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The Town of Tadcaster 

 

Tadcaster grew quiet as the evening deepened. All of the men and animals had 

found what shelter they could and most had either eaten or were beginning their 

meals. They did not have much, mostly bread and broth, but it was warm and filling, 

and washed down with fresh beer given willingly by the town’s people. 

Coenred and Aethelwine had rejoined their men camped within the palisade on the 

southern bank of the river. Previously they had slept in the long hall as guests of 

Theign Wilfrid but obviously that was no longer possible since the arrival of the King 

of England. 

Sigbert had overseen the comfort of both fyrdmen and huscarls alike with a gruff 

concern that belied how seriously he took his duty towards them. Their tents were 

arranged in rows and he ordered that they lit only as many fires as were absolutely 

necessary, that they made sure the fires burnt lows, and as smokeless as possible. It 

was doubtful that under the darkening sky a spy might spot the feint trails of smoke 

but no one wanted to be responsible for alerting the enemy. 

"So the king is here?" Asked Edwin excitedly. 

"He is," Coenred replied expressing more interest in the meal that Edwin had been 

preparing. 

"He has come to Northumbria and I will see him!" 

"He is just a man the same as any other," Aethelwine growled. "Though he singled 

you out." 

"Aye," Coenred conceded. "Mayhap he wants further news on what the northern 

eorls are doing?" 

"Not much for either us or the king," Aethelwine said bitterly, "but they keep their 

own skin safe." 

"They do as they must," Coenred offered weakly in defence of his lords but in truth 

he was just as dismayed at the lack of leadership from both Edwin and Morcar. 

It had been four days since the Battle of Fulford Gate and that time had not seen a 

single remarkable event occur until today. The eorls had gone north with what 

remained of their power and signalled their intent to have no more to do with the War 

Wolf, King Harald Hardrada. At first Coenred had hoped that they would raise a new 

fyrd but that notion had died upon the realisation that the eoldermen would only 
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continue their journey away from York, heading for Durham as Eorl Edwin had 

originally suggested. For their part the Vikings had retired to Riccall and rested there 

with no indication of moving. For now it seemed that the battle itself was but a dream 

and the point of it lost in the tears of the widows and mothers parted forever from 

their husbands or grown sons. 

The men of the north watched as the king's men set up their tents in any patch of 

spare ground that they could find, leading to them being found in streets and close up 

against the walls of houses, even within the grounds of the church itself. Only the 

long-hall was respected and not crowded in upon. 

The sky darkened and the first stars began to appear before the last of the army's 

tents were erected. Tired men set to scant meals although the people of Tadcaster 

offered what they could to expand their rations. 

"The king means to re-take York, though I think he'd like to do it without a pitched 

battle," Coenred mused. 

"How big was the garrison?" Aethelwine enquired. 

"Not large, enough men to watch the gates and walls in turn by rote, some more to 

walk the streets and keep the curfew. They are lax in their duties though, I had no 

problem evading them." 

"There are boats on the river." 

"There often are," Sigbert commented dryly. 

"There are boats at Fulford," Aethelwine pressed his point. 

"What are you thinking?" Coenred was intrigued. 

"The king and I both want the same thing, the return of York untouched by sword 

or flame. The Viking garrison may run from the advance of the king's army knowing 

that they lack the numbers to hold the walls but who knows what mischief they'll 

create in their rout? They may look to buy time for messengers to reach Stamford 

Bridge too." 

"If they fire the city that would be alarm enough for Hardrada to know that 

something was wrong," Sigbert agreed. His thoughts turned to his family who still 

resided in the captured city. "He would see the smoke clearly from Riccall even." 

“Putting out such a fire would be the work of an army, an unnecessary distraction 

and a tiring activity before a battle joined,” Aethelwine pointed out. 

