from your minds. It’s totally more awesome, fair, and right to remember the good stuff instead of the bad.”
He finished talking, and then people started sharing stories like that, and things ended up pretty chill after all.

Chapter 1

They mostly lived off food from the market, and also by raiding Paphlagonia. The Paphlagonians were super good at snatching up anyone who wandered off, and at night they's try to cause trouble for the soldiers camping far away. Things were seriously tense between them, so Corylas, who was basically the boss of Paphlagonia at the time, sent messengers to the Hellenes. He brought horses and fancy clothes, and offered a deal: they’d both agree to stop hurting each other.
The generals said they’d talk it over with the rest of the army. In the meantime, they treated the Paphlagonians really well, inviting some of the soldiers who seemed important. They sacrificed some of the captured cattle and other animals, and threw a pretty awesome party. Everyone was chilling out on their low beds, drinking from cool horn cups they found around.
But as soon as they finished the offering and sang the song, some Thracians jumped up and did a dance with their weapons. They were leaping and waving their swords – one guy even pretended to get seriously hurt, he fell so realistically! The Paphlagonians totally lost it. Then the guy who landed the blow stripped the other soldier of his armor and swaggered off chanting "Sitalcas," while other Thracians carried the other guy off, who was lying there looking like he was dead, even though he wasn't even scratched.
Next up, some Aenianians and Magnesians started doing the Carpaea – that’s what they called it – also with their weapons. The dance went like this: one guy would ditch his gear and start driving a team of oxen, while he drove, he’s also sowing seeds, turning around a lot like he was nervous. Then a cattle thief would show up, and as soon as the farmer spotted him far off, he’s grabbing his weapons and getting ready to fight. They’d battle right in front of the oxen, all in time with the music. Finally, the thief would tie up the farmer and steal the team. Or sometimes, the farmer would tie up the thief and make him walk under the yoke with the oxen, hands tied behind his back, and then they'd head off.
 Then a Mysian came in with a light shield in each hand and started dancing, sometimes pretending to fight off two attackers at once, and other times using the shields to face a single enemy. He’s spinning and doing flips, still holding the shields—it was a really cool show. Finally, he did the Persian dance, clashing the shields together, dropping to one knee and bouncing back up, all in time with the flute music. After him, the Mantineans and some other Arcadians came out, decked out in their battle gear. They marched in step, with pipes playing a strong, military tune. The music swelled, and they moved gracefully, like a procession honoring the gods. The Paphlagonians thought it was wild to see everyone dancing while armed, so the Mysians convinced one of the Arcadians to let him introduce his dancing girl. He got her all dressed up and gave her a light shield. When she started dancing the Pyrrhic, everyone started clapping. The Paphlagonians asked, "Do these women fight alongside you in battle?" and they replied, "Absolutely! It was the women who beat the great King and chased him out of camp." That ended the night.
The next day, the generals introduced the embassy to the army, and the soldiers agreed with their plan: they would both avoid hurting each other. Then, as soon as enough ships arrived, the Hellenes set sail, traveling with a good wind for a day and a night, keeping Paphlagonia on their left. The following day, they reached Sinope and anchored in the harbor of Harmene, near Sinope. The Sinopeans, even though they lived in Paphlagonia, were actually from Milesia. They gave the Hellenes gifts of hospitality – three thousand measures of barley and fifteen hundred jars of wine. At that point, Cheirisophus rejoined them with a warship. The soldiers were expecting him to bring something, but all he brought were nice words from Anaxibius, the high admiral, and the others, who congratulated them and promised to pay them as soon as they were out of the Black Sea.
The army stopped at Harmene for five days, and they started thinking about how they were going to get home with money. They decided to pick one general to lead them, because one person would be better at handling the troops, day or night, than several sharing the job. If they needed to keep something secret, it would be easier, and if they needed to move fast, they wouldn't risk arriving late because everyone would be on the same page, and whatever the single leader decided would happen right away, instead of arguing about what the majority wanted.
 With those ideas swirling in his head, he turned to Xenophon, and the officers approached him, telling him that was how the soldiers felt. Each of them, showing genuine warmth, urged him to take the job. Xenophon partly wanted to, thinking it would boost his reputation with his friends and make his name known throughout the city – maybe even letting him discover something amazing for the army.
These thoughts excited him; he really wanted to be in charge. But then he started thinking it over, and he realized that the future was uncertain for everyone, and there was a risk of losing the reputation he’s already built. He was in a tough spot, unsure how to decide, so he figured it was best to ask for guidance from the gods. He led two animals to the altar and sacrificed to Zeus, the King – the oracle at Delphi had named him, and Xenophon believed the vision he had when he first helped run the army had been sent by that god. He also remembered something that happened earlier, when he left Ephesus to join Cyrus: an eagle screamed on his right, from the east, and stayed perched there. The soothsayer who was with him said it was a great and royal omen, promising glory and hardship—smaller birds only attack an eagle when it’s sitting still. "But," the soothsayer added, "it doesn’t mean you’ll get rich; eagles grab their food while they’re flying.”
So Xenophon sacrificed, and the gods gave him a clear sign: don’t ask for the generalship, and if chosen, don’t accept the job. That’s how things stood when the army gathered, and they unanimously decided to elect a single leader. After that decision, they nominated Xenophon, and when it became clear they would elect him if he put it to a vote, he stood up and spoke:
"Friends, I’m just a person, and I'm honored that you would consider me. I thank you, and I hope the gods will let me help you. But honestly, being chosen as general in front of a Spartan seems like a bad idea for either of us. You’re less likely to get what you need from them later, and I think accepting the job could be dangerous for me. Don’t I know that the Spartans pushed the war until our state had to acknowledge their leadership? Once they got that confession, they stopped fighting, and the siege ended. If I try to downplay their pride, I might just end up learning a hard lesson. But I understand your idea that a single general will be less divided than many – be assured, if you choose someone else, I won’t cause trouble. I believe anyone who opposes the leader is hurting their own safety. But if you choose me, don’t be surprised if that decision makes other people angry.”
 After Xenophon said that, a bunch more people stood up, one after another, insisting it was totally fine for him to take charge. Agasias from Stymphalus was like, "Seriously, it’s kind of crazy if the Spartans are gonna freak out just because a few friends had dinner and didn’t invite a Spartan to be the head of the table.” He added, "Honestly, if that’s the deal, I don’t even see why we, who are just Arcadians, should be officers." That comment got a huge cheer from the crowd. Xenophon, seeing he needed to step it up, came forward again and said, “Okay, look, I’m being straight with you guys. I swear to all the gods; truly and honestly, as soon as I realized what you were planning, I checked with the sacrificial animals to see if it was better for you to give me this leadership, or someone else.” He continued, "The gods gave me a sign so clear, even a regular person could understand it, and know that I shouldn't take on this kind of power.”
With that, they chose Cheirisophus. After he was elected, he spoke up and said, "Listen, you guys, be sure of this: if you’s picked someone else, I wouldn’t have caused any drama. As for Xenophon, I think you did him a favor by not choosing him. Even now, Dexippus has been trashing him to Anaxibius as much as he could, despite my trying to shut him down." Dexippus claimed that Xenophon would rather share command of Clearchus’s army with Timasion, a Dardanian, than with himself, a Laconian. But,” Cheirisophus went on, "now that you've chosen me, I’m going to do everything I can to help you. So get ready to set sail tomorrow, weather permitting. We're heading to Heraclea, so everyone needs to make it to that port. We’ll figure out the rest when we get there.”
Chapter 2

The next day, they lifted anchor and sailed from Harmene with a good wind, a two-day trip along the coast. As they cruised along, they spotted Jason's beach, where, according to the story, the ship Argo had docked. Then they passed the mouths of the rivers: first the Thermodon, then the Iris, then the Halys, and next the Parthenius. Coasting past the last one, they reached Heraclea, a Greek city and a colony of the Megarians, located in the territory of the Mariandynians. They anchored off the Acherusian Peninsula, where Heracles is said to have gone down to bring up the dog Cerberus. You can still see marks of his descent there – a huge crevice that goes down over two-fifths of a mile. The Heracleots sent the Greeks gifts of hospitality: three thousand measures of barley and two thousand jars of wine, twenty cattle, and one hundred sheep. Through the flatlands here flows the Lycus river, about six hundred feet wide.
The soldiers gathered for a meeting and talked about the rest of the journey: should they leave Pontus by sea or by land? Then Lycon from Achaea stood up and said, “I’m honestly shocked that the generals aren’t making sure we have enough food. These gifts won’t last three days for the army, and I don’t see where we’re going to get more as we march. So, I suggest we demand at least three thousand cyzicenes from the Heracleots.” Another soldier chimed in, “No less than ten thousand! Let’s send ambassadors to the city right now and see what they say, then we can decide what to do.” They picked Cheirisophus, who’s been chosen as the main general, to be the lead ambassador. They also named Xenophon.
But both Cheirisophus and Xenophon refused, arguing that they couldn’t force a friendly Greek city to give them anything they weren’t willing to give freely. Since those two weren’t on board, the soldiers sent Lycon from Achaea, Callimachus from Parrhasia, and Agasias from Stymphalos. These three went and announced what the army had decided. They say Lycon even threatened some serious consequences if they didn't comply. The Heracleots said they’d think about it. Without wasting any time, they gathered their stuff from their farms and fields outside the city, took down the marketplace outside, and moved it inside the walls. Then they closed the gates, and soldiers appeared on the battlements.
 Okay, here's the rewritten text:
Things got tense, and those behind the chaotic decisions started blaming the generals, like they’d messed something up. The Arcadians and Achaeans teamed up, mostly led by two big shots: Callimachus from Parrhasia and Lycon from Achaea. Their message was clear: It was crazy that just one Athenian and one Spartan—who hadn’t even sent a single soldier to this whole thing—were bossing around the Peloponnesians! It was ridiculous that they were doing all the hard work while others got all the loot. And it was especially unfair since the army even survived thanks to them! Everyone knew the Arcadians and Achaeans were the ones who really made it happen, and the rest of the army was basically useless (which was pretty much true since they made up the majority of the soldiers). So, what did common sense say? That they, the Arcadians and Achaeans, should stick together, pick their own generals, keep moving, and try to improve their situation. That idea got a ton of support. All the Arcadians and Achaeans who were with Cheirisophus left him and Xenophon, started their own thing, and picked ten new generals. These ten guys were supposed to do whatever the majority wanted. So, Cheirisophus lost all his authority—basically, it was over less than a week after he got the job.
Xenophon, though, wanted to keep going with them, figuring it would be safer than everyone splitting up. But Neon was all about going their own way. “Every person for themselves,” he said, because he’d heard from Cheirisophus that Cleander, the Spartan in charge at Byzantium, was planning to send some warships to Calpe Haven. Neon just wanted to get himself and his soldiers a ride home on those ships, without sharing the good fortune with anyone else. Cheirisophus was so bummed out by how things had turned out that he was sour on the whole army, and just let Neon do whatever he wanted. Xenophon still wanted to ditch the expedition and head home, but he offered a sacrifice to Heracles, the Leader, and asked for guidance—should he keep going with the soldiers who were still loyal, or should he leave? The gods told him to stick around.
Now the army was split into three groups. First, the Arcadians and Achaeans—over four thousand five hundred heavy infantry. Second, Cheirisophus and his crew—one thousand four hundred heavy infantry and seven hundred peltasts (basically, Thracian light troops led by Clearchus). Third, Xenophon’s group—one thousand seven hundred heavy infantry and three hundred peltasts. But Xenophon was the only one with cavalry—about forty riders.
The Arcadians, who’d made a deal with the Heracleots and got some ships, were the first to set sail. They hoped to catch the Bithynians by surprise and grab as much loot as possible. With that in mind, they landed at Calpe Haven, pretty much in the middle of Thrace. Cheirisophus started marching straight from Heraclea, but once he was in Thrace, he stuck close to the coast, because he was getting sick and weak. Xenophon, last but not least, got ships and landed on the border between Thrace and the Heracleotid, pushing deep into the country.
Chapter 3

