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PREFACE 

This story, while based on real historical events and individuals, has fictional characters and 

minor plot devices added to enrich the storytelling as well as providing me with the tools to fully 

explore the habitat, culture and warfare of the Mongols. Some liberties were also taken in the 

description and actions of some characters as many were not mentioned in the sources. 

 

PROLOGUE 

Chuluun looked up into the sky. The sun had already passed its apex, waning from the 

clear sky. It had been at least an hour since the last clash. The enemy wasn’t going to give up any 

time soon, knowing they had the advantage of numbers and terrain familiarity. Their men and 

horses weren’t the best equipped nor the most well trained, but they had hearts of iron. He’d at 

least give them that. Time and time again they would regroup and attack. Of course, Mongol 

horses and soldiers can outrun and outlast whatever any other paltry army could throw at them, 

however each fight had been more taxing than the last, the enemy using their superior numbers 

to force their way forward. 

Chuluun observed the remains of his mingghan unit. Only four hundred or so men were 

left from the original thousand. They had run out of arrows since the morning attacks, having 

killed as many men as they had arrows. There were no spare horses left, having lost many in a 

previous charge against a line of pikes. He knew they may not last much longer with the current 

pace.  

His chest swelled with pride as he glanced amongst his battle-hardened men. They were 

the best heavy cavalry in the world, seasoned over a hundred battles. Chuluun could see the 

exhaustion on every man’s face, having fought with all their might throughout the morning. Yet 

they all met his gaze unwaveringly with determination, each man’s will as unyielding as the iron 

in the heavy sabers and spears of their unit. He knew he could trust every single man here with 

his life, and they too placed their trust in his. 

“Enemy incoming! Across the river!” 

Chuluun shifted his gaze to the approaching scout. He gave a quick nod to the man, and 

pulled down his helmet. It is not over just yet, it is not over just yet. 

 

CHAPTER ONE 

 It was already late in the morning when the two brothers, Altai and Chuluun, galloped 

back to the Borjigin camp, after scavenging for berries and hunting for small game. Chuluun 

reveled in the winds and scenery grating past him, his horse straining under him as he raced Altai 

across the plains. Dressed in plain leather, Chuluun could barely feel the wind rushing past him, 

the leather providing protection from the cold wind of the plains.  

 Chuluun sensed his brother gaining up on him and with a final push, urged his horse for 

the last burst of speed, pulled away by half a length and managed to cross the river designated as 

their finish line.  
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 “Chuluun, you started before the whistle!” Altai shouted, as they both slowed their horse 

to a trot. His wolf necklace, made from three claws of his first kill, jangled noisily with every 

movement. It was a good summer this time of year, the animals were getting fat and healthy. Yet 

winter was only around the corner, both brothers knew that more often than not, a good summer 

was always followed by a harsh winter. There was no need to push their horses to the limit and 

burn up the vital stores of fat. 

 “I did not start before the whistle, and I was the one who whistled. Obviously I would 

know better than you!” Chuluun retorted, feeling insulted from the question of his honor.  

 “Whatever, we already knew who the better rider is!” 

It was true. Chuluun had no retort against that. Altai, the River, at the age of seventeen 

was almost a full grown man, with strong shoulders and a demeanor that commanded authority. 

Chuluun, the Rock, similarly embodied his namesake. Even though he was two years younger 

than his brother, he already towered over his brother by at least two-thirds of a head. His 

shoulders and arms were built like tree trunks and stones. While his massive stature gave him a 

strong edge in wrestling and boxing, boulders would not win any horse races. 

As they rode into sight of the gers of their tribe, they were greeted by their fellow 

tribesmen riding out towards him. 

“You’re late, Chuluun. The sun has passed the summit point.” Olgo said sternly, as he 

pulled his horse. Chuluun’s brows furrowed in confusion. 

“We have been out late before, this is not a usual occurrence. We do not need to be 

babysat.” Chuluun bristled automatically. He and Altai were the sons of a proud lineage. They 

were well recognized in the tribe. They needed no one to look after them. 

“Temujin and you father have need of you. They have been kept waiting. They should 

not have been kept waiting.” Olgo responded in a patronizing voice. Chuluun could feel his 

temper rise. He would not be spoken to that way. 

As he was about to retort, his cheeks flushed with anger, he felt a firm hand on his 

shoulder. 

“Is that so? Then we must not keep them waiting any longer. Thank you for your 

welcome. You may go back now. We will present ourselves momentarily.” said Altai, having 

caught up with Chuluun.  

Olgo snorted, seeing his bait was not taken. “You will find them in your father’s ger.” He 

quickly turned his horse around and galloped away. 

“You still have ways to go, my brother. Do not be so quick to raise against insult if you 

could not back it up with force. It would only crush you then.” Altai patted his brother’s back. 

“I could have easily matched Olgo in a fight.” Chuluun protested. 

“Maybe, maybe not. In a bout of strength I’m sure you could best him but he is a crafty 

little man. I don’t think father would approve of either you or him killing the other. We are 

shorthanded even now. Enough chatter, let us go.” 

 

Chuluun could smell the stale scent of urine and animal dung as they dismounted and 

walked towards his father’s ger. As one of the venerable lineages of the tribe, his ger was one of 
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the largest, second only to a few, built of the sturdiest of hides and the thickest of cloths to block 

out the harsh winter gusts.  

The camp was bustling with the usual afternoon activity. Women were out and about, 

milking the mares and goats for milk. These would soon be fermented into curds to be kept for 

the upcoming winter. Younger children were bringing buckets of water from the nearby streams, 

to be used in cooking and boiling the familiar salt tea. Another pair of boys were working on the 

woolen fleeces, beating and pulling them in smooth strands to be made in clothing. 

Their father, hearing their horses outside, came out of the ger to confront them. 

“It is unacceptable for you to keep the khan waiting! It is already the afternoon, I had 

thought I taught you more respect!” His fist came swinging down on Chuluun’s face. However, 

Chuluun, having been accustomed to his old man’s teachings, was quick to dodge the hit, the 

knuckles grazing part of his forehead. Altai quietly moved to the side, avoiding any contact from 

his father. 

“It is okay, my friend. Boys will be boys. Hunting and riding is in our blood.” Temujin 

said as he raised the ger’s leather doorway, his face cold and calculating. 

It was a while since Chuluun had come face to face with the khan of his tribe. Temujin 

was a striking man, with sharp features and piercing gray-wolf eyes that could bore into your 

soul. Chuluun had heard that his childhood life was hard and perilous, having to survive only 

with his mother and brothers for winters on end, scavenging off the land. Only through sheer 

willpower and prowess had he managed to reunite and rebuild his tribe. And Chuluun could see 

why. 

Even though Temujin was dressed simply in a fur cloak, he emanated a mystifying aura 

of strength and confidence, akin to a calm but ravenous wolf. At a flick of an eye he could 

clearly envision the calm demeanor transforming into a bloodthirsty warrior. Chuluun could tell 

that if this man had wanted anything, he would do whatever it takes to get it, and he would get it. 

He would, or rather, could not be refused.  

“I have a task for you, young Rock.” Temujin addressed him. He motioned his hand 

behind him. So perplexed by Temujin, Chuluun had failed to see the other two young men 

standing behind him. He instantly recognized Jelme, one of the khan’s most trusted men, and a 

smaller young boy, most like in his mid-teens. 

“I am sure you know of Jelme, son of Jarchigudai – one of my father’s best friend – from 

the Uriangkhai, one of my best lieutenants and my most trusted advisor. And here,” he gestured 

towards the young man, “is his younger brother, Subotai.” 

Subotai gave Chuluun a curt bow in greeting as he stared back at him, his crisp brown 

hair swaying with his head. The boy was skinny, almost dangerously so, he looked like he hadn’t 

had a good meal in a while. Yet Chuluun noticed a similar aura from his sharp green eyes, 

radiating an intensity and cunning that rivaled a young fox. 

“As the youngest son, he has decided to renounce his rightful position of ochigin from his 

father’s life and join me, as a warrior. I am regretful that his father may not have a successor to 

pass on his wealth but I am not one to turn away brave men, especially not one related to my 

friends.” Temujin continued, “However, Subotai has been raised in the ways of Uriangkhai, as 

the son of the blacksmith. He did not learn to ride at the age of three nor did he master the bow 

by the age of nine. Therefore, I want to place him under your responsibility. You will help 
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educate him in our way of life, share your salt, milk, horses, ger and blood with him. Treat him 

as your second brother, and he shall the same.” With that he gave a curt nod of acknowledgment 

towards Altai. 

