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SOLDIER OF THE MIST
Gene Wolfe

This book is dedicated—with the greatest respect and affection to Herodotos of
Halicarnassos

First there was a struggle at the barricade of shields; then, the barricade down,
a bitter and protracted fight, hand to hand, at the temple of Demeter ...

—MHerodotos

Although this book isfiction, it is based on actuad events of 479 B.C.

FOREWORD

About two years ago, an urn containing scrolls of papyrus, al gpparently unused, was found behind a
collection—of Roman lyresin the basement of the British Museum. The museum retained the urn and
disposed of the scrolls, which were listed in Sotheby's catalogue as Lot 183. Various blank papyrus
rolls, possibly the stock of an Egyptian stationer.

After passing through severa hands, they becamethe property of Mr.D___ A, adeder and
collector in Detroit. He got the notion that something might be concedled in the sticks on which the
papyrus was wound and had them X-rayed. The X-rays showed them to be solid; but they also showed
line after line of minute characters on the sheet (technicaly the protokollon) gummed to each stick.
Sensing himsdlf on the verge of adiscovery of red bibliotic importance, he examined ascroll under a
powerful lensand found that all its sheets were covered on both sides with minute gray writing, which the
personnd of the museum, and of Sotheby's, had apparently taken for dust smears. Spectrographic
andysis has established that the writing instrument was asharp "pencil” of metallic lead. Knowing my
interest in dead languages, the owner has asked meto provide this trandation.

With the exception of ashort section in passable Greek, thisfirst scroll iswrittenin archaic Latin,
without punctuation. The author, who cdled himsdf "Latro" (aword that may mean brigand, guerrilla,
hired man, bodyguard, or pawn), had a disastrous penchant for abbreviation—indeed, it israreto find
him giving any but the shortest wordsin full; thereisadigtinct possibility that some abbreviations have
been misread. The reader should keep in mind that dl punctuation ismine; | have added details merdly
implied in thetext in Someingtances and have given in full sSome conversations given in summary.

For conveniencein reading, | have divided the work into chapters, breaking the text (insofar as
possible) at the points at which "Latro" ceased to write. | have employed the first few words of each
chapter asitstitle.

In dedling with place names, | have followed the origina writer, who sometimes wrote them ashe
heard them but more often trand ated them when he understood (or believed he understood) their
meanings. "Tower Hill" is probably Corinth; "the Long Coast" issurdly Attica In some cases, Latro was
certainly mistaken. He seemsto have heard some taciturn person referred to as having Laconic manners
(Greek E&RIESIU0) and to have concluded that Laconia meant "the Silent Country.”" His error in deriving
the name of the principal city of that region from aword for rope or cord (Greek 666UriGii) was one
made by many uneducated speakers of histime. He appears to have had some knowl edge of Semitic
languages and to have spoken Greek fairly fluently, but to have read it poorly or not at al.
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A few words about the culture in which Latro found himself soon after he began to write may bein
order. The people no more called themsel ves Greeks than do the people of the nation we call Greece
today. By our standards they were casua about clothes, though in most citiesit was considered improper
for awoman to appear in public completely naked, as men often did. Breakfast was not eaten; Unless he
had been drinking the night before, the average Greek rose at dawn and ate hisfirst meal a noon; a
second medl was egten in the evening. In peacetime even children drank diluted wine; in wartime soldiers
complained bitterly because they had only water, and often fell ill.

Athens ("Thought") was more crime-ridden than New Y ork. Itslaw against women's leaving their
homes alone was meant to prevent attacks on them. (Another woman or even a child was a satisfactory
escort.) Firgt-floor rooms were windowless, and burglars were caled "wallbreakers." Despite the
modern myth, exclusive homosexuality was rare and generdly condemned, athough bisexuality was
common and accepted. The Athenian police were barbarian mercenaries, employed because they were
more difficult to corrupt than Greeks. Their skill with the bow was often vauable in apprehending
suspects.

Although the Greek city-states were more diverse in law and custom than most scholars arewilling to
admit, abrisk trade in goods had effected some standardization in money and units of measure. An obol,
vulgarly called a spit, bought alight mea. The oarsmen on warships were paid two or three obols aday,
but of course they were fed from their ship's stores, six obols made a drachma (ahandful), and a
drachmabought a day's service from a skilled mercenary (who supplied his own equipment) or anight's
service from one of Kaleosswomen. A gold stator was worth two silver drachmas. The most widdly
circulated ten-drachma coin was caled an owl, from theimage on itsreverse. A hundred drachmas made
amina, Sxty minas ataent—abouit fifty-seven pounds of gold or eight hundred pounds of silver.

The talent was dso aunit of weight: about fifty-seven pounds. The most commonly used measure of
distance was the stade, from which comes our stadium. A stade was about two hundred yards, or alittle
over one-tenth of amile.

Humanitarians accepted the indtitution of davery, redizing that the alternative was massacre; we who
have seen the holocaust of the European Jews should be sparing in our reproaches. Prisoners of war
were aprincipa source of supply. A redly firg-class dave might cost as much asten minas, the
equivaent of thirty-six thousand dollars. Most were much more reasonable.

If the average well-read American were asked to name five famous Greeks, he would probably
answer, "Homer, Socrates, Plato, Aristotle, and Pericles.” Critics of Latro's account would do well to
recall that Homer had been dead for four hundred years at the time Latro wrote, and that no one had
heard of Socrates, Plato, Aristotle, or Pericles. Theword philosopher was not yet in use.

In ancient Greece, skeptics were those who thought, not those who scoffed. Modern skeptics should
note that Latro reports Greece asit was reported by the Greeks themselves. The runner sent from
Athensto ask Spartan help before the battle of Marathon met the god Pan on the road and
conscientioudy recounted their conversation to the Athenian Assembly when he returned. (The Spartans,
who well knew who ruled their land, refused to march before the full of the moon.)

—G.W.

PART |

CHAPTER |—Read This Each Day

| write of what has just occurred. The hedler cameinto thistent at dawn and asked whether | recaled
him. When | said | did not, he explained. He gave methis scroll, with this stylus of the dingstone metd,



which marksit asthough it were wax.

My nameis Latro. | must not forget. The hedler said | forget very quickly, and that is because of a
wound | suffered in abattle. He named it asthough it were aman, but | do not remember the name. He
said | must learn to write down asmuch as| can, so | can read it when | have forgotten. Thus he has
given methis scroll and thisstylus of heavy dingstone metd.

| wrote something for himin the dust first. He seemed pleased | could write, saying most soldiers
cannot. He said also that my letters are well formed, though some are of shapes he does not know. | held
the lamp, and he showed me hiswriting. It seemed very strange to me. Heis of Riverland.

He asked me my name, but | could not bring it to my lips. He asked if | remembered speaking to him
yesterday, and | did not. He has spoken to me severd times, he says, but | have aways forgotten when
he comes again. He said some other soldierstold him my name, "Latro,” and he asked if | could
remember my home. | could. | told him of our house and the brook that laughs over colored stones. |
described Mother and Father to him, just as| see them in my mind, but when he asked their names, |
could tel him only "Mother" and "Father." He said he thought these memoriesvery old, perhgpsfrom
twenty years past or more. He asked who taught me to write, but | could not tell him. Then he gave me
thesethings.

| am gitting by theflap, and because | have written dl | remember of what he said, | will writewhat |
see, 0 that perhapsin timeto come | can sift my writing for what may be of valueto me.

The sky iswide and blue, though the sun isnot yet higher than the tents. There are many, many tents.
Some are of hides, some of cloth. Most are plain, but | see one hung with tassels of bright wool. Soon
after the heder left, four tiff-legged, unwilling camels were driven past by shouting men. Just now they
returned, laden and hung with red and blue tassal's of the same kind and raising agreat dust because their
drivers begt them to make them run.

Soldiers hurry by me, sometimes running, never smiling. Most are short, strong men with black
beards. They wear trousers, and embroidered tunics of turquoise and gold over corsalets of scaes. One
came carrying a spear with an apple of gold. He wasthe first to meet my eyes, and so | stopped him and
asked whose army thisis. He said, "The Great King's," then made me sit once more and hurried off.

My head till gives me pain. Often my fingers stray toward the bandages there, though the hedler said
not to touch them. | keep this stylusin my hand, and | will not. Sometimesit seemsto methat thereisa
mist before my eyesthat the sun cannot drive away.

Now | write again. | have been examining the sword and armor piled beside my couch. Thereisa
helmet, holed where | received my wound. There is Falcatatoo, and there are platesfor the breast and
back. | took up Falcata, and though | did not know her, she knew my hand. Some of the other wounded
looked afraid, so | sheathed her again. They do not understand my speech, nor | theirs.

The hedler came after | wrote last, and | asked him where | had been hurt. He said it was near the
ghrine of the Earth Mother, where the Great King's army fought the army of Thought and the Rope
Makers.

| hel ped take down our tent. There are mulesfor thelitters of those who cannot walk. He said | must
keep with therest; if | become separated, | must ook for hisown mule, who is piebald, or for his
servant, who has but one eye. That isthe man who carries out the dead, | think. | told him | would carry
this scroll and wear the round plates and my sword on my belt of manhood. My helmet might be sold for
itsbronze, but | do not want to carry it. They have loaded it with the bedding.

Werest besde ariver, and | writewith my feet cooling in its stream. | do not know the name of this
river. Thearmy of the Great King blackens the road for many miles, and I, having seenit, do not
understand how it could have been vanquished—or why | joined it, Since where there are so many men
no one could count them, one more or lessisnothing. It issaid our enemies pursue us, and our cavary



keepsthem at bay. This| overheard when | saw a party of horsemen hurrying to the rear. The men who
said it spesk as| to the hedler, and not in these words | write.

A black man iswith me. He wears the skin of a spotted beast, and his spear is tipped with twisted
horn. Sometimes he speaks, but if ever | knew hiswords, | have forgotten them al. When we met, he
asked by signsif | had seen such men ashe. | shook my head, and he seemed to understand. He peers at
these letters | make with grest interest.

The river was muddy for atime after so many had drunk. Now it runs clear again, and | see myself
and the black man reflected. | am not as he, nor asthe Great King's other soldiers. | pointed to my arm
and my hair and asked the black man if he had seen another such as 1. He nodded and opened two little
bags he carries; there iswhite paste in one and vermilion in the other. He showed me by signsthat we
should go with the others; ashe did, | saw beyond his shoulder another man, whiter than |, in theriver.
At first | thought him drowned, for his face was beneath the water; but he smiled and waved to me,
pointing up theriver, where the Great King's army marches, before he vanished swiftly downstream. |
have told the black man | will not go, because | wish to write of thisriver-man while| can.

His skin was white as foam, his beard black and curling, so that for amoment | thought it spun of the
slt. Hewasthick at thewais, like arich man among the veterans, but thick of muscle, too, and horned
likeabull. His eyes were merry and brave, the eyesthat say, "1 will knock down the tower." When he
gestured, it seemed to me he meant we would meet again, and | do not want to forget him. Hisriver is
cold and smooth, racing from the hillsto water thisland. I will drink again, and the black man and | will

go.

Evening. The heder would feed meif | could find him, I know; but | am too tired to walk far. Asthe
day passed, | grew weaker and could walk only dowly. When the black man tried to hurry me, | Signed
that he should go forward alone. He shook hishead and | think called me many vile names; and at last
flourished his spear asif to strike me with the shaft. | drew Falcata. He dropped his spear and with his
chin (so he points) told meto look behind us. There under the staring sun athousand horsemen scoured
the plain, their shadows and the clouds of dust more visble than theriders. A soldier with awounded leg,
who could walk even lessthan |, said the dingers and archers with whom they warred were the daves of
the Rope Makers, and if someone he named were till in the country of the sun, we would turn and rend
them. Y et he seemed to fear the Rope Makers.

Now the black man has built afire and gone among the tentsto look for food. | fed it can bring me
no strength and | shdl die tomorrow, not at the hands of those daves but falling suddenly and embracing
the earth, drawing it over melike acloak. The soldiers| can understand talk much of gods, cursing them
and cursing others—oursdl ves more than once—in their names. It seemsto me | once knew gods,
worshiping beside Mother where the vines twined about the house of some small god. Now hisnameis
lost. Evenif | could call on him, | do not think he could come at my bidding. Thisland issurely far, very
far from hislittle house.

| have gathered wood and heagped it on our fireto makelight so | can write. For | must never forget
what happened, never. Yet themist will come, and it will belost until | read what | now write.

| went to theriver and said, "1 know no god but you. | die tomorrow, and | will sink into the earth
with the other dead. But | pray you will give good fortune always to the black man, who has been more
than a brother to me. Hereis my sword, with her | would have dain him. Accept the sacrificel™ Then |
cast Falcatainto the weter.

At once the river-man appeared, rising from the dark stream and toying with my sword, tossing her in
his hands and catching her again, sometimes by the hilt, sometimes by the blade. With him were two girls
who might have been his daughters, and while he teased them with her, they sought to snatch her from
him. All three shone like pearlsin the moonlight.



Soon he cast Falcataat my feet. "I would mend you if | could,” he said to me. "That lies beyond me,
though sted and wood, fish, wheet, and barley al obey me." Hisvoice waslike the rushing of great
waters. "My power isbut this: that what is given to me | return manyfold. Thus| cast your sickle on my
shore again, new-tempered in my flood. Not wood, nor bronze, nor iron shall stand against her, and she
will not fail you until you fail her."

So saying, he and his daughters, if such they were, sank into the water again. | took up Falcata,
thinking to dry her blade; but she was hot and dry. Then the black man returned with bread and medt,
and many taestold with hisfingers of how he had stolen them. We ate, and now he deeps.

CHAPTER II—At Hill

We have camped, and | have forgotten much of what happened since | saw the Swift God. Indeed, |
have forgotten the seeing and know of it only because| haveread it in thisscroll inwhich | write.

Hill isvery beautiful. There are buildings of marble, and awonderful market. The people are
frightened, however, and angry with the Great King because heis not here with more of hissoldiers.
They fought for him, thinking he would surely best the armies of Thought and Rope—this though the
people of those cities are sons of Hellen just asthey themsdaves are. They say the people of Thought hate
their very name and will sweep their streets with fire, even asthe Great King swept the streets of
Thought. They say (for | listened to them in the market) that they will throw themsel ves upon the mercy of
the Rope Makers, but that the Rope Makers have no mercy. They wish usto remain, but they say we
will soon go, leaving them no protection but their walls and their own men, of whom the best, their
Sacred Band, are all dead. And | think they speak the truth, for aready | have heard some say we will
break our camp tomorrow.

There are many inns here, but the black man and | have no money, so we deep outsde the walswith
the other soldiers of the Great King. | wish | had described the healer when | first wrote, for | cannot find
him among so many. There are many piebald mules and not afew one-eyed men, but none of the
one-eyed men will say heisthe servant of the hedler.

Most will not spesk with me; seeing my bandages, they think | have cometo beg. | will not beg, yet it
seemsto me less honorable to eat what the black man takes, as| just did. Thismorning | tried to take
food in the market as he does, but he is more skilled than I. Soon we will go to another market, where |
will stand between him and the owners of the stdls as| did thismorning. It ishard for him, because the
people stare; yet heisvery clever and often succeeds even when they watch him. | do not know how,
because he has shown me many timesthat | am never to watch.

While the black man speaks with his hands and the rest argue, | write these wordsin the temple of the
Shining God, which standsin the agora, the great market of Hill. So much has happened since | last
wrote—and | have so little notion of what it may mean—that | do not know how | should begin.

The black man and | went to a different market after we had eaten the first meal and rested, to the
agora, in the center of the city. Here jewelry and gold and silver cups are sold, and not just bread and
wine, fish and figs. There are many fine buildings with pillars of marble; and thereisafloor of sone over
the earth, asthough one stood in such abuilding aready.

Inthemidst of dl thisand the thronging buyers and sdllers, thereisafountain, and in the midst of the
fountain, pouring forth itswaters, an image of the Swift God worked in marble.

Having read of himin thisscrall, | rushed to it, thinking the image to be the Swift God himsdf and
caling out to him. A hundred people at least crowded around us then, some soldiers of the Great King
like ourselves, but most citizens of Hill. They shouted many questions, and | answered aswell as| could.
The black man came too, asking by signsfor money. Copper, bronze, and silver rained into his hands, so
many coinsthat he had to stop at last and put them into the bag in which he carries his possessions.



That had abad effect, and little more was given; but men with many rings cameand said | must goto
the House of the Sun, and when the black man said we would not, said the Sun isthe healer and called
upon some soldiers of Hill to help them.

Thus we were taken into one of the finest buildings, with columns and many wide steps, where | was
made to knedl before the prophetess, who sat upon abronze tripod. There was much talk between the
men with rings and alean priest, who said many times and in many different ways that the prophetess
would not speek for their god until an offering was made.

At last one of the men with many rings sent his dave away, and when we had waited longer ill, and
al the men with many rings had spoken of the gods and what they knew of them, and what their fathers
and grandfathers and uncles had told them of them, thisdave returned, bringing with him alittle dave girl
no tdler than my wast.

Then her owner spoke of her most highly, pointing to her comely face and swearing she could read
and that she had never known aman. | wondered to heer it, for from the looks she gave the dave who
had brought her she knew him and did not like him; but | soon saw the lean priest believed the man with
many rings hardly more than I, and perhapsless.

When he had heard him out, he drew the dave girl to one side and showed her letters cut in the walls.
Thesewere not al such lettersas | make now, and yet | saw they were writing indeed. "Read me the
words of the god who makesthe future plain, child," the lean priest commanded her. "Read doud of the
god who hedsand lets fly the swift arrows of degth.”

Smoothly and skillfully the dave girl read:

"Here Leto's son, who strikes the lyre
Makes clear our dayswith golden fire,
Heals all wounds, gives hope divine,
To those who kneel at his shrine.”

Her voice was clear and sweet, and though it was not like the shouting on the drill field, it seemed to
rise aove the clamor of the marketplace outside.

The priest nodded with satisfaction, motioned the little dave girl to silence, and nodded to the
prophetess, who was at once seized by the god they served, so that she writhed and shrieked upon her
tripod.

Soon her screams stopped, and she began to speak as quickly astherattling of pebblesinajar, ina

voice like no woman's; but | paid little heed to her because my eyeswere on agolden man, larger than
any man should be, who had stepped silently from an alcove.

He motioned to me, and | came.

He was young and formed like a soldier, but he bore no scars. A bow and a shepherd's staff, both of
gold, were clasped in hisleft hand, and aquiver of golden arrows was dung upon his back. He crouched
before me as | might have crouched to speak with achild.

| bowed, and as| did | looked around at the others; they heard the prophetess in attitudes of
reverence and did not see the golden giant.

"For them | am not here," he said, answering aquestion | had not asked. Hiswords werefair and
smooth, like those of asdler who tells his customer that his goods have been reserved for him aone.

"How can that be?' Even as he spoke, the others murmured and nodded, their eyes ill on the
prophetess.

"Only the solitary may seethe gods,” the giant told me. "For therest, every god is the Unknown
God."



