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Story #1 

Kuchlug’s Last Scribe 

As we fled from Balasaghun, 

my master Guchulug breathed 

a heavy sigh. 

“Arslan, I’m afraid this is the 

end.”  

Of the thirty thousand men 

who had accompanied us to 

the battlefield, only five or six 

thousand were left. Oh, how 

the tide had turned. Only five 

years ago, my master had 

launched a coup d’état and 

become ruler of the mighty Kara-Khitai Empire. Now, we were running from the Mongols.  

The sun beat down on us mercilessly, just like it had on the battlefield two weeks before. My 

groin felt chafed from the constant horseback riding, yet, my heart raced with fear. Every time 

we stopped to set up camp, we could see the clouds of dust kicked up by the Mongols and their 

cavalry.  

“Thank you for your service. I do not know when the end shall come, but you have been a dear 

friend to me,” said Guchulug. 

His kind words snapped me out of my trance. I looked back on our men. As the days went by, 

more and more of them dropped out of the ranks. Some weary, some injured, some fleeing to 

their homes, hoping to blend in with the civilians. An entire division from our former empire 

under Yisimaili had turned tail and joined up with Jebe, Chinggis’ most skilled general.  

Even at night, I found myself sweating, not from the heat, but from anxiety. I had not bathed in 

four or five days and my body was covered with a sticky, disgusting filth. Yet we could not 

afford time for luxuries. We had to continue fleeing.  

As we approached the valley of Sarigh Chopan, we heard the news that Jebe had proclaimed 

religious freedom for the many Muslims of our empire. We knew then that we would not be able 

to escape. Guchulug was wise, but his policies against Muslims meant that now we could not 

escape further to the West.  

  



Story #2 

The War Diaries of 

Baiju 

Although it was winter, 

it was an unusually 

warm day, a good omen 

as Baiju toured around 

his encampment. As far 

as he could see, scores of 

men and horses 

surrounded the walls of 

Baghdad. Between them 

and the capital of the 

Abbasid Caliph was a 

massive ditch, constructed only in a few days, a wall, and massive siege machinery.  

The Mongol camp was a blur of languages. Armenians, Franks, Chinese, Georgians, and 

Mongols had all come together to take the crown jewel of Islam. It was only ten days into the 

siege yet the men in the camp were beginning to feel joyous. 

“Sir, our bombardment unit has prepared another round. Shall we proceed or wait for the 

afternoon?” asked Tian Dao, a Chinese artillery commander.  

“Wait, we shall concentrate our attacks today. We will send in our forces into the main gate with 

the Franks and Georgians on the flank. But we must be supported by artillery to keep the 

defenders away from the walls,” ordered Baiju.  

“Yes sir!” replied Tian. 

Baiju’s hardened leather shoulder armor clinked against his iron breastplate as he made his way 

to the commander’s tent. There, he met Hulagu, Arghun, and Kitbuqa, the great generals in 

charge of the siege.  

“Baiju, how are the Chinese divisions holding up?” asked Hugalu, his confident voice booming 

across the tent.  

“They are ready, sir,” replied Baiju 

“Good, let us commence our attack soon. We have noticed activity in the Northeastern sector of 

the city. We must quell their forces before they launch a counter-attack.” 



The generals crowded around Hugalu as he examined his tactical map. Already, the walls in the 

Southern and Western parts of the city had been reduced to half their stature, making 

bombardment easy. Baiju knew that this attack would likely be the decisive knockout blow. As 

he looked around the room, the commanders all seemed confident, but still steadfast and serious.  

The crown jewel was about to be knocked out.  

  



Story #3 

An Insult Remembered 

Farah’s whole body ached as 

she marched eastward, her 

young son Rahim slung across 

her bosom. The attack and fall 

of Bukhara, her hometown, 

had happened so fast. 

As she looked back for one 

last glimpse of her ruined city, 

her eyes began to well up. 

How could their empire have failed to defend them?  

Under her breath, Farah cursed Inalchuq and Sultan Muhammad. 

“They were supposed to protect us, but instead they brought the ire of the Mongols upon us. 

Curse them! They shall rot in hell for forcing this hardship upon us.” 

Farah had heard of how the conflict had started. According to her husband, who had been 

slaughtered by the Mongols, the two rulers had insulted Mongol leaders by imprisoning a 

Mongol caravan and then beheading a Mongol diplomat. Now, the wrath of the Mongols had 

fallen upon Bukhara and Sultan Muhammad’s forces were nowhere to be seen.  