The Arcadians, sneaking ashore under the cover of night at Calpe Haven, marched against the closest villages, about three miles from the sea. As soon as it was light, each of the ten generals led their group to attack a village—or if a village was big, a couple of groups went in together under their combined generals. They agreed to meet at a certain hill. Their attack was so sudden that they grabbed a bunch of prisoners and rounded up tons of livestock. But the Thracians who got away started gathering again; being lightly armed, they’d slipped through the hands of the heavily armored soldiers. Now that they were together, they first attacked the group of the Arcadian general, Smicres, who had finished his work and was heading back to the meeting spot, driving along with a huge group of prisoners and cattle. For a while, the Greeks fought a running battle. But at a narrow pass, the enemy pushed them back, killing Smicres and everyone with him. The fate of another group led by Hegesander, another of the ten, was almost as bad—only eight people escaped, and Hegesander was one of them. The other commanders eventually met, some with something to show for their efforts, others with nothing.
The Thracians, having pulled off this win, kept up a constant shouting and chatter throughout the night. But at daybreak, they surrounded the hill where the Greeks were camped—both cavalry and lightly armed troops—and the number of new arrivals kept growing every minute. Then, they launched an attack on the heavily armored infantry, feeling secure because the Greeks didn't have a single archer, spear thrower, or mounted soldier. While the enemy charged forward on foot or galloped up on horseback, throwing their javelins. It was useless to fight back, as they sprang back and escaped so quickly. And the attack kept coming from every direction, so that on one side men were wounded, while on the other no one was touched. They couldn’t move from their spot, and the Thracians ended up cutting them off from their water supply. In desperation, they started talking about a truce, and eventually, concessions were made and terms agreed upon. But the Thracians refused to provide hostages in response to the Greeks’ demand—and that’s where things stood. That’s how it went for the Arcadians.
As for Cheirisophus, that general continued his march along the coast and reached Calpe Haven without a problem. Xenophon moved through the heart of the country; and his cavalry, pushing ahead, came across some older men heading somewhere, who he brought to him. When he asked if they’d seen another Greek army anywhere, they told him everything that had already happened, adding that they were currently being surrounded on a hill by all the Thracians. Xenophon kept the older men under strict guard to use as guides if needed. Next, after setting up outposts, he called a meeting of the soldiers and addressed them: "Soldiers, some of the Arcadians are dead and the rest are being surrounded on a certain hill. Now, I believe that if they’re going to die, their deaths will seal our own fate as well: because we’ll have to face a large and confident enemy. Clearly, our best course is to hurry to their rescue, if we can find them still alive, and fight alongside them rather than face danger alone."
 "Okay, let's move out as far as makes sense until dinner, then we’ll set up camp. While we’re marching, Timasion, with the cavalry, should scout ahead, but keep an eye on us. Make sure he checks everything closely so nothing gets past us.” (He also sent some quick light infantry guys to the sides and up on the hills to signal if they saw anything; telling them to burn anything that could catch fire in their path.) "As for us," he continued, "we don’s need to worry about finding cover anywhere; it’s a long trek back to Heraclea and a huge jump across to Chrysopolis, and the enemy's right at our door. The quickest way is to Calpe Haven, where we’re guessing Cheirisophus is, if he’s safe. But when we get there, Calpe Haven doesn’t have any ships for us to escape on. And if we stop here, we don’t have enough food for even a single day. Leaving the trapped Arcadians to their fate, it’s going to be a rough deal to risk it all with just Cheirisophus’s group; better to save them if we can, and with everyone working together, figure out how to get out of this. But if we do, we need to be prepared, because today we’re either facing a glorious death or pulling off an amazing rescue of so many Greek lives. Maybe it’s God leading us, humbling the arrogant show-off who acts like they know everything, but for us, who rely on divine help for everything we do, God has something even better in store. One thing I want to remind you of: focus on carrying out my orders quickly.”
With those words, he took the lead. The cavalry, spreading out as far ahead as was safe, set fire to everything wherever they went. The light infantry guys on the high ground did the same, burning everything they could find. While the main army finished the job wherever they came across anything that had been missed, so the whole country looked like it was on fire; and the army looked even bigger than it was. When it was time, they turned towards a small hill and set up camp there, where they spotted the enemy’s campfires. They were about two and a half miles away. They also lit as many campfires as they could on their side, but as soon as they finished eating, they were told to put them out. So during the night, they posted guards and slept. But at sunrise, they prayed to the gods and, lining up for battle, started marching as fast as they could. Timasion and the cavalry, who had guides with them, and were moving quickly in front, unknowingly found themselves at the very hill where the Greeks had been trapped. But they didn’t find any army there, neither friend nor foe; just a few skinny old women and men, with a few sheep and oxen that had been left behind. They told Xenophon and the main army about this. At first, they were confused about what had happened, but soon they found out from the locals that the Thracians had left immediately after sunset and were gone; the Greeks had waited until morning before they took off, but no one knew which direction they’d gone.
 Hearing that, Xenophon's soldiers ate breakfast first, then gathered their gear and started marching, wanting to meet up with everyone at Calpe's Haven ASAP. As they kept moving, they found the tracks of the Arcadians and Achaeans on the road to Calpe. Both groups finally arrived at the same spot and were super stoked to see each other again—they hugged like brothers. Then the Arcadians asked Xenophon's officers, “Why did you put out the watchfires?” "At first," they replied, “when we couldn’t see your fires anymore, we thought you guys were going to attack the enemy during the night. We figured the enemy must have been freaked out and left. The timing would have made sense, too. But after a while and you still hadn't shown up, we guessed you’d heard what happened to us and were running scared to the coast. We didn’t want to get left behind, so we started marching here, too.”
Chapter 4

They just chilled out, setting up camp on the beach at the harbor that day. The place is called Calpe Haven and it’s in Asiatic Thrace – that’s a region that stretches from the mouth of the Black Sea all the way to Heraclea, which you’ll see on your right as you sail into the Black Sea. It’s a pretty long trip for a warship, rowing with all three rows of oars, from Byzantium to Heraclea. And between those two places, there isn't a single Greek or friendly town, just these Bithynian Thracians, who have a reputation for being brutal to any Greeks who wash ashore after a shipwreck or get caught in their power.
Now, Calpe Haven is right in the middle, splitting the trip between Byzantium and Heraclea in half. It’s a long point of land jutting out into the sea; the side facing the ocean is a steep, rocky cliff, at least twenty fathoms high everywhere you look. But on the landward side, it's only about four hundred feet wide; and the area inside the neck could hold ten thousand people, and there's a harbor right under the cliff with a beach facing west. Plus, there’s a good spring of fresh water right at the edge of the sea, protected by the stronghold. And there's plenty of wood of all kinds; especially fine shipbuilding timber right down to the water's edge. The land stretches inland for at least twenty furlongs. It’s good, loamy soil, clear of stones. For an even greater distance, the coastline is thick with large timber trees of every type. The surrounding country is beautiful and spacious, with lots of well-populated villages. The soil grows barley and wheat, plus all kinds of pulses, millet, and sesame, with plenty of figs and numerous vines producing sweet wines – pretty much everything except olives. That’s what the place is like.
They set up their tents on the beach facing the ocean, because the soldiers really didn’t want to camp somewhere that could easily become a city. Their arrival there seemed like a sneaky plan by someone who wanted to build a city, honestly. It wasn’t totally crazy to feel that way, since most of the soldiers didn’t leave their homes on a long journey because they were starving, but because of Cyrus’s good reputation; some brought followers, while others had spent money on the expedition. And there was a third group who ran away from their parents; and a fourth group who left their kids behind, hoping to return with money or other gains. They heard that people who went with Cyrus had amazing success—why couldn't they? So, these guys were really hoping to get back to Greece safely.
The day after they met, Xenophon made sacrifices to prepare for a military expedition; it was important to march out and find food, and also to bury the dead. As soon as the animal sacrifices looked good, they all set out, with the Arcadians following along. Most of the dead, who had been lying there for five days, they buried right where they fell, in groups. Trying to move their bodies now would have been impossible. A few who were off the road, they gathered and buried with as much respect as they could, considering what they had. Others they couldn’t find, so they built a large memorial and covered it with wreaths. When everything was done, they headed back to camp. They ate dinner and got some rest.
 The next day, everyone gathered for a big meeting. Agasias from Stymphalos, a captain, and Hieronymus from Eleia, also a captain, along with other leaders from Arcadia, were there. They decided that anyone who even mentioned breaking up the army would be punished by death. The army would go back to its old positions under their former commanders. Cheirisophus had already died from a fever, but Neon from Asinaea had taken his place.
After that, Xenophon stood up and said, "Soldiers, it looks like we're going to have to walk the rest of the way. We don't have any ships, and we're out of food if we stop, so we have to start moving now." He continued, "Let's sacrifice to the gods, and get ready to fight—the enemy’s got a serious boost of energy again.”
The generals then sacrificed, with the Arcadian seer, Arexion, watching. Silanus from Ambracia had already managed to charter a ship at Heraclea and escape. The sacrifices didn't look good for departure. So they waited that day. Some people even started saying that Xenophon wanted to settle the area, so he’d convinced the seer to say the sacrifices were bad for leaving. The next morning, Xenophon announced that anyone who wanted could come to the sacrifice, and if they were seers, they should come help check the animals. They sacrificed again, and a lot of people showed up, but even after repeating the sacrifice about departure three times, the animals still didn't look promising. The soldiers were furious because they were almost out of food and there was nowhere to buy more.
So, there was another meeting, and Xenophon spoke again: “Men, you can see for yourselves that the animals aren’t giving us a good sign. But I can also see that you’re running low on food, so we need to focus our sacrifices.” Someone spoke up and said, “No wonder the animals are bad! I heard from someone who arrived here on a ship yesterday that Cleander, the governor at Byzantium, is coming with ships and soldiers.” Everyone wanted to stop, but they still needed to find food, so he sacrificed three more times, but the animals still weren't giving a good sign. Things were so bad that the soldiers actually went to Xenophon’s tent to tell him they had no food. His only response was that he wouldn't lead them out until the animals gave a good sign.
So, the next day, he sacrificed again. Almost the entire army gathered around to watch the animals—it was that much of a big deal. But even the animals themselves seemed to fail them. So, instead of leading the army out, the generals called everyone together. Xenophon, as he had to, spoke up: “It’s possible the enemy is gathered, and we’re going to have to fight. If we left our supplies in that secure place” (pointing overhead) “and went out ready for battle, the animals might favor us.” But when the soldiers heard this, they shouted, “No need to take us inside that place! Let’s sacrifice quickly!” There were no sheep left, so they bought oxen from under a wagon and sacrificed. Xenophon asked Cleanor from Arcadia to supervise the sacrifice on his behalf, just in case things would change now. But even so, there was no improvement.
 Neon was now in charge instead of Cheirisophus, and seeing the men were really struggling, he wanted to help them out. So, he found some Heracleot or someone who claimed to know of nearby villages where they could get food, and he announced by messenger: "If anyone wants to go out and get supplies, know that I, Neon, will be their leader." So, the men came out—two thousand of them—with spears, wine skins, and sacks, basically anything they could carry. But when they reached the villages and started spreading out to find food, Pharnabazus’s cavalry showed up first. They were helping the Bithynians, trying to stop the Greeks from getting into Phrygia. Those riders took down at least five hundred of the men; the rest bolted for the hills.
Word of what happened got back to camp quickly, and Xenophon saw that things hadn’t gone well. He grabbed a wagon bullock—it was the best he could find—and offered it up as a sacrifice. Then, he and everyone under thirty years old headed out to rescue the others. They managed to gather up what was left of Neon's group and returned to camp. It was almost sunset, and the Greeks were eating a depressing dinner when suddenly, Bithynians burst out of the bushes and attacked the guards, cutting some down and chasing the rest into camp. Amidst the screams and shouts, the Greeks grabbed their weapons. But chasing the Bithynians or moving the camp at night seemed too risky, with all the thick brush around. So, they just reinforced the outposts and kept watch, armed, all night long.
Chapter 5