"Am | donethen?' | asked him.
"Do you behold me?"
| nodded.

"Prayersto me are sometimes granted,” he said. "Y ou have come with no petition. Have you oneto
make now?"

Unable to speak or think, | shook my head.

"Then you shall have such giftsasare mineto give. Hear my attributes: | am agod of divination, of
music, of death, and of healing; | am the dayer of wolves and the master of the sun. | prophesy that
though you will wander far in search of your home, you will not find it until you are farthest from it. Once
only, you will sing as men sang in the Age of Gold to the playing of the gods. Long after, you will find
what you seek in the dead city.

"Though healing ismine, | cannot hed you, nor would | if | could; by the shrine of the Great M other
you fdl, to ashrine of hersyou must return. Then she will point the way, and in the end the wolf's tooth
will return to her who sent it.”

Even asthis golden man spoke he grew dim in my sight, asthough al his substance were being drawn
again into the acove from which he had stepped only a moment before. "L ook benesththesun ... ™

When hewas gone | rose, dusting my chiton with my hands. The black man, the lean priest, the men
with many rings, and even the child still stood before the prophetess; but now the men with many rings
argued among themselves, some pointing to the youngest of their number, who spoke at length with
outspread hands.

When he had finished, the others spoke dl together, many telling him how fortunate he was, because
he would |eave the city; whereupon he began once more. | soon grew tired of hearing him and read what
iswritten here instead, then wrote as | write now—while till they argue, the black man talks of money
with his hands, and the youngest of the men with many rings (who isnot truly young, for the hair isleaving
his head on both sides) backs away asif tofly.

The child looks at me, at him, at the black man, and then at me once more, with wondering eyes.

CHAPTER lll—lo

The dave girl woke me before thefirst light. Our fire was nearly out, and she was breaking sticks
across her kneeto add toit. "I'm sorry, master,” she said. "'l tried to do it as quietly as| could.”

| felt | knew her, but | could not recall the time or place where we had met. | asked who she was.
"lo. It means io0—'happiness—magter.”

"Andwhoam|?'

"You're Latro the soldier, master.”

She had thrice called me "master.” | asked, "Areyou adave, then, |0?" The truth wasthat | had
assumed it already from her tattered peplos.

"I'm your dave, master. The god gave meto you yesterday. Don't you remember?’
| told her | did not.

"They took me to the god's house because he wouldn't tell them anything till somebody brought a
present. | was the present, and for me he seized the priestess so she just about went crazy. She said |
belonged to you, and | should go with you wherever you went."

A man who had rolled himself in afine blue cloak threw it off and sat up at that. "Not that | recdl,” he
sad. "And | wasthere."



"Thiswas afterward,” 10 declared. "After you and the others had | eft."

He glanced a her skepticdly, then said, "1 hope you haven't forgotten me aswell, Latro." When he
saw | had, he continued, "My nameis Pindaros, Sir, son of Pagondas; and | am a poet. | was one of
those who carried you to the temple of our patron.”

| said, "l fed I've been dreaming and have just awakened; but | can't tell you what my dream was, or
what preceded it."

"Ah!" Reaching in histraveling bag, Pindaros produced awaxed tablet and stylus. "That'sredlly rather
good. | hope you won't mind if | write it down? | might be able to make use of it somewhere.”

"Writeit down?' Something stirred in me, though | could not seeit clearly.

"Yes, 0| won't forget. Y ou do the same thing, Latro. Y esterday you showed me your book. Do you
dill haveit?' | looked about and saw this scroll lying where | had dept, with the stylus thrust through the
cords.

"It'sagood thing you didn't knock it into thefire," Pindaros remarked.
"l wish | had acloak likeyours."

"Why, then, I'll buy you one. I've alittle money, having had the good fortune to inherit abit of land
two years ago. Or your friend there can. He collected quite atidy sum before we took you to the House
of the God."

| looked at the black man to whom Pindaros pointed. He was still adeep, or feigning to be; but he
would not deep much longer: even as| looked, horns brayed far off. All around us men were stirring into
wakefulness. "Whose army isthis?" | asked.

"What?You asoldier init, and you don't know your strategist?"
| shook my head. "Perhaps| did, once. | no longer remember.”
lo sad, "Heforgets because of what they did to him in that battle south of the city.”

"WEell, it used to be Mardonius's, but he's dead; 1'm not sure who commands now. Artabazus, | think.
At least, he seemsto bein charge.”

| had picked up my scroll. "Perhapsif | read this, I'd remember.”

"Perhaps you would," Pindaros agreed. "But wait amoment, and you'll have morelight. The sun will
be up, and we'll have agrand view across Lake Copaisthere.”

| wasthirsty, so | asked if that was where we were going.

"To the morning sun? | suppose that's where thisarmy's going, if Pausanius and his Rope Makers
have anything to say about it. Farther, perhaps. But you and | are going to the cave of the Earth
Goddess. Y ou don't remember what the sibyl said?’

"l do," 10 announced.
"You reciteit for him, then." Pindaros sghed. "I have atemperamenta averson to bad verse.”
Thedavegirl drew hersdf up to her full height, which was small enough, and chanted:

"Look under the sun, if you would see!
Sng! Make sacrifice to me!

But you must cross the narrow sea.

The wolf that howls has wrought you woe!
To that dog's mistress you must go!

Her hearth burnsin the room below.

| send you to the God Unseen!

Whose temple liesin Death's terrene!



There you shall learn why He's not seen.
Sng then, and make the hills resound!
King, nymph, and priest shall gather round!
Wolf, faun, and nymph, spellbound.”

Pindar shook hishead in dismay. "lan't that the most awful doggerel you ever heard? They do it much
better at the Navel of the World, believe me. Thismay sound like vanity, but I've often thought the sheer
badness of the oraclein our shining city was meant as an admonition to me. 'See, Pindaros, thegod is
saying, ‘what happens when divine poetry is passed through a heart of clay.’ Still, it's certainly clear
enough, and you can't dways say that when the god speaks at the Navel of the World. Haf thetime he
could mean anything."

"Do you understand it?" | asked in wonder.
"Of course. Mogt of it, at least. Very likely even this child does.
lo shook her head. "1 wasn't listening when the priest explained.”

"Actudly,” Pindarostold her, "I provided more of the explanation than he did, thus drawing thistrip
upon myself; people suppose that poets have dl of time at their digposd, a sort of endless summer.”

| said, "1 fed | have none, or only today. Then it will be gone.”
"Yes, | supposeyou do. And I'll haveto interpret the god again for you tomorrow."
| shook my head. "I'll writeit down."

"Of course. I'd forgotten about your book. Very well then. The first phraseis’Look under the sun, if
you would see’ Do you understand that?"

"l supposeit means| should read my scroll. That's best done by daylight, asyou pointed out to me a
moment ago."

"No, no! When sun appearsin the utterances of the sibyl, it dways refersto the god. So that phrase
meansthat the light of understanding comes from him; it's one of his best-known faculties. The next,
'Sing! Make sacrifice to me!' meansthat you are to please him if you wish for understanding. He'sthe
god of music and poetry, so everyone who writes or recites poetry, for example, thereby sacrificesto
him; he only accepts rams and rubbish of that sort from boors and the bourgeois, who have nothing
better to offer him. Y our sacrificeisto be song, and it would be well for you to keep that in mind.”

| told him | would try.

"Then there's 'But you must cross the narrow sea’ He's an eastern god, having come to usfrom the
Tal Cap Country, and hel's symbolized by the rising sun. Thusthat's where you're to make your
scrifice”

I nodded, feding relieved that | would not haveto sing at once.

"Onto the next stanza. "The wolf that howls has wrought you woe!' The god informs usthat you've
been injured by one whose symbol isthe wolf, and points out that the wolf is one of nature's
sngers—thusthe form of your sacrifice, if you areto be heded. To that dog's mistress you must go!'
Ahd"

Pindaros pointed afinger dramaticaly at the sky. "Here, in my humble opinion, isthe single most
ggnificant linein the whole business. It is a goddess who has injured you—a goddess whose symbol is
the wolf. That can only be the Great Mother, whom we worship under so many names, most of which
mean mother, or earth, or grain-giver, or something of that sort. Furthermore, you areto visit atemple or
ghrine of hers. But there are many such shrines—which isit? Very conveniently the god tellsus. 'Her
hearth burnsin the room below.' That can only be the famous oracle at Lebadeia, not far from here,
whichisin acavern. Furthermore, since we wouldn't want to use the coast road with the ships of



Thought prowling the Gullf, it lies on the safest road to the Empire and the Tal Cap Country, which
clinchesit. Y ou must go there and beg her forgivenessfor theinjury you did her that caused her to injure
you. Only when you've done that will the god be able to cure you—otherwise he would make an enemy
of her by doing so, which he understandably doesn't want.”

"What about the next line?' | asked. "Who isthe God Unseen?"

Pindaros shook hishead. "That | can't tell you. There was a shrine to the Unknown God in Thought,
and that's surely Death's Country now that the army's destroyed everything again. But let'swait and see.
Very oftenin these affairs, you have to complete the first step before you really understand the next. My
guessisthat when you've visited the Grest Mother in Trophoniuss Cave, everything will be clear. Not
that it's possible for amortal—"

lo shouted, "L ook down therel™ her child's voice so shrill that the black man sat bolt upright. She was
shielding her eyes againgt the sun, which was now rising above the lake. | rose to ook, and many of the
other soldiers stopped what they were doing to follow the direction of her eyes, so that our part at least
of thewhole great encampment fell slent.

Music came, very faintly, from the shores of the lake, and a hundred people or more capered therein
awild dance. Goats were scattered among them, and these skipped like the dancers, made nervous,
perhaps, by two tame panthers.

"It'sthe Kid," Pindaros whispered, and he motioned for me to come with him.

lo caught my hand as we joined the stream of soldiers going to the lake for water. "Areweinvited to
their party?' | told her | did not know.

Over hisshoulder Pindaros said, "Y ou're on apilgrimage. It wouldn't do to offend him."

And so we trooped down the gentle hillside to the |ake shore through sweet spring grass and
blooming flowers, Pindaros leading, 1o clasping my hand, and the black man scowling as he followed
some distance behind us. The rising sun had turned the |ake to a sheet of gold, and the dawn wind cast
aside her dark garments and decked hersdlf in ahundred perfumes. Behind us, the trumpets of the Great
King's army sounded again, but though many of the soldiers hurried back to follow them, we did not.

"Y ou look happy, master,” 1o said, turning her little face up to mine.

"l am," | told her. "Arent you?"

"If you are. Oh, yed"

"Y ou said you were brought to the god's house as an offering. Weren't you happy there?"

"l wasdfraid,” she admitted. "Afraid they'd cut my neck j like they do the poor animal's, and today
I've been afraid the god sent me to you to be a sacrifice someplace el se. Do they kill little children for this
Great Mother the poet is taking usto see?’

"I'venoides, 10; but if they do, | won't let them kill you. No matter how | may haveinjured her,
nothing could judtify such asacrifice.”

"But suppose you haveto do it to find your home and your friends?"
"Wasit because | wanted to find those things so much that | came to the god's house?"

"l don't know," 10 said pensively. "My old master and some other men made you come, | think.
Anyway, you were there when the steward brought me. But we sat together for alittle while, and you
talked to me about them.”

Her eyesleft minefor theline of celebrants that traced the shore. "Latro, ook at them dance!™

| did. They legp and whirl, splashing in the shallows, watering the grass with their flying feet and with
the wine they drink and pour out even asthey dance. The shrilling of the syrinx and the insistent thudding
of the tympanon seem louder now. Though masked men legp among them, the dancers are mostly young



women, naked or nearly so save for their wild, disordered hair.

lo hasjoined them, and with her the black man and Pindaros, but | watch only little lo. How gay she
iswith the vine crown twined round her head, and yet how intent on imitating the frenzy of the hebetic
girls, the nation of children left far behind her for so long asthe dance lasts.

Pindaros and the black man and | have l€ft it forever, though once long ago it must have been friends
and hometo them. Asfor me—though | have left it too, it ssems near; and it holds the only home and the
only friends| can remember.

CHAPTER IV—Awakened by Moonlight

| tried to read this scroll; but though the moon shone so brightly that my hand cast a sharp shadow on
the pale papyrus, | could not make out the shadowy letters. A woman dept beside me, naked as|, and
like mewet with dew. | saw her shiver, the siwdlling of her thigh and the curve of her hip more lovely than
| would have thought anything could be; and yet she did not wake.

| looked about for something with which to cover her, for it seemed to me that we two would surely
not have thrown ourselves upon the grass, thus to deep with no covering where so many others dept too.
My manhood had risen at the sight of—oh!—her. | was ashamed by it, so that | wished a covering for
mysdf, aso, but there was nothing.

Water glimmered not far off. | went to wash mysdlf, feding that | had just sarted from adream, and
that if only | could cool my face | would recall who the woman was and how | cameto lie upon the
grassy bank with her.

| waded out until the water was higher than my waist; it was warmer than the dew and made mefed |
was drawing a blanket about me. Splashing my face, | discovered that my head was swathed in cloth. |
tried to pull these wrappings away, but the effort seared like abrand, so that | desisted at once.

Whether it was the water or the pain that awakened me a second time | cannot say, but | found that
though the dreams | had haf recdled were gone, nothing replaced them. The murmuring water 1apped my
chest. Above, the moon shone like awhite lamp hung to guide some virgin home, and when | looked
toward the bank again | saw her, as pure as the moonlight, abow bent like the increscent moon in her
hand and arrows thrust through the cestus at her waist. For along while, she picked her way among the
degperson the bank. At last she mounted the hill beyond, and at its very summit vanished.

Now came the sun, striking diamonds from the opal escent crest of each little wave. It seemed to mel
saw it as| had seen it rise acrossthe lake before (for | could see by daylight that the water wasindeed a
lake), though | could not say when. Since then | have read parts of this scroll, and | understand that
better.

Even as the moon had awakened me, the sunlight seemed to rouse the rest, who stood and yawned
and looked about. | waded back to the bank then, sorry | had stayed to watch the virgin with the bow
and not sought farther for some covering for the woman who had dept with me. She dept ill, and 1 cast
the shards of the broken winejar that lay beside her into the lake. Beside this scrall, | discovered achiton
among wegpons and armor | felt were mine, and | covered the woman withiit.

A grave man of forty yearsor S0 asked meif | was of hisnation, and when | denied it, said, "But you
are no barbarian—you speak our tongue." He was as naked as |, but he had a crown of ivy in place of
my own head wrappings; he held adender staff of pine, tipped with apinecone.

"Your speechisclear tome” | said. "But | cannot tell you how it cametobeso. | ... amhere Thatis
al I know."

A child who had been listening said, "He does not remember. Heis my madter, priest.”
"Ah!" The priest nodded to himsdlf. "So it iswith many. The God in the Tree wipes clean their minds.



Thereisnoguilt.”

"l don't think it was your god,” the child told him solemnly. "I think it was the Great Mother, or maybe
the Earth Mother or the Pig Lady."

"They are the same, my dear," the priest told her kindly. "Come and sit down. Y ou are not too young
to understand.” He seated himsalf on the grass. At his gesture, the child sat before him, and | beside her.

"By your accent, you are from our seven-gated city of Hill, are you not?' She nodded.

"Think then of such aman asyou must often have seen in the city. Heisapotter, wewill say. Heis
aso thefather of adaughter much like yoursdlf, the husband of such awoman asyou shall be, and the
son of another. When our men march to war, he takes up his helmet, hishoplon, and his spear; heisa
shieldman. Now answer thisriddle for me. Which is he? Shieldman, son, husband, father, or potter?”
"He'sdl of them,” the child said. "Then how will you address him when you speak to him? Assuming you
do not know hisname?' The child was slent.

"Y ou will address him according to the place in which you and he find yoursel ves and the need you
have for him, will you not? If you meet him on thedrill fidd, you will say, "Shieldman.” In his shop, you
will say, 'Potter, how much for thisdish?

"Y ou see, my dear, there are many gods, but not so many as ignorant people suppose. So with your
goddess, whom you call the Lady of the Swine. When wewish her to bless our fields, we cdl her the
Grain Goddess. But when wethink of her asthe mother of dl the things that spring from the soil, trees as
wdll asbarley, wild beasts aswell astame, Great Mother."

Thechild sad, "I think they ought to tdll ustheir names."

"They have many. That isone of thethings | would like to teach you, if | can. Wereyou to go to
Riverland, as| went once, you would find the Great Mother there, though the People of the River do not
spesk of her aswe do. A god—or agoddess—must have a name suitable for the tongue of each nation.”

"The poet said your god wasthe Kid," the child told him.

"There you have aperfect example." The priest smiled. "This poet of whom you spesk called him the
Kid when he spoke to you, and was quite correct to do so. A moment ago, | mysdlf called him the God
inthe Tree, which isaso correct—Why thisis extraordinary! Most extraordinary!"

Turning to look where he did, | saw aman as black as the night coming toward us. He was as naked
aswe, but he carried a spear tipped with twisted horn.

"As| have often told the maenads and satyrs of histrain, such rites as we performed yesterday bring
the god nearer. Now hereis such proof asto be dmost miraculous. Come and sit with us, my friend."

The black man squatted and feigned to drink.
"Hewants morewine," the child said.
"He does not speak our tongue?”

"l think he understands allittle, but he never says anything. Probably somebody laughed once when he
tried.”

The priest smiled again. "Y ou are wise beyond your years, my dear. My friend, we have no more
wine. What we had was drunk last night to the honor of the god, or poured out in libations. If you wish to
drink this morning, your drink must be of water." He cupped his hand and turned it over asif pouring
wine onto the ground, then pointed to the lake.

The black man nodded to show he understood but remained where he was.

"l was about to say," the priest continued, "when the unfathomable powers of the god produced our
friend asanillugtration, that our god is commonly caled the King from Nysa. Do you, ether of you,
know where Nysalies?'



The child and | admitted we did not.

"It isin the country of the black men, up theriver of Riverland. Our god was conceived when the
Descender noticed in histravels acertain Semele, aprincess, daughter of the king of our own
seven-gated city. We were amonarchy in those days, you see." He cleared histhroat. "The Descender
disguised himsdf asaking merdly earthly, and vigting her father's paace asaroyd guest won her, though
they did not wed."

The child shook her head sadly.

"Alas, hiswife Teleialearned of it. Some say, by the by, that Teleiais aso the Earth Mother and the
Great Mother; though | believe that to be an error. Whether | am correct or not, Teleadisguised herself
aso, putting on the form of a certain old woman who had been the princesss nurse. 'Y our lover isof a
gtate more than earthly,’ she told Princess Semele. 'Make him promiseto reved—;' "

A handsome man somewhat younger than the priest had joined us, bringing with him awoman whose
hair was dark like other women's, but whose eyes were like two violets. The man said, "I don't suppose
you remember me, do you, Latro?"

"No," | said.
"l was afraid you wouldn't. I'm Pindaros, and your friend. This girl"—he nodded to the child—"is
your dave, lo. And thisis... ah... 7'

"Hilagira" she said. By then my eyeshad left her own, and | saw that she sought to conceal her
breasts without appearing to do so. "It's not customary to exchange names during the bacchanalia. Now
it'sdl right. Y ou remember me, don't you?"