As Farah turned her head back to her march, she had flashbacks of the invasion. It had all 

happened so fast. She remembered her husband, Tahmin, coming in to their home and telling her 

that he had overheard the officials speaking about a possible Mongol invasion. Only two days 

later, the men and horses of Chinggis and Tolui had reached their city gates. 

She remembered Tahmin’s bewilderment at the announcement that their city was under siege. 

She remembered the conversation they had that night. It was one of their last.  

“How could they pass…the desert was impassable…our forces cannot hope to hold them. Dear, 

please protect Rahim. I know they will not forget Muhammad’s actions,” Tahmin had said.  

Only three days later, the city’s garrison was annihilated and the Mongols proudly marched in 

and took her city, looting it. 

Tahmin and thousands of other men were executed. In one day, Farah lost her father, two 

brothers, an uncle, and husband. Tears were now pouring down her cheeks as she remembered 

them, combining with sweat and dust on her dry and cracked face. She used to be a free woman. 

Now, she was destined for slavery under the Mongol Empire.  



“Oh Rahim,” she exclaimed. “May God treat you to a better life than what I have seen.” 

  



Story #4 

Miracle at Ain Jalut 

The men were 

exhausted as they 

retreated again, pursued 

by Mongol forces under 

Kitbuqa. As they rode 

back, the dust kicked up 

by their horses made 

the advance difficult for the Mongols, who had to wait for the dust to settle before riding in.  

“Ahmad! Ride 500 more paces then storm back, draw the Mongols up again!” shouted Bakir, a 

commander of the Mamluk forces at Ain Jalut. 

Ahmad heard the commands and dutifully rode to join up with his lieutenants, and they 

garrisoned their group of 150 men.  

“Men, gather. Prepare the archers. We’ll attack them again from the right side and draw them to 

the highlands,” yelled Ahmad at his men.  

The afternoon sun beat down on the riders as they pulled against their reigns. Their small force 

of 150 turned and departed from the larger Baibar contingent. Suddenly, they emerged from the 

dust cloud and were greeted by the Mongol force of 15,000.  

“Steady! The battle will not be fought here. If God wills it, we will all return!” 

Ahmad knew the tactic was a gamble, but it was the Mamluk’s best hope. He would have his 

men harass the Mongols with arrows, then join up with the small Baibar contingent of 4,000 

again. The Mongols thought they had a numerical advantage, but little did they know that Qutuz, 

the Sultan, had garrisoned 20,000 more in the highlands, ready to rain down arrows on the 

Mongols.  

Ahmad could see the trepidation and anxiety on the faces of his men. Yes, they had a supporting 

force, but for the time being, they were the only ones fighting the Mongols head on.  

“Ready…FIRE!” 

A small hail of arrows rose from Ahmad’s forces and scattered amongst the Mongols. After the 

salvo, they turned tail and quickly headed back towards the highlands in the Jezreel Valley. As 

they retreated, Ahmad looked back. The Mongols had taken the bait, and were pursuing quickly 

*** 



Five hours later, it was all over. Qutuz’s strategy was genius. Kitbuqa’s forces had been 

decimated, most were encircled and slaughtered, and only a few were able to escape. Ahmad 

wiped the sweat off his brow and breathed a sigh of relief. He had risked his men’s lives many 

times that day in their small, hit-and-run attacks, but it had possibly saved his homeland…at least 

for the time being.  

  



Story #5 

Carnage at the Kalka: The Diary of Ganbold, 

a Mongol Reconnaissance Soldier 

The morning sun illuminated the thin mist of 

fog on the banks of the Kalka River as Ganbold 

snuck along its shore. He was covered in mud 

from dodging enemy patrols, often having to 

duck below fallen tree trunks or into muddy 

ditches. Every sound he made could be his last.  

He stared down at the small map he had brought 

with him, and looked across at the enemy 

formations. The Rus encampment had begun to 

stir with activity, and Ganbold noticed the men 

donning their armor, sharpening their swords, 

seemingly preparing for conflict. In the distance, 

he saw the commander’s battle-tent, its flag post 

rising high above the other haphazard structures.  

Ganbold chuckled to himself. These city-dwellers had no clue how to build tents.  

Born to a poor, nomadic family, Ganbold had quickly ascended the ranks of the Mongol army. 