"Then we must get into the city both before the king's army arrives at the gate and 

without alarming the garrison," Coenred concluded. 
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Mildryth, returning to his mind, brought with her a sudden anxiety that he was not 

accustomed to feeling. Like Sigbert and Aethelwine he found himself contemplating a 

terrible fate for someone that he loved. 

"There are boats on the river at Fulford and we can be there in two hours even in 

the dark of the night," Aethelwine prompted again. 

"Fulford is mightily close to the city," Sigbert observed. 

"If the Vikings were keener on their duties I might worry," Coenred told him. "I 

see where your thoughts go, Aethelwine, and I think that it's a path worth following. 

We should go to the king." 

"Not us, you." 

Aethelwine nodded towards another huscarl walking purposefully towards them; a 

Royal Companion no doubt, judging by his excellent battle harness. Coenred climbed 

to his feet, quickly followed by Edwin. 

"You stay here," he told his servant. 

"But the king?!" 

"Has enough servants to tend to him." 

"Lord Coenred?" 

"I come," Coenred answered the warrior and wrapped his cloak about himself. "I 

will be back soon, I do not doubt." 

He turned and followed the warrior back towards Theign Wilfrid's hall. 

"Don't forget the boats on the river," Aethelwine said, more to himself than to 

Coenred. 

"Did I ever tell you that I hate sailing?" Sigbert asked. 

"No." 

"Well I do. Always have. Comes from not being able to swim you see." 

"That explains why you don't bathe either then," the High-Theign retorted. 

 

“And so we are to go to war again,” Aethelmaer commented as he watched 

Coenred follow the Royal Companion towards the modest mead hall of Tadcaster. 

“I had not thought it possible,” Hengist added in a reflective tone as they sat 

around their small fire, “that so many good men could be taken from this world in one 

encounter with the enemy as at Fulford Gate.” 
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“There were over a thousand of us huscarls standing beneath the banners of the 

eorls; now we are barely a hundred,” Aldfrid agreed. “Mayhap the best of them have 

gone into the afterlife?” 

“The best of them stood shoulder to shoulder with proud Hereric and honoured 

their death-oaths to save Eorl Morcar,” Aethelmaer said. 

“And how does the eorl repay such sacrifice?” Hengist wanted to know. “He rides 

north to Durham to be further away from our enemy’s reach.” He spoke thus with 

some anger. Aethelmaer looked at him, surprised at his reaction to their situation. 

“You do not hear Coenred or Sigbert or even Thrydwulf speak in such a manner,” 

he said in reproof of the young warrior’s outburst. 

“It is galling all the same,” Aldfrid came to his friend’s defence. “They do not 

honour the memory of their father, Eorl Aelfgār, in this manner. He would not have 

fled north when the people needed his protection. Eorl Aelfgār knew what it meant to 

be a shield to his folk as well as their ring-giver.” 

“Eorl Aelfgār is dead so none can say how he would have acted,” Aethelmaer 

insisted. “Mayhap he would have shut the fyrd up behind the walls of York and 

looked to frustrate old Hardrada? Mayhap he would have taken the field in the same 

fashion? None can truly say.” 

“You speak true, but so many good men are dead,” Hengist replied. “I honoured 

Hereric, in life he was the best of us.” 

All three of them nodded their agreement to those simple words and contemplated 

the flickering flames that struggled to consume the meagre supply of fire wood. 

“Thrydwulf is a good man too,” Aethelmaer eventually said. His two friends 

looked at him with some surprise. 

“Thrydwulf has little or no love for thee!” Aldfrid insisted. 

“Ever does he look for a chance to rail against thee,” Hengist agreed. 

“I know,” Aethelmaer smiled, “but then I know his story and understand that it is 

wyrd against which he directs his ire; not me.” 

“It doesn’t seem that way to us,” Hengist admitted, “ever does he go on about your 

father being rich and buying you your war gear whilst he earned his with his own 

blood.” 