I said, "l know | dept beside you and covered you when | woke."
Pindaros explained, "He was struck down by the Grest Mother. He forgets everything very quickly.”

"How terrible for you!" Hilagirasaid, and yet | could see shewas glad to learn | had forgotten what
we must have done the night before.

The priest had continued to instruct 1o while we three spoke among oursalves. Now he said, "—gave
to the child god the form of akid."

o must have been listening to us; she turned aside to whisper, "He writes things down to remember.
Magter, yesterday you sat by yourself and wrote for along time. Then thiswoman came to you, and you
rolled up your book again.”

"Telela, Queen of the Gods, was not deceived. With sweet herbs and clotted honey, she lured the kid
away, coming & last to the ide of Naxos, where her bodyguard waited under the command of her
daughter, the Lady of Thought.”

The last of the worshipers were risng now, many appearing o exhausted and ill that | wondered
whether a beaten army could have looked worse. | felt | had seen such an army once; but when | tried to
recdl it, there was only a dead man lying beside the road and another man, with a curling beard, putting
the horse-cloth on his mount.

The black man, who must soon have grown bored with what he could understand of the priest's
story, had gone to the lake to drink. Now he returned and gestured for meto rise.

Indicating Pindaros, Hilaeirawhispered, "He said the child was your dave. Areyou this man's?'
When | did not answer she added, "A dave can't own adave; any dave he buys belongsto his master.”

"l don't know," | told her. "But | feel hesmy friend.”

Pindaros said, "It would be discourteous for usto leave while your young dave is being taught.
Afterward we can go looking for the first med."

I motioned for the black man to sit with me, and he did.



Hilagiraasked, "Y ou redly don't remember anything, or know whether you're dave or free? How is
that possible?!

| tried to tell her. "Thereisamist behind me. Here, at the back of my head. | stepped from it when |
woke beside you and went to the lake to drink and wash. Still, I think I'm afree man.”

"But the Lady of Thought," continued the priest, "isnot called so for nothing. She's atrue sophit, and
like her city follows her own interests done, counting promises and honor as nothing. Though she had
helped her mother, she saved the heart of the kid from the pot and carried it to the Descender.”

He continued so for sometime, his voice (like the wind)vtoying with the fresh grass, while his
followers gathered about us; but | will not give thewhole of his story. We must go soon, and | do not
think it important.

At last he said, "So you see, we have aparticular claim upon the Kid. His mother was a princess of
our seven-gated city, and it was through the blue waters of our lake—right over there—that he entered
the underworld to rescue her. Y esterday you helped celebrate that rescue.” Then silencefell.

Pindaros asked, "Are you finished?'

The priest nodded, smiling. "Thereisagrest deal more | could say. Buit little heads are like little cups,
soon o full they can hold no more.”

"Then let'sgo." Pindaros stood up. " There should be some peasants around here who'll be happy
enough to sdll usabite”

"1 will lead the worshipers back to the city,” the priest told him. "If you wish to wait for us, I'll point
out the farmhouses that feed us each year."

Pindaros shook his head. "Were on our way to Lebadeia, and we must put agood many stades
behind ustoday if we're to reach the sacred cavern tomorrow."”

Hilaairdsviolet eyesflashed. "Y ou're on apilgrimage?’

"Y es, we've been ordered to go by the oracle of the Poet God. Or rather,” Pindaros added, "Latro
has, and acommittee of our citizens has chosen meto guide him."

"May | gowith you?| don't know what's happened—you certainly don't want to hear about my
persond life—but I've been feding very reigious lately, much closer to the gods and everything than |
ever did before. That'swhy | attended the bacchand .”

"Certainly," Pindarostold her. "Why, it would be the worst sort of beginning if we wereto deny a
devotee our protection on theroad.”

"Wonderful!" She sprang erect and brushed hislipswith hers. "I'll get my things”

| put on this chiton and these back and breast plates, and took up the crooked sword and the bronze
belt | found with them. 10 saysthe sword is Falcata, and that name isindeed written on the blade. There
isapainted mask too; 10 saysthe priest gave it to me yesterday, when | wasa satyr. | have hung it about
my neck by the cord.

We have stopped at this house to eat cakes, salt olives, and cheese, and to drink wine. Thereisa
seet herewhere | can spread this scroll across my kneein the proper way, and | am making use of it to
write al these things down. But Pindaros said amoment ago that we must soon go.

Now there are swarthy men with javelins and long knives coming over the hill.

CHAPTER V—Among the Slaves of the Rope Makers

It isthe custom to beat and abuse captives. Pindaros says thisis because the Rope Makers despise
their daves but count us as equals, or at least as near to equals as anyone who is not a Rope Maker can



be.

Me they beat more than Pindaros or the black man until we found the old man deeping. Now they do
not beat me. They do not beat Hilaeiraor her child much, ether; but both weep, and they have done
something to the child's legs so that she can scarcely walk. When my hands werefreed, | carried her until
we halted here.

A moment ago a sentry took this scroll from me. | watched him, and when he left the camp to relieve
himsdlf | spoke to the serpent woman. She followed him and soon returned with my scroll in her mouth.
Her teeth arelong and hollow. She says she draws life through them, and she has drunk her fill. Now |
must write of the earliest things | remember from thisday, before they too arelogt in the mist: the
brightness of the sun and the billows of soft dust that lifted with each step to gray my feet and my legs
too, asfar as my knees. The black man walked before me. Once | turned to look back and saw
Pindaros behind me, and my shadow, black as the black man's, stretched upon the road. | was beaten
with ajavelin shaft for that. The black man called out, | think telling them not to strike me, and they beat
him aso. Our hands were bound behind us. | feared they would strike my head because | could not
protect it, but they did not.

When the beating was over and we had walked afew steps more, | saw an old black man adeep
near theroad, and | asked Pindaros (for | knew hisname) if they would bind him like the black man with
us. Pindaros asked what man | meant. | pointed with my chin as the black man does, but Pindaros could
not see him, because he lay half-conceded in the purple shade of avineyard.

One of the daves of the Rope Makers asked me what man it was | spoke of. | told him, but he said,
"No, that isonly the shadow of thevines." | said | would show him the degping man if hewould dlow me
to leave theroad. | spoke as| did because | thought that if the old black man awakened he would wish
to aid the black man with us and might tell someone of our capture.

"Go ahead,” the dave who had spoken to me said. ™Y ou show me, but if you run, you'l join our
friends. And if theré's nobody there, you'l pay for them again.”

| left the road and knelt beside the degping man. "Father,” | whispered. "Father, wake up and help

us." Because my handsweretied, | could not shake him, but | dropped to one knee and nudged him with
the other as | spoke.

He opened his eyes and sat up. He was bad, and the curling beard that hung to his belly was aswhite
asfrog.

"By dl thetwelve, he'sright!" the dave who had come with me called to the rest.
"What isit, my boy?' the old man asked thickly. "What's the trouble here?’
"l don't know," | told him. "I'm afraid they're going to kill us."

"Oh, no." Hewaslooking at the mask that hung about my neck. "Why, you'reafriend of my pupil's.
They can't do that." He rose, swaying, and | could see that he had fallen adeep beside the vineyard
because he had drunk as much as he could hold. The black man gleamswith swest, but thisfat old man
shone more, so that it seemed there was alight behind him.

To the dave who had come with me, hesaid, "I lost aflute and my cup. Find them for me, will you,
my son?1've no desire to bend down at the moment.”

The flute was aplain one of polished wood, the cup of wood aso; it lay upon its Sdein the grass not
far fromtheflute.

Severd of the daves of the Rope Makers crowded around staring. | believe the black man wasthe
first such they had ever seen, and now they had seen two. One said, "If you want to keep your flute and
cup, old man, you'd better tell uswho you are.”

"Why, | do." The old man belched softly. "I do very much indeed. | am the King of Nysa."



At that thelittle girl piped, "Are you the Kid? Thismorning apriest said the Kid was the King of
Nysa."

"No, no, no!" The old man shook his head and sipped twilight-hued wine from his cup. "I'm sure he
did nat, child. Y ou must learn"—he belched again—"to listen more carefully. Otherwise you will never
acquire wisdom. I'm sure he said my pupil wasthe King from Nysa. King of Nysa, King from Nysa.
Y ou see, hewas put into my hands when he was yet very young. | tutored him mysdlf, and he has
rewarded me'—he bel ched a third time—"as you behold.”

One of the daves laughed. "By giving you al the wine you wanted. Good enough! | wish my own
measter would reward melike that.”

"Exactly!" the old man exclaimed. "Precisdy so! Y ou're amost penetrating young fellow, | must say.”
It was then | noticed that Pindaros stood with head bowed. The oldest dave said, "That's anice flute you
have, old man. Now hear my judgment, for | command here. Y ou must play for us. If you do it well, you
can keep it, for it offends the gods to take a good musician'sinstrument. If you don't play well, you'l lose
it, and get adrubbing besides. And if you won't play at dl, you've had your last carouse.” Severd of the
others shouted their agreement.

"Gladly, my son. Most gladly. But | won't flute without someone to sing to my music. What about this
poor boy with the broken head? Since he found me, may he sing to my fluting?*

The leader of the daves nodded. "With the samelaws. Hed better sng well, or hell screech alively
tune when we thwack him."

The old man smiled a me, histeeth whiter even than hisbeard. ™Y our throat will be clogged with the
dust of the road, my boy. Y ou'll need aswallow of thisto clear it." He held hiscup to my lips, and | filled
my mouth with the wine. There isno describing how it tasted—as earth, rain, and sun must taste to the
vine, | think. Or perhaps asthe vineto them.

Then the old man began to flute.

And | to sing. | cannot write the words here, because they were in no tongue | know. Yet |
understood as | sang them, and they told of the morning of the world, when the daves of the Rope
Makers had been free men serving their own king and the Earth Mother.

They told too of the King from Nysaand his mgesty, and how he had given the King of Nysato the
Earth Mother to be her foster son, and to the Boundary Stone.

The daves of the Rope Makers danced as | sang, waving their weapons and skipping and hopping
likelambsin thefidld, and the black man and Pindaros, and the woman and the child danced with them,
because the knots that had bound them had been only such aslittle children tie, knotsthat loosen at a
sheking.

At last the song died a my lips. There was no more music.

Pindaros sat with me for atime beside thisfire, whilethe rest dept. He said, "Two of thelines of the
prophecy werefulfilled today. Did you remember?’

| could only shake my head.

" 'Sing then! And make the hills resound! King, nymph, and priest shall gather round!' The god—he
was agod, you redlize that, don't you, Latro? The god was aking, the King of Nysa. Hilaeirawasa
nymph last night when we danced to the honor of the Twice-Born God. I'm apriest of the Shining God,
because I'm a poet. The Shining God wastelling you that you should sing when the King of Nysacaled
upon you. Y ou did, and he took away the cordsthat bound us. So that part'sal right.”

| asked him what part was not al right.

"l don't know," he admitted. " Perhaps everything's al right. But—" He stirred the codls, | supposeto
give himsdf timeto think, and | saw hishand shake. "It'sjust that I've never actualy seen animmorta



before. Y ou have, | know. Y ou weretalking of seeing the River God, back in our shining city.”
| said, "l don't remember.”
"No, you wouldn', | suppose. But you may have written about it in that book. Y ou ought to read it."
"1 will, when I've written everything | still remember from today."
Hesighed. "Y ou'reright, that's much more important.”
"I'm writing about the King of Nysa, saying he was a black man like the black man with us”

Pindaros nodded. "That was why he came, of course. AsKing of Nysa, he'sthat man'sking, and no
doubt that man's hisfaithful worshiper. The Great King's army, that's retreating toward the north, levied
troops from many strange nations.”

Pindaros paused, staring at the flaming codls. "Or it may be that he was following the Kid. He's
rumored to do it, and the mysteries we performed yesterday may have caled the Kid to us. They're
intended to, after all. They say that where the Kid has been, onefinds his old tutor adeep; and if one can
bind him before he wakes, he can be forced to reved one'sdestiny.” He shivered. "I'm glad we didn't do
that. | don't think | want to know mine, though | once visited the oracle of lamusto ask abott it. |
wouldn't want to hear it from the mouth of agod, someone with whom | couldn't argue.”

| was still considering what he had said first. "I thought | knew what that word king meant. Now I'm
not sure. When you say ‘the King of Nysa," isit the same aswhen you say the army of the Great King is
retregting?'

"Poor Latro." Pindaros patted my shoulder asaman might quiet ahorse, but there was so much
kindnessinit I did not mind. "What a pity it would be if you, who can learn nothing new, wereto lose the
little you know. | can explain, but you'll soon forget.”

"I'll writeit out,” | told him. "Just as1'm writing now about the King of Nysa. Tomorrow I'll read it
and understand.”

"Very wel, then." Pindaros cleared histhroat. "In the first days, the nations of men were ruled by their
gods. Here the Thunderer was our king in the same way the Great King rules his empire. Men and
women saw him every day, and those who did could spesk to him if they dared. In just the same way, no
doubt, the King of Nysaruled that nation, which liesto the south of Riverland. If Odysseus had traveled
so far, he might still have found him there, Sitting his throne among the black men.

"Often the gods took the goddessesin their arms, and thus they fathered new gods. So Homer and
Hesod teach us, and they were skilled poets, the true enlightened singing-birds of the Shining God. Often
too the gods deigned to couple with our race; then their offspring were heroes greater than men—but not
wholly gods. In thisfashion Heracleswas born of Alcmene, for example.”

| nodded to show | understood.

"In time, the gods saw that there were no thronesfor their children, or for their children's children.”
Pindaros paused to look at the starry sky that mocked our little fire. Do you remember the farmhouse
where we ate, Latro?"

| shook my head.

"There was a chair a the table where the farmer sat to eat. His daughter, that curly-headed imp who
dashed about the house shouting, crawled into it while | watched. Her father didn't punish her for it, or
even make her climb down; he mussed her hair instead and kissed her. So it was between the gods and
their children, who became the kings of men. The kings of the Silent Country, to which we're being taken,
dtill trace their proud linesfrom Alcmenes son. And if you wereto travel east to the Empire instead,
you'd find many a place where the Heraclids, the sons and daughters of Heracles, ruled not long ago; and
afew wherethey rule yet, vassas of the Great King."

| asked whether the farmer would not someday wish to it in hischair again.



"Who can say?' Pindaros whispered. "The agesto come are wisest." After that he remained silent,
groking hischin and gtaring into the flames.

CHAPTER VI—Eos

Thelady of the dawnisin the sky. | know her name because amoment ago as | unrolled this scrall
shetouched it with her shell-pink finger and traced the lettersfor me there. | have copied them just where
she drew them—I ook and see.

I remember writing last night, and what | wrote; but the things themsel ves have vanished. | hope |
wrote thetruth. It isimportant to know the truth, because so soon what | write will beall I know.

Last night | dept only alittle, though | rolled up this beautiful papyrusand tied it with itscordsso |
might deep. One of the daves of the Rope Makers woke me, sitting cross-legged beside me and shaking
me by the shoulder.

"Do you know who | am?" he asked.

| told him I did not.

"l am Cerdon. | let you leave the road whenyou saw ... "

He waited expectantly.

“I'mtired,” | told him. "1 want to deep.”

"l could beat you—you know that?'Y ou've probably never had ared beating in your life.”
"l don't know."

The anger drained from hisface, though it till looked dark in the firdight. "That's right, you don't, do
you? The poet told me about you. Do you remember what you saw under the vines?'

It waslogt, but | recaled what | had written. " A black man, an old man and fat."

"A god," Cerdon whispered. His eyes sought the heavens, and in the clear night found innumerable
gars. "1'd never seen one before. | never even knew anybody who had. Ghosts, yes, many; but not a

god”
| asked, "Then how can you be sure?’

"We danced. | too—I couldn't stand still. It was agod, and you saw him when none of the rest of us
could. Then when you touched him, al of us could see him. Everyone knows what happened.”

Very softly the serpent woman hissed. She was beyond the firelight, but it gleamed in her eyesasin
beads of jet. They said, "Give himto me!" and | heard the scales of her belly like daggers drawn from
their sheaths as she moved impatiently over the spring grass.

"No," | said.

"Yes, wedo," Cerdoningsted. "Then | saw him as| see you now. Except that he didn't look like you.
Hedidn't look like any ordinary man.”

"No," | said again, and let my eyes close. "Do you know of the Great Mother?"

| opened them again, and because | lay face down with my head pillowed on my arms, | saw
Cerdon's feet and the crushed grass on which he sat. The grass looked black in the firelight.

"No," | said athird time. And then, " Perhaps somewhere | have heard of her."

"The Rope Makers call us daves, but there was atime when we were free. We pulled the oarsin the
gdleysof Minos, but wedid it for silver and because we shared in hisglory."

Cerdon's voice, which had been only awhisper before, fell lower, so low | could scarcely hear him,
though my earswere so near hislips. "The Great Mother was our goddess then, as she is our goddess



gtill. The Descender overcame her. That's what they say. Hetook her againgt her will, and such was his
might that she bore him the Fingers, five boys and five girls. Y et she hates him, though he woos her with
rain and rends her oaks to show his strength. The Rope Makers say the oaks are his, but that can't be. If
they were his, would he destroy them?"

"I don't know," | said. "Perhaps.”

"Thetreesare hers," Cerdon whispered. "Only hers. That'swhy the Rope Makers make us cut them
down, make us dig out their sumps and plow the fields. The whole Silent Country was covered with oak
and pine, when we were free. Now the Rope Makers say the Huntress rules Redface | d and—because
she's the Descender's daughter, and they want usto forget our Great Mother. We haven't forgotten.
Well never forget.”

| tried to nod, but my head was too heavy to move.
"Weve been daves, but werewarriorsnow. Y ou saw my javelinsand my ding.”
I could not remember, but | said | had.

"A year ago, they would have killed meif | touched them. Only they had arms, and the arms were
guarded by armed Rope Makers, dways. Then the Great King came. They needed us, and now we're
warriors. Who can keep warriors daves? They will strike him down!"

| said, "And you wish meto strike with you," because it was plain that it was what he had comefor.
"Yed" Hisspittleflew in my face.

"There's no Rope Maker with you now." | sat up, rubbing my eyes. "Isthere? Isthisthe country of
the Rope Makers?'

"They have no country, they have only their city. The Silent Country is ours. But no, were not there.
It'sfar to the south, on Redface Idand.”

"Then why go back?Y ou have friends and weapons.”

"Our wives are there, and our children. No, you must come with us. Y ou must find the Great Mother
and touch her. We will kissthe ground at her feet then, because to kiss the ground isto kiss her lips. We
will drive the Rope Makers back into the sea, and she will be our queen. | have your sword, and I'll give
ittoyou againif youll lead us. Y ou will be her chief priest.”

"Then I'll lead you,”" | said. "In the morning, when we're rested and ready to march.”

"Good! Good!" Cerdon smiled broadly, and | saw that some blow had deprived him of three teeth.
"Youwon't forget?"