“As the khan commands, I shall obey. It is an honor for you to place such responsibility 

in me” Chuluun answered, my mind reeling with all the new task and responsibility he was 

given.  

He turned towards Subotai, “And it is my honor to call you brother.” Reaching out his 

arm, Subotai grasped them firmly, his grip almost vice-like. Despite the small frame, Chuluun 

was surprised to feel an inner strength underneath it. He welcomed it and clenched them in 

return. 

“The honor is mine.” Subotai bared his white teeth, glistening against the sunlight. 

“It is settled then.”  Temujin exclaimed, finally cracking into a grin. “Let us celebrate the 

reunion of the old and formation of the new!” 

Chuluun and Subotai let go off their hands simultaneously and grinned. Chuluun could 

feel the blood slowly returning to his hand and arm, he could imagine Subotai feeling the same 

yet both did not show any signs of discomfort. 

One of the fatter goats was brought over from the khan’s own pen for the celebration, its 

throat was summarily cut and drained into one of the wooden buckets. Every part of the animal 

would be consumed and used. The meat would be cooked and eaten, its blood would be added as 

part of the stew or curdled into blocks, and even the bones would be used for tools and weapons. 

Nothing was to be wasted.  

Chuluun took a seat next to Altai and Subotai in a circle in front of the heath fire, the 

straw matted ground providing some separation between them and the cold hard soil. The goat 

was now in the process of being skinned and was propped on a wooden stick. Chuluun could see 

Subotai hungrily smacking his lips in anticipation. With a quick toss, Chuluun threw a pouch of 

airag at Subotai, who quickly caught it in surprise. 

“Drink some of this, it will curb your hunger for a while. The goat is not even half done 

yet.” Chuluun gestured with his hand. 

Subotai nodded and, in one swift motion, untied the pouch and drained the airag in one 

big gulp, not even wincing at the alcohol that was most definitely burning down his throat. 

Chuluun blinked in surprise, not many people could drain a full pouch in one go. The only time 

he had seen it happen was when his father was locked in a drinking contest, gulping down bag 

after bag.  

The small crowd that had already gathered in front of the khan’s tent broke out in a cheer, 

some coming over and giving Subotai a small pat on the back. Subotai, looking slightly 

dumbfounded at the commotion, managed a lazy smile towards the people cheering and 

clapping. He looked back at Chuluun.  

“That was some good stuff, got any more of it?”  

Chuluun smiled, it will be an interesting winter. 
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CHAPTER TWO 

 Light snow was falling. The young marmot was sifting through the thin icy grass, looking 

for seeds and nuts, unaware of the looming figure. Chuluum shifted uncomfortably in the grass, 

but he dared not move closer in case the marmot would be alerted.  

 Winter was coming soon, as evidently as the cold white crystals began to collect on his 

moustache. Once the snow started to pile up, all the animals would go underground and 

hibernate, leaving little for them to hunt. Today was an all-time low, Chuluun had encountered 

very little, only tracks and old animal dung that led to dead ends. This would probably be the last 

creature Chuluun would encounter until spring comes around again; he won’t be letting it slip 

away. 

 As softly as could, he reached for one of the many arrows he had in his leather quiver. At 

a hundred paces away, Chuluun could hit a mice ten times out of ten, so a marmot was an easy 

target. He just needed to predict any movements it was going to make. In one swift movement, a 

motion as natural as walking and drinking, Chuluun pulled his bow by his right thumb, took note 

of the slight wind, steadied his hand and breath. And fired. 

 The marmot was dropped dead in its track. 

 Elated at his kill, Chuluun rushed up toward the marmot. There would be extra meat on 

the table today. However as he approached the carcass quickly noticed an anomaly in the dead 

marmot. There were two arrows skewed between the marmot’s head and torso. Chuluun froze in 

his tracks, he quickly dropped down low and scanned the horizon. 

A voice rumbled behind him. “Forever the slow one eh, Chuluun. I heard you from miles 

away.” 

 Chuluun turned his head around, an arrow already notched on the bow ready fire only to 

lower it a moment later. He looked up at the slim shadowy figure blocking out the sun and 

grinned. The man was no one else but Subotai.  

It had been three summers, since he had arrived at Temujin’s camp as a young boy. He 

had difficulties at first in adjusting with the harsh weather of the plains, the constant movement 

from one place to another and the constant warring among the tribes. However, he had now 

adopted well into the nomadic lifestyle, adept at horse riding and masterful with the bow, almost 

as good as Chuluun himself. Not quite but almost.  

 “I thought we agreed to spread out to cover more ground. I’ve had as much luck as a sick 

goat today.” Chuluun answered, picking up the marmot and began skinning it.  

 “Well I didn’t want to go too far, with the Tartars being in close proximity to us and 

Jamukha splitting off from us a few months ago, the weather is not the only dangerous thing 

around here anymore.” Subotai replied, idly thumbing his bow.  

It was a work of art, horn and sinew bounded to a birch frame. The bow was laboriously 

constructed by layering the frame with several pieces of horn, sinew and bark. Similarly, the 

string was made from the best animal hides, stretched and twisted in a way that would retains its 

tautness, giving it the bow its flexibility and strength that would pierce a man even at three 

hundred paces away.  

Subotai still remembered the bow practice, shooting arrow after arrow until his thumb 

was red and raw. And then he had shot more. The scar and calluses were still present on his 

thumb, a badge of honor and a reminder of the hardships.  



 
 
Parit Burintrathikul  
HIS 216S 
Final Project 5/6/16 

 “This half of the meat is wasted now. You pierced its stomach, all the rancid fluid is 

mixed with the meat. Great shot you got there, arban commander.” Chuluun grumbled, as he 

sliced off the bottom half of the marmot. 

 “It would have been a fine shot if you hadn’t spooked the marmot.” Subotai retorted. 

  Despite their young age and inexperience, Chuluun and Subotai were both recognized by 

Temujin for their skill in bow and swordsmanship and were both appointed as, arbans, 

commanders of ten men in Temujin’s own cohort. Similarly, Altai was appointed as a zuun, 

commander of a hundred men. Though all three of them were not considered to be high ranking 

men, they were often given access to the commanders’ tent and were privy to the plans and 

decisions of the tribe. Subotai was looked upon as an extension of Jelme himself, albeit more 

bold and daring, while Chuluun and Altai was considered to be a replacement of their late father, 

who was killed in a Tatar ambush last summer. 

“Well, let us get back to our horses. The sun is coming down and the snow seems to only 

get stronger.” Chuluun stood up, tying the skinned marmot half to his belt and made his way 

back up the hill. While the meat may not be edible now, its skin and bones could still made into 

tools and clothing, Tengri would look down upon waste and excess. 

----------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------- 

 Chuluun breathed a sigh of pleasure as he felt the heat from the horse’s body warmed 

hands. He had not eaten all the morning and the lack of success was disheartening. However, he 

would not go back hungry on a hunting trip, it would be too shameful. Quietly he fingered a 

handful of reddish dust from the cold ground and mixed it with a few drops of water from the 

horse’s baggage.  

With a flick of his wrist, Chuluun drew his knife and made a small cut on his horse’s 

shoulder. Blood instantly gushed out in a small trickle, he quickly clamped his mouth on it. It 

was hot and salty, but he could feel the richness of it filling up his belly. He counted five 

mouthfuls before he pulled away and quickly dabbed his mud-covered finger onto the wounds. 

The dirt would help clot the wound which, by the time they were ready to ride, would have been 

nothing more than just a scab.  

Looking up to Subotai, Chuluun saw that the man had done a similar thing, reaching 

down towards his mare’s teat, drinking the fat warm milk.  

“That’s why you ride a mare on a hunt instead of a stallion, brother. But I’m sure your 

horse wouldn’t mind a nick or two every once in a while.” Subotai grinned, his mouth still full of 

the white creamy drink.  

“Milk is for babies, Subotai. Blood is what makes a man stronger.” Chuluun replied 

nonchalantly. Knowing Subotai’s reaction, he was able to dodge the fist that came flying to 

where his face was a moment ago. Chuluun quickly grabbed on to the raised arm, and, with a big 

heave, threw Subotai onto the snow. They both picked themselves up and eyed each other 

warningly, daring the other to try and make the first move. Chuluun could feel his muscle 

working up a sweat, perhaps a fight or two now would be quite refreshing after lying in the snow 

all afternoon. 

In that instance, Altai came bursting back from the foray behind them.  