“It is true,” Aethelmaer conceded, “Thrydwulf is low born. His father was a 

geneatas, a free-born man, however. He worked hard and was loyal. Thrydwulf is his 

father’s son; no one can say that he neither works nor fights hard.” 
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“This is true,” Aldfrid agreed. “Since we have been in Tadcaster he has everyday 

been the first to start the men in their training and he asks nothing of them that he will 

not ask of himself first. He is a fine huscarl.” 

“I could think of him as a brother more easily if he did not rail against us for our 

youth, and the wealth of our fathers all the same,” Hengist said. 

“We each have our faults,” Aethelmaer told him, “even Coenred.” 

“And what faults do you spy in our captain?” Hengist wanted to know. 

“In matters of war he has none, I believe. Certainly since I have served with him in 

the House of Aelfgār he has been nothing but what a huscarl should be; brave before 

the enemy, strong in the shield-wall, dependent with his master’s concerns, loyal to 

one and all.” 

“And yet you say he has his faults?” Aldfrid prompted. 

“For all the years that I have known him, be they few by Sigbert’s reckoning, he 

has never taken a wife because he believes such is not meet for huscarls like us; that is 

perhaps his greatest failure. I will not forsake my love of women for such a concern!” 

Aethelmaer declared. 

“Your love of women?” Aldfrid sounded incredulous. “You may count yourself 

lucky if you have knowledge of but one girl and then only because she had a face like 

a pig’s arse and none else would go with her!” 

Hengist laughed loudly whilst Aethelmaer tried to land a blow on his friend’s head 

in lieu of a witty rejoinder. 

“Do not spoil his face,” Hengist urged Aethelmaer, “the Theign of Tadcaster’s 

daughter would not praise you for that.” 

“Speak not of my Eowyn, your tongue is not worthy,” Aldfrid insisted. 

“My tongue might not be worthy but my weapon out measures yours for length!” 

“Now you overreach yourself,” Aethelmaer laughed, “it is not length that the girls 

of Tadcaster value but rather width.” 

“If for width you mean breadth then surely you are well suited being a man known 

to be of a certain thickness, like the mighty oak!” 

“I have planted a few acorns in my time,” Aethelmaer insisted. 

“Between the legs of the pig-girl most likely!” 

This time Aldfrid had to jump to his feet and make a dash to avoid a more 

determined attack from Aethelmaer, leaving Hengist to laugh loudly by their small 

campfire. 
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With the eye of an experienced soldier Coenred estimated that King Harold had at 

least twelve thousand men as he followed his guide through the town that had now 

become a military camp. It was a considerable host. All the weapons-men seemed in 

the best of spirits, not to mention well equipped. He was encouraged to see how 

disciplined they were also; despite being spread throughout the confines of Tadcaster 

they gave rise to no alarms, no loud voices, and no breaches of the peace. 

Inside the hall the atmosphere was much the same as outside. Instead of loud 

singing and the drinking of wine and beer the king's companions sat quietly at various 

tables, talking amongst themselves, partaking of what hospitality was offered, but 

certainly not to excess. The atmosphere within the hall was markedly different to that 

which he had experienced in York when Edwin and Morcar had feasted their warriors 

before the fateful battle at Fulford Gate. 

“Lord Coenred, you are come?” Half-foot stepped forward and relieved the Royal 

Companion of his duty. 

“As commanded,” Coenred replied. “You have the better of me, you know my 

name but I do not know yours?” 

“My apologies; I am the king’s secretary, Half-foot by popular name. I will take 

you to him now.” 

He turned on his staff and began to lead the way deeper into the hall. Coenred 

could not help but note his curious gait; he favoured his left foot and limped 

noticeably. Something else that the warrior could not help but notice was the 

deference with which he was treated by the companions of the king who respectfully 

moved out of his way. 

“You rode north with the king?” The huscarl asked in order to make some 

conversation as they walked. 