So they spent the night, but at daybreak the generals led the way into a natural hiding spot, and the others grabbed their weapons and gear and followed along. Before breakfast, they dug a ditch to block off the only way into the place and built a wooden fence all around it, leaving only three gates. Then a ship from Heraclea arrived with barley, animals for sacrifice, and wine.
Xenophon was up early and made the usual offering before heading out on a mission. The first animal sacrifice looked good. Just as the sacrifice ended, the seer, Arexion the Parrhasian, spotted an eagle, which was a really good sign, and told Xenophon to go ahead. So they crossed the ditch and put down their weapons. Then a messenger announced for the soldiers to eat breakfast and start the mission with their weapons; the bunch of merchants and captured slaves would stay in camp.
So most of the troops took off. Neon stayed behind; it seemed best to leave that general and his men to guard the stuff in the camp. But when the officers and soldiers ditched them, they were so embarrassed to stay in camp while everyone else marched out, that they too took off, leaving only the guys over fifty.
These guys stayed put, while the rest started the march. They hadn't gone two miles when they stumbled upon dead bodies. When they got to the back of the group, lining up with the first bodies they saw, they started digging graves and burying everyone from front to back. After burying the first group, they moved forward, and when they reached the back again, matching up with more unburied bodies, they buried all the soldiers in the line. Finally, reaching the road that led out of the villages where bodies were everywhere, they gathered them up and laid them in a big, shared grave.
 It was now around midday, and we pushed the troops forward toward the villages, but didn't actually go inside. Instead, we started grabbing supplies, taking anything we could see while staying covered by our lines. Suddenly, we spotted the enemy coming over some hills ahead – a huge group of cavalry and infantry, all lined up. It was Spithridates and Rhathines, sent by Pharnabazus with their troops behind them. As soon as they saw us, they stopped, about two miles away. Then Arexion the seer made a sacrifice, and the first attempt was a good sign. Afterwards, Xenophon talked to the other generals: “I think we should send out one or more smaller groups to support the main attack. That way, if we need help anywhere, we’ll have reserves ready, and the enemy will find themselves attacking fresh troops instead of a confused mess.” Everyone agreed. “Then you lead the front straight at the enemy,” he said. “Let’s not stand around arguing now that we’ve both seen each other. I’ll pull back the last companies the way we decided and follow you.” After that, we moved forward quietly. He then pulled back the last companies into three groups of about two hundred men each. He told the first one, on the right, to follow the main group about a hundred feet behind. Samolas the Achaean was in charge of this group. The second group, in the center, was led by Pyrrhias the Arcadian. The last one, on the left, was commanded by Phrasias, an Athenian. As we moved forward, the front group reached a big, tricky, wooded area and stopped, unsure whether to go through it or not. They sent a message for the generals and officers to come to the front. Xenophon, wondering what was stopping us, and hearing the message passed along the ranks, rode up as fast as he could. As soon as they met, Sophaenetus, being the oldest general, said it wasn’t even worth discussing whether to cross that kind of gully or not. Xenophon, a little fired up, retorted: “Sirs, I haven’t made it a habit to introduce you to danger you could avoid. It’s not about your reputation for bravery, it’s about getting home safe. But now, we’re stuck: We can’t turn back without a fight; if we don’t attack, they’ll chase us as soon as we show our backs. So, what’s it going to be? Go out and meet them with our weapons ready, or turn and watch them attack us from behind? You know, there’s nothing glorious about retreating, but attacking can even give a coward courage. I’d rather attack with half my men any day than retreat with twice the number. As for these guys, if we attack them, I don’t think they’ll even wait for us. But if we retreat, we know they’ll be bold enough to chase us. If crossing this gully leaves a tough barrier behind us when we’re about to fight, that’s an advantage worth taking. At least, if it were up to me, I’d want everything to look easy and open for the enemy, which might tempt them to retreat. But for us, we’ll thank the ground that shows us that we won’t be saved except through victory. I'm surprised anyone thinks this particular gully is any worse than the other barriers we’re already through. How impossible was the plain, if we hadn’t conquered their cavalry! How insurmountable were the mountains we already crossed, with all their archers hot on our heels! And when we finally reach the sea, the Pontus will be a pretty tough obstacle, with no boats to get us away and no corn to keep us alive while we wait. But we’ll be off again to find food as soon as we’re there. Isn't it better to fight today after a good breakfast than tomorrow on an empty stomach? Sirs, the omens are good, the sacrifices are promising; let's attack the enemy!”
 "Okay, they've totally checked us out. We can’t let them just chill and eat or pick where they’re gonna crash."
 After that, the officers told him to lead the way. No one questioned it, and he took the lead. His orders were to cross the ravine, where each soldier would find their own spot. He figured this way, the troops would gather faster on the other side than if they had to cross the bridge. But once across, he went down the line and spoke to the troops: "Guys, remember what you’re already doing, thanks to the gods. Think about the battles you've won up close with the enemy; what will happen to those who run away. Don't forget we’re right at the edge of Greece. Follow in the footsteps of Heracles, our guide, and encourage each other by name. It would be amazing, with a brave and noble word or action—something said or done today—to leave a lasting memory in the hearts of those you love.”
He spoke as he rode past, and at the same time, he started leading the troops in a battle line. He put the light troops on the flanks of the main force, and they moved against the enemy. The order had been passed down the line: "Keep your spears resting on your right shoulder until the bugle sounds; then lower them for the charge, a slow, steady march, no one running.” Finally, the password was passed: “Zeus the Savior, Heracles our Guide.” The enemy waited for them, confident in their strong position. But as the Greeks got closer, the light troops, with a loud battle cry, charged the enemy without waiting for an order. The enemy rushed forward to meet them, both the cavalry and the main force of the Bithynians, and they pushed back the light troops. But when the phalanx of heavy infantry quickly advanced and faced them, and at the same time the bugle sounded and the battle hymn rose from everyone’s lips, followed by a loud cheer, and then they lowered their spears—at that moment, the enemy stopped welcoming them and ran away. Timasion and his cavalry followed closely, and, considering how few they were, they did a lot of damage. It was the left wing of the enemy, the line with which the Greek cavalry were positioned, that was scattered so quickly. But the right wing, which wasn’t being chased as hard, gathered on a hill. When the Greeks saw them standing firm, it seemed like the easiest and least dangerous thing to do was to attack them head-on. Raising the battle hymn, they charged straight at them, but the others didn't wait. Then the light troops chased them until the right wing of the enemy was also scattered, though with few casualties; because the enemy's cavalry was numerous and threatening.
But when the Greeks saw the cavalry of Pharnabazus still standing in a tight formation, and the Bithynian horsemen gathering together as if to join it, like spectators watching from a hill—even though they were tired, they decided to attack the enemy as best they could, and not let him regain his strength. So they formed a tight line and moved forward. Then the enemy cavalry turned and ran down the steep slope as if they were being chased by cavalry. In fact, they sought shelter in a ravine that the Greeks didn’t know about. The Greeks turned too soon and gave up the chase, because it was too late. Returning to where the first fight happened, they built a trophy and headed back to the sea around sunset. It was about seven miles to camp.
Chapter 6

After that, the enemy focused on their own stuff and moved their families and belongings as far away as possible. The Hellenes were still waiting for Cleander and his warships and supply ships – they should be arriving soon. So every day, people went out with the pack animals and slaves, bringing in wheat and barley, wine and veggies, millet and figs; the area produced everything good, except for olives. When the army camped to rest, small groups were allowed to go out and take what they could find. But when the whole army went out, if anyone wandered off and grabbed something, it was declared public property. Before long, they had tons of supplies – goods arrived from all over the Hellenic world, and markets popped up everywhere. Sailors passing by, hearing about a new city and a harbor, were happy to stop and check it out. Even the nearby tribes started sending messengers to Xenophon. He was the one building the place into a city, as far as they understood, and they wanted to know what it would take to become his friends. He made sure to introduce these visitors to the soldiers.
Meanwhile, Cleander arrived with two warships, but not a single supply ship. When he showed up, the army was out, and a small group had gone off to raid some small livestock in the hills. Worried about losing their loot, these same people talked to Dexippus – the same guy who had escaped from Trapezus with that big warship. "Take some for yourself," they said, "and give the rest back to us.” So, without a lot of fuss, he pushed the soldiers nearby aside, who kept yelling that the loot was public property. Then he headed to Cleander. “There’s an attempt at robbery here,” he said. Cleander told him to bring the culprit to him. Dexippus grabbed someone and was about to drag him to the Spartan governor. Just then, Agasias stepped in and rescued the man, who was part of his company; and the rest of the soldiers started throwing rocks at Dexippus, calling him “traitor.” Things got so bad that some of the crew of the warships got freaked out and ran to the sea, and Cleander went with them. Xenophon and the other generals tried to stop them, telling Cleander that the whole thing was nothing and that the army’s decree was to blame. But Cleander, pushed by Dexippus and still annoyed by the scare he’d had, threatened to leave and issue a ban, forbidding any city from receiving them, declaring them public enemies. At that time, the Lacedaemonians ruled the whole Hellenic world.
 Things were looking seriously bad, and the Hellenes begged Cleander to change his mind. He said he’s sticking to his word and nothing was going to stop him, unless they handed over the guy who started the stoning and the one who rescued the prisoner. Now, one of those guys—Agasias—had been friends with Xenophon, which is exactly why Dexippus was pushing so hard to accuse him. Super stressed, the generals called a huge meeting with all the soldiers, and some people were ready to brush off Cleander and tell him off. But Xenophon took it way more seriously. He stood up and spoke to the group: “Soldiers, I can’s just laugh this off. If Cleander leaves like he's threatening, things are gonna get messy. There are Greek cities nearby, but the Lacedaemonians are basically running Hellas, and they can do whatever they want in those cities. If the first thing this Lacedaemonian does is close the gates of Byzantium, and then tells all the other governors not to let us in because we’re a bunch of troublemakers who aren’t loyal to the Lacedaemonians, we’re in trouble. And if this news gets to their admiral, Anaxibius, deciding whether to let us stay or go will be tough. Remember, right now the Lacedaemonians are in charge both on land and at sea. So, we shouldn’t banish the rest of us from Hellas just for one or two guys. Whatever they tell us to do, we gotta obey. Don’t our own hometowns obey them too? And, Dexippus keeps telling Cleander that Agasias wouldn’t have done this if I, Xenophon, hadn’t told him to, so I’m clearing you both of any blame. And Agasias too, if he says I had anything to do with it. If I started this whole stone-throwing thing or any other kind of violence, then I’m guilty—I deserve the worst punishment, and I’ll accept it. I also say that if anyone else is accused, that person has to hand themselves over to Cleander for judgement. That's how you’re all cleared of the accusation. But right now, it’s messed up that just as we were trying to earn respect and honor throughout Hellas, we’re gonna be rejected by the Greek cities whose name we share.”
 After him, Agasias stood up and said, "Seriously, guys, I swear to all the gods and goddesses, I didn’t do this at the request of Xenophon or anyone else here. I saw an honest man—one of our own—being grabbed by Dexippus, that guy who betrayed us, you all know that. I couldn't let that happen, so I rescued him, yeah, I admit it. Don’t hand me over to the authorities. I’m willing to surrender myself to Cleander, and let him decide what to do with me. Don't start a feud with the Lacedaemonians over this. I hope you all reach your goals safely. Just decide who you want to come with me to Cleander, so they can vouch for me if I mess something up.” The army agreed, letting him choose who would go with him. He immediately picked the generals. Then, they all headed to Cleander—Agasias, the generals, and the man Agasias had rescued—and the generals spoke: “The army sent us to you, Cleander, and here’s what they said: ‘If you’re going to find fault with everyone, then judge them all and do whatever you think is best. But if the blame is on one person, or a couple, or even a few, they want those people to surrender to you for judgment.’ So, if you have any complaints about us generals, we’re here to answer for it. Or is someone else to blame? Tell us who.”
Then, Agasias stepped forward and said, "It was me, Cleander, who rescued the man you see standing here from Dexippus. I ordered Dexippus to be stopped. I know this guy is an honest man. As for Dexippus, he was chosen by the army to command a large ship we got from the people of Trapezus to help us get home safely. But Dexippus betrayed his fellow soldiers, who had helped him through so much, and ran off like a fugitive. Because of him, we’re going to look like we stole their ship, and we’ll be in trouble with the people of Trapezus. He’s really messed things up for us—we all heard how impossible it would be to walk across the rivers and make it back to Greece safely. That's the kind of person I stopped from getting away with someone. If you had taken him, or one of your people, or anyone who wasn’t one of us, I would have acted completely differently. If you kill me now, you’re sacrificing a good, honest person for a coward and a criminal.”
 After he’d heard those remarks, Cleander replied that if Dexippus had acted like that, he couldn't congratulate him. “But still,” he added, turning to the generals, "even if Dexippus was a real scamp, he shouldn’s have to face violence. But according to your request, he deserves a fair trial. So, here's what I'm saying: leave your friend here and go. When I give the word, be present at the trial. I have no further charges against the army or anyone, since the prisoner himself admits he rescued the guy.” Then the rescued man said, “Cleander, if you think I was being arrested for something, it’s not true. I didn’t hit or shoot anyone; I just said, 'The sheep belong to everyone.' It was a rule the soldiers made – anything found when the army went out together was public property. That's all I said, and then that guy grabbed me and started dragging me off. He wanted to shut us up so he could keep a share of the loot for himself and these pirates, going against the rules.” In response, Cleander said, "Alright, if that's how you feel, you can stay behind too, and we’ll consider your case too.”
Then Cleander and his group went to breakfast, but Xenophon gathered the army in assembly and suggested sending a delegation to Cleander to ask him to release the men. So, they decided to send some generals and officers, along with Dracontius the Spartan, and those who seemed best suited for the job. The delegation was supposed to ask Cleander, by all means, to let the two men go. So Xenophon came and spoke to him like this: “Cleander, you have the men. The army has accepted you and agreed to do whatever you want regarding these two soldiers and themselves in general. But now they’ve come to beg and pray you to release these two men and not to kill them. These two have done a lot of good for our army in the past. Just let them go, and in return, the army promises that, if you take charge and the gods are with you, they’ll show you how disciplined they are, how ready to obey their general, and, with the gods’ help, how fearless they are in the face of their enemies. They’re also asking you to lead them and test them, and Dexippus, to see what each of them is like, and then assign them what they deserve.” When Cleander heard this, he replied, “No, by the twin gods, I’ll give you a quick answer. I’m giving you these two men as a gift, and I’ll do as you ask. Then, if the gods allow, I’ll take charge and lead you into Greece. Your words are very different from what I used to hear about you from some people, that you wanted to pull the army away from the Lacedaemonians.”
After that, the delegation thanked him and left, taking the two men with them. Then Cleander made sacrifices before marching and got along well with Xenophon, and the two formed an alliance. When the Spartan saw how well the soldiers followed orders, he wanted to be their leader even more. However, even after three days of sacrifices, the animals weren’t favorable. So, he called the generals and said to them, “The animals aren’t smiling on me; they won’t let me lead you home. But don’t be discouraged. It seems you’re meant to bring your men home safely. So, go ahead, and for our part, whenever you get there, we’ll give you a warm welcome.”
 The soldiers decided to give him some of the town's cattle, which he took but then gave right back. So, he sailed off. But the soldiers split up the corn they’d gathered and all the other stuff they’d taken, and started heading home through Bithynia.
At first, they stuck to the main road. But since they weren't finding anything that would let them reach a safe place with some cash, they decided to turn around and march the opposite way for a whole day and night. Doing that, they grabbed a bunch of slaves and a bunch of smaller livestock. On the sixth day, they reached Chrysopolis in Chalcedonia. They stopped there for seven days, selling off all their loot.