“Chuluun, Subotai! Look at what I got!” 
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Their petty scrabble forgotten, both men looked towards their older brother. Atop his 

horse was a freshly killed doe, definitely enough to feed a family or two. Chuluun guessed they 

wouldn’t be going hungry after all. 

 

 

CHAPTER THREE 

 The trio approached the camp as the sun slowly disappeared down the horizon. The air 

was much cooler now, the wind biting deep into their fur deel as they made for the center of the 

camp. Even though the winter was looming, the camp was still bustling with activity. 

 Many men and women were still making use of the fading sunlight, picking up the last 

buckets of water before they completely froze solid in the night, herding their animals back into 

their respective pens. Many had feared this current winter would be a harsh one, they had 

predicted several zuds to happen over the three months. The snow had come early, signaling a 

high chance of Tsagaan, or white snowstorms, which would kill off many livestock. The early 

cold wind could also cause Tumer zuds, freezing rain which would create an impenetrable ice 

cover on the ground, lethal for any grazing livestock.  

 Chuluun settled down next to the fire pit with his airag leather pouch and a cut from 

today’s hunt, feeling the much wanted heat radiating through his hands. Unfortunately, Altai was 

on guard duty and would not be able to enjoy the warmth and comfort of the ger. Chuluun took a 

swig of the drink, the white liquid giving sending a flush to his face as he felt the familiar burn of 

the alcohol. He had not enjoyed the drink when he was younger, only taking a swig at times to 

keep warm. Now, however, the pouch rarely left his side. 

 As he began to chew on his charred meat, Chuluun began to ponder. He had noticed that 

the camp was no longer as large and busy as a few weeks ago. While many families that initially 

came with Jamukha stayed, as many other families decided to leave with him. Chuluun did not 

understand the politics of it all. They were both still at war with the Tatars. Even though the 

Merkits had been crushed in last year and the Tatars raids had become fewer with the winter 

around the corner, they were still a cause for concern. It would be unwise for the khans to fight 

amongst themselves now, especially between ones who are blood-brothers. Chuluun could not 

make sense of it.   

Politics and power never interested Chuluun. It was ironic that he grew up to be one of 

the largest and best fighters in the tribe. All he cared for was providing enough for his brothers 

and the rest of his people. After all he was the younger child in the family, most of the 

responsibility fell upon his older brother, who assumed the leadership role after father died. 

They, against tradition, had not split up the family upon his death but remained banded under 

Temujin, whom they both believed to be the one leader they all needed. 

 Chuluun sighed and stretched out on the floor of his ger, closing his eyes. He could see 

the image of Temujin again. The sharp silver eyes that foretold an amalgamation of ambition and 

determination, the eyes of a man who had no fear. He was standing atop a ledge, his eyes casted 

into the distance. Yet Chuluun could not see anything past the khan, only a swiveling black mist 

that seemed to pulse and expand with his every heartbeat. The khan quietly turned towards him, 

and, without a word, stepped into the darkness. A darkness that now expanded and engulfed his 

vision. Chuluun tried to follow into the khan but was only met with a grey nothingness. 



 
 
Parit Burintrathikul  
HIS 216S 
Final Project 5/6/16 

 He fell over, his leg striking over an unknown object. In that instant, the mist was 

suddenly dispelled and Chuluun was met with the scene of battle; iron clanging against iron, the 

cries of the dying echoing across the plains. Thousands of soldiers were locked in grievous 

combat. Many were dressed in common clothing, others in the well-known Chinese armor, while 

some were covered in sheets of metal. Chuluun could only stare at the massacre that was 

unfolding in front of him, trying to comprehend it all. The ground was littered with the bodies of 

dead soldiers, women and children alike.  

The scenery was an amalgam of landscapes. Cold stone walls with jagged roofs stood tall 

over snow and icy lakes, while colorful cone-shaped towers overlooked the desert plains. He 

could see mountains of precious stones and metal within each structure. Yet all were in ruins or 

collapsing. Closer to him, he spotted the familiar steppe plains and many gers alight on fire, the 

smoking bellowing up into the sky. He looked up, the clear sky he pictured every night was 

replaced with an angry maelstrom, raining black. As Chuluun picked himself off the ground, he 

saw his hands were plastered with blood. The dry ground he walked on moments ago was slick 

now with blood, seeping from the cracks in the soil. The red pool began to expand and reach out 

towards him. Chuluun tried to move away but he realized was frozen in place, and could only 

watch as the sea of blood began to swallow the land and its people.  

Yet out of the chaos, he saw two individuals waving through the blood and battle, 

unperturbed and untouched. Slowly but surely, they made their way towards him. It was as if 

they were invisible to the carnage around them, but as he listlessly watched them, Chuluun 

realized it was the other way around. Everything was actively giving way to the two men, even 

the blood and fire seemed to dissipate as they walked past. They were close now, Chuluun could 

make their outer garments; both men were wearing his tribe's deels. He could not see their faces, 

yet glowing brightly amidst the smokes and flames were two shining pairs of eyes, silver and 

green. Then the blood reached his throat. 

Chuluun open his eyes. 

The fire seemed to have been out for a while, the inside of the ger was as cold as the high 

mountains but he was covered in sweat. It was almost morning outside he could see the first 

inkling of the, Chuluun groaned, feeling the slight dizzy from the airag. Too much airag for the 

day, he thought to himself. It was all just colorful, baseless dreams. Yet he could not shake the 

foreboding nature of the dream. Kasan, the old shaman, always said there were two kind of 

dreams, one was made from fanciful imagination while the other would come heavy-handed and 

marred by fate. Chuluun did not know what his dream was. The only part of the dream he vividly 

remembered was the piercing green eyes. There was only one man he recognized who had green 

eyes. 

“Attack! Attack! We are under attack!” 

An alarming shout echoed across the camp, followed by the bellows of the horn. Its deep 

rumble reverberated in short bursts, signaling the incoming raid. Chuluun, fortunately still fully 

dressed in his leather armor and fur, quickly scrambled for his sword, bow and arrow. Rushing 

outside into the open, he was met with a scene of chaos. Women and children were rushing into 

hiding, while every abled-man were hastily arming and mounting their horses.  

Chuluun looked into the distance, he spotted the sea of torches moving towards the camp. 

While the mass of men and horses was still some distance away, the army would be upon them 

in but a moment’s notice. How could they have gotten past all the sentries? There were no 
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reports or sightings of any of the Tatars within miles. It was impossible for them to sneak up on 

them unnoticed. 

Just as one of the servant girls pulled up Chuluun’s horse, Altai came galloping in, also in 

full armor. He was carrying two iron spears with a leather shield strapped to his back. As he 

approached, he threw Chuluun a spear. 

“What’s happening, brother? Whose army is it on the horizon, the Tatars?” 

“It’s not the Tatars, Jamukha has gathered his troops against us unaware. The traitorous 

snake had finally decided to show its fangs. We need to form up, Subotai already gathered his 

men. Gather yours now, the enemy will be here before long!” With that, Altai rode away. 

  

CHAPTER FOUR 

 Chuluun steadied his horse beside Subotai, as they formed the strongest battalion in the 

center army, the rearguard. Altai was leading in front further down the line.  Every man here was 

fully equipped with leather armor and cap, an iron sword or spear as well as two recurved bows, 

one for quick draws and one for long range fire. Behind them were Temujin himself and his elite 

guard, each man a veteran of dozen of battles and a master of combat. Chuluun could see 

Subotai’s older brother, Jelme among them. 

This would be their first large scale combat experience. Chuluun and Subotai had 

encountered and killed Tatar raiding parties before, but they had never taken part in a battle 

larger than a handful of men. The difference between a skirmish and a head long battle was as 

different as night and day. A skirmish relied on individual prowess and skill while a battle 

required coordination on a much larger scale. The victory was no longer guaranteed to man with 

the greatest aim or the greatest swordsmanship but, rather, would go to the army with the sharp 

commander. 

Chuluun could feel the pressure in air, from the men and horses standing shoulder to 

shoulder right by him. The snorting and panting of the horses as they waited restlessly, the 

shifting of armor as men adjusted their seat, the whistling wind rushing in between the gaps of 

the line. He was not used to being packed so tightly in column, preferring to have the room to 

brandish his spear and sword. Chuluun glanced at Subotai, he could see a similar tension on 

Subotai’s face, yet his face also exhibited an eagerness for battle. Subotai saw his glance and 

bared his teeth. 

“Don’t worry, brother. There will be enough dogs for both of us.”  

 The surprise movement from Jamukha had worn off as Temujin managed to rally his 

coalition together in time. Jamukha, acknowledging so, had decided to halt his army five 

hundred paces away, just short of the arrow range. A tense silence had developed as the rallying 

horn died down from both sides. 