“It was an uncomfortable but necessary duty,” Half-foot replied with a smile. “A 

king needs both the sword and the word to rule with, warriors such as you provide the 

former, men such as I provide the latter.” 

“You are learned? I have much admiration for men who can read and write well, 

my own skill is somewhat limited.” 

“As is mine with a spear, yet in our own way do we both tend the king a loyal and 

valued service.” 

“May I ask why does the king wish to speak with me?” 
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“You sent news to him at court regarding the Vikings setting foot in Northumbria, 

first at Scarborough, then as they sailed along the rivers to York; that was 

commendable of you.” 

“That was my duty as I saw it.” 

“Mayhap, but in a time when the fate of the kingdom might depend upon men like 

you to do their duty it is reassuring to find a man who is capable of actually doing so. 

King Harold values men of ability; he wishes to surround himself with them.” 

"Coenred, Captain of Huscarls," King Harold stepped apart from his younger 

brother and their companions and greeted his guest with a distinct lack of ceremony. 

"My Lord!" Coenred bowed respectfully, not at all at ease with the familiarity 

being shown to him. 

"Thank you Half-foot.” The secretary bowed, a little less formally perhaps than 

etiquette might normally require, and then excused himself. “Come, over here, My 

Lord, where we can talk." 

The king led the way to a trestle table in the corner. It was set apart from the others 

and offered a degree of privacy. 

"Sit. Would you like something to drink?" 

"My Lord, if you are drinking." Coenred sat down, somewhat surprised by the 

king's informality towards him. 

"I always drink when I talk; I find it keeps my throat from drying out.” 

On the table stood a fine silver flask and two silver cups decorated with stylised 

hunting dogs, traced out by what appeared to be gold wire. The king poured fresh ale 

into both cups and handed one to the amazed Coenred. 

To be served by the king’s own hand! 

“Thank you for coming, for leaving your men, even if only for an hour or two," 

Harold said after tasting the ale and apparently approving of it. “They seem honoured 

to follow you?” 

"My Lord, you commanded it of me and I willingly obeyed.” 

"Mayhap, but I am not such a tyrant that my mere wish demands instant 

compliance." The king settled himself upon the bench. The more at ease he seemed to 

be the more uncomfortable Coenred felt. “My brother, Eorl Gyrth, seems much taken 

by you. He tells me that you kept Tadcaster under a tight watch against the enemy. He 

says that your men are well equipped, train every day, are disciplined, and are in good 

spirits; that you are all eager to fight again." 
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"Lord Gyrth honours us. I was able to give him but a poor guard of honour on his 

arrival. In truth, I wish that I had been able to bring more than a few hundred men 

with me, but all that followed me to Tadcaster did so freely, they wish to avenger their 

brothers who fell at Fulford Gate." 

“Tell me, what befell you after the battle?” Harold Godwinson spoke in a 

conversational tone, as if they were just two good friends enjoying some time together 

in a mead hall as was common in Saxon life. 

“It was a terrible defeat,” Coenred replied with little emotion. "The Army of the 

North was lured into a trap and turned; for the most part they stood with their backs 

against the dam lands and were slaughtered by Hardrada’s men. I spirited Morcar 

away, through York to join his brother in safety. We lost many good men, too many 

good men.” 

“That the eorls have survived is good news, they are well thought of in the north?” 

“For the most part, yes, but they are only young men yet. They live mostly upon 

their father’s reputation but I think that they will grow into their positions of authority 

with time.” 

“Their father, that would be Aelfgār son of Leofric, I knew him.” 

“He was a good man, I was proud to serve him.”  

“I wished that he had lived, I need men of his quality right now. These are dark 

days that we live in my friend.” 

Coenred glanced at the king and wondered if he had perhaps misheard that last 

word. Kings did not lightly refer to strangers as friends. 

“I am stuck between a stone and the sea. In truth I had not expected Hardrada to 

pursue his claim to my crown, it seemed like bluster. What matters it to us that two 

Vikings make a promise to each other in days long gone by? At least Magnus had the 

sense to remain in Denmark when Harthacnut died. This claim is weak,” Harold 

asserted. 

