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Castles were 
the storage 

depots of the 
Middle Ages.

Likewise,
those hardy 

folks holding 
down the forts, 

so to speak, 
needed to 

maintain stocks 
by keeping their 

own supply 
lines open.

The outcome of a siege 
was often decided by 

whose logistics system 
failed first.

This is the mostly true 
tale of how one such 
logistics chess match 

finally ended after seven 
long years in cold, damp, 

rainy Wales...

1468 AD.
Camped outside the 
impregnable Castle 

Harlech in Wales, the 
commander of the 

Yorkist forces, Lord 
William Herbert, is 

chilling with Walter 
Devereux, the 7th 
Baron of Ferrers.

And by ‘chilling,’ we 
mean that literally.

sOmething
on yoUr Mind,  

BilL?

brrrr!

Knight to Castle 4

Since warfare 
included 

castle sieges 
that lasted 
months or 
even years, 
besieging 

forces needed 
long supply 

trains.



29PS 745 DEC 14

Aye, Wally. Why do they call it the 
War of the Roses, when it’s too bloody 

cold here for roses to bloom?

But it’s 
August.

That’s my 
point. We’ve 

been at 
this siege 
so long, 
I can’t 

even tell 
a Welsh 
summer 
from 

winter 
anymore.

Milord, I promise this is it. We 
finally cut off their pesky seaside 
supply chain. By our calculations, 
they haven’t got enough grub to 

last another week.

No grub, you say? Ah, 
but these 7-year-itchy 
holdouts are clever. 
What if they resort to 

grubs, plural?

We’ve got 
that covered, 
too. We snuck 

someone 
into the keep 
disguised as 
the Orkynnin 

man.

There won’t be a grub or 
louse left wriggling by 

nightfall. No midnight snacks 
for those Lancastrian dOgs!

Can it 
be true, 
Wally?

Has the tide 
turned in 

our favor?

Shall I see my 
dear wife Anne at 

last? Will I be able 
to bathe and shave 
at leisure? And can 
I finally exchange 
these infernally 

wet dungarees for 
dry ones?

All I know is 
the sky weeps 

more here than a 
troubadour who’s 

lost his muse.

Milords… we’ve really 
got… the Lancastrians 
…on the skids… now!

Milords…

what ho! 
who’s this 

then? {sigh} You 
said that three 

years ago.
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MEANWHiLE, inside 
the storeRoom Of 
beseiged Castle 
Harlech, the castle 
cook grouses to 
the supply clerk…

Always 
with the 

Anjou pears, 
Amerawdwr.

Did you tell 
’er ’ighness that 

we’re outta 
Anjous?

But I can 
do a nice 
blood 

pudding.

By the 
Bishop’s holy 
toenail, it’s 

true!

These bins are 
empty, Sergeant 

Amerawdwr!

How could 
you forget the 
classic supply 

motto?

if it’s
authorized, it 

should be in stock 
or on order!

Ummm, I 
thought that 
was just a 

motivational 
slogan, Sir.

OhHh…
This 

doesn’t 
bode 
good.

Actually, 
Cookie, we’re 

outta blood, too. 
Nobody has any 
leeches left.

The supply 
shelves are 

bare. Bare!?

Constable 
Einion! What 

brings you to 
the supply 

room?

I had to 
see this for 

myself.
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But Sir, remember 
what you always 
tell us, ‘Chin up...
for tomorrow is 
another siege day!’

The gatehouse at 
Castle Harlech…

What’s the 
holdup with the 

portcullis?

The quick-
release catch 
is broken, Sir.

Do I look like I just 
got off the cart from 
Llanfairpwllgwyngyll? 

No excuses, soldier!

But we 
don’t have 

the parts to 
repair it, Sir.

Then slash the 
ropes! Do I have 
to come up with 
every Plan B, 

too?

 Actually Sir, Cookie 
boiled the rope up for 
soup some weeks back. 

And Sergeant Amerawdwr 
told us he couldn’t 

order any more rope.

Said he just 
couldn’t get

the hang of the 
newfangled 

supply system.

it should be 
down by now!

That was the 
motivational 

slogan!

Nay, I meant 
that these empty 

shelves don’t bode 
good for your 

career, Amerawdwr. 
You can kiss that 

promotion goodbye.

Sir, the Yorkist 
louts are boilin’ 
over the hills 
like roaches!

Sir!

They’re coming from 
both north and south! 
Nigh 9,000 men strong.

Eh? Roaches, you 
say? Baked, boiled 
or fried, they’ll 

do in a pinch.

Our hungry 
bellies must bide, 

Cookie. Right 
now, we need you 
to boil up some 
kettles of pitch!

The enemy 
is on our 
doorstep!

I used 
it for 

porridge 
last 
week.

Do we 
have any 
pitch?
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Mighty Castle Harlech surrendered to Yorkist forces on that fateful 
          day in August 1468, after a good 7-year run.

The moral here is that 
while logistics may not 

seem exciting…

…especially compared 
to a battering ram or 

trebuchet…

…the fact is it’s 
turned the tide of 

history many a time!

That’s because Private 
Amerawdwr shirked his 
Harlech Castle Supply 

System (HCSS-Army) 
training!

Aye, you 
heard that 

right. I said

Private!

d’oh!