As rapidly as the silence descended upon them, it was broken. Two sharp horn blows 

echoed from the other side of the plain. Jamukha had begun his advances. Horn formation. 

Three sharp blows on the side of Temujin signaled his move. Chisel formation, he 

intended to meet the challenge head on. The guards had pushed themselves to the front of the 

battalion. Temujin himself would lead the charge. Chuluun would expect no less from the khan 

himself. 



 
 
Parit Burintrathikul  
HIS 216S 
Final Project 5/6/16 

Chuluun dug into his heels, and drew back on his bow. His horse grunted in anticipation 

as they rode to their enemies. He glanced to his side, Subotai and the rest of the line matched him 

in speed. Chuluun strained against the bow, he could feel the power of it, one that would punch 

through leather armor like cloth. He closed his eyes, held his breath and quietly listened to the 

hooves of his horse. In the gallop of a horse, there is a moment in every step which all four 

hooves would hover in the air, allowing the rider to be free of all diversions. Chuluun could feel 

the movements of his horse as if it were his heartbeat, and in the split second he opened his eyes 

to the target and loosed.  

His snap of the bow was followed by hundreds more as men all around loosed their 

arrows. The arrows arced into the sky, seemingly floating in the air, before plunging deep into 

the ranks of the Jadarans. Iron heads pierced through men and horses alike, ripping muscle and 

sinew. In a split second later, he already had a second arrow notched and ready to fire.   

Then came the reply. In a flash of darkness, Chuluun felt a shadow washed over him and 

behind his line of men. The returning arrows flew far and deep, hitting the ranks behind him. 

Chuluun could not spare a glance for the unfortunate men behind him, the enemies were barely 

50 paces away. Chuluun loosed his second arrow, grunting in satisfaction as he saw the shot 

registered in one of the riders’ skulls. With little time left, Chuluun dropped his bow into the 

saddle and drew his sword, gripping in tight in an iron grip. 

He braced for impact. 

  The crash of the horses were thundering. Neither side gave ground, horses rammed into 

each other at colossal speeds, flinging men from their saddles into the air. Arrows were fired at 

point blank, punching clean through armor and flesh. Swords and spears found unprotected 

necks and shoulders. Death happened in an instant, both armies losing dozens in the space of a 

few seconds.  One Jadaran rushed past him on the horse, his sword cutting into Chuluun’s leather 

armor but not breaking flesh. Chuluun’s sword sliced into an unarmored man on his left. An 

arrow whizzed by him while another sunk itself deep into his shoulder, causing him to cry out in 

pain. He quickly retaliated, cutting the throat of the archer. 

 The momentum of the charge had slowed now, broken down in smaller groups of 

frenzied hacking men.  Chuluun found himself in a short respite from the lull in the battlefield. 

He surveyed the field for Subotai or Altai but both were lost in the thick of fighting. He glanced 

behind him, five out of his ten men were still with him, battered and bruised but still alive and 

kicking. They all watched him expectantly.  

 “We need to regroup!” Chuluun shouted at his men, amidst the sounds of fighting and 

scream. He scanned the battlefield. While the line of battle had broken down, Chuluun could still 

see Temujin’s banner standing proud in the air, only of the few groups still systemically pushing 

forward through the ranks of men. Yet even they were slowly being swallowed by the masses of 

enemies, the tide of battle shoving against them. Pushing his thoughts on his brothers to the back 

of his head, Chuluun hoisted his sword high and broke into a gallop. 

 “To the khan! We have to break through! Forward!”  

 His shout rallied the cluster of a dozen men around him, forming behind in a single line. 

 “Go go go!” 

 He dug deep into his horse, pushing forward into the unsuspecting flanks of Jamukha’s 

men surrounding Temujin’s band of men. A few ragged arrows from his men led the charges, 
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taking down a few men before Chuluun’s sword connected to one of the horse’s neck. Searing 

pain shot through his arm as the impact pushed the stuck arrow deeper into his shoulder. The first 

line of men instantly collapsed against the charge, but several dozen more still stood in the way 

between him and the khan. With the element of surprise gone, he would be hard pressed to fight 

through them.  

 Two Jadarans turned their horses to face him, shouting their battle cries. One in front 

carried a short spear while the other sported a heavy axe. Chuluun knew he would be hard 

pressed to defend against an axe without a shield, one solid blow would break his sword cleanly 

in half and another would crush his. Nevertheless, the men were upon him now. 

 The spear cut through the air like an oversized arrow, aimed towards his chest. With a 

quick flick of his wrist, he deflected the wooden shaft to the side, flying upwards past his ear 

while also driving his momentum forward. Chuluun bared his teeth, knowing he was now past 

the spears’ effective range, rushed forward with his sword slicing through the man’s throat. The 

warrior’s dying throes was instantly disregarded as Chuluun turned to meet his new foes.  

An axe swung past his temple. Chuluun managed to shift his weight to the side, dodging 

the fatal blow but the end of the metal still connected with his left face, slicing through the 

leather flap and his ear. Chuluun replied with a blow of his own, stabbing the man right through 

with his sword. Searing pain and fresh blood gushed from the new wound, dripping onto his face 

and eye. He could taste the iron in his blood, as thick and strong as the iron sword buried deep 

within his opponent’s abdomen. 

Chuluun pulled at his sword, it did not bulge from the body. He knew he had to break 

free from the dead man or he would be dead himself in moments.  

Hands gripped his shoulders holding him tight. Chuluun looked on in surprise. The dead 

man was not dead as Chuluun thought and was now holding him in an unbreakable grip. Despite 

his small frame, his last fleeting moments in life granting him the strength of a bear. The man 

spat at his face and snarled, his blood and saliva mixing with Chuluun’s, dripping down his face. 

He was determined to take his killer with him to the afterlife. 

But Chuluun was the Rock. Rocks did not break against the bone and flesh, even that of a 

bear. With a mighty roar, Chuluun ripped off his adversary’s arm and, with a single stroke of 

power, pulled the sword free. He could hear the splintering as bones and sinew were shattered 

from inside of the dying corpse as it toppled to the ground.  

The now riderless horses bolted away, replaced by more masked enemies. They seemed 

endless, yet Chuluun could still see the Temujin’s banner flying high a mere twenty paces away. 

He wiped the blood off his face and hefted his sword defensively. The sword edge was covered 

in blood and sinew, Chuluun could make out several chips and scratches across the blade. While 

he knew the blade would still hold, Chuluun wouldn’t be counting on any more clean cuts from 

it. 

Just as the warriors were about to charge, several more arrows flew into the air, forcing 

them backwards momentarily. Dozens more Borjigin men rode into the gap, Subotai leading 

them with ferocious abandon. 

Praise Tengri, Chuluun thought. We might just make it out alive. His left arm and sleeve 

were soaked in blood, he did not know if it was his own or from the men he killed. Fortunately 
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the blood from his ear had slowed and he could somewhat see again. His hand numb and his 

breath ragged, Chuluun struggled to maintain his focus.  

A single long horn was heard before his dull thud sent him into the darkness. 

 

CHAPTER FIVE 

 Chuluun awoke with a start. The dull soreness in his shoulder burned up again as he tried 

to sit up. His shoulder were wrapped up in a cloth bandage, and a wooden flint attached to it. He 

looked around. It was already evening, sun steadily falling into the horizon. He was on what 

seemed to be a makeshift wagon. Next to him were several wounded men, many with grievous 

wounds. As he looked up, he spotted Jelme riding close by.  

 “Where are we?” He groaned, feeling every bump of the wagon in his shoulders. 

“Welcome back friend, we are north of the Tchen River. You have been out for a few 

hours, hit in the head by the back of an axe. The arrow wound was also a very clean shot, missed 

your shoulder blades. You were very fortunate, nothing seemed to be broken, except half your 

ear of course. A very good cut if I may say so” Jelme chuckled, pulling his horse to next him. “I 

think you will be fine now after you wake, probably more hideous than ever but at least you’re 

alive. Rest up now, we will need the strength of every man we can get.” 

“What happened, where are my brothers?” Chuluun gazed down the column. He could 

only count a handful of wagons and maybe a few hundred people, almost all men. Many were 

sporting light wounds, broken armor and weapons. A disturbing silence hung over the air, only 

the creaking of wooden wheels and the soft patter of the horses’ hoofs could be heard.  

“We were betrayed. We had successfully broken through Jamukha’s line and were about 

to encircle them when we were hit in the back by one of our own. The rest of the men quickly 

crumbled. We had no choice but to push forward and retreat. These are what’s left of the men, 

not one of tenth of what was before.” He gestured the bands of men behind him.  