“Unfortunately his army is not,” the huscarl commented wryly. Harold permitted 

himself a slight smile at the response. 

“How long did you serve Lord Aelfgār for?” 

“I started in service with his father, Eorl Leofric, though I was just a boy acting as 

a retainer to my father, Æthelred. I only became a huscarl when my father died. My 

sword is his heirloom, carried before him by my grandfather, Uictred, who had it 
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made.” Coenred was pleased to be able to recount his family’s military history to such 

a famed warrior as Harold Godwinson of Wessex.  

“You were in Eorl Aelfgār’s service then when he was exiled to Ireland?”  

“Yes, My Lord. It was my first journey out of these lands, and my only one too. 

Eorl Aelfgār was mightily displeased at his treatment.” 

“So was I when Eorl Aelfgār was promoted to my Eorldom of East Anglia 

following the rift between my father, Eorl Godwin, and King Edward that led to my 

own family’s exile,” Harold commented dryly. “That was four years previous to the 

proud Aelfgār’s falling out with King Edward.” 

“Indeed, My Lord, your two families seem to follow each other, in example at 

least. First you are exiled and returned, then My Lord Aelfgār is exiled and returned.” 

“My father and I were exiled for refusing to sack Dover on the king’s orders for an 

injury done to his Norman friends. We refused and neither did we sack a town to 

affect our return,” King Harold pointed out. “Nor did we side with the king’s 

enemies.” 

“But you married one.” 

The moment that Coenred said the words he regretted it and looked quickly at the 

King’s face. Harold sat with his elbow resting on the table, absently running his 

fingers over the gold crucifix that hung from a thick chain around his neck as if there 

had been nothing important in what the warrior had just said. 

“Now there you have an advantage over me,” Harold admitted eventually with no 

discernable change in the tone of his voice. “It is strange what events take shape in the 

pursuit of greatness. Wyrd will have its’ way with us all, as they say. Of course Eorl 

Aelfgār competed with my family for the honours of the kingdom; it is only right and 

proper that great men should test their quality against one another. But I would have 

you know that there was no enmity between us.” 

“I know this, My Lord. Although I understood his reasoning behind an alliance 

with King Gruffydd ap Llwellyn, I did wonder if marrying off his daughter to become 

the Queen of Wales might not only provoke King Edward rather than ease him into 

revoking the command of exile?” It seemed to Coenred that he was being made to 

excuse the actions of his former lord. This caused him to be even more uncomfortable 

and he could not see where the conversation might lead next. 

“You knew her before me. What was Ealgyth of Mercia like then, back in those 

earlier days?” 
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“I saw little of the queen when she was a maid,” Coenred confessed. “My duties as 

a huscarl rarely brought me into her presence. When we sailed to Ireland she had her 

own household about her, loyal servants and such. Once we landed in Wales she 

stayed at the court of King Gruffydd ap Llwellyn while we marched on Hereford.” 

“And there you met Ralph the Timid did you not?” Harold smiled at the thought of 

the former Norman Eorl of Hereford. 

“Aye, we did, My Lord,” Coenred returned the smile in grim remembrance. “It was 

a strange alliance the truth be told. The Welsh are hardy warriors, good for long 

marches and sudden alarms, but they are surly and quick to find an insult where none 

was intended. They seemed to both love and hate their king at the same time, and he 

them if I be honest.” 

“Did you fight at Hereford?” Harold’s eyes sparkled and he leant forward to hear 

the warrior’s reply. He sipped from his silver cup. 

“I did. It was my first large battle. I saw King Edward’s nephew put to rout. I also 

saw many shameful things enacted upon the people of Hereford. I did not understand 

why Eorl Aelfgār acted as he did, but for the Welsh there was a long history of border 

wars with Hereford. Perhaps if he had understood the cruelty that was intended Eorl 

Aelfgār might not have agreed so readily to attack the town?” 