He began as a horseback archer, but was appraised by his commander, Gantulga, for his 

excellence in intelligence-gathering. Many times before, Ganbold had stayed up late at night or 

woken up early in the morning to track the movements of the enemy. Now, in the spring of 1223, 

he had his most important assignment; tracking the 20,000-strong legion of Galich and Volhynia 

as they ventured south along the Kalka.  

After a few hours on the prowl, Ganbold returned. To his surprise, he learned from Monkhbat, 

another Mongol spy, that there was an equally strong force under the princes of Kiev and 

Chernigov moving north. Quickly, the two spies headed towards Subutai’s tent. 

“Subutai! Sir! We have detected movements indicative of a pincer!”  

“What have you noticed?” replied the great Mongol general.  

“Two large Russian forces are moving north and south along the river. We believe they hope to 

attack our flank,” replied Ganbold. Even though he was technically low in rank, his reputation 

preceded him, and he was able to address Subutai and the other generals directly.  



“It seems they hope to neutralize our cavalry by forcing us to defend two sides. Good work 

Ganbold,” replied Subutai. Ganbold bowed, and was dismissed from the tent.  

As he walked away, a horn went off, and many commanders from the various Mongol 

contingents rushed towards the battle tent. It appeared his intelligence would change the battle 

plan.  

  



Story #6 

Afghan Allies 

As the sun set on what remained of the 

Khwarazmian Empire, Jalal ad-Din, the last 

sultan of the empire, began to tremble with fear. 

In the distance he saw a sight he and his men had 

come to fear: warriors on horseback. 

“Mongols!” he shouted. “Prepare for battle!” 

The camp suddenly became restless. As battle 

horns began to sound, men emerged from their 

tents. Swords and spears clanked against armor 

as men holstered their weapons. The twang of 

bows could be heard as archers tested their 

firearms.  

Suddenly, the horses in the distance stopped. Out 

of the huge group came only two men on 

horseback. As they drew closer, Jalal could 

hardly believe his eyes. They were not Mongols, but Afghans!  

“Greetings, Sultan Jalal. I am Abdul, a commander of these men. We come to ally with you to 

stop the Mongol hordes and protect our homelands!”  

“Abdul! Please dismount and let me show you a proper reception,” replied Jalal ad Din. He 

motioned quickly to his generals. Three quick horn blasts then sounded across the camp, 

informing the men that there was indeed no battle to be fought.  

The night was filled with merriment and happiness. The arrival of Afghan forces would double 

the size of Jalal’s armies, and furthermore, give him crucial geographical knowledge. The Hindu 

Kush Mountains were treacherous, and the native Afghan population would be invaluable.  

Nonetheless, Jalal could not grow complacent. His forces now outnumbered the Mongols, but the 

death of his father, Muhammad II, taught him the lesson that Mongols could never be 

underestimated.  

The next morning, Jalal and Abdul met and looked over maps and intelligence. The Mongol 

pursuing force supposedly consisted of only 20,000 men.  

“We should be wary of traps,” stated Jalal, remembering the Mongol tactic of luring enemy 

forces into small areas then annihilating them with arrows.  



“Perhaps we should set one of our own? These mountains here can hide an army,” replied Abdul, 

motioning towards the imposing peaks of the Hindu Kush.  

Jalal knew he only had one shot at the Mongols. Their forces now spread across nearly half of 

Asia, while his contingent was all that was left of his once powerful Persian Empire. The 

planning would have to be perfect for his men to have a shot at victory.  

  



Story #7 

Life in Bolgar 

The only downside to living in Bolgar 

was the constant pounding of 

hammers and nails, the sound of 

construction in a city that was 

growing at an unprecedented pace. 

The construction had become Anna’s 

wake-up call. As she stepped outside 

to get the morning’s groceries, she 

was greeted by Temur, a Mongol 

horseman who had been posted in 

Bolgar for the last few months.  

“Good morning Anna,” said Temur. “How is your fabric business?” 

“Hello, Temur. It is going well. We just received a new shipment from Eastern Europe.” 

“Ah, yes, I was assigned on the city outskirts a few days ago when a large caravan came in. 

Maybe it was the same one?” 

“Perhaps, there is so much going on in this city now. It has really turned a new leaf,” replied 

Anna.  

Although Anna had heard of the terrors the Mongols had inflicted, she was personally thankful 

for them. Under Mongol rule, Bolgar had become a center of trade and an administrative capital. 

Soldiers and merchants alike had crowded to the city, a powerful hub of the Golden Horde. 