Jelme spat on the ground. “Cowards, all of them. The victory were but a hair’s breath 

away. We placed too much trust in others’ loyalty, and it was too much to ask of them.” 

“Subotai was the one who took over your horse’s reins and got you safely. He is out 

hunting, you should be able to meet when he comes back. As for Altai…”  Jelme paused.  

Chuluun clenched his jaw, his gut wrenching as the implication of the silence. “Out with 

it, Jelme.” 

“You should see for yourself, he is on another wagon fifty paces ahead. I’ll get you one 

of the few spare horses we have left.” 

----------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------- 

Altai knew he did not have long to live. The pain was almost unbearable, he had been 

delirious the past few days, in between the floating dreams and wanton reality. He could smell 

his wounds festering, the smell of death hung in the air all around him. His stomach was bound 

in crusted bandages, leaking pus and blood. Just as he was about to slip back into the land of 

dreams, he heard a frantic movement approaching him. 
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 Mustering his strength, he cracked his eyes open. Chuluun! He was still alive at least. 

Altai’s heart was elated at the sight of his brother, but at the same time was ashamed of the 

weakness he was displaying. He did not want his brother to see him like this. 

 “Brother… I am here now.” He could hear Chuluun murmured, the sound distant and 

low. Altai looked up. He could not see his brother’s face well, the setting sun and pain dulled his 

senses, but he could still feel the pity and sadness in his brother’s eyes. He also understood the 

severity of wounds; there was nothing they could do. Yet his brother’s presence had warmed him 

in ways he could not describe. He truly lived up to his name in more than one, both the physical 

embodiment of power and the hearthstone which held them together. 

 His mind wandered the hard winters and famines in the past years. When they were down 

to their last few livestock and the next few weeks were uncertain, Chuluun was still Chuluun. He 

always broguht laughter and liveliness into the gers. Despite the harsh conditions, he maintained 

a kind heart, something exceedingly rare amongst their society, and helped molded the many 

jagged iron minds together with his warmth. Altai sighed softly. 

 Another scuffling was heard on his left, a pair of emerald eyes appeared next to 

Chuluun’s brown orbs. Through steely spheres, Altai witnessed a different vision. He saw the 

snowy mountains, the icy lakes, the distant green embers, the piles of skulls, the death of 

thousands. He saw the fire from within, looking to engulf the whole world. 

 As he felt his arm being gripped in the familiar vice-like hands, his sight returned to the 

hazy sunset and the two men beside him. Altai smiled at Subotai.  

 “Stay strong, my brothers…” He croaked, his voice coarse and quiet. His throat seemed 

to struggle for the words, each breath took more effort than the last. 

 “Protect Subotai… you both will need each other… in more ways than you can… 

imagine…” He felt the grip on his arm tightened even more, though the feeling seemed so dull 

and far away. Surprisingly the pain also dissipated, his body as light as feather. Altai closed his 

eyes, he could see the vast plains down the horizon, the grassland stretching long and wide. He 

felt the cool winds blowing against his cheek, inviting him to ride amongst them. Perhaps he 

will, but he needed to sleep for a bit more. 

 

Chuluun placed his brother’s arms across his chest. He watched the sun slowly descended 

into the plains, his heart dropping alongside the vanishing rays. He placed his sword in his 

brother’s hand and removed his wolf necklace, the white claws reflecting a dull sheen against the 

moonlight. 

“I will, brother.” He whispered, gripping the claws tightly, “Until the day I die.” 

 

CHAPTER SIX 

 It had been three years since the catastrophic defeat of Temujin, now appointed as 

Genghis Khan, at Dalan Balzhut, yet Chuluun still remembered that night as if it was yesterday.  

After the death of Altai, his body was piled up in a make-shift grave alongside six others 

who had succumbed to their wounds. A sword or spear was placed in each man's hand and a few 

coins on top of his chest. Temujin and every single man, only a few hundred strong, sat in a 
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circle around the bonfire they had built. Everyone was silent as Temujin stood up with his bowl 

of salt tea. His voice full of emotion, he spoke. 

 “Today is a grim day. We has lost much in the past few days. Our homes, our families, 

our brothers in arm, all gone in a matter of moments. We do not even have enough horses to 

slaughter and celebrate the lives of our fallen brothers, many of whom were left on the field of 

battle to rot. Many tribesmen have left us, flocking only to the victors. But, every single one of 

you, my brothers, have stayed.” 

 He lifted his bowl to the sky, 

 “I, Temujin, son of Yesugei, leader of the Borjigin, swear a solemn oath to Tengri, Eje 

and the spirits of the plains. Let it be known, henceforth, we are all equals under the sky. There 

shall no longer be false allegiances and tribal distinctions. We will share all that is bitter and 

sweet, the pains and struggles, the riches and triumph. We will take back what is rightfully ours 

and more. If I ever go back on my word, let me be torn asunder into the muddy water of the 

Balijuna. Let it be known.” 

 With that, he drained the bowl and passed the cup to his officers. Every man took his 

vows that night, under in the glistening starlight and flaring embers. 

   And in the span of three years Temujin had made true of his promise. 

 Temujin had regathered his clans, rebuilt his army and took over all the eastern plains, 

defeating the Tatars and the once-allied Keraits. The battles had been bloody and fierce, but 

every single time they had emerged victorious.  

Temujin also remained true to his words. Every single warrior that day was rewarded 

with riches and title on every victory; Temujin proclaimed that any spoils of war be shared 

equally among all men. Even the lowest warrior at that night were commanders and officers in 

their own right. 

Subotai, who was often the spearhead and vanguard of many battles climbed through the 

ranks as quickly as the army expanded. In the many battles, he had often proved to be the 

deciding factor between victory and defeat, finding the holes and weaknesses in the enemy’s 

plan and formation. Yet Chuluun had sensed a change in his friend and brother since. 

Subotai had remained deathly silent that fateful night, the only words spoken were in oath 

to the sky and river. It was as if the once slightly lazy and spirited boy had died, replaced by a 

cold calculating man. The fire within that had burned freely with a competitive spirit was 

extinguished. A new flame was, in its place, lit. A flame no longer burned in union with nature 

but was kept caged, fed with only anger and vengeance. Yet from it, Subotai was able to harness 

its power. While at times Chuluun had glimpsed the remnants of the boy he knew, the man now 

was Subotai the Valiant, the General and the Conqueror. 

Only the Naimans and Jamukha now remained. And they marched against them, against 

the final hurdle to become the ruler of the plains. 

 

Chuluun was brought back to the present from a blast of a nearby horn. The enemy had 

been sighted at last. It had been a week since the Naimans had fallen for Genghis’s ruse. The 

Mongols had ridden hard and deep into the Naiman lands, overexerting their supplies and horses. 
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Genghis had ordered every man to light five fires at camp in order to appear larger than they 

were.  

And it worked. Tayang Khan, who was known to be weak and fearful, did not dare 

venture out to meet them in open battlefield. Despite superior numbers, he has decided to retreat 

further up into the mountains in fear. Chuluun spat on the ground at the thought, no khan should 

be khan if he cannot lead his people in battle. At the very least, there were still brave men among 

them, as futile as the attack may be. 

As a mingghan commander of heavy cavalry, Chuluun now commanded over a thousand 

men and had the autonomy to act independently on the field of battle. However, more often than 

not, his unit was kept in reserve as the final hammer to break the enemy lines if needed. Yet in 

many battles, the enemies often broke down before they were needed and thus the lighter cavalry 

was preferred in order to chase the fleeing men. 

 Chuluun eyed over his men. The heavy cavalry was a recently formed unit, due the large 

amount of resources required to form one. Genghis was only able to equip the men sufficiently 

from the several spoils of war and rewards he received from the Tanguts. And who would lead 

the heavy cavalry, Genghis had asked. He, the Rock of Borjigin, was the obvious choice. He 

would be the boulder, the unstoppable force that would crush the enemy. 

 All the men in the unit were armored from head to toe in hard boiled leather. On top of 

the leather were also interlocking iron scales. These would turn any blade or badly shot arrow 

but would not stop a determined lance thrust or axe-blade. They were all equipped with a heavy 

spear or lance and iron sword as well as a round iron shield. They were given bows but they were 

only used when the lances were lost, the rider often unable to switch between weapons in time 

during a charge.  