“Then you and I nearly came to blows my friend, for King Edward tasked me to 

chase the Welsh King and Eorl Aelfgār from his lands,” Harold grinned at this 

realisation. 

“I think that after the sack of Hereford Eorl Aelfgār decided to change his path to 

the king’s heart. This seemed to suit the King of Wales too, in truth he was never a 

master of a settled kingdom.” 

Coenred sipped now from his cup. He had forgotten what it was that had brought 

him here and had become lost in the moment of recollecting his military adventures 

with a like-minded companion. 

“And just like my father he bent King Edward to his will, only from the safety of 

the Welsh mountains.” 

“I was not sorry for it. The adventure was exciting but for the act of spilling the 

blood of our fellow English in the company of foreigners, even ones so close to us as 

the Welsh. It did not sit easy with me,” Coenred admitted. 

“King Edward was weak! My father knew it and I knew it. He spent his early years 

in exile in Normandy, fearing the Danes who had thought to claim the kingship of 
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England for their own. Indeed, had it not been for the cruel rule of the Danes Edward 

might never have been granted the crown by the Witan. The misrule of the Norse over 

our kingdom made any Saxon prince more bearable than the likes of the brutal 

Hardeknud. The price of restoring a Saxon to the throne was, however, the indulgence 

of Edward’s Norman advisors appointed to high stations and offices that should have 

remained in Saxon hands. The kingdom became unsettled and has been ever since. I 

look to put right the long years of King Edward’s rule, so misguided by foreign 

minds.” 

“I know not of such things, My Lord, I am just a huscarl.” 

Harold only smiled and re-filled their cups with more ale. 

“’Tis a pity that there has been this extent of rivalry between Mercia and Wessex 

for now I would have all Saxons come together as brothers and defend this land from 

every invader. As you probably already understand, I married Ealdgyth, Aelfgār’s 

daughter, then King Gruffydd ap Llwellyn’s widow, to this end, to build a bridge 

between our two houses; to strengthen the thews of England. Edwin and Morcar do 

not seem to understand this.” 

“May I speak my mind, My Lord?” Coenred asked carefully and after some 

hesitation. 

“You are my guest.” 

“You were handfasted to Ealdgyth Swannesha, and a fine lady she. A loyal tender 

of your hearth for many years and she has given you children to be proud of. Now, 

after fighting with her father and also with her husband, the King of Wales, you marry 

Lady Ealdgyth of Mercia and put aside Ealdgyth Swannesha. We are not of noble 

birth but it seems to us,” he paused for a moment, aware that he was about to deliver a 

criticism of the king’s conduct, “not so noble to act in this manner.” 

Coenred studied the king’s face. Harold stroked his moustache with this left hand, 

the right holding the silver cup loosely. His eyes had a far away look as if he were 

considering his answer. Certainly he did not rush to speak. 

“You are right to say these things,” Harold told him eventually, “for I know that 

they have been in the minds of the people. I did not kill King Gruffydd ap Llwellyn, 

although I made war upon him at my king’s command. No, it was his own men in the 

land of Snowdonia who slew him and made Ealdgyth, daughter of Aelfgār, a widow. 

The clergy never recognised Ealdgyth Swannesha as my wife, I think they look to the 

eorldermen to set a good example and marry within their churches in the manner 
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dictated by the pope in Rome. I have made provision for Ealdgyth Swannesha, my 

beautiful swan neck, she will be comfortable and the sons I had by her will be 

recognised as legitimate. Marrying Ealdgyth of Mercia, however, allowed me to both 

take a queen that the clergy would recognise and form an alliance with Edwin and 

Morcar.” 

“You need the support of the church?” 