Chapter 1

At this point, Pharnabazus, who was worried the army might attack his territory, sent a message to Anaxibius, the Spartan admiral, who happened to be in Byzantium. He begged Anaxibius to move the army out of Asia, promising to do whatever the admiral wanted. Anaxibius then sent for the generals and officers to come to Byzantium and promised the soldiers would get paid if they crossed the strait. The officers said they’d think about it and get back to him. Xenophon told them he was leaving the army right away and just wanted to set sail. Anaxibius told him to hold on: "Cross over with everyone else," he said, "and then you can think about leaving." The others agreed to do that.
Now, Seuthes the Thracian sent Medosades and asked Xenophon to use his influence to get the army across. "Tell Xenophon," he said, "if he does his best for me, he won't regret it." Xenophon replied, "The army is going to cross anyway, so Seuthes doesn’t owe me or anyone else anything. But as soon as it’s across, I’m done with it. So, as far as it makes sense, Seuthes should talk to those who are staying and will be in charge."
After that, the whole army crossed to Byzantium. But instead of paying them, Anaxibius announced, "Soldiers, grab your weapons and pack your gear and head out!" It was like he just wanted to count them and wish them luck at the same time. The soldiers weren’t happy because they had no money to buy food for the journey, and they slowly started packing. Xenophon, who was friendly with the governor, Cleander, went to say goodbye, planning to set sail. But Cleander protested, "Don’t go! Or else," he said, "you’ll be blamed. Some people are already mad that the army is moving so slowly.” Xenophon replied, "It's not my fault. The men need food; that's why they're dragging their feet about leaving." "Still," Cleander said, "I advise you to head out there, like you're marching with them, and then you can leave when you’re far enough away.” “Okay,” said Xenophon, “let’s talk this over with Anaxibius.” They went to the admiral, who insisted they do as he’d said and march out, gear and all, as quickly as possible. As an add-on to his announcement, he added, “Anyone missing the review and the headcount will have only themselves to blame.” It was a strict order. So, the generals led the way, followed by the rest of the troops. Now, with the exception of a few stragglers, they were all outside. It was a total sweep. Eteonicus stood near the gates, ready to shut them and lock them as soon as the men were out.
Then Anaxibius summoned the generals and captains and said, "You better get your food from the Thracian villages. You'll find plenty of barley, wheat, and other supplies there. And then, get moving to the Chersonese, where Cyniscus will take you into his service.” Some of the soldiers overheard what was said, or maybe one of the officers told them. Either way, the news spread throughout the army. As for the generals, they were worried about Seuthes: “Was he an enemy or an ally? And would they have to march through the Sacred mountain or go around through the middle of Thrace?”
 While they were discussing these points, the soldiers grabbed their weapons and charged full speed at the gates, planning to get back inside the walls. But Eteonicus and his men, seeing the heavy infantry running up, quickly slammed the gates shut and slid in the bolt. Then the soldiers started pounding on the gates, complaining it was unfair to push them out into the enemy’s clutches like that. “If you don’t open the gates yourselves,” they shouted, “we’ll smash them to pieces!” And another group raced down to the sea, along the breakwater, and over the wall into the city; while a third group, made up of those who’d stayed inside the city all along, saw what was happening at the gates, chopped through the bars with axes, and threw the gates wide open; and the rest poured in.
Xenophon, seeing what was happening, got seriously worried that the army would start looting and cause irreparable damage to the city, to himself, and to the soldiers. So he took off, plunging into the crowd and being swept through the gates with them. The Byzantines, seeing the soldiers forcing their way in, scattered—some ran to the ships, others to their homes, and those already indoors rushed out. Some even started pulling their warships from their moorings, hoping to find safety onboard; nobody doubted the city was lost and they were all done for. Eteonicus quickly retreated to the citadel. Anaxibius ran down to the sea, hopped onto a fisherman’s boat, and sailed around to the acropolis, immediately sending a message to get garrison troops from Chalcedon over, since those already in the acropolis didn't seem like enough to control the soldiers.
The soldiers, spotting Xenophon, mobbed him, yelling: “Now, Xenophon, is your chance to prove yourself! You’re in charge of a city, you’re got warships, you’ve got money, you’ve got men! Today, if you want to, you can do us a huge favor, and we’ll make you a big shot.” He replied: “I like what you’re saying, and I’m in. But if that’s really what you want, fall into formation and take your positions now.” He said this to calm them down, and passed the order along the lines himself, telling everyone else to do the same: “Fall in line; stand at attention.” But the soldiers, almost on their own, formed ranks, and soon they were organized—the heavy infantry eight deep, while the light infantry had run up to cover the flanks. The Thracian Square is a great spot for drills, being clear of buildings and perfectly level. As soon as the weapons were stacked and the soldiers calmed down, Xenophon called a general meeting and gave this speech:—
“Soldiers, I’m not surprised you’re angry, or that you think it’s outrageous to be tricked like this. But think about the consequences if we give in to our anger and get revenge on the Lacedaemonians here, and plunder an innocent city. We’ll be declared enemies of the Lacedaemonians and their allies; and what kind of war that will be, we don’t need to guess. You haven’t forgotten what just happened, have you? We Athenians went to war against the Lacedaemonians and their allies with a fleet of over three hundred warships, including those in dry dock and those at sea. We had huge treasures stored in the city, and an annual income, from both home and abroad, of no less than a thousand talents. Our empire included all the islands, and we controlled numerous cities in both Asia and Europe. Even this very Byzantium, where we are now, was ours; and yet in the end, we were defeated, as you all know.”
 "Seriously, what's going to happen to us now? The Spartans aren’t just relying on their old friends, but they’re joined by the Athenians and everyone else who was allied with Athens back then. Tissaphernes and all the other folks along the coast of Asia are against us, not to mention our biggest enemy, the king himself, way up there, who we set out to strip of his power and, if possible, take out. So, with everyone banded together against us, is there anyone crazy enough to think we can actually win? For goodness sake, let’s not go nuts and throw our lives away fighting our own cities—our own friends, our family; they’re all somewhere in one of those places. Every city will march against us, and honestly, they’re justified if, after refusing to hold onto a single foreign city we conquered, we grab the first Greek city we come across and tear it down. I’m praying that before I see you guys do something like that, I’m buried ten thousand fathoms deep! My advice to you, as Greeks, is to try and get what’s fair through respecting the leaders of Greece. And if we fail to get what we want, being more victims than aggressors, why would we give up Greece too? Right now, I suggest we send a message to Anaxibius and tell him we’re inside the city, not planning to cause trouble, just checking to see if he and his people will treat us okay; if they do, great. But if not, at least let him know he shouldn’t play us for fools. We know what discipline means; we turn around and head out."
That plan was approved, and they sent Hieronymus, an Eleian, along with two others, Eurylochus, an Arcadian, and Philesius, an Achaean, to deliver the message. So, those three set off. But while the soldiers were still meeting, Coeratadas, from Thebes, showed up. He was a Theban, not in exile, but with a real interest in being a general, always looking to see if any city or nation needed his services. So, this time, he showed up and offered to lead them into the Delta of Thrace, where they’d find plenty of food and supplies; and until they got there, he’d provide them with enough meat and drinks. While they were still listening to his pitch, a reply came from Anaxibius. His message was: “The discipline you talked about isn’t something you’ll regret; in fact, he’s going to report your behavior to his superiors; and for himself, he’s going to take advice and do his best for you.”
Then, the soldiers chose Coeratadas as their general and left the city. Their new general promised to show up the next day with animals for sacrifice and a fortune teller, plus plenty of food and drinks for the army. As soon as they were gone, Anaxibius closed the gates and announced that anyone caught inside would be “taken down hard and sold immediately.” The next day, Coeratadas arrived with the animals, the fortune teller, and a procession of twenty guys carrying barley, followed by another twenty with wine, then three carrying olives, and two others—one with as much garlic as one person could lift, and the other with a similar load of onions. He set all these supplies down, apparently for distribution, and started the sacrifices.
 Xenophon sent a message to Cleander, basically begging him to set things up so he could get inside the city walls and start his trip home from Byzantium. Cleander showed up, and here’s what he said: "I made it happen, but it was a struggle. Anaxibius was really pushing it: 'It's not a good look for Xenophon to be chilling inside while the troops are right outside the walls. Plus, the Byzantines are totally chaotic, and there's serious bad blood between different groups.' Still, he finally told you to come in if you were serious about leaving by sea with him." So, Xenophon said goodbye to the soldiers and headed back inside the walls with Cleander.
Now, let's get back to Coeratadas. The first day, the sacrifices weren’t looking good, and he didn’t hand out any food to the soldiers. The next day, the animals were lined up at the altar, and Coeratadas was all decked out with a wreath, ready to make the sacrifice, when Timasion from Dardanus, Neon from Asinae, and Cleanor from Orchomenus showed up and told him to hold off: “He needs to know his time as general is up unless he gets them fed.” The others told him to sort out the food, “Seriously, hand it over.” But when he realized he was way short – not even enough for a single day's rations per person – he grabbed his stuff and bailed. He wasn’t interested in being in charge anymore.
Chapter 2