The ever-absent bow was the one thing Chuluun terribly missed. The strumming of the 

string, the sound of an arrow cutting through the air when fired from a full draw, the satisfaction 

of hitting a target at full gallop from two hundred paces away. However, he was honored to be 

given such a command and would do the best he could, even if it meant he would never fight or 

use a bow in combat again. He could see in it the eyes of his men as well, they were all eager to 

blood their blades and spears, the weeks of inaction keeping them restless as he was. The horses 

were also now well-fed and well-rest; even with the cumbersome face and shoulder armor, they 

would not let the men down.   

 He watched as the battle unfolded. Genghis, once again, decided to leave his command of 

the main army to his brother, Kasar, and led the charge with the vanguard, consisting of Jelme, 

Subotai, and Jebe. Chuluun watched as the vanguard executed the lake formation elegantly, 

rushing against the Naiman army from all sides, hammering the mass of men and horses full of 

arrows, before quickly breaking away as they reacted. 

 Subotai, had also made a name for himself. His anda had shown in the three years, time 

and time again, a cunning and a natural ability that surpassed any other commander's. He also 

showed an eagerness to be in the thick of action, much like Genghis himself. As such, Subotai 

was often deployed as the vanguard, far away from Chuluun himself. 

 Chuluun spotted finally the red flags hoisted high in the main army. It was their time to 

shine. They would deal the finishing blow to this rag-tag army. 
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 “Men, form up. Chisel formation. We will be going in with Kubilai, keep tight. I’ll see 

you in the enemy’s camp. Huzzar!”  

Chuluun knew they would not disappoint, these were handpicked warriors, the biggest 

and strongest men. He quickly strapped on his helmet as he kicked his horse forward. The cool 

wind brushed against his face as the horse picked up speed.  

“Signal the vanguard!” Chuluun shouted to his lieutenant, who quickly pulled up his long 

horn, blowing in quick short bursts.  

The vanguard, bustling around the Naiman army like a swarm of wasps on a beetle, 

quickly parted. Chuluun could see the Naiman horsemen now. They were in disarray from the 

repeated assault at all sides, unable to make a decisive move towards any particular direction. 

Not that it mattered anyway. He gripped his spear tightly and brought his shield to bear. His 

battle cry was lost among the thousand voices in the air in the heat of the battlefield. 

The charge was devastating. The first line of Naiman horsemen instantly collapsed, as if 

they were toppled bales of hay. Chuluun’s horse crashed into the side of an unsuspecting horse, 

kicking its shin and instantly breaking its bones while Chuluun’s spear found the shoulder of 

another Naiman behind him. As Chuluun sped through the enemy ranks, his men behind him 

filled in the gaps he left behind, slashing and stabbing. Glancing back, he noticed the light 

cavalry had also fallen behind him, stringing through openings and finishing off any downed 

riders. 

Within moments, the battle was over. 

CHAPTER SEVEN 

The Naiman had put a desperate fight, but in the end it was futile. It was a slow death, 

like a pack of wolves tearing into a flock of sheep trapped against the walls of a mountain. There 

was nowhere to run or hide, eventually the last sheep would fall, such was the way of life. 

Tayang Khan and his son was summarily executed. 

 Chuluun watched as the sun slowly peeked over the riverbanks. The crows and vultures 

had begun the feast of the dead, the flocks gathered in a dense cloud of black, circling the 

battlefield. Even the wolves and other scavengers were attracted to the scene of massacre. It was 

some men’s belief that once they died, they should be cremated by giving their body to nature, to 

be rejoined and fed back to the circle of life.  

 It was fitting, Chuluun guessed, that the carrions had come in such numbers. Perhaps it 

was Tengri’s way of giving his blessing to Temujin, for today he shall finally be received by his 

men. Some twenty different banners stood tall today, a representation of vast Mongol tribes. 

However, the one that stood tallest of them all was the tuq, the white banner with jagged edge of 

nine points. 

 Every leader from all the Mongol tribes were seated in an assembly in front of the Onon 

River, every person represented his people in full capacity. Temujin had stepped forward then, 

dressed in the finest deel and leather, he addressed the men, 

 “The wars had been long, the bloodshed had been great but we, the people of the Mongol 

state, will live on. I, hereby under the heaven and stars, declare myself the ruler of my people. If 

any of you wish to challenge this claim now, speak now or hold forever your peace.” 



 
 
Parit Burintrathikul  
HIS 216S 
Final Project 5/6/16 

 An expected silence gripped the assembly, no man would dare challenge him now, 

especially amongst the assembly. Teb-Tengri, the shaman, approached Temujin with his sword.  

He bowed .With a voice that belied his size, he addressed the crowd. 

“God has spoken to me and said: “I have given all the face of the earth to Temujin and 

his children! He shall henceforth be named, Genghis Khan. I bid him the freedom to administer 

justice under the heavens and stars.” 

He offered the sword to Temujin, or Genghis Khan who took gently and faced the men. 

“All hail Genghis Khan, khan of the plains!” 

The cry reverberated among the men, as each man pledged their undying allegiance 

towards the one man. Chuluun could feel the power of the spirits rising from the land, he closed 

his eyes. The roars of the men, the cries of the birds circling above, the flickering of the wooden 

embers, the sound of running water washing down the stream, the cool wind caressing his face. It 

was a magical moment, as if the heaven and earth had celebrated with them. 

 “There had been enough deaths, we shall no longer suffer at the hands of one of our own, 

but instead we shall look towards the southern lands. Towards the cities of the weak and 

decrepit, and we shall take what is rightfully ours.” 

  

  

CHAPTER EIGHT 

 West of Samarkand, 1219 

 Twelve long years of war and battle, the memory of him enjoying a good hunt with Altai 

and Subotai was all but a distant blur. The boy who only considered managing only a few dozen 

families in the steppe plains was now an old grizzled man commanding the fate of thousands. 

Yet Chuluun wanted to believe that he had not changed too much. He felt the leather string 

around his neck shift. The wolf necklace, yellow and dull from the years of exposure, rattled 

with every step. Only two of the three remained, one of the claws torn off years ago. Grasping it, 

he wondered what Altai would think of all the wonders they had seen. The marvelous cities, its 

treasures within, and the ridiculous amount of people they encountered and killed. 

He vaguely remembered the great wall spanning over thousands of li across the 

mountains of the southern cities, the explosive powders and massive war machines they used to 

assault the giant towers. Yet the one memory that stood out from the rest all those years ago was 

the dream. Many of the things he saw that night had come to past, yet Chuluun could not 

understand what it truly meant. And he certainly could not ponder on any fanciful ideas right 

now. 

The sweltering heat was almost unbearable, even in the light deel and silk undershirt he 

was wearing he was soaked in his own sweat, almost as if he had jumped into a river. The desert 

was bleeding them dry. Chuluun could not imagine wearing his full iron armor, he would 

probably be charred to death. For the first time in his life, he questioned if Subotai had gone mad 

under the desert weather.  

In the years, Subotai had shown himself to be an accomplished strategist, one that 

Chuluun himself could never match, revolutionizing many aspects of warfare and logistics. 
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Being one, if not the best, of the great orlok commanders, he had managed to singlehandedly 

decimate the Manchurians and subjugated Koryo. In the Jin wars, he had managed to brilliantly 

deceive them in a pincer move across the great wall. He introduced the idea of the reinforced 

iron wheel to the Mongol army, allowing the wagons to travel longer distances over rougher 

terrain. 

Yet to cut across the desert in a week with only local nomadic guides was almost 

foolhardy. Who knew, the guides could have been deceiving us the whole time, leading fifty 

thousand men to their deaths, Chuluun thought to himself. Even if they did make it through the 

desert, would they even be in fighting condition to face the Shah’s army. As crazy as it sounded, 

Genghis had agreed to the ingenious plot and personally led the main army in the flanking 

maneuver. And thus wherever the khan went, Chuluun followed as commanded. 

However, throughout the past decade, Chuluun could sense his last brother slowly slip 

away from him. Initially he ascribed it to the burdens of war and responsibility, but over time he 

could see it was more than that. Subotai was a brilliant strategist, but it was because he knew 

where and how to find any weaknesses within an army or person. He was brutal and efficient 

about it too, crushing all in his path without emotion. Possibly that was also why he was so 

successful, discarding away his sentiments and feelings in a bid for greatness. Yet Chuluun felt 

only dismay towards his brother, for he had not seen him laugh, cry or express any emotions 

other than the tight smile he had whenever he was deep in thought. But he understood the 

necessity of it all, for every great warrior and leader must have the ability to don their mask and 

lead their people. Perhaps he had not changed much from the young passionate boy he once 

knew after all, Chuluun chuckled to himself. 