"Il writeitinthisscroll.”
"No," hesaid. "Don't writeit, someone may seeit.”
But | have written anyway, o | will not forget. Thisiseverything Cerdonsaidand al | said.

When he had gone to another place and stretched himsdlf to deep, the serpent woman came, saying,
"Won't you give himto me?'

"Whoam," | asked, "that | should say yesto you, or no?"

"Give him something of yours" the serpent woman ingtructed me. "Bathe him or touch him. If you only
touch him, it may be enough to make him redl.”

"He'sread now," | said. "A man of blood and bone, just as| am. You aren't redl.” What she had said
had made me think about those things.

"Lessthan hisdreams," the serpent woman hissed. A tongue of blue fire with two points emerged
from her mouth when she spoke. "What isit you wish? Perhaps | can bring it to you."

"Only to deep,” | said. "To deep and to dream of home."



"Touch him for methen, and | will go away. Thefaunsbring dreams, and should | meet one, | will
order him to bring you the dream you wish."

"Who areyou?"' | asked her, for | was il thinking of such matters.

"A daughter of Enodia" Her eyes sought out the refulgent moon, riding just above the horizon cradled
inawoman'sdender arms.

"Isthat who holds the moon?' | asked. "l see her, and | would not call her dark."

"Now sheisthe Huntress," the serpent woman hissed, "and Selene. Y ou may see more of both than
you like before you're done.”

Then shewas gone.

| tried to deep again, but Seep would not come, though | saw him standing with closed eyes at the
edge of thefirdight. In amoment, he turned away to walk among the shadows. | thought then of writing
inthisscroll but felt too tired. Holding it as near theflames as| dared, | read it for atime.

Pindaros came. "l see you can deep no morethan |," he said. "That's an evil thing, for daves. A dave
must learn to deep whenever he can.”

"Arewedaves?' | asked.

"We are now. No, worse, for we are the daves of the daves of the Rope Makers. Soon they will
take usto their masters, and then perhapswell only be daves of the Rope Makers. That will be better, if
you like, but | won't celebrateit."

"Will we haveto twigt their ropesfor them?'

Pindaros chuckled. "They don't redly makerope,”" he said. "' Or anyway, no more than anyone else
does. If we're very unlucky, well be driven into the mines. That's the worst thing that can befall adave.”

| nodded to show | understood.

"l don't think that will happen to me. The People of Thought may destroy our shining city and take my
property—they hate us—but | have friends even in Thought, and certain talents.”

"You're worried about thelittle girl and me." | looked acrossthefire at the deeping child.

"And Hilaeira, and the black man too. If I'mfreed, I'll buy freedom for dl of you if | can. But it might
help if you could sing for the Rope Makers as you sang today to the playing of the god. They love chord
music, and they don't much vaue soloists; ill no one could resist that, and no one would keep such a
snger adave. Canyou doit?'

Hoping to please him, | tried; but | could not recall the words | had sung, nor any tune.

"It will bedl right,” Pindarossaid. "I'll get usdl freed someway. Y ou don't remember, | know; |
could seeit in your eyes. It was amiracle, and you've forgotten it."

"I'm sorry,” | told him, and | was.

"Y ou haven't offended me." He sighed. "And I'm sorrier for you, Latro, than for any other man |
know."

| asked whether he recaled the words.

"No," hesaid. "Not redly. But | remember how they sounded, that great rushing swing like waves
besting upon acliff that ended in larks and thunder. That's the way poetry ought to sound.”

| nodded because he seemed to expect it.
"Asmy own never has. But after hearing your song, | think | may be getting abit closer. Ligen tothis:

"Arrows have | for the hearts of the wise,
Sraight-drawn by Nature to bear off the prize,



But lift I my bow to the crowd on the plain,
The fools hear but wind, and some fool must explain.”

"Doyoulikeit?"

"Very much,” | said.

"Well, | dont. But | likeit better than anything I've done before tonight. In our shining city, there
are—there were, | ought to say—half adozen of uswho tried our hands at verse now and then. That
was the way we put it, ‘tried our hands," as though there were no difference between composing poetry
and weaving mats beside the fire. We met monthly to sing our latest lines to one another, and pretended
not to notice that none of them was ever heard again. If mine had seemed the best to me when our dinner
was over, why, | wasthe cock of the walk—in my own eyes—for the month that followed. How proud |
was of my little ode for the Pythialsgames!" | said, "'l suppose everyonésvain in oneway or another. |
know | am."

Pindaros shrugged. "Y our good looks arered, and so is your strength, as you proved just today. But
asfor us—now | seethat we were only noisy boys, when we should have been men or been silent. After
hearing the god this afternoon, it may bethat | will be aman someday. | hope so. Latro, | wouldn't boast
toyou like this—and that'swhat it is, boasting—if | didn't know you'll forget everything I've said.”

“I'll writeit down,” | told him.

"To besurel" Pindaros laughed softly. "The gods have their revenge, asadways.

"We call for night to hide our acts,
But Night, a god, gives God the facts."

"I likethat, too," | said.

"Composed for you this moment and thrown hot from theforge. Still, there may be something in it.
Weve need of night."

"Pindaros, isthereredly agod of night?'

"Thereare a least adozen."

"With abody like a snake's and a head like awoman's, awoman with black hair that has never seen
acomb?'

He stared a me for amoment in silence, and at last stirred the fire as he had before. ™'Y ou've seen
that, haven't you? No, that's no goddess—it's amonster of some kind. Heracles was supposed to have
rid this part of the world of them; but Heracles has been on the Mountain for four hundred years, and |
suppose they're creeping back. Do you seeit now?"

| shook my head.

"Good. | was hoping to get some deep before these daves stirred their lazy legs. If you see your
monster again, don't touch it. Promise?"

"l promise” | dmost said that if | were to touch him, that might be enough; but | did not.

Herose and stretched. "Then I'll try to deep. A deep without dreams, | hope. Empty of horrors. |
ought to copy you and write mysdlf anote forbidding meto talk to you in the dark. Alas, | lack your
diligence. Good night again, Latro."

"Good night, Findaros.”

When he was gone, asmall arm circled my waist. "1 know you," | told itsowner. "You'relo. I've
been reading about you in this scroll.”



"Y ou're my master," the child said. "They had no right to do what they did to me. Only you."

"What did they do?" | asked, but she did not answer. Putting my arm about her shoulders, | looked at
her facein thefirelight and saw how many tears had furrowed those dusty cheeks. "If the serpent woman
comesagain, I'll tell her she can't haveyou.”

She shook her head. "It's not that. | ran away, and now |'ve been punished for it."
"Did you run away fromme, little 10? | wouldn't punish you if you did."
She shook her head. ""From the Bright God. And | lied when | said held given meto you."

"Perhgpshedid,” | told her. Holding her close, | watched the sillent figuresin the shadows for some
sgn, but therewas none. "The godsare not at dl like us, little10.”

PART Il

CHAPTER VII—Beside the Beached Ships

Thislittle tent seems smdll indeed. When | woke a short time ago, | discovered thisscroll. Being
barred from leaving by the sentry at the door and not wishing to disturb the black man who sharesthis
tent with me (hewas busily carving adall), | resolved to read it from the beginning.

| had hardly started when aman in afine corselet of bronze camein, and | supposed him to be the
heder of whom | had just read. He disabused me of that notion at once, saying, "My name's Hypereides,
fellow. Hypereidesthe Trierarch, and I'm your master now. How can you pretend not to know me?"

| sad, "I'm afraid | forget very quickly.”

He scowled ferocioudy and pointed afinger a me. "Now I've got you! If you forget, how canyou
remember that?'

| explained that | had just read it and pointed to the place whereit says, "The Healer says| forget
very quickly, and that it is because of awound | suffered in a bettle.”

"Wonderful," Hypereides said. "Wonderful! Y ou've an answer for everything.”
"No," | said. "l only wish | did. If you're not the hedler, can you tell me wherel am now?"

Therewas a stool in one corner of thetent. (I am using it now to writethis)) He pulled it over and sat
down, motioning for meto St on the ground before him. "Armor's heavy suff,” he said, "something |
never considered as ayoungster, when | used to watch the soldiers ride past in the Panathenaea. Y ou
learn soon enough to sit when you can and as high as you can, so it's not too hard to stand up.” He took
off hishelmet with its gorgeous crest of blue horsehair and scratched his bald head. "I'm too old for this
sort of thing, let metdl you. | fought a Fennd Field, my boy, ten years ago. There was abattle! Would
you liketo hear the story?

"Yes" | sad. "Very much.”
"You realy would? Y ou're not just saying that to please aman older than yourself?"
"No, I'd likeit. Perhgpsit would recall to me the battle in which | was wounded.”

"Y ou don't remember my telling you yesterday? No, | see you don't. | didn't mean to cause you such
pain." Hecleared histhroat. "I'll makeit up to you, my boy. I'm awedthy man back home, though you
mightn't think it to see me parading about in this Stuff. I'm in leather, you see. Everybody in leather knows
Hypereides." He paused and his smile faded. "Three shipsthe Assembly laid on me."

"Three ships?'
"Build them, outfit them, pay therowers. It cost ... well, you wouldn't believe what it cost. Want to



take alook at them, my boy?"
"Yes. I'm sure I've seen ships before, somewhere, and they were very interesting.”
"Certainly," Hypereidessaid. "Y ou too."

Looking around, | saw that the black man had laid down the doll and hislittle knife and was asking by
sgnswhether hemight go with us.

"It'sdl right," Hypereidestold the guard at the door. "Infact, | don't think well need you here any
more. Go find Acetes and ask him what he wants you to do."

Three ships had been drawn up on the beach, and their red-painted sides were covered with men
hammering hair and pinetar into their seams.

"We were hit by ablow rounding Cape Madeg," Hypereides explained. "It loosened them up, and by
the time we got to Tower Hill we were taking on morewater than | liked. A man does learn abit about
shipsinthe leather trade, I'll admit; and | thought it better to caulk them now than to try to take them
back home asthey were, and for al 1 know be handed some urgent message and told to put to seaagain
a once. Certainly it wouldn't do to run into afew stray barbarians and find them in better shape than we
ae'

"Who are these barbarians?' | asked.

"Why, the Great King's navy, of course. With the help of Boreas, we beat them in the Strait of Peace,
let metdl you. Therewas abattle! | wish you could see our rams, my boy; the bronze itself is scarred.
There was atime—I don't expect you to believe this, yet it's the plain fact—when there was so much
blood in the seawe floated a span deeper than usud, just asif we were running up an estuary. I'mtelling
you, every man you see here fought like ahero and every oar rose like adaughtering spear.”

He pointed. "That's my personal command in the middle there, Europa. A hundred and ninety-five
men to pull her oars. A dozen soldiers besides mysdlf, and four Sons of Scoloti to draw the bow. The
soldiersdon't haveto be paid, being citizens like me or foreigners who live with us. But the rowers, my
boy! Great gods, the rowers! Three obolsaday for every stick, and their food. And winefor their water!
A drachmaevery day for each Son of Scoloti. Two for the kybernetes. That's dmost adozen owlsa
day, just for Europa. With the other ships, it comesto twenty."

He paused, frowning down at the sandy ground, then looked up and smiled. "Did you caich the
sgnification of her name, my boy? Europawas carried off by the Thunderer in the shape of abull. So
when people see Europa, they think of abull—walt till you see her mainsail! And what does abull make
them think of ? Why, leather, of course. Because the best and strongest |egther isbull'shide. And let me
tell you, my boy, therell bealot of shieldsto be refitted when thiswar's over. Leather—bull,
bull—Europa, Europa—Hypereides. Besdes, Europagave her name to the whole continent, bigger than
her brother's place and Libya's combined, and the barbarians come from the other side.
Europe—Europa. Europa—Hypereides. So who're you going to buy your leather from when the war's
over?'

"You, gr, | promise” But | waslooking at the shipsand thinking | could never have seen anything
made by men haf so lovely, though they smelled of tar and lay on their Sdeslike three beached logs. |
sad, "If Europathe woman was as dender and graceful as your ships, it's no wonder the Thunderer ran
away with her. Any man would want to." | did not want him to guess| could not remember who the
Thunderer might be.

Hypereides had put his helmet on, pushed back so the visor seemed the bill of acap. Now hetook it
off again to rub his head. "I've dways thought she must have been on theweighty sde, mysdlf,” hesaid. "l
mean, what sort of woman would agod want to turn himself into abull for? Besides, he carried her on his
back, and his choosing a bull's shape for that makesit appear cargo was a consderation.”

Helaid hisarm across my shoulders. "It's quite wrong, my boy, to think that for awoman to give you



pleasure she has to be as lissome as alad from the pal aestra. When we get back home, I'll introduce you
to ahetaeracalled Kaleos. Then you'll see. Besides, agirl with some flesh on her iseasier to catch; when
you get to be my age you'll gppreciate the importance of that.”

While we stood looking at the ships from a distance, the black man had run down to them and poked
about. As Hypereides spoke of the hetaera, he came legping back to squat before us, pointing with his
chin to the ships and the sparkling sea.and making many little marksin the sand with hisfingers.

"Look there," Hypereides said. "Thisfellow's seen the barbarian navy. Both of you must have,
because you were with their army, and their shipsfollowed it clear around the Water."

"Werethereredly so many?' | asked him.

"More than athousand, and that's not counting the traders that carried food for the troops, or the
gpecid shipsthe Great King had built for his cavalry horses. Why, in the Strait of Peace you couldn't see
the water for blood and wreckage."

He squatted beside the black man. "Here's the Long Coast. Right here's Tieup, where my old
warehouse stood before they burned it; Megareos, my manager, is captain of Eidyia now. Theman |
had on Ceos has Clytia.

"Tieup'swhere our navy was before it went up to Artemisum. Her€'stheidand of Peace over here,
and here's Peace. We only had about three hundred ships, and we beached 'em in these three bays on
the idand the night before. Mine were in thisbay here—al our city'swere. Y ou can keep atrader a sea
haf amonth, my boy, but awarship has to touch land nearly every night, because there's so many aboard
you can't carry enough water for 'em.”

| sad, "l see”

"Themistocles was with the navy, and he had adave of his swim the channel and demand an audience
with the Great King. Thisdave said Themistocles had sent him, which was true enough, and Themistocles
wanted to be satrap of the Long Coast. Then he warned the Grest King that our navy was going to dip

off the next day to reinforce Tower Hill." Hypereides chuckled. "And the Great King believed it, too. He
sent adl the ships from Riverland around to the other end of the bay to cut us off.

"Then the gtrategists—mostly Themistocles and Eurybiades the Rope Maker, from what I've
heard—sent the shipsfrom Tower Hill to make sure the Riverlanders, over there, didn't come up behind
us. A lot of peopleinthecity till think the shipsfrom Tower Hill deserted, and you can see why: the
rumor the dave started, and then their leaving the rest of the fleet.”

The black man pointed with hischin, and | saw asailor striding up the beach toward us. Hypereides
conferred with him for amoment, then told usto return to thistent. "I'm putting you on your honor,” he
said. "'l don't want to have to keep you two chained like the others, but if you try to leave, I'll haveto do
it. Understand?'

| told him 1 did.

"But you'll forget—I forgot that." He turned to the sailor and said, " Stay with them until | send
somebody to relieve you. | don't think you'll have any trouble; just don't et them wander away."

Heiswith us now; hisnameis Lyson. He asked whether Hypereides had told me about the Battle of
Peace. | said he had begun but had been called away, and | was eager to hear the rest.

Lyson grinned at that and said Hypereides had taken us to see his ships the day before aswell and
had recounted the events of the battle while we looked at them. Lyson had been whittling pegs then and
had heard most of it. "He took you to see the other prisoners too, because he wanted to ask them
questions about you. Thelittle girl gave you that book, and Hypereides let you keep it; and he let that
fellow have aknife like mine because he showed he wanted to whittle.”

| asked why these other prisoners were kept chained when we were not.



"Because they're from Cowland, of course. But you, you're Hypereidessideal audience, one he can
tell hisstoriesto over and over." Lyson laughed.

| said, "1 supposethe crews of dl three ships are making fun of me."

"Oh, no. We've got too much to do for that. Anyway, werre mostly laughing at Hypereides, not at
you. And wewouldn't laugh at him if we didn't like him."

"Is he agood commander?'

"Heworriestoo much," Lyson said. "But yes, heis. He knows alot about winds and currents, and it's
good to have somebody on a ship who worries too much. He's an able merchant too—that's why we
were sent here—and so he gets good food for us cheap and doesn't stint as much as most of them.”

"It seems strange to have amerchant commanding warships,” | said. "I'd think a horserman would do
it

"Isthat how it would be in your own country?"

"l don't know. Perhaps.”

"In Thought we keep the horsemen on their horses where they belong. But listen here, if you weren't
lying to Hypereides and you redly don't know where you're from, you've only to look for acity wherea
horseman would be put in charge of warships. It's someplace in the Empire, | suppose.”

| asked wherethat lay.
"To the east. Who'd you think we were fighting in the Strait of Peace, anyway?"
"The Great King, so Hypereides said.”

"And the Great King rulesthe Empire. Y ou were in hisarmy. Weve got your sword and pot-lids
now. How'd you think you got that wound?'

| shook my head and somewhere found the memory that had once been painful to do o, though it
was no longer. "In abattle. Other than that, | don't know."

"Of course not, poor stick. Somebody ought to look at it for you, though. Those bandages are dirty
enough to beach on."

The black man had been listening to us, and though he did not speak, he seemed to understand what
he heard. Now he said by signsthat if he were alowed to, he would take off my bandages, wash them
(vividly pantomiming how he would scrub them on a stone and beat them with another), dry themin the
sun, and replace them.

"Ah," Lysonsad, "but if I go with you, thisonell wander off.”

The black man denied it, clagping my hand and saying by signsthat he would not leave me, nor | him.
"Hell forget."

The black man cocked his head to show he did not understand the word.

Lyson pointed to his own head and traced the ground with hisfinger as though writing or drawing,
then smoothed the imaginary scratches away.

The black man nodded and pretended to draw too, then with hisfinger indicated the course of the sun
acrossthe vault of heaven, and when it had set rubbed the drawing out. "Ah, it takes dl day."

The black man nodded again and unwound my bandages, and the two of them went off together, fast
becoming friends.

Asfor me, | finished the reading of this scroll | had earlier begun. Now they have returned, and |
write but fed | know lessthan ever. So many strange things—events | cannot credit—are described
here. So many people are mentioned whom | have forgotten. Surely 1o wasthelittle girl who gave me
thisyesterday; but where are Pindaros, Hilagira, and Cerdon? Whereis the serpent woman, and how did



the black man and | come to be wherewe are?

CHAPTER VIII—At Sea

Our shiprollsinaway that makesit hard to write, but | am learning to dlow for it. The sailorssay itis
often much worse and | must walk and write and drink on board, and do everything ese, before the sea
grows rougher. "When we round Cape Maleg, forget your home," they say; but | remember it, though |
have forgotten every other place.