Now these five were left—Neon from Asinaea, Phryniscus from Achaea, Philesius from Achaea, Xanthicles from Achaea, and Timasion from Dardanus—leading the army. They pushed on to some Thracian villages near Byzantium and set up camp. But the generals couldn't agree. Cleanor and Phryniscus wanted to march and join Seuthes, who had buttered them up with gifts—one got a horse, the other a wife. But Neon had other plans: "Once we're under the protection of the Spartans," he thought, "I can take charge of the whole army."
Timasion just wanted to get back to Asia, hoping to reclaim his position at home and end his exile. The soldiers shared that wish. But as time went on, a lot of the men sold their gear and headed out on their own; others just disappeared into the cities. One guy was stoked about it—Anaxibius. The army falling apart was a huge win for him. “This is perfect,” he thought, “I can really help Pharnabazus out now.”
But while Anaxibius was sailing from Byzantium, he ran into Aristarchus at Cyzicus. Aristarchus was the new governor, replacing Cleander at Byzantium. Word was that a new admiral, Polus, was about to arrive at the Hellespont and take over from Anaxibius. Anaxibius sent a message to Aristarchus, telling him to sell off any Cyreian soldiers still hanging around in Byzantium. Cleander hadn’t sold a single one; instead, he’d been taking care of the sick and wounded, showing them pity and making sure they were taken in by local families. Aristarchus changed everything—he sold over four hundred of them as soon as he got to Byzantium. Meanwhile, Anaxibius sailed along the coast and, according to their agreement, sent a message to Pharnabazus. But when Pharnabazus heard that Aristarchus was the new governor in Byzantium and that Anaxibius was no longer admiral, he gave him the cold shoulder and started working with Aristarchus on the same plans for the Cyreian army that he’s been cooking up with Anaxibius.
Anaxibius then called Xenophon and told him to sail to the army as fast as he could and hold it together. He was to gather the scattered troops and march them to Perinthus, and then ferry them across to Asia without wasting any time. Anaxibius put a thirty-oared galley at his service, gave him a letter of authority and an officer to go with him, and ordered the Perinthians to escort Xenophon to the army on horseback as soon as possible. And that’s how Xenophon sailed across and finally reached the army. The soldiers greeted him with a huge celebration and would have been totally down to cross from Thrace into Asia under his leadership.
But Seuthes, hearing that Xenophon had arrived, sent Medosades again, by sea, to meet him and begged him to bring the army to him, promising him anything he thought would convince him. But Xenophon told him it wasn’t his call, and Medosades left. The Greeks then headed to Perinthus. When they arrived, Neon pulled his troops away and set up camp separately, with around eight hundred men. The rest of the army stayed together near the walls of Perinthus.
 After that, Xenophon started looking for ships so they wouldn't waste any time crossing over. But before that could happen, Aristarchus, the governor from Byzantium, showed up with a couple of warships – Pharnabazus had basically strong-armed him into it. To be crystal clear, he first told all the ship captains and shipmasters to not carry the troops across. Then, he went to the camp and told the soldiers that they weren't allowed to go into Asia. Xenophon said he was acting on orders from Anaxibius, who had sent him there specifically for that. Aristarchus shot back, "Honestly, Anaxibius isn't in charge anymore, and I’m the governor here. If I catch any of you out on the water, I’ll sink you.” Then he headed back inside the walls of Perinthus.
The next day, he called in the generals and officers of the army. They’d already reached the walls of the fort when someone told Xenophon that if he went inside, he’s be grabbed, and either meet a bad end or, more likely, handed over to Pharnabazus. Hearing that, Xenophon sent the rest of the group forward, but he made up an excuse – he needed to offer a sacrifice. That way, he could turn back and ask the priests, "Do the gods want us to try and get the army over to Seuthes?" It was obvious that trying to cross into Asia with this guy and his warships, who was determined to block them, was way too risky. Plus, he didn’t want to get stuck in the Chersonese with an army that desperately needed everything; they’d be at the mercy of the governor and cut off from basic supplies.
While Xenophon was figuring things out, the generals and officers came back with a message from Aristarchus. He told them they could head back for now, but he’s expect them in the afternoon. Their suspicions that something was up had definitely become reality. In the meantime, Xenophon had found out that the priests were on board with his plan. They seemed to be saying that he and the army could safely make their way to Seuthes. So, he took Polycrates, the Athenian captain, and picked one person he could trust from each of the generals (except Neon), and that night they headed out to find the army of Seuthes, which was about sixty furlongs away.
 As they got closer, they spotted some abandoned campfires. At first, it seemed like Seuthes had moved his camp. But then they heard a jumble of voices—Seuthes’ people signaling to each other. It clicked: Seuthes kept his fires burning in front of his night guards. That way, the guards, hidden in the dark, wouldn't be spotted, keeping their numbers and location a secret. Anyone approaching from the outside, though, would be standing out in the firelight, totally obvious. Figuring things out, Xenophon sent his translator—one of the guys with him—forward. He told him to let Seuthes know Xenophon was there and wanted to talk. The others asked if he was an Athenian from the army nearby. As soon as the translator replied, “Yeah, that’s us,” they jumped up and bolted. Before you could say “peltasts,” a whole bunch of them showed up, grabbing Xenophon and his crew and dragging them to Seuthes.
Seuthes was in a tower, seriously protected, with horses circling it—all saddled up and ready to go. He was so freaked out that he was feeding his horses even during the day and keeping watch with them at night, all geared up. Apparently, way back when, one of his ancestors, named Teres, had been in this country with a huge army. He’d lost a bunch of soldiers to the locals and had his supply wagons stolen too.
The people who live here are called Thynians, and they’re known to be the most fierce fighters—especially at night.
 As they got closer, Seuthes told Xenophon to come in and bring anyone he wanted – just two people. Once inside, they greeted each other warmly, and then, like the Thracians did, they toasted with bowls of wine. Seuthes had Medosades standing close by, who always acted as his main representative. Xenophon took the lead and started talking: "Seuthes, you’ve sent for me a couple of times now. First, you sent Medosades over to Chalcedon, and you asked me to help the army cross from Asia. You promised me lots of good things if I did, at least that’s what Medosades said.” He then turned to Medosades and asked, “Is that right?” Medosades nodded. “And then, again, Medosades came when I’d crossed from Parium to find the army, and he promised that if I brought you the army, you’d treat me like a friend and a brother in many ways. He especially mentioned some coastal towns you owned, saying you were planning to give them to me as a gift.” Xenophon then asked Medosades again, “Did he really say all that?” Medosades confirmed it. “So, tell me,” Xenophon continued, “what answer did I give you, first at Chalcedon?” “You said the army was going to cross to Byzantium anyway, so there was no need to pay you or anyone else anything. And you added that once across, you planned to leave the army, which is exactly what you said.” He then asked, “What did I say when you came to me in Selybria?” “You said the idea was impossible; everyone was going to Perinthus to cross back into Asia.” “Okay,” said Xenophon, “and despite all that, here I am now, with Phryniscus, one of my guys, and Polycrates over there, a captain. And outside, we have the most trustworthy men they could find to represent the other generals – everyone except Neon the Laconian. If you want to make these deals even more secure, just call them in too. And Polycrates, go tell them that I want them to leave their weapons outside, and you can leave your sword outside before you come in with them.”
 When Seuthes heard that far, he jumped in: "I’m definitely not gonna doubt an Athenian—we’re practically family already, I know that! And I think we're gonna be the best of friends." Then, as soon as the right guys showed up, Xenophon was the first to ask Seuthes what he planned to do with the army. Seuthes replied: "Maesades was my dad; he ruled over the Melanditae, the Thynians, and the Tranipsae. But then things went south for the Odrysians, and my dad got kicked out of the country, and later died from an illness, leaving me to grow up as an orphan at the court of Medocus, who’s the king now. But when I was old enough, I couldn’t stand living off someone else’s generosity. So I sat next to him as a suppliant, begging him to give me as many men and horses as he could spare, so I could get revenge on those who’d driven us out of our land. That way, I could stop living like a pet, waiting for scraps from my master’s table. In response to my request, he gave me the men and horses you’ll see at sunrise, and now I live with them, raiding my own ancestral land. But if you guys join me, I think, with a little help from the gods, we could easily reclaim my kingdom. That’s what I need from you.” “Okay,” said Xenophon, “but if we do come, what can you offer us? For the regular soldiers, the officers, and the generals? Tell us that, so these witnesses can report your answer.” And he promised to give “to the common soldiers a cyzicene , to a captain twice as much, and to a general four times as much, plus as much land as they wanted, a couple of oxen, and a fortified place on the coast.” “But what if,” said Xenophon, “we don’t succeed, even though we try? What if the Spartans cause trouble? Will you take any of us in if we need a safe place to go?” He replied: “Not only that, but I’ll consider you my brothers, entitled to share my seat, and to share all the wealth we can get. And to you yourself, Xenophon! I’ll give you my daughter, and if you have a daughter, I’ll buy her in the Thracian way; and I’ll give you Bisanthe as a place to live—it’s the prettiest of all my coastal possessions.”
Chapter 3

After hearing what he had to say, they made promises to show they were trustworthy, and the group rode off. Before sunrise, they were back in camp, and each person reported what they’d found to the generals. At daybreak, Aristarchus called the generals and officers together again, but the officers decided they were done with the visit to Aristarchus and wanted to call a meeting of the entire army. The soldiers gathered, except for Neon’s men, who stayed about a mile and a half away. Then Xenophon stood up and announced: “Soldiers, Aristarchus and his warships are stopping us from sailing where we want to go; it’s even dangerous to get on a ship. But if he’s blocking us here, he’s actually pushing us towards our goal. ‘Head to the Chersonese,’ he says, ‘force your way through the Sacred Mountain.’ If we conquer it and make it to that place, he has something in store for us. He promises he won’t sell you out like he did at Byzantium; you won’t be cheated again; you’ll get paid; he won’t let you go hungry. That’s his offer. But Seuthes says if you go to him, he’ll treat you well. So, what do you want to do? Do you want to argue about this now, or wait until we’re in a land with plenty of food? If you ask me, we should go up into these villages where we can take what we need—it’s basically ours now. There, without worrying about food, you can listen to what this guy and the other guy want and choose whichever sounds best. Let those who agree raise their hands.” Everyone raised their hands. “Okay then,” he said, “get your gear together, and when you hear the command, follow me.”
After that, Xenophon took the lead, and the others followed. Neon and other representatives from Aristarchus tried to convince them to change their minds, but they ignored them. They hadn’t gone much more than three miles when they met Seuthes, and Xenophon told him to ride up. He wanted to tell him what he thought would be best for them, and in front of as many people as possible. As soon as Seuthes approached, Xenophon said: “We’re heading to a place where the troops will have enough to live on. When we get there, we’ll listen to you and to Aristarchus’s messengers, and choose whichever offer sounds best. So, if you lead us to a place with plenty of food, we’ll be grateful for your hospitality.” And Seuthes replied: “Actually, I know a lot of villages, packed with all kinds of food, just far enough away to make you really hungry in the morning.” “Lead the way!” said Xenophon. When they reached the villages in the afternoon, the soldiers gathered, and Seuthes gave a speech: “My request to you, soldiers, is that you join me in battle, and my promise to you is that I’ll give each of you a silver coin, and to the officers and generals, the usual amount. Plus, I’ll reward those who show courage. You can get food and drink from the land as you have been, but anything we capture, I’ll claim it myself, so I can distribute it and pay you. Let them run, let them hide—we’ll track them down; and if they resist, we’ll try to defeat them together.” Xenophon asked: “And how far from the sea will the army have to march?” “No more than a week’s journey,” he answered, “and in many places, much less.”
 After that, everyone was given a chance to speak, and a lot did, but they all said pretty much the same thing: “What Seuthes said was spot on. It’s winter, and sailing home, even if you wanted to, is impossible. But staying in a friendly place, relying on buying what you need, isn't an option either. If we’re going to tough it out in a hostile place, it's safer with Seuthes than on our own – not to mention all the good stuff he’s got. Plus, getting paid on top of that? That’s a total lifesaver.” To wrap things up, Xenophon said: “If anyone’s against this, speak up now. If not, let the officer put it to a vote.” Nobody disagreed, they voted, and it passed. Without wasting any time, he told Seuthes that they’d fight alongside him.
After this, the troops ate together in their own groups, but the generals and officers were invited to dinner by Seuthes at a nearby village he controlled. As they were about to go inside, a guy named Heracleides from Maronea approached them. He went up to each guest, focusing especially on those who seemed like they could afford a gift for Seuthes. First, he spoke to some guys from Paros who were there to make friends with Medocus, the Odrysian king, and were carrying presents for him and his wife. Heracleides reminded them: “Medocus is twelve days’ journey inland, but Seuthes, now that he’s got this army, will rule the coast. As your neighbor, he’s the one who can help you or hurt you. If you’re smart, you’ll give him whatever he asks for. You’ll get a better return on your investment than if you gave it to Medocus, who’s so far away.” That was his way of persuading them. Next, he went to Timasion the Dardanian, who someone had told him had some fancy goblets and oriental rugs. He said: “It’s customary to bring a gift when you’re invited to dinner with Seuthes. And if he becomes a big deal around here, he can send you back home or make you rich. So, you should definitely show him your generosity.” He spoke to each person he met like that. Eventually, he came to Xenophon and said: “You’re a citizen of a major city, and your name is already well-known with Seuthes. Maybe you’re hoping to get a fort or some land around here, like other Greeks have. So, it’s only right to honor Seuthes in a big way. I’m giving you this advice out of friendship, because the more generous you are, the better you’ll be treated.” Xenophon was in a tough spot, because all he’d brought with him from Parium was one boy and just enough money to pay for his trip.
 As soon as the crew—the most powerful Thracians around, along with the generals and captains of the Greeks, and any representatives from a city-state—arrived, they were seated in a circle, and dinner was served. Then, three-legged stools were brought over and put in front of everyone. They were piled high with meat, and huge loaves of bread were stuck to the meat with long skewers. Usually, the tables were set next to the guests at intervals. That was the custom, and Seuthes started it. He picked up the loaves beside him and broke them into little pieces, then tossed them to people here and there, as he felt was right. He did the same with the meat, leaving himself just a tiny taste. Then, everyone else started copying him, especially those with tables next to them.
Now, there was an Arcadian, Arystas, a total food fiend. He quickly got tired of tossing pieces around and grabbed a huge loaf with both hands, piled some meat on his lap, and started eating. Then, pitchers of wine were passed around, and everyone took a turn. But when the cupbearer got to Arystas and handed him the bowl, he looked up and saw that Xenophon had finished eating: “Give it to him,” he said. “He’s got more time. I’m busy right now.” Seuthes, hearing this, asked the cupbearer what was said, and the cupbearer, who knew how to speak Greek, explained. A wave of laughter erupted.
As the drinking went on, a Thracian rode in with a white horse and grabbed the overflowing bowl. “Here’s a toast to you, Seuthes!” he shouted. “Let me give you this horse. Ride him, and you’ll capture whoever you want to chase, and you won’t fear the enemy when you retreat.” Another person followed, bringing in a boy and presenting him properly: “Here’s a toast to you, Seuthes!” A third brought “clothes for his wife.” Timasion, the Dardanian, toasted Seuthes and presented a silver bowl and a carpet worth ten minae. Gnesippus, an Athenian, stood up and said: “It was a good old custom, and a great one too, that those who had something, should give to the king for honor’s sake, but the king should give to those who didn’t. That way, my lord,” he added, “I too might one day have the means to give you gifts and honor.” Meanwhile, Xenophon was racking his brain, wondering what to do. He wasn't feeling any better, even though he was seated next to Seuthes as a mark of honor. Heracleides told the cupbearer to hand him the bowl. The wine had maybe gotten to his head a little. He stood up, took a deep breath, and grabbed the cup: “I also, Seuthes, want to give you myself and my friends to be your loyal companions. None of them will go against you. They’re even more ready than I am to be your friends. Here they are! They don’t want anything from you in return; they’re eager to work for you. They’re ready to take the brunt of battle in voluntary service. With them, God willing, you’ll gain vast territory. You’ll reclaim what belonged to your ancestors. You’ll win new lands—and not just land, but lots of horses and a huge number of men, and many beautiful women too. You won’t have to steal them; my friends here will take them and bring them to you, laying them at your feet as gifts.” Seuthes stood up and drained the cup with him, then sprinkled the last drops fraternally.
 Musicians came in, blowing on horns used for signals and playing tunes on trumpets made from raw oxhide—like a really fancy harp. Seuthes himself jumped up and started shouting, leading a war song, then he bounced around like he was dodging something, super agile. Then a bunch of clowns and jesters showed up.
But when the sun started to set, the Hellenes got up. It was time, they said, to set up night guards and pass the password. They also asked Seuthes to tell the Thracians not to enter the Hellenic camp at night, "because there could be confusion between your Thracian enemies and our Thracian friends.” As they headed out, Seuthes stood up, acting serious. When they were outside, he called the generals aside and said, “Guys, our enemies don’s even know we’re allies yet. If we attack before they’re ready or have a plan, we’ll get a ton of prisoners and loot.” The generals totally agreed, and told him to lead the way. He replied, “Get ready and wait; I’ll be with you as soon as the time’s right. I’ll grab the light infantry and you all, and with the gods’ help, I’ll lead the charge.” Xenophon chimed in, “But, what about marching at night? Shouldn’t we do it the Hellenic way? During the day, we pick the best troops for the terrain – heavy infantry, light troops, or cavalry. But at night, the slowest troops should lead. That way, we don’t get separated and people don’t wander off accidentally, causing trouble.” Seuthes responded, "You make a good point, and I’ll do it your way. I’ll give you guides who know the area really well, and I’ll bring up the cavalry in the rear. I can get to the front fast if I need to.” For security, they chose "Athenaia” as their password. Then everyone went to find a place to rest.
Around midnight, Seuthes showed up with his cavalry troopers wearing armor and his light infantry ready to go. After handing over the promised guides, the heavy infantry took the lead, followed by the light troops in the middle, and the cavalry bringing up the rear. At sunrise, Seuthes rode to the front. He complimented them on their strategy, saying he’s been separated from his infantry before while marching at night with just a few men. “But now,” he said, “we’re all together at dawn, which is how it should be. Wait for me here and get some rest. I’ll scout around and rejoin you.” With that, he took a path over the hills and rode off. When he reached deep snow, he checked for footprints, going forward or backward. After making sure the road was clear, he rode back, exclaiming, “God willing, guys, it’s going to be great! We’ll surprise those guys before they even know what’s happening. I’ll lead with the cavalry, so if anyone gets spotted, they won’t escape to warn the enemy. Follow the trail of the horses if you get left behind. Once we’re over the mountains, we’ll find ourselves in lots of thriving villages.”
 By midday, he’d already reached the top of the pass and looked down at the villages below. He rode back to the heavy infantry and said, “I’ll send the cavalry and the peltasts into the plain below to attack the villages. Follow as fast as you can, so you can help us if we run into trouble.” Hearing this, Xenophon hopped off his horse, and the other guy asked, “Why are you getting off just when we need to go fast?” Xenophon answered, “But you don’t want me alone, do you? The hoplites will run even faster and be more pumped if I lead them on foot.”
Then Seuthes and Timasion headed off, taking a Hellene group of around forty troopers. Xenophon gave the order: the younger, active guys—up to thirty years old—from the different groups to the front. Then he and Cleanor took off with them, moving pretty quickly. When they got to the villages, Seuthes, with about thirty troopers, rode up, saying, “Hey, Xenophon, just like you said! They’re caught, but look here. My cavalry went off without backup; they’re scattered, chasing after people, all over the place. Honestly, I’m pretty worried the enemy will gather somewhere and mess with them. Some of us need to stay in the villages—they’re packed with people.” “Okay,” said Xenophon, “I’ll take the high ground with the guys I have here, and you tell Cleanor to spread out along the flat land beside the villages.” They did as he said, and they found themselves surrounded by—one thousand captives for the slave market, two thousand head of cattle, and ten thousand smaller animals. They set up camp there for the time being.
Chapter 4