Another horse was heard falling over of exhaustion behind him, throwing the rider off its 

back and causing the baggage train to stop. He sighed. They were also losing horses at an 

alarming rate, dozens every night due to the lack of water and food. The dead horses couldn’t 

even be eaten, so frail and weak they were. Yet surprisingly, the camels had held up well as the 

baggage train. Chuluun never liked those creatures, with their humps and ugly faces. His mount 

also agreed with him, shying away from the creatures every time one approached. 

He pulled out a piece of milk curd from under his saddle and rolled it around his tongue, 

the sour taste bringing out the saliva to his dried mouth. He wished he could having dried meat, 

but the supply had run out long ago. It was most ironic that he had to sit on his curds like the 

winter nights, but, instead of warming them up, it was to protect them from the deathly rays of 

heat that would melt the curd to liquid. Yet the nights in the desert were as cold as the winters of 

the Mongolia plains. 

At the very least, he no longer needed to deal with the Jin troops. Subotai required speed 

and secrecy, thus only the Mongols, the fastest and best soldiers, were deployed. The Jin were 

bunch of useless soldiers, barely able to fight. The worst of the lot were their riders. Every one of 

them rode like a sack of potatoes and were only half decent with a sword. Teaching a dog to fly 

would have been easier than to teach them to shoot while on a horse.  At the very least they 

fulfilled their job as a movable wall and arrow fodder, bearing the initial brunt of any assault as 

well as any other men. Engineers on the other hand, Chuluun had nothing but respect for them. 

To be able to build contraptions of enormous size and power, he admired their knowledge over 

nature, however, he also preferred to not deal with them personally. 
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Under the blinding rays, he could make out one of the scouts sent out early in the 

morning approaching the army from the south. 

“A city is sighted ahead! Maybe around ten li from here! From the descriptions of the 

local, I believe it was Bukhara. Everything was quiet, men and women were out and about 

around the city. They had not suspected a thing.” The scout reported. 

“Good man, go report it to the khan and Subotai. Then you can grab whatever food and 

water you want, a fresh horse and suit up. I am sure we are going to be seeing some combat 

soon.” Chuluun smiled, perhaps his prayers had been heard by Tengri or Eje after all. He thanked 

the gods for seeing them to safety. 

“Now, men get some fresh mounts and get suited up. We are finally going to see 

something other than these bloody sand. First man into the city gets two dozen horses from me!” 

An enthusiastic cheer rose among his men, they were never afraid of a challenge. 

“Now, where is my goddamned armor?” 

 Aydar Al-din yawned as he stood watch over the west gatehouse. He had heard the news 

of the war with these so-called Mongols from the east, wreaking havoc across the eastern front. 

He had also heard of the two defeats the royal army suffered against the steppe riders. While it 

was quite worrisome that the Shah had not quelled the invasion by now, Aydar had no doubt that 

the invasion would be stopped at Samarkand. Soldiers had described the riders as waves crushing 

down upon them, well the waves were about to be met by a solid stone wall. Samarkand was a 

fortified fortress. The capital housed at least a hundred thousand soldiers, more than any of these 

“Mongols” could field in any capacity.  

 He yawned again, regretting the amount of alcohol he had yesterday night. He had not 

understood why the captain of the guard was so strict over guard rotations. We are at war, he 

said, the enemy could come to us at any time. Aydar had scoffed at him, earning a half-ration 

punishment for the rest of the week. But it was true, how could any army appear from the Kizil 

Kum desert? It was a daunting task even for local trader caravans, many had succumbed to the 

sands. 

 The extra garrison from the Shah had arrived a few days ago. The minds of kings and 

generals might be at work here but it made no sense to Aydar. Perhaps they had an elaborate plan 

he could not fathom, if yesterday was a lesson, he learned to not question his superiors. The only 

issue he had was the fact that the new garrison meant less space and rations to share. 

 He felt a twinkle in his eye. In the horizon, he could make out a figure approaching the 

city. At that speed, it was probably a rider, perhaps a messenger to recall the troops or maybe a 

trader caravan. Then another appeared, and another and another. Aydar’s eyes widened as he 

realized something was amiss. At least a thousand horsemen, in heavy armor was making their 

way across to the gate.  

Cold sweat broke out under his arms, he quickly turned and shouted down the tower. 

“Enemy is approaching! Death is upon you! Close the gates! Close the gates!” 

The two guards by the massive wooden gate looked up in confusion, one of them being 

woken up with him. Aydar could feel the ground shook under the pounding of the horses outside 

now. 

“Look outside, you lazy bastards! Close the gates!” 
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Aydar turned around towards the wall just in time to see the iron-head arrow punched 

through his throat. 

Chuluun pulled out his sword from the body of a dead soldier. The citadel had been 

finally been taken. It had been a gruesome siege, but after their swift occupation of Bukhara, 

Samarkand was doomed to fall. Cut off from aid and help on all sides and besieged by war 

machines, the Shah had tried to break the siege by sallying forward with his men.  

A big mistake. 

The Mongol arrows rained down upon them without mercy. Even their enormous tusked 

creatures whose hide was as durable as hard boiled leather did not stand a chance. In the end, the 

Shah had managed to flee with a number of men. It was a pity, it was a chance to end the war 

decisively but they had let the chance slipped by. 

The last standing soldiers fought to their final breath within the citadel, Chuluun 

respected their determination, despite its foolishness. He and his men had led the final assault 

into the citadel, their armor proving to be quite useful in close quarters. His men had begun 

looting the city now, stripping any valuables and gathering any habitants outside. Subotai 

appeared behind him. 

“Great victory, my brother. I saw you led the assault yourself, the first man to get atop the 

walls. Quite impressive, I am sure he would reward you well.” 

Chuluun could feel no emotion from the compliment. While it still stung slightly, he had 

gotten used to it over the years. 

“Ha! It is of no difficulty.” 

Subotai smiled tightly, they both knew the battle was hard fought. Men who had no 

escape would always fight like wolves, to the bitter end. It certainly was not of “no difficulty”. 

“The khan have assigned me to lead the vanguard after the Shah and his rag tag band of 

men, and you will be coming along with me. However, he wants us to regroup outside with the 

prisoners before we leave.” 

The prisoners were huddled together in a circle outside of the city, surrounded by 

soldiers. Many eyed the Mongols with fear, others begged the soldiers around for life. Both were 

met with stone-cold silence from the soldiers, who kept their distance, beating anyone back with 

the flat of their swords and spears. Chuluun pitied them, he knew what was coming next. The 

result was same for all that resisted. 

Genghis appeared from within the city walls. With a commanding shout, he issued the 

order and left, leaving the men to do their job. 

Chuluun levelled his spear and began walking towards the crowd, his men mirroring his 

steps. The circle closed in upon the people of Samarkand, very much so like one of their hunting 

circles. The screams and shouts grew louder and louder, just like the animals caught in the 

entrapment. It did not stop when Chuluun plunged his spear into the first man, but intensified 

even more. In and out, in and out, the spear drove through the masses. 

He did not enjoy the act but, nevertheless, Chuluun would obey the khan’s orders. It was 

the way of the world, he too must don the cold mask at times. The strong do what they will and 

the weak suffered what they must. 
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CHAPTER NINE 

Chuluun sat quietly on his horse, chewing on a piece of jerky. He and his men stood 

hidden by the sheer cliffs, waiting for his signal. This was the second time the Georgian king had 

decided to marshal his men against, somehow managing to rally an army as large as the one 

before. These were not just the run of the mill soldiers as well, as the scouts reported, but another 

contingent of “knights”. 

These so-called knights were a different breed to what they had seen before. A single 

man would stand at least a head taller than the average Mongol warrior, wearing sheets of metal 

from head to toe, even their boots and helmets were covered in iron. Their horses was also of a 

different breed, at least a hand span larger than the Mongolian horse and twice the weight. They 

were faster too, but it was offset by their low endurance. A regiment charging against them was 

the first time Chuluun felt overwhelmed by their raw strength, however he would rather die than 

admit it.  

They had looked different as well, their eyes blue and hair yellow. Their skin were as 

white as the snow. Chuluun scoffed, the gods must have played a cruel trick upon their people, 

switching their palette of colors in a playful jest. 

Yet, despite their metal shell, superior size and ice-cold eyes, they bled all the same. 

Chuluun felt the familiar rumble from the ground, almost like a small earthquake. They 

were coming. Chuluun gave a quick nod to the flag bearer, who raised the red flag. Jebe, two 

hundred paces, responded with the same. They were ready. 