Our shipisthe Europa, thelargest of the three, with triple-banked oars. The men who st highest
have thelongest oars, and they think themselves the best becauise they can spit on the rest; but all get the
same pay. Now we are under sail, and they have no work, save for one or two who are bailing and the
like. Soon there will be work enough, they say. Some are degping on the rowing benches, though al
dept, | think, last night.

| am writing in the bow, leaning comfortably back againgt the high, straight post that marks the front of
our ship. Below it (I remember, though | cannot seeit from where sit) isour ram. It does not look like a
rea ram at al—the dark eyes painted on the bow make the green metal look like the bill of an angry
bird, at least to me. | can see the ram through the water when | stand and ook over the bow. The water
is sky-colored and very clear; but there is asecond sky below, and | cannot see to the bottom.

A big rope runs from my bow post to the very top of the mast, and there are more such ropes there,
going to both sides of the ship and to the stern, all to brace the mast against the pull of the sail. The one
above my head bends atrifle, but the rest are stretched as straight as spears; the wind is behind us now,
and our rowers areidling on their benches while the wide sail 1abors for them.

This sail hangs from along, tapered yard raised dmost to the top of the mast. Thereisabull painted
onit, not just ahead like the carved bull's head on the sternpost, but every part; and | think | like him
best of dl our decorations. He is black, hisnoseisgold, and hisblue eye rolls to see the woman sitting on
hisback. He hasabravetail, and it seemsto methat if | were on one of the other shipsit would appear
that his golden hoofs ran upon the sea.

The woman who rides him hasred hair and blue eyes, and two chins. She amilesas sherides; her
hands stroke the bull's horns.

The long, narrow deck runs from the place where | it to the stern, where two sailors hold the steering
oars and the kybernetes watches them and the sail. The prisoners are chained to the mast where it goes
through the deck.

Our captain'sname is Hypereides. Heisaman of middle years, bald and thick at the waist but erect
and energetic. Not astall asl. He cameto talk with me, and | asked him the name of the country to our
left. He said, "That's Redface Idand, my boy."

It surprised me and | laughed.

"Not much of aname, isit? But that'sall the nameit has. Named for old Pelops, who was king there
hundreds and hundreds of years ago.”

"Did he have ared face?"

"That'swhat they say. The satirists make jokes about him, saying it was red from drinking, or that he
was dways angry, sSsamping up and down and sneezing. If you ask me, neither can be right. How could
his mother know he was going to drink too much? Maybe he was angry dl the time as a baby—the gods
know alot of them are—but who ever heard of on€'s being named for it? If you ask me, my boy, he was
born with one of those red patches on hisface that some children have. Anyway, that's where Tower Hill
is, and the Rope Makers city."

Then he told me about the Battle of Peace and how his ships had been hidden in abay ontheide of



Peace. Very early in the morning, when there was gill fog on the water, the barbarians ships had come
into the strait. A lookout had seen them through the fog and heard the chants of their rowers, and he sent
asgnal. Hypereides and his ships, and all the other ships of the city came out then, and the Rope
Makers shipstoo. "Y ou should have seen us, my boy—every man shouting out the Victory Hymn, and
every oar bent like abow!"

They met the barbarians ram to ram, and the ships from Peace came out of the bay behind the Dog's
Tail and caught the barbariansin the flank; but there were so many barbarian shipsthat even when they
fled they were agresat fleet. No one knows where they are now, and most of the ships from Thought and
Rope, and dl the shipsfrom Tower Hill, are hunting them among theidands.

Hypereides said that | must have fought for the Great King, and | asked him if | were abarbarian.
"Not ared barbarian," he said. "Because you tak like a civilized man. Besides, there were alot of us
fighting for the Great King—a most as many as were on our side. See those people I've got chained up?
They'refrom Hill—you can tell by theway they talk. Their city fought for him, and we meanto burn it
around their ears, just as he burned ours.”

The sun was high and hot, but the base of the mast wasin the shadow of the sail; so when Hypereides
went to talk to the kybernetes, | went to talk to the prisoners. One of the bowmen was watching them,
and he looked to Hypereides to see whether he minded. Hypereides had his back to us, and the bowman
sad nothing.

| want to write about the bowmen before | forget that | intended to. They wear leggings and tall
fox-fur caps. Their clotheslook very uncomfortable, and while | wastalking to the prisoners the bowman
watching them took off his cap to fan himsdif.

Their curved bows are of wood and horn, and they bend backward now because they are not strung.
It seemsto metheright way to carry arrowsis over the back, but the bowmen have their quivers at their
waists. The quivers have abeard at the top that folds over the opening to keep out the spray.

The bowmen have cheeksthat come straight up to their fierce eyes, like the cheek-pieces of a helmet.
Their eyesand hair are lighter than ours, and their beards are longer. They cut the hair from their enemy’s
dead and wear it on their belts and wipe their hands on it. They cannot speak the tongue | speak to
Hypereides and therest aswell as | can, and they cannot speak the tongue in which | am writing this at
al. They smell of sweat. That isdl | know of them.

No, there is one thing more, whichiswhy | wrotedl | just did. It isthat the bowman who watches the
prisoners watches me as no one e se does. Sometimes | think heis afraid, sometimes that he wants some
favor. | do not know what hislook may mean; but | thought | should write of it here, to read when | have
forgotten.

The prisonersfrom Hill are aman, hiswife, and their daughter. When | came to them, they cdled me
Latro. At first | thought they believed me such aone—ahired soldier or abandit. But they have nothing
to steal, and who has hired me? Then | understood that Latro ismy name and they knew me. | sat onthe
deck beside them and said that it was cooler there and if they wished | would bring them water.

The man said, "L atro, have you read your book?"

| glanced about and saw it in the beskhead where | had Ieft it. | told the man | had been examining the
ship and had not.

The woman saw it too, and looked frightened. "Latro, it will blow away!"
"No, it won't," | told her. "The stylusis heavy, and I've put it through the cords.”

"It's very important that you read it," the man said. "Y ou offered to bring uswater. | don't want
water—they gave us enough earlier. | want you to bring me your book instead. | swear by the Shining
God not to harmit."

| heaitated, but the child said, "Please, magter!" and there was something in her voice | could not



resst. | got it and brought it back, and the man took it and wrote afew words on the outside.

| told him, "That's not the best way. Unrall it like this, and you can write on theinner surface. Then
when the book's closed, the writing's protected.”

"But sometimes the scribe writeswhere | have written too, when he wishesto leave some message
for aperson who otherwise would not open the book. He might write, ‘Here are the laws of the city,’ for
example"

"That'sso," | admitted. "I'd forgotten.”

"Y ou speak our language well," he said. "Can you read what I've written?”

I shook my head. "I think I've seen letterslike those before, but | can't read them.”
"Then you must writeit yoursaf. Write, 'Read me every day,’ in your own language.”
| took the stylus and wrote what he had told me, just above his own writing.

The child said, "Now if you'l read it, you'll know who you are and who we are.”

Her voice pleased me, and | patted her head. "But there is so much to read here, little one. I've
unrolled it enough to seethat it'salong, long scroll, and the writing isvery small. Besdes, it waswritten
with this and not with ink, and so the writing is gray, not black, which makesit hard to read. Y ou can tell
me these things, if you know them, much faster than | could read about them.”

"Y ou have to go to the house of the Great Mother," the child announced solemnly. Then sherecited a
poem. When it was over she said, "Pindaros was taking you there.”

"I'm Pindaros," the man told me. "The citizens of our shining city designated me asyour guide. | know
you don't remember, but | swear it'sthe truth.”

A black man who had been deegping with the sailors rose and climbed from his bench to the deck
wherewe sat. It seemed to me that we had met before, and he looked so friendly and cheerful that |
smiled to see him now.

Heexclamed, "Hah!" when he saw me smile. Some of the deeping men stirred at the sound, and
those who were not asleep stared at us. The bowman, who had been watching and listening, put his hand
to theknifein his belt.

"You must belessnaisy, my friend," Pindaros said.

The black man grinned in reply and pointed from his heart to mine, and then, triumphantly, from mine
tohis

"Y ou mean he knowsyou," Pindaros said. "Y es, perhaps he does, abit."
| said, "Ishe asailor? He doesn't ook like the others.™

"He'syour comrade. He was taking care of you before Hilagiraand 1o and | met you. Perhapsyou
saved hislifein the battle, but he was using you to beg when | first saw you." To the black man he said,
"Y ou got agreat dedl by your begging, too. | don't suppose you il haveit?!

The black man shook his head and pretended to gash hisarm with hisknife. Filling his hand with the
unseen blood, he counted it out as money, making alittle click with histongue for the sound made by
each imaginary coin as he put it on the deck. When he wasfinished heindicated me.

The child said, "He gave it to the daves that night when we camped, while you were writing poetry
and talking to Latro. It wasfor the daves Latro killed, because the daves were going to kill him when we
got to the Silent Country."

"l doubt if the Rope Makerswould have let them. Not that it matters; | had ten owls, but they got
them in Tower Hill. I'd rather we were prisonersin Rope than in Tower Hill, but even Tower Hill would
be preferable to Thought." Pindaros sighed. "We're their ancient enemies, and they are ours.”



Hypereides had been telling me how the ships of Thought had fought the barbarians, implying that |
was a barbarian mysdlf; now | asked Pindarosif hiscity and Thought were worse enemies.

Hislaugh was bitter. "Worse by far. Y ou forget, Latro, and so perhaps you've forgotten that brothers
can be enemies more terrible than strangers. Our fields are rich, and theirs are poor; thusthey envied us
long ago and tried to take what was ours by force. Then they turned to trading, growing the olive and the
vine, and exchanging ail, fruit, and winefor bread. They became great makers of jarstoo and sold them
everywhere. Then the Lady of Thought, who loves sharp dedling, showed them avein of slver.”

The black man's eyes opened wide, and he leaned forward to catch every word, though | do not
think he understood them dll.

"They had been rich. Now they grew richer, and we proved no wiser than they and tried to take what
wastheirs. Thereis hardly afamily in our shining city that isnot related to them in someway, and hardly a
man in theirs—except the foreigners—whao's not a cousin of ours. And so we hate one another, and
cease to hate every four years when our champions give their strength to the Descender; then we hate
again, worse than ever, when the games are done." He pursed his mouth to spit but thought better of it.

| looked at the woman. She had eyes like thunderheads and seemed far more lovely to methan the
woman painted on our sail. | did not wish to think this, but | thought that if Pindaroswas adave, | might
somehow buy her and her child. "And arewe friends,” | asked her, "since we've traveled together?!

"We met at therites of the God of Two Doors," the woman said. She smiled then, remembering
something | could not recall; and | felt she would not object, that she would be content to live with me
and leave her husband wherever hisfate might take him. " Then the daves of the Rope Makers came,” she
sad, "and while Pindaros and the black man faced their first antagonists, you killed three. But the others
were going to kill lo and me, and Pindaros stepped in front of you and made you stop. For amoment |
thought you were going to cut him down, and so did he, | think. Instead you dropped your sword, and
they bound your hands and beat you, and made you kissthe dust before their feet. Y es, we're friends.”

| said, "I'm glad I've forgotten that surrender.”

Pindaros nodded. "I wish | could forget it too; in many ways, your state isamost enviable one.
Neverthel ess, now that the Shining God has directed you to the Great Mother, you'd better go to her and
be cured if you can.”

"Who isthis Great Mother?' | asked him. "And what does the child's poem mean?'

Then hetold me of the gods and their ways. | listened intently as he spoke, just as| had to
Hypereidess account of the Battle of Peace; but though | do not know what it was | hoped to hear from
each, | knew when each wasfinished that | had not heard it.

Now the sun is hidden behind our sail, though | Sit in the bow again; the ship rocks me asamother
rocks her child. There are voicesin the waves, voicesthat laugh and sing and call out one to another.

| ligen to them too, hoping to hear some mention of my home and the family and friends | must surely
havethere.

CHAPTER IX—Night Comes

Acrossthe seg, black shadowsrace like chariots. Though it will soon be too dark for meto write
here, | will writeasmuch as| can, and if | cannot write everything where | am, | will go to one of thefires
and write there, then deep.

| had hardly put away this stylus when the kybernetes spoke to the sail ors, who stopped gambling
and talking to furl the sail, strike the mast, and run out their oars.

It iswonderful to travel in such adim, swift ship under sail; but it isfar more so when the rowers
grain at the oars and the ship legps from the water at every stroke and fdls back shouting. Then thewind



isnot behind the ship, but the ship makes her own, which you fed full in your face though slver spray
blows across the bow.

Then too the flute boy plays, and the sailorsal sing to his piping to keep the stroke; their song calsup
the sea gods, who come to the surface to hear it, their earslike shdlls, their hair like seawrack. For a
long time | stood in the bow watching them and seeing the land brought ever nearer, and | felt that |
myself wasagod of the waters.

At last, when the land was so close | could see the leaves on the trees and the stones on the beach,
the kybernetes came and stood beside me; and seeing that he meant to give no order for afew moments
more, | ventured to tell him how beautiful | thought his ship and the others, which we had outdistanced
and now saw behind us.

"There's none better,” he said. "Hardly one as good. Say what you please about Hypereides, but he
spared no expense on Europa. Y ou may say it wasto be expected, because he meant to take the
command himsdlf; but theré's many another who did the same and got histimber cheap anyhow. Not
Hypereides. HE's got the wit to see that his honor's gone aboard her aswell ashislife.”

"Hemust be bravetoo,” | said, "to take charge of this ship himsalf when he could have stayed safely
a home."

"Oh, he couldn't have donethat,” the kybernetestold me, glancing &t the beach. "They'refoolish
enough in the Assembly at times, but never such fools asto let the men who supply the army and navy
stay clear of thefighting. Not that Hypereides would have been safe in the city anyway; the barbarians

burned it. Still, he could have served on land if he wanted. A good many did. But look at Clytia there.
Shel's afine ship too. My brother's kybernetes on her. Do you know what that poet said to me?"

Not knowing who the poet might be, | shook my head.

"He said her oars, with the foam on them, made her look like abird with four whitewings. And it's
true—just look. He may be apig from Cowland, but he's afine poet dl the same. Were you there when
he sang for uslast night?!

| sad, "I'm afraid | don't remember."

"Ha, hal Y ou drank too much and fell adegp!" He dapped my back. "Y ou've the soul of asailor.
Well train you to the oar when that head wound heals.”

"Were they good poems?

The kybernetes nodded. " The men couldn't get enough of him. I'm going to ask Hypereidesto make
him perform for us again tonight. Not that I'll haveto ask, | expect." Heraised hisvoice. " Easy now!
Easy!"

"Are you going to beach the ships here?'

"Bet onit, gick. Thewind'sfavoring, so we might round the cape before sundown; and if we hadn't
aday to spare, I'd try it. But if there was trouble, we'd have to spend the night at sea, and that's no joke.

| told Hypereides we ought to put in, and he agreed. Theres alittle place called Teuthrone not far from
here, and we may be able to buy some fresh food—what we got from Tower Hill's about gone.”

He shouted another order, and all the oars on one side remained raised when they left the sea. The
ship spun about like atwig in an eddy. In amoment more, the oars were backing water, rowing us
backward to the shore. Half a dozen sailors dove from the stern and swam to the beach like seds. Two
more threw them coils of rope.

"Ship oars!" the kybernetes shouted. Then: " Over the side! ™

I must have shown how astonished | was, because he rubbed his hands and said, "Yes, it'sagood
crew. | chose mogt of them mysdlf, and the rest are men who worked for Hypereides before the war."

By that time there was hardly a score of people |eft aboard—the kybernetes and I, the soldiers



(whose breastplates and greaves would have sunk them like stones had they dived into the sea), the
bowmen, the black man, the three prisoners, and Hypereides. Without her crew, the ship seemed so light
| was afraid she might turn over.

"Come here!" the kybernetes called. He waved, and the soldiers and prisoners joined usin the bow,
making the stern riseabit more.

Ashorethe sailors were heaving at their ropes. | felt the kedl scrape, come free, then scrape again.
The deck began to tilt and we grabbed the railing.

"Don't jump now," the kybernetes said, seeing that | was considering it. "That's arock bottom."

The deck was dmost too steep for usto keep our footing when we made our way aft, but from there
it was easy to climb over the taffrail and onto the beach without SO much as getting our feet wet.

By thetime | stood on land, the sailors were dready gathering driftwood for afire and the other ships
were backing water a stade or so from the beach. The black man and | helped collect wood, having seen
that it was apoint of honor with the saillorsto get the best before the crews of the other shipsreached
shore.

This coast islow and rocky, with afew scrubby trees; and yet it cannot redlly be said that beauty
endswhere the clear seawater comesto shore. While | watched, ahawk came racing down the ridge,
caught the updraft from the sea, and soared on it like agull, never moving awing; when | saw it, | saw
thisrocky land too for what it is, afinger of the forest on ahand held out to the sea.

Hypereides took three soldiers and a score of sailors and went into the village to buy supplies. Acetes
posted two more soldiers on the ridge as sentries. The rest of usthrew off our clothes and plunged into
the water to swim and wash. Even the prisoners, | noticed, were alowed to wash, though because of
their chainsthey could not swim. | mysdf swam only alittle, careful to keep the bandages on my head out
of the water. | noticed that the bowmen went some distance away so they might wash out of sight of the
rest of us.

When | returned to the beach, the child was sitting on a stone beside my possessions. | thanked her
for watching them, and she said, "1 didn't want anyone to take your book, master. Then you wouldn't
know who you are, or who | am.”

"Who areyou?' | asked her. "And why do you cal me master?’

"I'myour davelo.”

| explained that | had thought her the daughter of the couple with whom she had been chained.

"I knew you did," she said. "But we only met them alittle while ago. I'm your dave, given you asyour
persona property by the Shining God when you werein Hill."

| shook my head.

"That's the truth, magter, | swear by the club of Heracles. And if you'll just read your book you'l find

out al about it, and about the curse the Great Mother laid on you. Then you'll seeit isn't right for meto
belike this'—she held up her chain to show me—"when you're free. | should be free too, to serve you."

| tried to recall what the woman had told me this morning. " The soldiers captured us when we were
going somewhere."

"Not these soldiers, master. Those were the daves of the Rope Makers. They beat you, and they
treated me like awoman and made me bleed there, though I'm not awoman yet. Hilagirasays| won't
have a baby, but she might.” 1o sighed, recalling much pain and weariness, | think, that | have forgotten.

"Then we met some red soldiers, shidddmen with hdmets and big spears. They made the daves of the
Rope Makersgive us up. | hid your book because | was afraid they'd take it from you, and they made us
goto Tower Hill, but I don't think the peoplein Tower Hill wanted to keep us—they're afraid of the
Rope Makers like everybody €l se, and they didn't want to have prisoners that were taken from them. But



they're afraid of the People of Thought too, and the soldiers from my city helped burn theirs. So after a
whilethey gave usto Hypereides. He separated us, but | could see he liked you, so when you cameto
talk to me | gave your book back. I had it under my peplos, with the cords around my waist. Did you
read it?| told you to."

"l don't know," | said.
"Maybeyou did. But if you didn't write anything afterward, it doesn't matter now."
"Youreavery knowing littlegirl,” | told her, pulling on my chiton.