The next day, Seuthes torched the villages, leaving nothing but ashes—not a single house standing. He wanted to scare the rest of his enemies and show them what would happen if they didn’t obey. Then he headed back. As for the loot, he sent Heracliedes to Perinthus to sell it off and pay the soldiers later. Seuthes himself camped with the Hellenes in the lowlands of the Thynians, while the locals fled to the hills.
It was deep snow, and the cold was brutal—the water brought in for dinner and the wine in the jars froze solid. A lot of the Hellenes got frostbite on their noses and ears. Now they understood why the Thracians wore fox-fur hats and ear coverings. And why they wore thick clothes not just around their chests and shoulders, but also covering their hips and thighs. And why, when riding horses, they wrapped themselves in long shawls reaching their feet instead of short cloaks. Seuthes sent some prisoners up to the hills with a message: if they didn’t return home and live peacefully, obeying him, he’s burn down their villages and crops, leaving them to starve. So they came down – women, kids, and older folks. The younger men, though, decided to stay in the villages on the edge of the hills. When Seuthes found out, he told Xenophon to take the youngest of the heavy infantry and join him on an expedition. They moved out at night and reached the villages by dawn, but most of the villagers had already escaped, because the hills were so close. Those he caught, Seuthes shot without mercy.
There was an Olynthian named Episthenes – a total boy crazy guy. He saw a really good-looking kid, just coming into his prime, carrying a small shield, about to be killed. He ran up to Xenophon and begged him to save the kid. Xenophon went to Seuthes and asked him not to kill the boy. He explained that Episthenes was obsessed with looks; he once created a group where the only requirement was being super attractive. And with those handsome young guys by his side, he was fearless. Seuthes asked, “Would you want to die for him, Episthenes?” The other guy stuck out his neck and said, “Go ahead and strike if the boy wants you to—he’s grateful to his savior.” Seuthes turned to the boy and asked, “Should I kill him instead of you?” The boy shook his head, begging him to kill neither of them. Then Episthenes grabbed the kid in his arms, shouting, “It’s time for you and I to fight, Seuthes! I’m not giving him up!” Seuthes laughed: “What’s gotta happen, will happen,” and agreed.
He decided they should camp in the villages, so the people on the mountains would be even more cut off from food. He quietly found a place to stay in the lowlands, while Xenophon with his best troops camped in the highest village on the edge of the hills. The rest of the Hellenes camped nearby, among the highland Thracians.
 Not many days passed before the Thracians from the mountains came down and wanted to make a deal with Seuthes – a truce and some hostages. At the same time, Xenophon showed up and told Seuthes they were camped in a rough spot, with the enemy right next door. “It’s way better,” he added, “to sleep out in the open in a safe place, instead of hiding away where we could get crushed.” Seuthes encouraged him and pointed to some of their hostages, basically saying, “Look at that!” Even some folks from the mountains came down to beg Xenophon to help arrange a truce for them. Xenophon agreed, telling them to stay strong and promising they’d be safe if they followed Seuthes' lead. But all this talking was just a way to get a closer look at things. That night, the Thynians attacked from the hills. Each time, the local guide showed them where to go; otherwise, they’d never find the houses in the dark, since everyone had fenced their place with big fences to protect their animals. As soon as they reached a house, the attack started – some threw spears, others beat people with clubs they used to knock the spear tips off. Others set the place on fire and yelled for Xenophon: "Come out, Xenophon, and die like a man, or we’ll roast you alive!"
Flames were already popping out of the roof, and Xenophon and his crew were inside, wearing armor, carrying big shields, swords, and helmets. Then Silanus, a Macistian, a young guy around eighteen, sounded a trumpet, and instantly they all burst out, swords drawn, along with people from other houses too. The Thracians scattered, as they always did, swinging their light shields behind them. Some got caught hanging on the fence with their shields stuck in the wood; others missed their escape and were killed. The Hellenes chased them out of the village.
A group of Thynians turned back, and as the men ran past against the backdrop of a burning house, they fired a volley of javelins into the bright light, wounding two captains: Hieronymus, an Euodean, and Theogenes, a Locrian. No one died, but some people’s clothes and gear were destroyed in the fire. Soon after, Seuthes arrived with seven horsemen, the first to show up, and his Thracian bugler right behind him. Seeing something was happening, he rushed to help, and his bugler played a tune that made the enemy even more scared. When he arrived, he greeted them with an outstretched hand, saying, “I thought I’d find you all dead!”
 Xenophon really begged him to give up the hostages to him, and if he did, to come with him on a trip to the hills. If not, he should just go alone. So the next day, Seuthes handed over the hostages. They were older guys, but the best fighters from the mountains, according to them.
But Seuthes didn’t just do that. He came himself, with his army behind him – and he had tripled his force by then, because a lot of the Odrysians, hearing what he was doing, came down to join the fight. And the Thynians, seeing from the mountains this huge army of heavy infantry, light infantry, and cavalry, all lined up, came down and begged him to make a deal.
"We're ready," they said. "We’ll do whatever he wants. Just let him have some guarantees that we're serious." So Seuthes called Xenophon over and explained their offer, adding that he wouldn’t make any deals with them if Xenophon wanted to punish them for the attack that happened at night.
Xenophon replied, “Honestly, I think they’re already pretty punished if they end up as slaves instead of free people.” Then he added, “But I’d suggest in the future you take hostages who are most likely to cause trouble, and let the older guys just chill at home.”
So everyone in that area agreed to go along with him.

    
      Chapter 5

    

    What he said really got under Heracleides’ skin—he was worried about losing Seuthes’ friendship—and from that day on, he did everything he could to trash-talk Xenophon to Seuthes. The soldiers, naturally, blamed Xenophon: "Where’s our pay?" And Seuthes was super annoyed with him for constantly demanding it for them. Until then, he'd often talked about what he’d do once they hit the coast again, like handing over Bisanthe, Ganos, and Neontichos to him. But after that, he never mentioned them again. Heracleides had been whispering in his ear—it wasn’t safe to give fortified towns to someone with their own army.

    So Xenophon started thinking about whether he should even keep moving further inland. Heracleides brought the other generals to Seuthes, pushing them to say they were just as good as Xenophon at leading the army, and promising they’d get paid for two months within a couple of days, and begging him to keep the campaign going with Seuthes. But Timasion replied, "I'm not doing any campaign without Xenophon, not even if they give us pay for five months!" And Phryniscus and Cleanor echoed that—they were all on the same page.

    Seuthes then straight-up ripped into Heracleides. "Why didn't you invite Xenophon with the rest of you?" Eventually, they invited him, but by himself. Seeing through Heracleides' sneaky plan to badmouth him to the other generals, Xenophon showed up—but made sure to bring all the generals and officers with him. Once everyone was on board, they kept the campaign going. Keeping the Pontus on their right, they passed through the Thracians who eat millet, and reached Salmydessus. This is a spot where tons of trading ships heading for the Black Sea run aground and get wrecked because of a shallow, sandy area that stretches far out into the sea. The Thracians living in the area set up markers, and each group claimed the salvage from their own wrecks—back in the old days, before the markers, the wreckers apparently used to fight and kill each other over the loot. There was a ton of stuff there: beds, boxes, countless written books, and all the other things sailors carry in their wooden chests. After taking control of the area, they turned around and headed back. By this point, Seuthes’ army was way bigger than the Greek army—more Odrysians kept joining, and other tribes were merging with his forces. They set up camp on the flatlands above Selybria, about three miles from the sea. Still no pay, and the soldiers were seriously ticked off at Xenophon, while Seuthes wasn’t as friendly as he used to be. Whenever Xenophon tried to meet with him, something always got in the way.

    "{trakheia pontou Salmudesia gnathos ekhthroxenos nautaisi, metruia neon.}"
"The rugged Salmudesian jaw of the Black Sea, Inhospitable to sailors, stepmother of ships."

    But the poet got the geography wrong, connecting "the Salmydesian jaw" with the Thermodon.