“I look to the future, Lord Coenred, and the Church of the Jesus Christ is very 

much a part of that future. I have embraced the church. I have even built a church at 

Waltham were I went to pray before coming north. The pope in Rome, however, has 

given his banner to Guillaume the Bastard; you see how the foreign priests meddle in 

the affairs of our kingdom and it is not for the first time. They have that much power 

even now. The bishops of England are not entirely under the Roman yoke, though, 

and it was just a little sacrifice on my part, along with the building of the church, to 

win them over. I believe that the bishops will prove useful to both me and the 

kingdom when the question of the rightful succession is settled.” 

“May I ask, why do you tell me these things, My Lord; I am not eorl-worthy?” 

“A good question my friend,” again Harold did not rush to answer but instead sat 

in contemplation. “I need the support of the people as well as the church. I need the 

people to know that I act the king not just for my own ambition but for the benefit of 

all Saxons. England has been beset for many years but I feel the time of the Viking is 

coming to an end. In many ways Hardrada is the last of that breed and if we end him 

on the field of battle tomorrow there may yet be an opportunity to free us from their 

scourge forever. The Normans are a different matter, however. I saw them at the court 

of King Edward. Indeed, I have myself been in their land but two years gone and seen 

how they conduct themselves there. I do not want to see those callous Normans here; 

it would be the end of our world. It would be the end of everything Saxon. This was 

my consideration when I broke with Ealdgyth Swannesha. Neither lust nor 

covetousness drove me from one woman to the other, for to be honest my first wife is 

the fairer of the two. No, what I did by them I did to secure the kingdom but I do 

mean to be even handed by both women.” 

“You would not be the first man to change wives,” Coenred conceded, “and it is 

known that Ealdgyth Swannesha has been treated fairly by you in this matter. 

Ealdgyth of Mercia is a well liked woman too, and many, I think, pity her for being 

made a widow at such a young age. But you move so fast, My Lord, that people’s 
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heads spin and they know not what to make of you or your actions from one moment 

to the next. And Wessex is Wessex and Mercia is Mercia all the same.” 

“If I had not moved so fast you would still be out there, my friend, looking for 

stragglers and praying for my army to arrive,” Harold pointed out with a grin. 

Coenred smiled in return. 

“This is true, My Lord. As the saying goes, time heals all ills. ‘Tis already 

September and your kingship’s only nine months old. If we defeat the Viking on the 

morrow you will add a great victory to your reign and that achievement never 

tarnished a crown.” 

“And the bad weather in the south keeps Guillaume the Bastard in Normandy, 

perhaps even until the spring of next year?” 

“By which time I think that the people will know you as their king and that they 

will fight for you, especially against foreigners.” Coenred spoke with certainty. He 

liked this Harold of Wessex. 

“I am glad to hear this, Coenred, for if you can see this thing for what it is then I 

believe many more can. I have a vision for our England, my friend, that goes beyond 

the petty court of King Edward. For too long we have been a prize to be plundered by 

adventurers and reavers like Hardrada and Guillaume, now is the time for the Saxons 

to show their true strength. Will you join me in the shield wall tomorrow then?” 

“Aye, My Lord, it would be my honour!” his voice rose in response to the king’s 

personal request, this was something that he had dreamed of doing since the fall of 

York. 

“And your men too?” 

“Do not doubt their courage; they have a score to settle with the Norse.” 

“Then I will sleep better for knowing it tonight. On the morrow then brother,” said 

Harold as he began to rise from the table. 

"Before I take my leave I would ask one thing of you," Coenred said quickly. 

"Which is?" Harold expected to be asked for a boon, it was the way of things, but 

he could tell from the huscarl’s expression that this was not going to concern personal 

enrichment. 

"How are we to re-take York without alerting Hardrada to your presence?" 

"A good question indeed and one to which we have bent our thoughts, but truth to 

tell we have not yet decided on a course of action," Harold conceded. 

"If I maybe so bold, My Lord, there are boats upon the river at Fulford." 