"It hasn't helped me much. | was owned by a pretty nice family back in Hill. Now I'm here, and dl
I've got out of thetrip isabath. Will you talk to Hypereides and ask him to let me take off my chain?"

Whilel tied my sandals, | said, "Y ou can't take off a chain asthough it were one of these."

"Yes, | can. They have them to chain up bad sailors and barbarian prisoners, so they aren't made to
fit somebody aslittleasme. It'stight, but | can get my foot out. | did it last night.”

She crossed her chained foot over her knee, stuck out her tongue, and tugged at the shackle, which
wasindeed too large. "'l was swegting alittlethen,” she said. "l guessthat made it easier. Now it'sgot
sand under it."

"Youll take the skin off."

"No, | won't. Master, put your hand right here, and your thumb against my hedl. Then pull with your
fingersand tdl mewhat you think."

| did s0, and the shackle dipped from her foot as easily as an anklet. "Y ou werejoking," | said.
"Why, you might dmost have stepped out of it."

"Maybe | was, alittle bit. Y ou're not angry a me, are you, master?”'

"No. But you'd better put it back on before someone seesyou.”

"l don't think | can," shetold me. "I'll say it fdll off inthewater, and | couldn't find it."
"Then you'd better hide it under one of those stones.”

"l know abetter place. | found it while you were swvimming around. Look at the edge of thisbig
rock."

It was ahole the size of aman's head. When | thrust my arminto it, | discovered that it went almost
sraight down.

"I wouldn't do that," lo said. " Something smells bad down there." She dropped the chain and shackle
intoit. "I don't think they'll put another one on me. They'll be afraid that will get lost too."

One of the sailors who had reboarded the ship had returned now with abronze fire-box. | was
surprised to see how bright its vents seemed. The sun was setting behind the finger of land, plunging the
beach into shadow.

"I'll go and get our food, master,” 10 said happily. "That's one of the things | ought to do for you.”

"It won't beready yet!" | caled after her, but she paid no attention. | had picked up this scroll and
gtarted to follow her when someone tapped my shoulder.

It was one of the bowmen. | said, "Shell do no harm; she'sonly achild.”

He shrugged to show he was not concerned about 1o. "My nameis Oior," hesaid. "'l am of the
People of Scolati. You are Latro. | heard the man and woman spesk of you."

| nodded.
"I do not know thisland."



“Nor |, either.”

He looked surprised at that but went on resolutely. "It has many gods. In my land we sacrifice to red
fireand air the unseen, to black earth, pale water, sun and moon, and to the sword of iron. That isall. |
do not know these gods. Now | am troubled, and my trouble will be the trouble of al who are here.” He
looked around to see whether anyone was watching us. "'l do not have much money, but you will have dl
| have." He held out his hand, filled with bronze coins.

"l don't want your money,” | told him.
"Take. That ishow friendsare madein thisland."
To pleasehim, | took asingle coin.

"Good," hesaid. "But thisis no good place to talk, and soon there will be food. When we have eaten
and drunk, go high up." He pointed to the ridge, between the sentries who stood black against the sky to
the north and south. "Wait for Oior there."

Now | am waiting, and | have written thisas | wait. The sun has s&t, and the last light will soon leave
the western sky. The moonisrising, and if the bowman does not come before | grow deepy, | will goto
afireto deep.

CHAPTER X—Under a Waning Moon

| write beside the fire. When | look about, it seemsthat no one is awake but the black man and me.
He walks up and down the beach, hisface turned to the seaasif waiting for some sail.

Yet | know many are awake. Now and then one sits up, seesthe rest, and lies down again. The wind
sghsin the trees and among the rocks; but there are other sighs, not born of the wind.

| asked Hypereides whether we would bury the dead man in the morning. He said we would not, that
there is hope we will reach the city soon. If we do, the dead man can lie with hisfamily, if he has one.

But | should return to the place where | stopped writing only a short time ago. 1o carried food and
wineto me, though | had eaten dready, and we shared it with our backs against one of the highest rocks
of the ridge, watching the moon rise over the seaand enjoying the spectacle provided by the fires of
driftwood and the ships drawn up on the beach.

Hypereides was generous with food, and because no one had remembered | had eaten dready, 10
had received full portionsfor both of us. While | pretended to dine a second time, she piled what she did
not want of her own meal onto my trencher, so there was agreat ded there still when | drained the cup,
wiped my fingerswith bread, and laid it at my feet.

"1 would like something of that."

| looked around to see who spoke. What | had thought only a stone resting by chance upon alarger
stone was in fact the head of awoman. As soon as she saw | had seen her, she rose and came toward
us. Shewas naked and graceful, beyond her first youth (aswell as| could judge in the moonlight), though
not her beauty. The black hair that fell to her waist seemed longer, thicker, and more tangled than any
woman's hair should be.

As she came nearer to us, | decided she was a celebrant of some cult; for though she wore no gown,
she had tied the shed skin of a snake above her hipslike acincture, with the head and tail hanging down.

"Here," | said. | picked up my trencher again and held it out to her. "Y ou may haveit dl.”
She smiled and shook her head.

"Master!" 1o gasped.
Shewas staring a me, and | asked her what was wrong.



"There's nobody there!™

The woman whispered, " She's your dave. Won't you give her to me? Touch her and shesmine.
Touch me, and | am hers." She scarcely moved her lips when she spoke; and she looked away, toward
the moon, when shesaid, 'l am hers”

"Madter, isthere somebody here? Somebody | can't see?!

| told 1o, "A woman with dark hair, belted with a snake skin."

"Liketheflute-playing man?'

| did not remember such aman and could only shake my head.

"Cometo thefire" she pleaded. Shetried to pull me away.

Thewoman whigpered, "1 won't hurt you. I've come to teach you, and to give you awarning.”
"And the child?'

"The child isyours. She could be mine. What harm in that?"

| told lo, "Go away. Run to the fire. Stay theretill | come.”

She flew as arabbit flies the hooves of warhorses, leaping and skipping among the rocks.
"You aesdfish," thewoman said. "Y ou eat, whilel go hungry.”

"Youmay edt asl did."

"But quick of wit, an excdlent thing. Alas, that | cannot chew such food.” She smiled, and | saw that
her teeth were smd| and pointed, shining in the moonlight.

"l didn't know there were such women as you. Are dl the people of this coast like you?!
"We have spoken before,” she said. .
"ThenI'veforgottenit.”

She studied my eyes and sank fluidly to the ground to sit beside me. "If you have forgotten me, you
must have seen many things.”

"|sthat what you cameto teach me?"
"Ah," shesad. "It ismy face you do not remember.”
| nodded.

"And the rest is somewhat differently arranged. Y es, you areright. That is one of thethings| have
cometo teach you."

| looked at her, seeing how fair her body was and how white. "I'd gladly learn.”

Her hand caressed my thigh, but though her fingers moved with life, they felt as cold as stones.
"Someday, perhaps. Do you desire me?'

"Very much."

"Later, then, as| told you. When you have recovered from that wound. But now | much teach you, as
| said | would." She pointed to the moon. "Do you see the goddess?!

"Yes" | said. "But what afool | am. A moment ago, | thought her only a crescent lamp in the sky.”

"Thereisashadow across her face now," the woman told me. "'In seven days, the shadow will cover
it wholly. Then she will become our dark goddess, and if she coniesto you, you will see her 0."

"I don't understand.”

"| tell you these things because | know she once showed hersdf to you as a bright goddess when the
moon was nearly full. What she has once done, she will do again, so these things are good for you to
know. For avery smal price, | will tell you more—thingsthat will be of the greatest valueto you."



| did not ask what the price was, because | knew; and | saw that she knew | knew. | said, "Could
you take her? Even when she's Sitting around the fire with the rest?"

"| could take her though she sat in thefire.”

"l won't pay that price."

"Learn wisdom," she said. "Knowledge is more than gold.”

| shook my head. "Knowledge is soon changed, then lost in the mist, an echo haf-heard.”

Sherose at that, brushing the dust from her hips and thighslike any other woman. "And | sought to
teach you wisdom. Y ou mocked me when you said you were afool.”

"If I mocked you, I'veforgottenit.”

"Yes, that isbest. To forget. But remember me when you meet my mistressin any guise. Remember
that | helped you and would have helped you more, if you had been as generousto me as| to you.”

"Il try," | said.

"And | will warnyou, as| promised. The child fled down this hill, and fled safely; but soon onewho
waksthishill will die. Ligenwdl!"

"l'am," | said.

"Then wait for the death. Afterward you may go in safety.” She paused, licking her lips as she cocked
her head to listen.

| listened too, and heard far off the noise a stone made faling upon a stone.

"Someone comes," shesaid. "l would ask you for him, but that would be your death. Noticethat | am
your friend, merciful and just, morethan fair in every deding.”

"Asyou say."

"Do not forget my warning and my teaching. Thereis onething more." Swiftly she went to the boulder
behind which she had been waiting when | first saw her. For an instant she disappeared as she crouched
to take something from the ground. Then she stood beside me again and dropped it at my feet. It clinked
as coins do, tossed in the hand.

"The women here put knives benegth their children's cradles” shetold me. "They tell one another they
will keep us away; and though they do not—not dways—it istrue we do not likeiron." She crouched
again, thistime to wipe her hands on the ground. " The reason we do not isto come.”

| picked up what she had dropped. It was a chain, with ashackle at one end.
"Don't et your brat dump her rubbish into my house again,” the woman said.

A man'svoice, rough and deep, called, "Latro! " | glanced in the direction of hiscal, and when |
looked again the woman was gone. The stone rested on the boulder as before. | went to it and picked it
up. It was acommon stone, not otherwise than any other; | tossed it away.

"Latro!" Theman's voice sounded a second time.
"Over here" | cdled.

A tall foxskin cap cameinto view. "'l am glad you waited,” the bowman told me. Y ou are indeed my
friend."

| said, "Yes. Soon we will walk back to the fire together, Oior.” For | trusted neither the woman nor
her warning, and | feared for the child.

"But not before we have spoken.” The bowman paused, rubbing his chin. "A friend believes his
friend."

"That'strue.



"] told you | do not know the gods of thisland.”
| nodded; we could see each other amost aswell in the bright moonlight as we might by day.

"And you do not know mine. Y ou must believe what | say of them. A friend speaks only the truth to
hisfriend."

| said, "I'll believe whatever you tell me, Oior. I've aready seen something tonight stranger than
anything you'religbleto say."

He sat on the ground amost where the woman had. "Eat your food, Latro.”

| sat too, on the other side of the trencher. "I've had dll 1 want.”

"Ashavel, Latro; but friends sharefood in my land.” He broke a piece of bread and gave half to me.

"Heredso." | ate my bread asheate his.

"Once our land was ruled by the Sons of Cimmer,” Oior began. "They were amighty people. Their
right ran from the |ter to the Idand Sea. Most of al were they men mighty in magic, sacrificing the sons
of the Sons of Cimmer to the threefold Artimpasa. At last their sorcerers dew even their king's son, the
acolyte of Apia. SheisMother of Men and Mongters, but the boy's blood burned on Artimpasas altar.

"But the king came to know of the sacrifice of his son, and with hands held to heaven he declared
death, that no sorcerer should sacrifice again among the Sons of Cimmer. He sent forth his soldiers,
saying, 'Slay every sorcerer! Leave none dive!’

" Seven sorcerers sped to the sunrise beyond the Idand Sea. Death-daunted they dwelt in the desert,
cutting itscliffsfor thelr cottages and at last counting anumerous nation, the Neuri."
To show | wasligtening, | nodded again.

"Sorcery they sent againgt the Sons of Cimmer, stedling the strength from their swords. Silver they
sold to the Sons of Scoloti, paid in moon-pale ponies and brides bought for their proud priests. So they
learned from our lips, copied our clothes and our customs.

"Soon they said, 'Strong are the Sons of Scoloti! Why do they dwell in the desert? Strike the Sons of
Cimmer, apuling people languishing in alordly land.' Then bent we our bows and waged war.

" Scattered were the Sons of Cimmer, wider with each wind. We pastured our poniesin their palaces
and tented in their temples, princes of their plains.

"Long ago, low welaid them. Careful chroniclers count the kings since we came to the country of the
Sons of Cimmer, but count them | cannot.” He sighed, his recitation ended.

| fet | knew why he had givenit, and | asked, "But what of the Neuri, Oior?’

"How can asimple bowman speak of the sorcerers? They livein their ancient land, east of theldand
Sea. But they live among us too, and no one can say who they are. They have our speech and our
clothing. Aswell aswe they draw the bow, and with atouch, tame horses. No one knows them, unless
he seesthesign.”

"And you have seenit,” | prompted him.

He bowed his head in acknowledgment. " Apiaburned her brand on the Neuri, price of the boy's
blood. Once in each year, and sometimes more than once, each changes. 'Sorcerer' is your word, Latro.
Neurian, say the Sonsof Scoloti. Apiais earth, Artimpasathe moon."

"l understand,” | said. "How does a Neurian change?"
"Hiseyesdim. His ears sharpen. Swift then are hisfeet acrossthe plan—"
A dog howled in the distance. Oior gripped me by thearm. "Ligten!"

"It'sadog,” | said, "snging to the moon. Nothing more. There's atown—Teuthrone, the kybernetes
caled it—not far from here. Where theré's atown, there are dways dogs.”



"When the Neuri change, they drink the blood of men and eat their flesh, pawing the dead to wake
them.”

"And you believe there is one here?'

Oior nodded. "On our ship. Y ou have seen our ship. Have you stood in the lowest place, where the
water |gpsthe wooden walls?!

| shook my head.

"Thereis sand there, and water and wine, bread, dried meat, and other good things. Often | watch
the man, the woman, and the child. Y ou understand?’

| nodded again.

"Oncethey thirsted, and when the rest had eaten, no one had fed them. The man spoketo
Hypereides. Hypereidesis akindly man, for he has not even put out their eyes. Hetold meto go to the
lowest place and bring water, wine, breed, olives, and cheese. | got them, and | thought it might be |
would never go there again, and it might be good to see dl that wasthere. | was where the oarmen stand,
and do not Sit."

"Inthesern?' | asked. "Where the eersmen are?"

"Beneath them. A step | took with back bent. Then two, then three. 1t was very dark. Thefood is
where the oarmen stand because the evil water runs awvay when the ship is pulled onto the shore. If | had
turned and gone back then, | would not have known. | took one step more, and eyes opened, far before
mine. Not aman's eyes.”

" S0 you believe one of the other bowmen isaNeurian?"

"l have seen such eyesbefore,” Oior said, "when my sister died. Eyes that were like two white stones,
cold and bright. But now when | ook into the eyes of the others, | cannot see the stones. | heard the man
and the woman, and even the child, when they talked. Y ou are blessed by your gods and see unseen
things. Y ou must look into the eyes of dl three.”

"l am cursed by our gods," | told him, "like your Neuri. And Hypereides will not believe us.

"Behold,” Oior said, and drew the dagger from hisbelt. "Apids prayer is scribed aong the blade. It
will send him to hisgrave, and | will heap stones upon it. Then he cannot return unlessthe sones are
taken away. Will you look?"

| said, "Suppose | ook and see nothing? Will you believe me?'

"Y ou will not see nothing.” Oior pointed to the crescent moon. "Thereis Artimpasa. Y ou will see her
in hiseyes, or Apids black wolf. Then you will know."

"Butif | do not see" | indsted, "will you believe me?*
Oior nodded. "Y ou aremy friend. | will believe.
“Then | will look."

"Good!" Herose amiling. "Come with me. | will take you to the other bowmen. | will say, 'Hereis
Latro, friend to the Sons of Scolati, friend to Oior, enemy to al that isevil." | will speak the names, and
you will take each by the hand and look into his eyes.”

“| undergand.”

"The rest will beligtening to the man in chains, but the bowmen do not listen, becausethistak islike
the cackling of geeseto us. Come, it isnot far, and | know the path.”

It was not easy to see the way in the moonlight, for there wasin fact no path, though Oior moved as
readily asif there were. He was five strides or more ahead of me when an arm circled my throat.



CHAPTER Xl—In the Grip of the Neurian

| fell backward, half-strangled. For an instant there was along knife, its point at my chest; perhapsits
owner hesitated for fear his blade would pierce his own heart.

Sted flashed and he cried out, hislips near my ear. Oior was rushing back toward us. | wasflung to
onesde. Asl drew breath, | heard bone snap—a horrible sound, but ajoyful one because the bone was
not mine.

When | got to my feet, Oior was wiping his dagger on the hair at his belt, and the bowman who had
watched the prisonerslay dead, his head twisted to one side.

"Thank you," | gasped. "Thank you, Oior."

If he heard me, he gave no sign; his dagger cleaned to his satisfaction, he plunged it back into its
sheeth.

Louder | said, "Thank you, Oior. We were friends aready; now we are friends forever."

He shrugged. "A lucky throw. If not ... Indeed, the goddesswasinit."

"l have no money, except for what you gave me. But | will tell Hypereides. Hewill reward you, I'm
ure”

Oior shook hishead. "Asyou are my friend, Latro, do not tell. To the men of thisland, the Sons of
Scoloti and the Neuri are one. Thiswould bring dishonor upon al. Go to thefire. Hear themanin chains.
| will dig aplace herefor this Neurian with his own knife and pile it with stones so he cannot rise.
Tomorrow hewill be here, and we will not.”

"l understand,” | said. "Oior, even what you did—I'm afraid | may forget. But we are friendsforever.
Tdlme"

He held his dagger out to me and with his free hand drew the bow from his bowcase. "Put your hand
on my bow," he said. ""Put your hand on my dagger. So we swear."

| did as he asked, and he pointed dagger and bow toward the moon. " More than brothers,” he
pronounced. "Though | die."

"Morethan brothers" | replied, "though | die.”
"When you forget, | will tell you, Latro,” he said, "and then you will remember. Go now."

| gathered up the trenchers and cups, and turned to say good-byeto him. | wish | had not, and
perhaps | will write of that later, when | find wordsto tell of what was, perhaps, only atrick of the
moonlight.

Afterward | ran, and | had nearly reached the fire when | heard shouts and groans. A party of sailors

was carrying something aong the beach. Those who had been sitting about the fire rose and went to
them, and | went too.

Blood still seeped from the dead man's ragged wounds. | turned aside from the sight, and the sailors
from thefire crowded around him. In truth, | was thankful | could see him no longer.

Hypereides and the kybernetes pushed through to look at him. | heard the kybernetes ask where he
had been found, and someone said, "At the edge of the water, Sir.”

The kybernetes must have felt the dead man's hair, though | did not see him do it. "And dripping wet.
Washed up. Hewent for aswim at an unlucky time, I'm afraid. 1've seen things pulled from the sea—" If
he finished the thought, | did not hear him.

Hypereides said, "Y ou, there. Go to the ship. Therésaroll of sailcloth in the supplies. Cut off apiece
big enough towrgp himin."



A sailor darted away.

The black man appeared beside me, asking by signswhether | had seen the dead man, or whether |
knew what had befalen him; | could not be sure which. | shook my head.