  Chapter 6

At this point, nearly two months had passed, when an embassy arrived. These were two representatives from Thibron—Charminus, a Lacedaemonian, and Polynicus. They were sent to say that the Lacedaemonians had decided to launch an attack on Tissaphernes, and that Thibron, who had set sail to lead the war, really wanted to use their troops. He promised each soldier would get a silver coin a month as pay, officers would get double, and generals would get four times that amount. The Lacedaemonian representatives hadn’t even arrived when Heracleides, hearing they were looking for Hellenic troops, went off himself to Seuthes and said: "This is perfect! The Lacedaemonians want these troops, and you’re done with them. If you hand over the troops, you’re doing the Lacedaemonians a huge favor and won't have to worry about getting paid anymore. The country will finally be rid of them for good.”
Hearing this, Seuthes told him to bring in the representatives. As soon as they explained they were there to negotiate for the Hellenic troops, he replied that he’s totally willing to give them up—his main goal is to be friends and allies with Lacedaemon. So he invited them to stay and treated them to an amazing feast; but he didn't invite Xenophon, or any of the other generals. Soon after, the Lacedaemonians asked: "What’s Xenophon like?” and Seuthes answered: “He's not a bad guy, really. But he’s way too friendly with the soldiers—and that's not good for him.” They asked: "Is he a popular leader?” and Heracleides replied: “Exactly.” "Well then," they said, "he's going to oppose us taking the troops, right?” "Definitely," said Heracleides; "but you just need to call a meeting and promise them pay, and they won’t pay much attention to him—they'll flock to you." “So, how do we get them all together?” they asked. "Early tomorrow," said Heracleides, "we'll bring you to them—and I know, as soon as they see you, they'll rush to you." That ended the day.
The next day, Seuthes and Heracleides brought the two Laconian representatives to the army, and the troops gathered. The representatives announced: "The Lacedaemonians have decided to go to war with Tissaphernes, who did you so much wrong. By joining us, you’ll punish your enemy, and each of you will get a silver coin a month, officers will get double that, and generals will get four times that amount.” The soldiers seemed interested, and one of the Arcadians immediately jumped up to criticize Xenophon. Seuthes was nearby, too, eager to see what would happen. He stood close enough to hear everything, and his interpreter was right there with him—though he could understand most of what was said in Greek himself. Then the Arcadian spoke: "Honestly, Lacedaemonians, we should have been on your side a long time ago if Xenophon hadn’t convinced us and brought us here. We’re constantly campaigning, night and day, through a miserable winter, but he's enjoying the rewards of our hard work. Seuthes has made him rich privately, but he’s keeping us from earning our fair share. So, as the first to speak, all I can say is, if I could see that guy stoned as punishment for all the trouble he’s put us through, I’d feel like I’d finally gotten my pay, and wouldn’t regret the suffering we’ve gone through.” Another soldier followed, then another, all saying similar things. After that, Xenophon spoke:—
 "It’s a classic saying, right? You really never know what you’re gonna see. Here I am, getting accused by you today, when my conscience is telling me I'm doing everything I can for you. Wasn't I actually heading home when I turned back? Not because I heard you were suddenly winning the lottery, but because I heard you were in a serious jam, and I wanted to help if I could. I went back, and Seuthes over there sent messengers, made me promise after promise, just to get you to come see him. But, you guys know me, I wasn’t gonna be swayed. Instead of getting involved in that mess, I just led you to a spot where you could cross into Asia with the least amount of wasted time. I thought that was the best thing for you, and I knew you wanted it.
"But when Aristarchus showed up with his warships and blocked our way, you’re not gonna blame me for calling you all together to figure out what to do, right? I heard both sides—first Aristarchus, who told you to march to the Chersonese, then Seuthes, who begged you to join his campaign—and you all decided to go with Seuthes. You all voted for it! What did I do wrong by bringing you where you wanted to go? Okay, so maybe I’ve been supporting Seuthes since he started lying and ripping us off about the pay—you can totally call me out for that. But if I, who was his biggest friend at the start, am now more against him than anyone else, how can you blame me for something that’s already caused a fight between him and me? You’re probably gonna say I’m getting what's rightfully yours from Seuthes, right? But isn't it obvious that if Seuthes paid me anything, he did it to avoid paying you even more, since he still owes you? If he gave me something, it was just a small gift to get out of paying you a larger amount. But if you really think that’s what happened, you can shut this whole thing down right now by making him pay you what you’re owed. It’s obvious, Seuthes will demand anything I got from him, and he's even more justified in doing so if I haven't secured what he wanted when he gave me those gifts. But seriously, I'm not enjoying anything that's yours, and I swear to all the gods and goddesses I haven't even taken what Seuthes promised me privately. He's right here listening, and he knows in his heart if I’m lying. And get this, I can swear I haven’t even gotten what the other generals got, or even what some of the officers got. But how is that possible? Why didn’t I manage things better? I thought, the more I helped him through his tough times, the more he’d be my friend when he had power. Turns out, it’s only when I see his good fortune rising that I'm starting to understand his true character.
"Someone might say, aren't you embarrassed to have been played like that? Yeah, I’d be embarrassed if an enemy had tricked me. But when a friend cheats a friend, it’s a much deeper betrayal. We took every precaution against him. We gave him absolutely no excuse to refuse to pay us what he promised. We were totally honest in our dealings with him. We didn't drag our feet on his business, and we didn't shy away from any work he challenged us with.
 "But you’ll say, I should have gotten some kind of guarantee from him back then, so that if he’d wanted to trick me, he wouldn’t have been able to. To answer that, I have to ask you to listen to things I’d never have said in front of him, except that you seem totally clueless about how I feel, or you’re unbelievably ungrateful. Try to remember what your situation was like when I got you out of trouble and brought you to Seuthes. Don’t you remember how Aristarchus at Perinthus shut the gates in your face every time you tried to get into town, and you were forced to camp outside under the open sky? It was the middle of winter; you were relying on a market with very few goods, and not much money to buy anything. But you had to stay in Thrace, because there were warships anchored in the bay, ready to stop you from crossing the water. And what did that mean? It meant being in a hostile country, facing tons of cavalry and legions of light infantry. And what did we have? A strong infantry force, sure—we could have raided villages together, maybe grabbed a little food—but chasing down the enemy with our force, or capturing people or livestock? Forget about it. When I found you again, your original cavalry and light infantry were gone. You were in a really tough spot!
“Imagine if, without asking for any money at all, I’d just secured an alliance with Seuthes—whose cavalry and light infantry were exactly what you needed—wouldn’t you have thought I’s planned things out really well for you? I’m guessing that it was thanks to your partnership with him that you were able to find such a huge supply of grain in the villages, when the Thracians were forced to flee in such a rush, and you ended up with so many prisoners and livestock. From the day his cavalry joined us, we didn’t see a single enemy soldier in the field. Before that, the enemy, with his cavalry and light infantry, was always right on our heels, making it impossible for us to split up and gather supplies. But if the person who partly gave you this security hasn’t paid you all the money he owed, isn’t that a disaster? So bad, in fact, that you think I shouldn't even be alive.
"But let me ask you, what condition are you in as you leave this land today? Haven’t you spent the winter here in luxury? Anything you’ve gotten from Seuthes has been extra. Your enemies have been paying your bills, while you’ve been having a great time, without even seeing the body of a fallen comrade or losing a single man. And on top of that, today you've earned a second victory. You launched a campaign against the European Thracians and conquered them. So, what I'm saying is that these very things you're complaining about with me are actually blessings you should be thankful for.
 So far, I’m just telling things from your point of view. Stick with me, okay? I need you to hear mine now. When I first tried to leave you and head home, I felt seriously blessed. I’d gotten some praise from you guys, and thanks to you, I’d earned glory from all of Greece. The Spartans trusted me; otherwise, they wouldn’t have sent me back. But today, I’m leaving, and you’re spreading rumors about me to the Spartans, and Seuthes hates me – and I was trying to help him, so I could find a safe place for myself and my kids, if I ever had them. And you, the people I’m doing all this for, the ones I’m still trying to help in every way I can, you're feeling this way about me? Why? I’m not a traitor or a runaway slave. If you do what you’re saying, you’ll be killing a guy who’s stayed up countless nights watching over you, who’s shared tons of hard work with you, and risked everything for you, time after time. Thanks to the gods, he’s stood by you, celebrating victories over the barbarians. And he's pushed himself to the limit to protect you, even from yourselves. And now, you can go wherever you want, by sea or land, and nobody can stop you. You’re heading towards a goal you’ve wanted for so long, and the biggest military powers are after you, with pay and leadership from the Spartans, our top leaders. Now's the time you think to just get rid of me? But when things were tough, you called me “dad!” and promised you’d always remember me as "the one who helped you." But that's not how things are now; and I don't think you’re any better in their eyes because of how you’d treated me.
With that, he stopped, and Charminus the Spartan stood up and said, “Seriously, by the Twins, you’re wrong to be so angry at this guy. I can vouch for him myself! When Polynicus and I asked Seuthes what he was like? Seuthes said: he only had one complaint about him - he was too friendly with the soldiers, which is why things went wrong, whether with us Spartans or with himself, Seuthes."
Then, Eurylochus of Lusia, an Arcadian, stood up and said (to the two Spartans), “You know what? It’s clear to me that you can’t start your command of us better than by getting our pay from Seuthes. Whether he likes it or not, he needs to pay up in full; and don’t take us away before then.”
Polycrates the Athenian, who was put forward by Xenophon, said, “If my eyes don’t deceive me, there’s Heracleides over there, the guy who got the property we earned through our hard work. He took it and sold it, and never gave either Seuthes or us back any of the money from the sale – he just kept it for himself, like a thief. If we’re smart, we’ll grab him, because he’s not a Thracian, he’s Greek; and he messed up against another Greek.”
 When Heracleides heard those words, he totally freaked out. So he went to Seuthes and said, "Dude, if we're smart, we need to get out of here before those guys find us." They hopped on their horses and were gone in a flash, riding hard back to their own camp. Later, Seuthes sent Abrozelmes, his personal translator, to Xenophon, basically begging him to stay behind with a thousand of the strongest soldiers. He promised to give him the coastal towns and everything else he’s already said he would. And then, like a total secret, he told Xenophon that he’s heard from Polynicus that if the Spartans got their hands on him, Thibron would definitely kill him. More messages kept coming to Xenophon—letters and stuff—from all over, warning him that he was being talked about and he needed to be careful. Hearing this, he chose two animals and sacrificed them to Zeus, the main guy: “Is it better and happier to stay with Seuthes like he wants, or leave with the army?” The answer he got was, “Leave.”
Chapter 7