The sounds of the fighting hit them first. Subotai’s men had masterfully executed the bait, 

charging the Georgian knights in a foolhardy attempt before breaking away in terror. Chuluun 

could see the knights’ column approaching, harried with sporadic fire. The knights had learned 

their lesson it seemed, preferring to hold formation and double speed rather than charging 

maddeningly after the light archers. 

Chuluun hefted his spear and swung it forward, his horse slowly moving into a trot, Jebe 

and his men mirrored his movements. With a swift kick at the heels, he urged his mount forward. 

They had begun to kick up a dust storm, the Georgians must have noticed them by now. It 

mattered not. 

Chuluun dismounted to examine the dead, after ordering a dozen men to scout and scour 

the area for any other reinforcements. The chainmail had not saved them from the arrows. Many 

of the bodies were struck through the chainmail on the sides, necks and armpits, often with more 

than one arrow. However, the helmets and plated armor had held well. He picked up one of the 

helmets noting the dent on the metal where the arrow had glanced off. Similarly, he remembered 

his spear being stuck half way through by the plated armor, allowing the knight to break away 

with the tip. They were good designs. 

He sat down on the cold grass. It had been, what, almost twenty years now since the 

union of the tribes. He had fought in countless battles, killed immeasurable number of men, 

women and children too, and travelled far beyond the scope of his imagination. He was getting 

old now, approaching fifty, his bones and muscles were cold and sore in the morning, no longer 

brimming with the energy of youth. The bruise he took from a glancing axe blade would take 

weeks to recover from, whereas ten years ago he could simply shrug off the injury. Perhaps it 

could be time to head back home. 
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He glanced up and spotted Subotai. The man was still full of life and vigor, dismounting 

his sleek white horse as his men approached him. He spotted Chuluun looking at him and gave a 

quick salute before disappearing into the royal ger. Chuluun recalled his dreams, the man with 

the green eyes surrounded by smoke and flame. He was a different breed of men, one that would 

not tire nor age. Then he remembered his promise to his brother, his oath to the khan, with a 

sigh, Chuluun got up, his right leg stinging from the axe blow. 

He won’t be giving up just yet. 

 

CHAPTER TEN 

“The Tanguts and Jin had openly rebelled against us again. Genghis requests you return 

as soon as possible to Samarkand.” The messenger reported. 

 “Then let us make haste.” Subotai replied, “You, go grab some refreshments and a fresh 

horse. Tell the khan we will be there within the fortnight.” 

“Yes, orlok.” 

The messenger bowed before pulling away from the front of the army column. 

“Well it seems that our expedition is coming to an end. How do you feel about that, 

Chuluun?” Subotai asked jokingly. For the first time in years, Subotai was in a jovial mood. 

Chuluun could feel the essence of his brother from all those years ago again. Perhaps it had been 

the recent victories over the Rus, or maybe Subotai was just winding down with age, or the two 

flasks of ale they had, Chuluun did not know. However, he definitely intended to fully take 

advantage of it. 

“I would say it was never too boring. These people seemed so eager to fight us, bringing 

army after army to bear against us. I don’t know how they bred so many in such a short time!” 

Chuluun chuckled, then winced. His wounds were healing and they still bothered him from time 

to time. 

“Once we’re back in Samarkand, let us cele-” Chuluun’s dialogue was cut short by 

another scout approaching, his horse was panting heavily and the scout’s face was white as a 

sheet. 

“Report.” Subotai’s cheerful demeanor disappeared, replaced with the cold calculating 

eyes of Subotai the general.  

“Armies spotted from the west and from the east! Their banner shows the crest of the 

dragon in green and red. The west seemed to be mainly cavalry forced will be upon us 

momentarily.” The scout reported, gasping for air. 

“We cannot deal with two armies on two fronts. We will be limited in maneuverability, 

unable to use our horses. Their armored horses will be fresh and ready for battle, we won’t be 

able to best them in a straight up charge. They will crush us like a fish in a net.” Subotai slowly 

began to mill over his options, there weren’t many choices that he could choose from. And time 

was not a luxury. 

Chuluun could see the dilemma at hand, any officer worth his salt would know the only 

solution. Chuluun began to laugh, surprising Subotai from his thoughts. The gods do jest. He did 

not know which gods or goddesses, may it be Tengri or the Christ or the one God from the Arabs 
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but fate did seem to have its own will. It was as if it was wanted them to have one last moment 

together. 

“I will lead the charge with my men.” Chuluun muttered, “We will slice a path through 

the eastern army for you, and then we will form the rearguard against the cavalry.” 

Subotai jerked his horse to a stop. 

“Do you know what you’re asking to do?” He stared into his friend’s eyes. Chuluun 

looked back at him, as if he was seeing Subotai for the first time again. 

“Yes I do, it’s the only way we are going make it through. This is what my unit is made 

for. You need me and my men, and you know it.” Chuluun shot back. They both knew if there 

were to be any chance of surviving, they needed to break out of this pincer and he was the only 

unit capable of smashing an enemy line of pikes. 

“Are you sure you wanted to do this?” Subotai scanned his face for any doubts in his 

friend’s face, yet all he found was stone-cold determination. 

“Yes.” 

“Then, go. My brother,” Subotai grasped Chuluun’s arm, feeling the tense muscles 

underneath. Chuluun returned the grip, the gesture brought him back to their first encounter. His 

face softened and he smiled. 

“The khan needs you, we can handle ourselves.” 

“Yes you can, brother. Stay strong.” 

  

CHAPTER ELEVEN - EPILOGUE 

Chuluun spotted an almighty cloud of dust approaching them at a tremendous speed. That 

could only mean one thing: knights. From the size of the cloud, he could tell they were at least 

two thousand strong. That must have meant even more reinforcements had arrived, he cursed 

inwardly.  

. Let them come, let them waste their strength galloping across the water and plains, for 

they will soon be met with iron and blood. 

He turned back to his men once again, who had now formed up behind him. Chuluun 

lifted his heavy spear into the air and swung it against his shield. The singular metallic clang 

resonated into the silence of the plains. He lifted his spear and brought down against his shield 

again, this time it was met with a resounding echo. Each man began to rattle their shields in 

unison alongside. The sound of hundreds of iron bashing on wood reverberated into the wind, in 

a symphonic display of power and emotion. 

 He knew no words of encouragement was needed anymore. Every man who had stayed 

understood the cost of this battle. 

“Slow! March!” 

Chuluun strapped his helmet to his chin. He felt the familiar cold hard leather upon his 

forehead and ears, the warmth of his horse emanating to his body, the cold jingle of his scimitar 

scabbard at his side. The pain on his right leg was but a mere afterthought, the sound of the 

galloping hooves settled to a quiet murmur. He was where he belonged. 
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“Full speed!” 

Chuluun dug his heels into his horse’s flanks, bringing her to a full gallop. He could feel 

the saddle hammering his legs from under him. His spear rested upon his hips and shield in front 

of his chest. In the far horizon, he could see his old family ger pitched next to the river, his father 

and brother on their horses, waiting expectantly for him. He knew he would be in time for 

dinner. 

Chuluun gave a final roar, the final battle cry, a voice that carried over into the 

mountains. 

 

  

Boghar, 1241 

Subotai stepped over the hundreds of caresses of dead men and horses. Almost into his 

seventies, he still personally led his men against the city. The battle had been fierce but Boghar 

was finally theirs. The city itself was mostly built from the woods of the nearby forests, thus not 

much preparation was needed. Subotai grabbed his lit torch.  

“Let it be known that the Mongol would always pay their debts, no matter how long ago 

the debt was. It will be repaid.” With a mighty throw, the torch was sent flying into the hatched 

roof of a house. Several hundred more torches followed, filling the sky in a bright radiance. 

As the city slowly burned down in flames, Subotai sat on the ground in front of the 

burning city and watched as the embers slowly but surely split open the wood and stone. A 

flicker of light on the ground caught his eye. He knelt on the ground and examined the source. 

Incredulously, he picked up the item. It was a single wolf claw.   

 He held the claw to his chest one last time, and threw high into the city of flames. He 

turned away, his eyes glazed over into the distance.  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Notes:  

 Character building was very much lacking, did not have time to fully develop the 

relationship of the main character with Subotai. 
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 Story was too driven by historical events, this was due to me writing the beginning and 

ending first and then trying to fill in the middle.  

 Could not find a description of the kurultai assembly at all, except the mention of the 

white banner. I had to make it from imagination. 

 I also struggled with making diverse descriptions and exploring the different 

thoughts/feelings of the character, by the last few chapters I felt the narrative was 

becoming repetitive 
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