Hypereides shouted, "We need an dtar, and fast! Get to it, therest of you. Pile up these rocks. Right
here's as good a place as any."

| think the sailors were happy to have work to do. The dtar seemed amogt to lift itsalf from the
ground, a hegp of stones as high asmy wais, aslong as my outstretched arms and nearly aswide.

Pindaros joined us, bringing the woman and 10. "Where have you been?' he asked me. "lo said you
were up on the ridge, and she seemed worried about you. | tried to go, but Hypereides wouldn't et me,
or our friend here elther; afraid wed run off, | suppose.” He lowered hisvoice. "He wasright, too, at
least so far as| was concerned.”

| explained lamely, "There was someone |o couldn't see. And other things.”

Thewoman said, ™Y ou and she had better stay with usin the future.”

Hypereides came to speak to Pindaros. "I know some prayers, but if you could compose something
specid ... ?'

"Il try," Pindaros said.

"Y ouwon't have long to work oniit, I'm afraid.”

"I'll do the best | can. What was his name?"

"Kekrops. He was an upper-bank man, if that helps.” Hypereides hesitated. " Something short enough
for me to remember after hearing it once or twice."

"Il try," Pindaros said again. He turned away, lost in thought.

The dead man waslaid before the altar and afire of driftwood kindled upon it. Ten sailorswho had
sworn they had good voices and no blood guilt sang alitany to the seagod:

"Horse-Breaker, Earth-Shaker, Wave-Maker, spare us!
Ship-Taker, Spring-Maker, Anchor-Staker, care for us!"

And so on.

When they werefinished, Hypereides, in full armor with his blue crest upon hishelmet, cast bread into
the fire and poured wine from a golden cup.

Third brother of the greater gods,
By destiny, Death's king,

Accept for suffering Kekrops's sake,
The food, the wine we bring.

He labored for thy brother,

Thy brother used him sore.

Accept a sailor cast adrift,

Beached on thy river's shore."

Some beast howled nearby, and little o, Sitting on my right, pressed herself against me. "It'sonly a
dog," | whispered. "Don't be frightened.”

The black man reached across her to touch my shoulder. When | looked at him, he shook his head
and bared histeeth.



Hypereidesfinished the poem in athundering voice | would not have believed he commanded.

"Yet should the old man slacken,
You'll find no better oar,

To row such souls as Ocean rolls
Unto Death's bitter shore."

By all the Twelve," whispered Pindaros. "He remembered the whole of it. | wouldn't have bet a spit
onhim.”

Hypereides then cast beans, mussels, and mest into the fire, with other things. Two sailors rushed
forward with leather buckets of seawater to quench it. Two more quickly wrapped the dead man and
carried him away.

"It was awonderful poem,” | told Pindaros.
He shook his head. The men around us were risng and drifting back to the big fires nearer the ships.
"Surely it was. See how many of them are crying.”

"They were hisfriends," Pindaros said. "Why shouldn't they weep? May the Gentle Ones snatch you!
Poetry must shake the heart." There weretearsin hisown eyes; and so that | would not see them he
strode away, his chain dragging after him in the sand.

My thoughts were still upon the fight on theridge, and | glanced at the ragged skyline it showed
againg the stars. A tal figure with a staff stood there with a shorter figure, like aboy, beside him.

The woman who had sat beside Pindaros took my arm. "Come, Latro, it'stimeto go."
"No," | told her. "You takelo. I'll come soon. | think thisis someone | should speak with."

She and the black man followed the direction of my gaze, but it was clear they saw nothing. Holding
the chain that bound her leg in one hand, the woman took 10's hand in the other. They and the black man
hurried off, followed by abowman who was not Oior.

Alone, | watched thetal figure come down from theridge. After him trailled the smaller one, who
seemed often to sumble. A light surrounded thetall figure; the lesser one had no such luminosity but
seemed trand ucent, so that | sometimes dimly glimpsed the rocks and trees behind him. Neither cast a
shadow in the moonlight.

When thetal figure had come near, | sdluted him, cdling, "Hail!" By then | could seethat hishair and
beard were gray, hisface stern and dark.

"Hail," he answered, and lifted his taff. His voice was deep and hollow.

| asked him, as palitely as| could, whether he had come for Kekrops, and offered to lead him to the
body.

"Thereisno need,” he told me, and he pointed with his staff to the foot of the altar, where Kekrops

had been laid out. | was startled to see that the body was il there; it rose despite its wounds and
stumbled acrossthe sand to him.

"Y ou fear the dead,” thetall figure told me, seeing my look. ™Y ou need not; no onewill do you less
harm.”

The smaller figure had |eft the dope of the ridge; while we spoke, it crossed the beach toward us. It
was a bowman dressed like those on our ship, and | asked thetal oneif he was the man who had tried
tokill me.

"Yes," hesad. "But hewill not do so now. Until heisfreed, heismy dave."
"Heisamurderer,” | said. "l hopeyou will punish him for what he did."



The bowman shook his head. It swung loosdly, like ablossom on abroken stalk.

"He cannot speak,” thetall figure told me, "unlessyou firgt gpesk to him. That ismy law, which | lay
upondl my daves™

| asked the dead bowman, "Didn't you kill Kekrops? Can you deny his murder when he stands
besdeyou?' Now that | must write that, it ssems strange. | can only say it did not seem so then.

"Spu killed only inwar," the dead bowman murmured. He held afinger to hiseye. " Spu would kil
you, Neurian, in justice for him."

"Wemust go," thetall figuretold me. "It isnot right that they should remain on earth, and | have much
to do. | have lingered only to tell you that my wife's mother sends her to speak with you. Do not forget.”

"I'll do my best not to,” | promised.

Henodded. "And | will remind you of it when | can. | do not understand mercy, and thus| am as|
am; but perhaps she will be merciful to you, and | can learn from her. | hope sheisat least just." He took
astep forward, and it seemed to me that he stood upon agtair | could not see. With each step, he sank
more deeply into the ground; the sailor and the bowman followed him.

"Good-bye" | called. And then to the bowman, | cannot say why, "I forgive you!" He smiled at
that—it was strange to see the dead mouth smile—and touched his forehead.

Then dl three were gone.

"Thereyou are!" It was the kybernetes, with asailor carrying ajavelinin tow. ™Y ou shouldn't go off
by yoursdlf, Latro. It's dangerousfor you." He lowered hisvoice. "I've just learned that one of the
bowmen plansto kill you. A man of minewho knows abit of their gabble overheard them talking. Do
you remember this stick?'

He pointed to the sailor, and | shook my head.

"l chose him because hel's astout fellow and he watched you before. His name's Lyson. HE's not to
leaveyou ... and you're not to leave him, understand? Those are my orders.”

"Was the bowman who wants to kill me named Spu?’ | asked.

"Why, yes," the kybernetes said. "How did you know?"

"I wastaking to him as you came up. Hewas asmple, decent man, | think."

The kyberneteslooked at Lyson, and Lyson looked at the ground, shaking his head.

The kybernetes cleared histhroat. "Well, if you meet Spu again before we find him, try to remember
that he may not be so friendly the next time. | just hope Lyson's with you—and he'd better be."

Now Lyson isindeed with me, though he deeps. Only | am |eft awake, and the black man, and the
sentries Hypereides has set around us and the ships. A moment ago, alovely young woman left the
largest ship, and seeing that | saw her, halted to speak with me. | asked who she was.

She smiled at that. "Why, Latro, my name's been on your lips haf the day. Would you like to see me
fatter, with red hair?| can do that, if you wish."

"No," | told her."Y ou are so much more lovely than your picture on the sail.”
Her smilefaded. "Y et plain girlsareluckier. Ask your little 10."

| did not understand her, and | believe she knew it; yet she did not explain. "1 only stopped to tell you
| am going to the Great Mother," she said. "'l was her priestess once; and though | was taken from her
long ago, it may still mean something to her, if only alittle. Because you've loved my beauty today, I'll ask
her to bekind to you."

"Isshe merciful?' | asked, remembering what the tall lord of deeth had said.
Europashook her head. " Sometimes sheiskind,” shetold me. "But we are none of us merciful.”



She has walked into the ridge, which opened adoor for her. There is another woman on the ship
now. | see her pace the deck in the moonlight, asif deep in thought. She wears ahemet with ahigh cret,
like Hypereidess, and her shield writheswith serpents.

Her facerecallsto metheface of Oior, Oior'sface not as| saw it a any other time, but as| saw it
when | looked back upon leaving him and saw him bent over the dead bowman. When | had met him on
the beach and when we had talked at the top of this narrow ridge of land, his sun-browned face had
been as open as the faces of the sailors, though without their vivacity and native cunning, aface as strong
and as Smple asthe face of acharger or abullock. It was aface much like my own, | think, and | liked
him better for it.

And yet when | turned back to look at him as | descended the dope, it had changed utterly, though al
its features were the same. It had become the face of a scholar of the worst kind, of the sort of man who
has studied many things hidden from common men and grown wise and corrupt. He smiled to seethe
dead bowman, and he stroked the livid cheek as a mother strokes her child.

| must remember that.

CHAPTER XIl—The Goddess of Love

The Lady of the Doves once blessed this place. Her statue was thrown down by the barbarians and
both its hands broken off. When we came, the black man and | set it upon its base again—an act of
piety, o says Pindaros, that must surely win us her favor. Though her handslie a her feet with her doves
gill perched on their fingers, sheisamost lovely goddess.

But there are agreat many earlier things| wish to record here while| still remember them.

We cameinto the Bay of Peace about midmorning, | believe, though that islost inthe mist. Thefirst
thing | can recdl clearly from thisday is seeing the huts stretching far up the hillsides of Peace, many
unroofed.

It was on that idand, so Hypereidestold me, that the poor of his city found refuge when the Great
King'sarmy came, and where they remained for the most part even after the Battle of Peace, for fear it
might come again. Now that adecisive victory has been won on land, they are abandoning their huts and
returning to the city.

There are three bays on the east coast of theidand, and the city of Peace is on the southernmost. The
richest familiesthat came to Peace are there, having paid heavily for their lodgings. We put in at the
middle bay, Hypereides hoping, as he said, to ferry some poorer folk back.

"Begdes" hetold me, "thisiswhere we were before the battle. The familiesof alot of my men are
here, and other people who helped us out in various ways."

Pindaros, who was listening to Hypereides with me, put in, ™Y ou were wounded in the battle that
freed them to go home, Latro. But since you were on the wrong side, you'd better not tell anybody that."

"And you'd better not go ashore at dl," Hypereides told him. " Once they hear that Cowland tongue of
yours, they're gpt to stone you. Didn't you fight, too? Y ou can't be much more than forty, and you look

ableenough.”

Pindaros grinned a him. "I'm thirty-nine, Hypereildes—the best time of aman'slife, asI'm sure you
remember. But asfor fighting, you know what Archilichoswrote:

"Some lucky lout has got my noble shield.

| had to run, and dropped it on the way;

So 'tiswith us who fly the reeking field.

Who cares? Tomorrow'sloot iswhat | lost today."



Hypereides shook hisfinger at him. "Y ou're going to get yourself in trouble, poet. There are many in
the city who won't honor your supple mouth. Or tolerateit, either.”

"But if | should get into trouble, good master, why, you're in trouble too. So why don't you free me?
Then in the next war you may be my prisoner instead of | yours. I'll treat you royally, | swear."

We were under oar aready, for the wind wasin the southwest and the strait runs due south; thus it
was easy to bring all three shipsinto thewind to enter the bay. By that time| could see the crowd on
shore, and the kybernetes came forward to suggest we stow our mast and sail.

Hypereides wet afinger and held it up, "Therés not much of ablow. Don't you think it might swing
north later?’

The kybernetes shrugged. "I've seen it happen, sr. | wouldn't count on it.”

“"Neither would I, but let's not count it out, either. Besides, these fdlows should wel come the chance
to swest abit and show their wives how hard they're working."

"Theré's something in that. But if | were you, Hypereides, I'd put a couple of soldiersat the
gangplank. Otherwise you'll get enough women on board to capsize her.”

"I've dready ordered it,” Hypereidestold him. "Still I'm glad you mentioned it. It won't hurt to lieto
for ahbit here, will it? I've got a speech to make to the crew.”

"Wed haveto, to unship the mast.”

"Good." Going &ft to face the crew, he waved for their attention and bellowed, " Up oars! In oars!
Waterman, you can pass the dipper while I'm talking. Men, how many of you have families fill on the
idand? Asfar asyou know?"

About half the hands went up, including Lyson's.

"All right. We don't want to lose alot of time here, so those who don't, stay on your benches. The
kybernetes will call the ones who do to the gangplank by oar groups, one from port, one from starboard.
That'sno morethan six a atime, ever. If you see'em—that'swives, children, parents, or your wife's
parents, and nobody else—tell ‘em to come to the gangplank and the soldierswill let ‘'em board. If you
don't see 'em, they're probably back home aready, so go back to your bench so the next oar group can
come up. | haveto go ashore—"

There were afew muttered groans.

"—to consult with the authorities. Acetes and his men will keep order; if you know what's good for
you, you'll do asthey say. Whilethey're on this ship, your wives and families are your respongbility.
Keep 'emin hand or they'll be put ashore, and not on the mainland, either. Otherwise nobody'sto leave
the ship till we get to Tieup. | should be back by the time your families are on board and the kybernetes
has found places for ‘em and got 'em settled down, and as soon as I'm back, off we go. | want to make
Tieup before nightfdl, you hear me?'

That brought arousing cheer.

"And | won't be denied! So get some rest, because you may have to break your backs before we
do. Now—Out oars! Mind the count! " He beat the rowing rhythm with one hand on the other asthe
flute boy readied hisinstrument.

"I love my wife, and she loves me!
But all | doisstir this seal

| love my girl, and she loves me!
But all | doisgtir this seal”



The rowerstook up the chant, and soon men with mooring lines were leaping to the quay, where a
thousand datternly women greeted our ships by caling out names that might have been anybody's,
holding up their babies, and waving rags of every color, and many that were of no color at dl.
Hypereides, whose armor | had polished with smilar rags, could hardly get afoot on the gangplank for
the press of them, and at length the soldiers had to drive them back with the butts of their spearsto
permit himto leave.

Agtonishingly (or so | thought) afew of these women were actualy the wives of various rowers.
When thefirst hugs and kisses were done with, the kybernetes made them st on the thalamite benches
(which run completely across the ship under the ssorming deck) and threatened to put them on the ballast
if the ship became ungtable, as he assured them it would if they let their children run loose.

A bowman came &ft to join usaswe watched. "I am Oior," he said. "Y ou do not remember?"

When | shook my head, 1o pulled a my chiton, whispering, "Watch out, Latro. Y ou know what
Lysonsad.”

"Qior does Latro no harm. Spu was the Son of Scoloti who wished harm to Latro, and Spu isgone.”

Pindaros drawled, "I heard about that. Hypereides thinks he jumped ship at Teuthrone. What do you
think, Oior?"

The bowman laughed. "Oior isa Son of Scoloti. Oior does not think. Ask any man of your people.
But tell me, doesit not make you sad to see so many men who now greet their families again, when you
do not?'

"l don't have much of one, for which | thank the gods," Pindarostold him. "If | did, somebody else
would have clamed my edtate. Let'sjust hope that our noble enemies here leave mein
possess on—otherwise, I'll need afew rich relationsto take care of me, and | haven't got them.”

"Sad for you. Oior haswife." He held out hishand a waist level with the thumb folded and dl four
fingers extended. "' So many sons. Many, many daughters, too many for any man. Y ou want girl? Play
with this one, take care of her when older. Y ou choose. Oior sdll very cheap.”

Hilagiragasped, "Would he? Redly do that? Sdll his own children?”

"Of course," Pindaros said. "All barbarianswill, except for the kings. And very wise of them too, I'd
say. Children are easily got and lots of trouble afterward. I'm with you, Oior.”

"Eadly got by men," Hilagirasnapped. "Not by us. Not that | know for mysdlf, but I've helped others.
Why1 my aunt—"

"Is somebody we don't want to hear about now," Pindarostold her.

"Y ou talk to captain very much. Oior wants to know what you think this ship will do.”

"Go to Tieup and get refitted. She'sin pretty good shape now, so that shouldn't take more than a
couple days. After that, perhgpsjoin the fleet, which | should imagineis hanging about the Circling Ides
hoping for a chance at the Great King's navy. Or the strategists may cook up another specia task for
Hypereides. One never knows."

"And you? Naot just you only, thisgirl, thiswoman, this man, black man.”

"WEll beleft inthecity, dl of us. Those of usfrom the shining city will be sold asdaves, | think we
can depend on that. If they'veleft me my estate, I'll buy our way out, and if they haven't, they havent.
Latro and the black man may be sold too—if they are, I'll buy them and free them, so that Latro can
obey the oracle of the Shining God. If they're held as prisoners of war, well, I'll ssewhat | can do.”

Hilagirasaid, "I don't want to be afreed dave. I'm afregborn citizen."
"Of aconquered city," Pindaros reminded her dryly.
"Bowmen go ashorein Tieup?'



"Certainly. | imagineyou'll be paid there, at least if you ask for it. Then you can go home, if you like."

"Oior will maybe leave this ship, go on some other.”

| asked him whether fighting for anyone who would hire him were the only way he had to earn his
living.

"You dso," hesaid. "So this man spesks.”

"l know," | said. "l wanted to learn about you because | thought it might tell me something of myself.
Y ou have awife and children; do you have ahousetoo, and afarm?’

He shook hishead. "The Sons of Scoloti do not have those things. We live in wagons, follow grass.
Oior has many, many horses, many cattle also. Here in south you have pigs and sheep. We never see
them if not we come. They are dow to wak. They could not livein my land."

Pindaros asked, "Isthe sunin your eyes, Oior?"'

"Yes, yes. Light from the water." He seemed to stare at the deck. "Eyes are the bowman. | go now."
When he had |eft, Pindaros remarked, "That was rather strange, don't you think?"

| said, "For abowman to have weak eyes? | suppose so."

o murmured, "They were only weak when they looked at you, master.”

Hypereides returned asthe last of the sailors familieswere being settled, just as he had promised.
With him were a dozen atractive women, finely dressed in gowns of ydlow, pink, and scarlet, with much
dlver jewdry and some gold. Severd held flutes or little drums, but their many bags and boxes were
carried for them by porters whom their leader paid.

Thiswas a plump woman somewhat younger than Hypereides, with red hair and cold blue eyes. She
came aft with him as we pushed off from the quay, now riding so deep that the greased boots of the
thalamites oarswere dmost in the water. "Well, well," she said, looking at me. "Heresalikely boy!
Whered you get this one?!

"Picked them dl up a Tower Hill after weleft Dolphins, as| told you. Hes the perfect
confidant—forgets everything overnight.”

"Redly?" | would not have believed those hard eyes could be sad, but for amoment they were.

"l swear it. I'll introduce you to him, but tomorrow he won't know your name unless he notesit down.
Will you, Latro?'

Wishing to please her and discountenance him, | said, "How could | forget it? No one could forget
such awoman, whom once seen must remain in the eye of the mind forever.”