After that, Seuthes moved his camp quite a ways off, and the Greeks settled into some villages, picking spots where they could easily get supplies, on the road to the sea. Now, these villages had been given to Medosades by Seuthes. So, when Medosades saw the Greeks using up his property in the villages, he wasn’t happy about it. He took an Odrysian—a powerful guy among those who’s come down from the interior—and about thirty mounted soldiers, and challenged Xenophon to come out from the Greek army. Xenophon, taking some officers and other reliable people, stepped forward. Then Medosades, addressing Xenophon, said: "You’re doing wrong to raid our villages. We’re giving you a heads-up—me, on behalf of Seuthes, and this man next to me, who comes from Medocus, the king inland—to get out of the land. If you refuse, understand, we’re not handing it over to you. But if you hurt our country, we’ll get even with you as enemies."
Xenophon, hearing what they had to say, replied: "That kind of talk from you, of all people, is hard to answer. But for the sake of the young man with you, I’ll try to respond, so he can at least see how different your nature is from ours. We," he continued, "before we were your friends, had free rein of this country, moving around as we pleased, looting and burning whatever we wanted. And you yourself, Medosades, whenever you came to us on an embassy, camped with us, without fear of an enemy. As a group, you barely came near the country at all. Or if you did, you’s just set up camp with your horses saddled and ready, like you were in the territory of your superiors. Later, you became friends with us, and, thanks to us and with God’s help, you’s won this country—the same country you’s trying to drive us out of now. A country we held with our own strength and gave to you. No enemy force, as you know, could have pushed us out. It would’ve been nice of you to send us on our way with a gift, in return for the good we did you. But no; even with our backs turned to leave, you’s too slow to let us move. You won’t even let us find a place to stay, if you can help it, and these words don't make you ashamed, either before the gods, or this Odrysian, in whose eyes today you’re a big shot, even though until you cultivated our friendship, you lived a robber's life, as you’s told us. But why are you talking to me? I’m not in charge anymore. Our generals are the Spartans, to whom you and yours delivered the army for withdrawal. And you did that without even inviting me, you most amazing of men, so that if I lost their favor when I brought you the troops, I could now win their gratitude by returning them."
 As soon as the Odrysian heard this, he exclaimed, "Seriously, Medosades, I'm mortified by what I’m hearing! If I'd known the truth before, I would’ve never come with you. Now, I'm heading out. King Medocus would never respect me if I drove away people who helped him.” With that, he jumped on his horse and rode off, and his horsemen went with him—except for four or five. But Medosades, still upset about the country being looted, told Xenophon to call the two Spartans over. Xenophon, choosing his best soldiers, went to Charminus and Polynicus and told them that Medosades wanted to see them; they probably would be told to leave, just like himself. “If that happens,” he added, “you can get the army their pay. Tell them that the army wants them to force Seuthes to pay up, whether he likes it or not. They’d cheerfully follow you as soon as they got paid. It seems totally fair to you, so you’re not leaving until the soldiers get what they’re owed.” The Spartans agreed; they’d use these arguments and any others they could think of. With some of the army’s representatives, they immediately set off.
When they arrived, Charminus spoke: “If you have something to say, Medosades, say it. Otherwise, we have something to say to you.” And Medosades answered respectfully: “We think,” he said, “and Seuthes agrees, that we have a right to ask that people who’d become our friends shouldn’t be treated badly by you. Any harm you do to them, you’re really doing to us, because they’re part of us.” “Good!” replied the Spartans. “We intend to leave as soon as the people who won you the people and the land get their pay. If not, we’re coming without any more delays to help them and punish others who broke their promises and wronged them. If you’re one of those people, when we come to get justice, we’ll start with you.” Xenophon added: “Would you rather, Medosades, let the people in whose country we are (your friends, since that's what you call us) decide by vote who should leave the country, you or us?” He shook his head, but he hoped the Spartans would talk to Seuthes about the pay, adding, “Seuthes will definitely listen.” Or, if they couldn’t go, he asked them to send Xenophon with him, promising to help Xenophon as much as he could, and finally, he begged them not to burn the villages. So, they sent Xenophon, and a solid group of people with him. When they arrived, he addressed Seuthes:—
 "Seuthes, I’m not here to make demands, but to show you, if I can, how unfair it was to be mad at me for pushing you to keep your promise to the soldiers. Honestly, it was just as much in your interest to give it to them as it was for them to get it. I mean, don’t forget that, next to the gods, they were the ones who put you in power—made you king of a big territory and a lot of people. You’re in the spotlight now, whether you do good or bad. For someone in your position, it’s a huge deal to avoid even looking like you’re ungrateful to the people who helped you. It’s a big deal to be well-regarded by six thousand people, but the biggest thing of all is to keep your word. Because what’s the point of a person you can’t trust? Their words are just empty promises, powerless and meaningless. But someone who’s known for keeping their word—they can achieve anything they say they will. If they try to get the clueless to listen—even a single look from them can be more effective than punishment from someone else. And in negotiations, their promises are worth as much as someone else’s gifts.
"Think back to when you needed money from us to form an alliance. You didn’t give us a single penny. It was just your word that inspired all these men to help you and build you an empire worth way more than thirty talents—that’s all they’re asking for now. So, first of all, you’re losing the credit you earned for your kingdom, sold for such a small price. Remember how important you thought it was to get those conquests? I’m sure you’re willing to give up a fortune fifty times that amount just to have achieved what you have today. To me, losing your current wealth would be a bigger loss than never having been rich in the first place. It’s definitely harder to go from rich to poor than to never have tasted wealth at all, and more painful to become a subject after being a king than to never have worn a crown.
"Don’t forget that your current subjects didn’t become your followers because they loved you—it was sheer force that made them submit. And if they weren’t afraid of you, they’d be trying to be free again tomorrow. So, how are you planning to keep them in line? Will they see our soldiers so loyal to you that a word from you would keep them now, or bring them back tomorrow? Or will others, hearing tons of stories about you, rush to help you? Or will they conclude that you don’t trust what’s happening now, so no more soldiers will come to your aid—even these troops of ours are more their friends than you are? And, honestly, they didn’t become your subjects because they were outnumbered—it was because of a lack of strong leaders. So, there’s a danger now that they might choose some of us to protect them—people who feel wronged by you, or even better, the Lacedaemonians themselves. If our soldiers volunteer to help, and the Lacedaemonians need their services, they might agree to this request. At any rate, the Thracians, now bowing at your feet, would fight way harder against you than for you. Your power means their slavery, and your defeat means their freedom."
 "Okay, so the country is yours now, and from this point on, you’re responsible for taking care of it. How are you going to protect what’s yours? Either these soldiers get paid and leave, hopefully bringing some peace, or they stick around and occupy enemy territory while you try to raise an even bigger army to kick them out. And guess what? That new army will need supplies too. Or, let’s think about it—which is going to cost you more? Paying off your current debts or taking on even more troops—better quality ones—while still owing money?
"Heracleides, he’s always telling me, thinks the amount is way too much. But honestly, it’s a lot less stressful to pay it back today than it would have been to pay a portion of it before we even got here. The difference between ‘a lot’ and ‘not a lot’ isn’t a fixed number, it depends on what you can actually afford and what the other person needs. And right now, you’re making way more than you used to own.
"Look, Seuthes, these are just my thoughts, a friend looking out for a friend. I’m hoping you’ll prove you deserve the good things the gods have given you, and that my reputation won’t get dragged down with the army. I’m telling you straight—today, if I wanted to hurt an enemy, I couldn’t do it with this army. And if I wanted to come help you, I wouldn't be able to either; that's how the troops feel about me. But I swear, by the gods, I've never taken anything from you for the soldiers. Not even today have I ever asked for anything for myself, or even claimed the promises made to me. And I swear to you, even if you’d offered to pay me, I wouldn’t have accepted it unless the soldiers were getting paid too. How could I? How embarrassing would it have been to secure my own interests while ignoring how messed up theirs were? Of course, Heracleides thinks I’m talking nonsense; he just believes in keeping money by any means necessary. That’s not how I roll, Seuthes. I think the best gifts a person—especially a leader—can have are courage, fairness, and generosity. If you have those, you’re rich with friends who want to be around you. When things are good, they celebrate with you, and if you hit rough patches, you’re surrounded by people ready to lend a hand. But if you haven’t noticed from my actions that I've been your friend, all the way, and if my words don’t show you that today, then listen to what the soldiers said. You were standing right there and heard what those who were trying to throw me under the bus said. They accused me to the Lacedaemonians, claiming I valued you more than them. But about themselves, they said I was working harder to get your interests secured than theirs. They even suggested I’d taken gifts from you. Do you think they made those claims because they saw some kind of bad intentions from me towards you? Or do you think they noticed my enthusiasm for helping you?
 “I think everyone expects a little kindness from someone who’s done them a favor. But look at you! Before I helped you out in any way, you were all smiles, showering me with compliments, promises, and everything you could think of. But now that I’ve made you the big shot you are – as big as I could make you, really – you just stand by and watch me get dragged down by my own soldiers? Trust me, you’ll learn your lesson – I’m sure of it – and even without that lesson, you won’t want to see the people who helped you end up accusing you. Just please, when you make things right, do everything you can to clear my name with the troops. Just leave me where you found me; that’s all I ask.”
After hearing this, Seuthes cursed the person responsible for the debt not being paid sooner. If the rumors were true, it was Heracleides’ fault. “I never intended to cheat you out of what you deserved,” Seuthes said. “I’ll pay up.” Then Xenophon replied: “If you’re going to pay, please do it through me. I don’t want to end up in a different spot in the army because of you.” He responded: “Actually, I’d love for you to stay with me. Keep just a thousand heavy infantry, and I’ll hand over all the fortified places and everything I promised.” The other answered: “On those terms, I’m out.” “But I know,” Seuthes insisted, “it’s safer for you to stay here than to leave.” Then Xenophon said again: “I appreciate your concern, but I can’t stay. Somewhere, I’ll find a chance to rise to honor, and that will benefit you too.” Seuthes spoke: “I don’t have much silver, but I’ll give you one talent. I can give you six hundred head of cattle, four thousand sheep, and six hundred slaves. Take them, and the hostages who wronged you, and get out of here.” Xenophon laughed and said: “But what if it all doesn’t add up to the full payment? Who gets the talent? It’s kind of risky for me, isn’t it? I think I’m going to be looking over my shoulder when I head back. Did you hear the threats?”
So for now, he stayed put, but the next day Seuthes handed over what he’s promised and sent an escort to drive the cattle. The soldiers initially thought Xenophon had moved in with Seuthes to collect his reward. When they saw him, they were stoked and rushed to greet him. And Xenophon, seeing Charminus and Polynicus, said: “Thanks to your help, we’ve saved this much for the army. It’s my job to hand this over to you; divide it up and give it to the soldiers.” They grabbed the property and appointed people to sell the loot, but ended up getting a lot of heat for it. Xenophon kept his distance. It wasn't a secret that he was already planning to head home, since Athens hadn’t officially exiled him yet. But the leaders in the camp came to him and begged him not to leave until he’s led the army to its destination and handed it over to Thibron.
Chapter 8

From there, they sailed across to Lampsacus, and here Xenophon was met by Eucleides, a fortune-teller from Phlias, son of Cleagoras, who painted “interpretations of dreams” on Lycium walls. Eucleides congratulated Xenophon on his safe return and asked, “How much gold did you bring back?” Xenophon had to admit, “Honestly, I’m barely going to have enough to get home unless I sell my horse, and everything I’m carrying.” The other guy couldn’t believe it. When the people of Lampsacus sent gifts to welcome Xenophon, and he was making sacrifices to Apollo, he asked for Eucleides to be present. The fortune-teller, after looking at the animals being sacrificed, said, “Now I believe you when you said you had no money. But I’m sure there’s something in the way. You, yourself, might be the problem.” Xenophon had to agree with that. Then Eucleides said, “Zeus Meilichios is standing in your way, I’m sure.” He added, in a different tone, “Have you tried sacrificing to that god? I used to sacrifice and offer whole burnt offerings to him for you back home.” Xenophon replied that he hadn't sacrificed to that god since leaving home. So, Eucleides advised him to sacrifice in the traditional way: he was sure his luck would improve. The next day, Xenophon went on to Ophrynium and sacrificed, offering a whole pig as a burnt offering—a tradition in his family—and the signs he got were positive. That very day, Bion and Nausicleides arrived loaded with gifts for the army. These two were warmly welcomed by Xenophon, and they were kind enough to buy back the horse he’d sold in Lampsacus for fifty darics. Suspecting he’d sold it because he needed the money, and knowing he was fond of the animal, they returned it to him, refusing any payment.
From there, they marched through the Troad, crossed Mount Ida, and arrived at Antandrus, then followed the coast of Mysia to the plains of Thebe. Then, they made their way through Adramytium and Certonus, passed by Atarneus, and came into the plain of the Caicus, finally reaching Pergamus in Mysia.
Here, Xenophon was warmly welcomed at the house of Hellas, the wife of Gongylus, an Eretrian, and mother of Gorgion and Gongylus. From her, he learned that Asidates, a wealthy Persian official, was in the area. “If you take thirty men and go by night, you can capture him,” she said. “You’ll get his wife, his children, his money—he’s got a lot of it.” To show them the way, she sent her own cousin and Daphnagoras, whom she trusted greatly. So, Xenophon, with these two to help, did a sacrifice; and Basias, an Eleian, the fortune-teller in attendance, said the animals were as promising as could be, and the official would be an easy target. Accordingly, after dinner, he set off, taking with him the officers who had been his closest friends and most trusted advisors—he wanted to do them a favor. A bunch of others tried to join their group, swelling their numbers to six hundred, but the officers turned them away. "They had no intention of sharing in the spoils," they said, “as if the treasure was already in their hands.”
 About midnight, they finally arrived. The slaves working around the tower, along with all the goods and stuff, seemed to slip through their fingers—they were only focused on grabbing Asidates and everything he owned. So, they started firing their cannons, but couldn't take the tower by force (it was tall, strong, and had good defenses, plus a bunch of tough fighters inside). Instead, they tried to dig under it. The wall was super thick, like eight layers of clay bricks, but by sunrise, they’d broken through and undermined it. As soon as a tiny bit of light showed through the hole, one of the defenders inside, swinging a huge roasting spit, smashed it right through the thigh of the guy closest to the opening, and the rest started firing arrows so fast it was crazy dangerous to even get close. Plus, all the shouting and setting off signal fires meant a relief force eventually arrived, led by Itabelius and his troops, along with some Assyrian soldiers from Comania, and some Hyrcanian cavalry—they were all mercenaries for the king. There were eighty cavalry and another group of about eight hundred light troops, plus reinforcements from Parthenium, Apollonia, and the surrounding areas.
It was now time to figure out how to get out of there. So, they rounded up all the cattle and sheep they could find, along with the slaves, and formed them into a square to drive them away. They weren't really thinking about the loot anymore, but they were worried that if they left all the goods and stuff behind and ran, the retreat would turn into a chaotic stampede, and the enemy would get bolder as the troops lost hope. For now, they pretended they were still fighting for the spoils. As soon as Gongylus saw how few Greeks there were and how many attackers there were, he came out himself, even though his mom told him not to, with his own private force, wanting to join the fight. Another guy joined the rescue too—Procles, from Halisarna and Teuthrania, a descendant of Damaratus. By this point, Xenophon and his men were getting hammered by arrows and slingstones, even though they were curving their march to keep their shields facing the missiles. They barely made it across the Carcasus River, and almost half of them were wounded. That’s where Agasias, the captain from Stymphalia, got hit, while still fighting like crazy against the enemy from start to finish. And so, they made it home safely with about two hundred captives and enough sheep for sacrifices.
The next day, Xenophon made sacrifices and led the entire army out under cover of darkness, planning to go deep into Lydia to make the enemy think he wasn’s a threat and basically catch him off guard. But Asidates, hearing that Xenophon had sacrificed again, planning another attack, and was approaching with his whole army, left his tower and set up camp in some villages near the town of Parthenium. There, Xenophon’s group found him, and took him prisoner, along with his wife, his kids, his horses, and everything he owned—fulfilling a promise made earlier. After that, they headed back to Pergamus, where Xenophon could really thank God—the Laconians, the officers, the other generals, and the soldiers as a whole gave him the best horses and cattle teams, and everything else, so he was now in a position to help someone else out.
Meanwhile, Thibron arrived and joined his troops with the rest of the Greek forces, and they continued to fight against Tissaphernes and Pharnabazus.
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