Temur himself was from a small village in Mongolia, thousands of miles from home, but now 

was guarding the city that Anna had grown up in.  

As she walked towards the market, the clop of hooves reminded her of the Mongol presence. 

Soldiers on horseback were constantly dispatched further East towards Moscow, stopping only 

temporarily in her hometown.  

Finally, Anna arrived at the bazaar. People were scurrying to and fro, businessmen and traders 

yelling their prices, claiming their goods were the best, the highest quality, and the cheapest. 

Anna walked along the stalls, until a red and gold piece of fabric caught her eye. It would be 

perfect for making clothing, or perhaps a tablecloth.  

“How much for this fabric?” she asked the shopkeeper, 

“Oh this one, it is not for sale. I use it for decoration. It is all the way from Rome!” 



“Ah, thank you anyways”, replied Anna.  

Anna was stunned at the richness and vast assortment of materials and goods. Bolgar was a 

beautiful and successful city before the Mongols, but now it was truly thriving. It may have been 

true that all roads led to Rome, but most of those roads seemed to go through Bolgar.  

  



Story #8 

Records of an Ilkhanate Astronomer 

The clear night sky made stargazing easy for 

Mohammad, an astronomer at the Maragheh 

Observatory. There were a few scattered clouds, 

but it was an ideal night for an astronomer. The 

cold winter air was clear as glass, and allowed 

the stars to be easily tracked.  

Mohammad scribbled away in his notebook, 

meticulously recording the position of two 

bright stars he had been tracking for months. 

Suddenly, the door opened behind him. He had 

not expected any visitors, and was startled. 

“Greetings, Mohammad. What have you studied 

tonight?” 

Mohammad looked up and was surprised to see 

the chief astronomer, Nasir al-Din Tusi, 

standing in the doorway.  

“I have noticed that two stars seem to be rotating around one another, sir.” 

“Ah, such is good fortune,” Tusi replied. “The stars seem to be in harmony. That is good.”  

Mohammad rushed to show Tusi his charts. He had plotted the position and time of the stars for 

the past few weeks, and had mapped out their predicted course.  

Tusi was pleased. His observatory had attracted the finest scientists in Persia, and had allowed 

him to make significant discoveries. In the past few years, he had accumulated 25,000 books by 

scholars from around the world, with thousands more on the way. The subjects ranged from 

philosophy to mathematics to history, and Maragheh had become a center of learning all around 

the world for astrologists, astronomers, and philosophers. 

“I will report this to Hulegu. It is sure to be of interest to him,” said Tusi. Hulegu, ruler of the 

Ilkhanate, was a firm believer in astrology, and often consulted Tusi before any major military 

actions to make sure heaven approved of his actions. In fact, the successful invasion of Baghdad 

had launched Tusi into the spotlight after he correctly foretold the fall of the capital in half a 

month.  



As Tusi walked back out of the observatory and into his office, Mohammad looked back up at 

the night sky. A gentle breeze came into the starlit room. Good omens, indeed, thought 

Mohammad.  

  



Project Description and Works Cited 

For my final project, I decided to make an annotated map of the Mongol Conquests of Central 

Asia. There are two components-the map itself and the annotations, which I included as a 

separate packet. The numbers on the map, labeled 1-8, correspond to the locations of the stories I 

wrote. I first incorporated the information on several different maps into my own physical 

project, and synthesized the information in various historical sources to plot the course of the 

Mongol invasions. Then, I read over sources, from primary sources like The Secret History of the 

Mongols and The History of the World Conqueror to secondary sources that I found in the Duke 

Library and online to put together history-based fiction from the perspectives of the Mongols, 

their subjects, and their enemies. I also found images, both primary sources and modern-day 

photographs, of the battles or scenes of battles to use in the annotations to bring the stories to 

life. I wanted to portray a wide variety of stories from around Central Asia and the Middle East, 

whether it was a scholar’s observations on the stars or a fleeing enemy commander, and truly 

capture the perspective of those who lived in the time of the Mongol conquests. Although these 

accounts are fictional, they are based on real events that I looked into, from the battle of Ain 

Jalut to life in the City of Bolgar. Thus, this project involved a lot of research and reading into 

the lifestyles and daily routines of people from Mongol soldiers to Russian artisans. I had a lot of 

fun making this project as I really enjoyed the artistic component of it, but also learned a lot 

about Central Asian/Middle Eastern geography, history, and the Mongol conquests.  
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