
The Town of Tadcaster 

 

Aldfrid felt his spirits soar and it was not simply because he no longer wore his 

heavy armour and carry his weapons. He was used to the weight of his war-gear. Like 

most huscarls his muscles had grown strong under the need to carry such heavy 

protection as part of their everyday duties. As dusk settled on the town that had 

become their home in the past few days Aldfrid walked towards the southern gate 

dressed in the finest clothes that he had been able to bring with him after the fall of 

York. He carried in his spare clothes on a pack horse along with a blanket and other 

such necessary gear. 

To his own mind the tunic and trousers of linen were poor but they were beyond 

the coin of the peasants of Tadcaster even if they had been well worn. To make up for 

this failing on his part Aldfrid had brought out the jewellery that he habitually carried 

with him; a thick gold chain, several rings, one holding a large garnet, a circlet of gold 

to hold his cleaned and combed hair, and a bright pin that he kept wrapped in a cloth, 

normally kept safe in his purse. Over his tunic he wore a good quality leather belt that 

was decorated with a gold fastening at the tip in the shape of a fish. 

As he walked at a quick pace he threw suspicious glances over his shoulder but he 

could not see anyone following him. It seemed that he had managed to slip away as 

his brother huscarls prepared themselves for their evening meal. More than anything 

he wanted to avoid Aethelmaer and Hengist ruining the evening that he had planned. 

Sentries stood near the gatepost, their spears held casually and their attention 

occupied by conversation. Coenred had commanded a watch to be kept at all times at 

the gates but since they had arrived at Tadcaster they had seen no sign of the Vikings 

whatsoever. As a result the watch tended to be a little lax, except for when one of the 

senior theigns or huscarls was to be seen. For his own part Aldfrid did not seek to 

rebuke the sentries. The land immediately beyond the southern gate was clear and 

gave a good view up to the hills and the woodland some distance away. No large 

force of warriors could sneak up on the settlement from that direction. 

“Aldfrid!” 

He turned to where a gentle voice called his name and a huge smile broke out over 

his face as he saw Eawyn leave a peasant’s stall where she had been pretending to 

browse. She was dressed finely and had decorated herself with the best jewellery that 



she owned, bronze for the most part but there was also a delicate silver ring on an 

equally delicate finger. Her long hair was plaited and a red and yellow braid circled 

her head. Her smile matched his own and likewise lit up her face also. 

“Shall we walk to the river?” Aldfrid asked her. 

“To the river? We could have met at the northern gate if you wanted to go to the 

river.” 

“I know but that is a little too close to where my comrades camp, they would not 

leave us alone.” 

“Oh, I see thy thinking.” She laughed and it was like the sound of silver bells to his 

ears. 

They left the town and turned right, heading west across the fields now cleared of 

their crops by the hardworking ceorls. They made a welcome sight to the older people 

who watched the young huscarl and the theign’s daughter with a knowing eye. It was 

life continuing the everlasting circle as each generation gave way to the next. 

Eawyn and Aldfrid had met like this on only a few occasions since they had first 

greeted each other on the arrival of Coenred’s war-band in Tadcaster. The experience 

was still new and exciting to them. Aethelmaer and Hengist had tried to teach him 

their wisdom in such matters but in truth it had been nothing but an excuse for lewd 

jokes. Aldfrid could not bear to have the thought of this beautiful girl tainted by their 

comments, one good reason to take the longer way to the river, where it was cooler, 

so as to avoid his friends. 

“These long summer days seem as if they will go on forever,” Eawyn commented, 

“and without your coming I would find it hard to think that war had returned to our 

land once more with the Viking. York is not so distant, I have been there with my 

father several times, and yet what befalls the people of that city seems so removed 

from us here.” 

“I am glad that there is distance between you and the troubles of York, I would not 

have you witness the violence of the Vikings.” 

“It is true then, you have fought the Vikings?” 

“It is true. I fought at Fulford Gate with Lord Coenred.” 

“There are some that say you are too young to have drawn a sword against the 

Norse.” 

“Thrydwulf complains that my face is too fair to show an honest passage of my 

summers, but I am a true huscarl nonetheless,” he smiled at her. 



“I agree. Your face is passing fair.” 

His smile broadened but he could not look at her as he felt his cheeks warm to the 

compliment. They were now walking over a pasture and were watched by sheep that 

continued chewing the grass as the young lovers passed. The air began to smell of 

water as they approached the river. 

“My father thinks highly of you,” Eawyn broke the comfortable silence. 

“Then I am honoured by his good opinion.” 

“Your own father is a Royal Theign?” 

“Yes, in Cyricbyrig, far away in Mercia.” 

“He is not one to approve of the daughter of a middling-theign of Tadcaster then?” 

Eawyn glanced at her shoes not wanting to see what possible expression might cross 

his face. She dreaded what she might see there. All the same her ears strove to hear 

what he might say in response to this simple prompt concerning the future of their 

relationship. 

“I am not the first born, I have a brother before me, he will inherit our father’s title 

and lands in time. It is for this reason that I am a huscarl. My father does not need me 

at home to manage his estates when Cenric is so better suited to the role. He has a 

good way with the ceorls, they love him for it, and my father and mother smile at their 

good fortune.” 

“The second born are still important.” 

“My father would agree with you, he thinks that I increase the weight of the family 

name by serving eoldermen, it brings renown to our house.” 

“So your marriage would be a matter of some concern?” Again her eyes were 

downcast. 

Aldfrid glanced at her and smiled to himself, he knew exactly where her thoughts 

were going. 

“Cenric is betrothed to a fine woman, their wedding is set for after the harvest so 

that the coerls can attend and bless the couple. For my future I keep my own counsel, 

however.” 

“You must need your father’s approval all the same?” 

“His approval, yes, his permission, no.” 

They had reached the banks of the River Derwent and both stopped to take in the 

view of the waterway in the soft fading light of the setting sun. 



“He would think you a good match for a second son, Eawyn, but I think you a 

better match than that that my brother has made.” 

Her heart leapt at Aldfird’s words and if she kept her head still down it was only 

because she felt that the sudden rush of blood to her cheeks was somehow 

unbecoming. 

“My father is not a rich theign and Tadcaster is not a great estate.” 

“My family has wealth and land enough, they need no more from me and I have 

earned a good income in my time as a huscarl to the Eorl of Mercia, enough to keep a 

wife and a family without having to look to my father for my keep.” 

Aldfrid reached out a hand and raised her chin so that he could look into her 

beautiful eyes. 

“We have known each other for barely days Eawyn but I have no doubt in my heart 

that you will be my wife, should you wish it so?” 

“I do!” she breathed with barely restrained passion. 

“Then I will speak with your father and be the man before him.” 

Tears of joy filled Eawyn’s eyes. Aldfrid took her hands and pulled her a step 

closer to him. Without saying another word they kissed and sealed their pact to one 

another. 

The sun turned from gold to crimson over them as it sunk into the west. 