She dimpled and took my right hand between hers, which were small and moigt. "I'm Kalleos, Latro.
Do you know you're quite the figure of aman?”

"No," | said. "But thank you."

"You are. Y ou might pose for one of the sculptors, and perhaps you will. In fact, you'd be just about
perfect, if only you had money. Y ou dont, do you?'

"l havethis" | showed her my coin.

Shelaughed. "One spit! Whered you get it?"

"l don't know."

"Isthisajoke, Hypereides? Will he actudly forget who | am?'

"Unless he writesit in that book he carries, and remembersto read what he'swritten.”

"Wonderful!" Smiling a medtill, she said, "What you have thereisn't redly money, Latro, only
change. A daric or amina, that's money. Hypereides, will you let me have him?"'



He shook his head asthough in despair. "This war's ruined the leather trade. In the old days, certainly.
But now ... " He shrugged.

"What do you think it's done for us, cooped up on Peace with a bunch of refugees? Latro, you look
strong enough. Can you box or wrestle?”"

"I don't know."

Pindaros said, "I've seen him with a sword—no spear and no hoplon. If | were astrategist, I'd trade
ten shiddmen for him."

Kalleoslooked a him. "Don't | know you, pig?"
He nodded. " Some friends treated me to adinner a your house just before the barbarians came.”

"That'sright!" Kalleos snapped her fingers. "Y ou're the poet. Y ou got Rhodato help you with alove
lyric. It ended up being alittle, uh—"

"Paphian,”" Pindaros supplied.

"Exactly! Pinfegther ... What's your name?’

"Pindaros, madame.”

"Pindaros, I'm sorry | called you apig. It'sthe war, you know—everybody doesit. Hypereides will
let you comewith him tonight, if he knowswhat's good for him. | don't know if my house's till standing,
but welll make it up to you whether it isor not. No charge. If you need money, | could even lend you a
few drachmastill you get homeagain.”

| do not think Pindarosis often without words, but he had none then. At last Hilagirasaid, "Thank
you. That'svery, very kind of you, madame.”

"Wait!" Pindaros legped into the air, waving hishands. "I've got it—the city's saved!" He whirled
about, arms wide, to address Hilaeiraand lo. " Our freedom! My estate! We get to keep them!™

"It'strue, Hypereides," Kalleostold him. "It'sthe Rope Makers. Our people wanted to burn Hill and

take Cowland, but the Rope Makers wouldn't stand for it. They want to make sure well dways have an
enemy inthe north.”

CHAPTER XIlI—Oh, Violet Crowned City!

Pindaros exclaimed, "Oh, bright bulwark of our nation, ruined!" A thin blue smoke overhung what had
been the city of Deathless Thought; and though it was set well back from the sea (Tieup, at the edge of
the water, had fared much better) the clear air and bright summer sunshine mercilessy reveded how little
remained.

"Oh, violet crowned!" Pindaros turned away.
Hilagiraasked, "How can you sing its praises? Thisis what these people would have done to us."

"Because we chose to surrender,” Pindarostold her. "And lost even when we fought for the Great
King. They choseto resst, and won even with us against them. We were wrong, and they wereright.
Their city was destroyed; ours deserved it.”

"Y ou can't mean that."

"l do. I love our shining city as much as any man can love hishome, and I'm ddlighted it's endured.
But | studied here with Agathocles and Apollodoros, and | won't pretend this was the justice of the

gods.

The black man pointed to himsalf and me to indicate we had assisted in the destruction. | nodded to
show | understood, hoping no one ese had seen him.



Hypereides came aft rubbing his hands. The wind had veered north as soon as we |l eft the bay, so he
felt certain he enjoyed divinefavor. "What aship! Loaded to the gunnels and still outreaching the others.
That'sthe Long Coast whizzing past, my boy, the land that bore her and us. If I'd known sheld be this
good, I'd have had three triremes instead of one and the triacontors. Well, too bad for their skippers, |
say. Thisll teach 'em their old bosss ill the boss."”

lo piped, " Clytia has her oars out, sir. Now Eidyia's putting hers out too."

"They think they can beat uslike that, little sweetheart, but don't you bet on it. We can match 'em
trick for trick." In afew moments more, our own crew was hard a work. "I love my boy, and so does
he!l But all | doisstir thissea!" They stirred it well enough; we reached the boathouses aship'slength
ahead of Eidyia and three before Clytia.

| went forward to join Kaleos while the sail ors were unshipping the masts. She was keeping watch
over her women, who were dternately snubbing Acetess soldiers and joking with them. "Wasn't that a
lovely sail 7" sheasked. "I'll tell you, | hate to seeit put away.”

"Not half so beautiful asthe origina, madame.” Her blue eyes shone.
"Latro, you and me are going to get dlong.”
"Am | to go with you, then, madame?"

"That'sright. Hypereides hasn't gned a bill of sde yet, but we've hooked fingers on the dedl, and
hell draw one up tonight. Y ou see, Latro, in my business | need aman who can keep order. It's better if
he doesn't have to fight, but he hasto be ableto. | used to have afreedman. Gello, his namewas. But he
had to go inthe army, and | hear they got him in the winter skirmishing. Be polite, do your work, don't
bother my girls unlessthey want to be bothered, and you'll never fed the whip. Get me mad, and ... well,
they always need afew good men in the Silver mines.”

"I'll write what you say here," | told her. "Then | won't forget." Y et even as| spoke, | wasthinking
that | am no one's dave, no matter how these people talk.

As soon as the masts were down, we had glided into the boathouse. Now sailors and sailors families
were crowding ashore. | started to go with them, but Kalleos stopped me. "Wait till they're gone. If you
think I'm going to walk to the city with them, you don't know me aswell asyouregoing to. I'll hirea
sedan chair if | can. Otherwise | plan to take my time, and | don't want their brats climbing al over me.”

| said, "If you'l tell me how much you want to promise the bearers, I'll hireachair for you now and
have them bring it to the ship."

She cocked her head at me. ™Y ou know, you may turn out to be anicer buy than | thought. But I've a
better ideayet. Turn left out of the boathouse and go down the narrowest street you see. Three doorson
theleft, and there's aman who used to rent them. He may till have hischairs, even if most of his bearers
areinthe navy. Tdl him Kalleos sent you, and you'll pay aspit for achair without bearers, to be returned
by you in the morning. If he won't agree, throw down the spit and take achair. Heré'saspit, and a
drachmatoo, in case he wants a deposit. Bring the chair here, and welll hire one of these sailorsto carry
the other end.”

"I think | can get someone who won't have to be paid, madame, if you'll feed him."
"Better and better! Gotoit."

| waved to the black man, and together we had no difficulty in persuading the chair owner to let us
have alight one with long poles and a painted canopy.

"l logt alittleflesh ontheidand,” Kaleostold us as shetook her seet. "1 can tell by the way my gowns
fit. Lucky for you | did."

Whilel had been gone, she had hired a dozen sailorsto carry the bags and clothes boxes; so there
was quite a procession, the gaudily gowned women following us, and the sailors following them with the



baggage. The women were in acheerful mood, happy to return to the city even if the city was destroyed.
When we reached the stones that marked its borders, Kalleos had them strike up atune on their drums
and fluteswhile atall, handsome woman called Phye srummed alyre and sang.

"She hasalovely voice, hasn't she?' Kaleos said.
She had, and | agreed. The black man was carrying the front of the chair, and | the back.

"Two drachmasanight | could get for her, if only shed learn philosophy,” Kaleos grumbled. "But she
won't. You can't get it through that thick skull of hers. Last year | got one of the finest sophistsin the city
to lecture her. After three days, | asked her to tell me what she knew, and dl she'd say was, 'But what's
the use of it? " Kalleos shook her head.

"What isthe use, madame?"

"Why, to get two drachmas anight, you big ninny! A manwon't pay that kind of money unless he
thinks he's degping above himsdf, no matter how good-looking the girl is, or how accommodating,
either. He doesn't want her to talk about Solon or whether the world'sal fire or dl water; but he wants
to think she could if hefdt likeit.

"Solon!" Kaleos chuckled. "When | was younger, | used to know an old woman who'd known him.
Y ou know what he wanted? A girl who could drink with him cup for cup. That'swhat she said. They
finally found one, abig blond Getawho cost them afortune. She drank with him dl night, dept with him,
and thanked him—till in the bed—by signswhen he paid her and tipped her and went home. Then the
owner and the fancy man—that's you, Latro—told her to get out of bed, and she fell on her face and
broke her nose."

I had been looking at the smoke over the city. | asked how it could still be burning, when it had been
destroyed, as| understood it, last autumn.

"Oh, those aren't the firesthe barbarianslit,” Kalleostold me. "That's just dust raised by the builders,
and people burning wreckage to berid of it. A few went over as soon asthe Great King'sarmy |eft, then
more when the weather turned good thisyear; and now all the rest after the victory a Clay. The best
people are coming home from Argolistoo, and dl that means that the custcomerswill be here, not on the
idand. So herewe are, and the playing and singing isto let them know were back."

She pointed. "They'll be building anew templefor the goddess up there on the sacred rock—that's
what | heer—when the war's over and they can raise the money."

"It will be abeautiful Ste" | said.

"Always has been. There'sa spring of salt water up there that was put there by the Earth Shaker
himsdlf in the Golden Age, when hetried to claim the city. And upttill last year, the oldest dlivetreein the
whole world, thefirst olive tree, planted by the goddessin person. The barbarians cut it down and
burned it; but the roots have put up anew shoot, that'swhat | hear."

| told her | would liketo seeit, and that | was surprised the citizens had not fought to the death to
defend such things.

"A lot did. The temple treasurers, because there was so much they couldn't get it al away, and alot
of poor people who were |eft behind by the last ships. Before the Great King's army got here, the
Assembly sent to the Navel to ask what to do. The god aways gives good answers, but he usualy puts
them so you wish he hadn't. Thistime he said we'd be safe behind walls of wood. | guess you understand
that.”

She looked back to see whether | did, and | shook my head.

"Well, neither did we. Most people thought it meant the ships, but there was an old palisade around
the hilltop, and some people thought it meant that. They strengthened it quite abit, but the barbarians
burned it with fire arrows and killed them dl.”



After that she did not seem to wish to talk, and | contented myself with listening to the women's music
and looking about at the destruction of Thought, which had not—or so it seemed to me—been very large
to begin with.

Soon Kalleos directed the black man to turn down aside Street. There we halted at a house with two
wals till standing, and she stepped out. Her head was proud as she walked through the broken
doorway, and sheturned it neither to the right nor the left; but | saw atear roll down her cheek.

The women stopped their playing and singing, and scattered to search for possessionsthey had left
behind, though | think none of them has yet found much. The sailorslaid down their burdens and
demanded their pay, an obol apiece. The black man and | explained (he by signsand | with words) that
we had nothing and went inside too, to look for Kalleos.

Wefound her in the courtyard kicking at rubbish. "Hereyou are at lagt," she said. "Get busy! Well
have guests tonight, and | want dl this cleared out, every stick of it."

| said, "You haven't paid the sailors, madame.”

"Because I've got more work for them, you ninny. Tell them to comein here. No, get to work, and I'll
talk to them mysdf."

We did what we could, saving those things that appeared repairable or ill usable and burning the
rest, as athousand others were doing al over the city. Soon the sailors were at work too, patching the
door and setting brick upon brick to rebuild the walls. Kaleos asked how many urns had been left
whole. Therewere only three, and | told her.

"Not nearly enough. Latro, you can remember for aday or so—ian't that what Hypereides said?”
| did not know, but the black man nodded in agreement.

"Fine. | want you to go to the market. Mogt of the people selling there will have stals or acloth onthe
ground. Pay no attention to those. Find a potter who's selling out of a cart. Y ou understand?’

"Y es, madame."

"And find aflower-sdler with acart too. Tell them to follow you. Bring them and ther carts back
here, and I'll buy everything they have. There's nothing like flowers when you don't have furniture. Y our
friend'sto stay here and work, understand? And you're not to loiter, either. Weve alot to do before
tonight.”

| did as Kalleos had told me, but on the way back | was stopped by aman of unusual and rather less
than prepossessing appearance. The chlamysthat draped his narrow shoulders was of a pae hyacinth; he
carried atall, crooked staff topped with the figure of awoman, and his dark eyes were so prominent they
seemed about to leap from his head.

With his staff held to one side, he bowed very low in the Oriental way. It seemed to metherewas
something of mockery init; but then there seemed something of mockery—lent by hiseyes, histal, lean
frame, and his disordered hair—in dl he said and did.

"1 should be most grateful for atrifle of information, good sir. May | inquire whom it iswho has need
of so many urns and blossoms? That it's none of my affair, | well understand; but surely it will do no harm
to tell me. And who knows? Soon | may bein aposition to do you, Sr, somelittle favor in return. It isthe
mousg, after dl, that gnaws the net that binds the lion, as a certain wise dave from the east taught uslong

"They'refor Kdleos, my mistress,” | told him.

His mouth opened so widely when he grinned that it seemed he showed a hundred teeth. "Kalleos,
dear old Kalleos! | know her very well. Were good friends, Kalleosand I. | wasn't aware she had
returned to thisglorious city.”

"She came back only today," | said.



"Wonderful! May | accompany you?' Helooked around as though reconciling the destruction with
the city as he had known it. "Why, her houseisonly afew doorsaway, | believe? Tell her, felow, that an
old admirer who would pay his respects awaits her leisure. | am Euryklesthe Necromancer.”

CHAPTER XIV—How Strange a Celebration

Pindaros said, "Was there ever anything likeit?' Hewaved at the banks of flowers, with the broken
walls beyond them only half restored. "Now it'sthe city of the Lady of Thought indeed, Latro. The
people are here again, yet her owlsroost in theruins. What apoem | shal make of dl thigl"

Behind him, Hypereides said, "When you writeit, don't forget to say | was here, and that | drank my
wine and cuddled my wench as of old.”

"Y ou're no fit subject for great poetry,” Pindarostold him. "No, stop, I'll make you so. For a
thousand years, your namewill be linked with Achilless.

| had talied them in my mind asthey trooped in, Six in dl: Pindaros, Hypereides, the kybernetes,
Acetes, and two others| did not recognize, the captains of Eidyia and Clytia. Now Acetes was holding
out the bundle he had carried into the house. "Here, Latro, Hypereides said you should have these."

I unwound the sailcloth and found bronze disks for the breast and back, and with them a hooked
sword and abronze belt. It was strange to touch the cool meta of the sword and belt, because I, who
remembered nothing ese, felt | remembered them, though | could not have told where | had worn them
or even when | had lost them. | buckled them on, knowing they had been mine before, but no more than
that.

When | had put the disks in the room Kalleos had given me, | returned to the courtyard, where she
had greeted her guests and was making them comfortable on the couches she bought this afternoon.
"Hypereides," she said, pouring hiswine hersef, "I've a proposa to maketo you."

He smiled. "No one can say he found Hypereides unready for business.”

"| told you there'd be nobody here tonight but you and your guests. If you'll look around, you'll see
I've kept my word."

"Y ou've cheated me dready," Hypereidestold her. "The stars are coming. But never mind, | won't
ask for my dave back. Only for the black one, whom you took without a by-your-leave."

"Certainly," Kdleos said. "'l thought he was afree sailor when | borrowed him. He can return with
you in the morning. But Hypereides, afriend of mine dropped in today when he heard | was back inthe
city. Hesas merry afdlow asyou'll ever meet, full of jokesand stories, | promiseyou. If you don't want
him to join your party, just say so and | swear you'll never see him. But if you've no objection, I'll be
forever grateful. And of course ther€ll be no charge to him or you. His name's Eurykles of Miletos.”

At that moment, one of the women cameto tell me the food had arrived, and | went to the rear
entrance to help the cookshop owner and the black man unload.

Kalleos came just aswe werefinishing. "Good, good! They'redl hungry. Do you know anything
about food, Latro?"

"I don't remember,” | told her.

"l suppose not.” Shelooked at the trays | was making up. "At least you're doing well enough so far.
The girlswill carry them in, understand? Y ou don't go in again unlessthere€strouble. | don't expect any
tonight, but you never can tell. Try to stay awake and don't drink, and everything will be fine. Sometimes
agirl screams and sometimes she screams. Y ou know what | mean?”

"I think s0."
"Wel, don't go in unless one screams. Got it?If al of them start screaming, come fast. Don't draw



that siword unless you have to, and don't use it no matter what. Whereld you get it, anyway?'

"From the Swift God," | said, and only when | had spoken redlized | did not know what | meant by
what | had said.

"Y ou poor boy." Kaleoskissed me lightly on the cheek. "Phye, dear, get some of thoselazy dutsin
here to take these trays so the man has room to work. Tune your lyreif you haven't dready, and tell the
flute girlsto fetch their whistles. But walit till the trays have been brought in before you start.”

"l know," Phyesad. "'l know."

Turning back to me, Kalleos shook her head. " "Wine, music, and women—what else doesaman
need? That's what your friend the poet asked me. And do you know, | nearly told him. Mest, for one
thing; veal and lamb, and they cost me—I won't say, it isn't polite, but alot. Not to mention some nice
fish, three kinds of cheese, breed, figs, grapes, and honey. And tomorrow you'll sweep half of it off the
floor. You didn't comefree, Latro, let metdl you." She paused, studying me. ™Y ou know, | usedto bea
dave mysdf. From up north."

| said, "1 wondered, because of your coloring. Very few people here have red hair or blue eyes.”

"I'maBudini, or | was. | don't even remember their words any more. Somebody stole me, | think,
when | wasjugt alittle girl." She paused again. "Do you want to be free, Latro?

"l anfreg" | told her. "It'sonly that | don't remember.”

She sghed. "Wdll, aslong as you don't, you're going to have to have somebody around who does
and will tell you what to do. | supposeit might aswell be me."

When dl thefood was ready, | went to the courtyard arch to listen to the flutes; but in afew moments
Pindaros came out and drew me back into the kitchen. "Hypereides has sold you to Kalleos," he said.

"Yes, I've been working for her."
"That puts mein serious difficulties, as| hope you understand.”
| told him that until | found my home and friends | would be as happy in thisplace asin any.

"Y our happiness—permit me to spesk frankly—doesn't much concern me now. The pledge | madein
the temple of the Shining God does. | promised to take you to the shrine of the Great Mother. I've done
my best so far, and | must say the Shining God's rewarded me handsomely: 1've heard the playing of a
god and your sSinging. That'sa privilege given few, and it'simproved my own poetry dmost beyond
belief. But if | return to my city without fulfilling my vow ... "

"Yes?' | asked.

"He may take it avay—that'swhat I'm afraid of. And even if he doesn't, someone's bound to ask
about our visit to the shrine. What am | to say? That I've left you here adave while | raise the money to
buy your freedom?What will they think of me? Weve got to work out something.”

"Il try," | told him.

He patted my back. "1 know you will, and sowill I. And if | can get you to the shrine, perhaps youll
be cured. Then well worry about your happiness, both of us. Probably you'll want to return to your
homeland, asyou say, and I'll arrange passage for you on some trading ship. The war's nearly over now,
and the merchantswill be sailing again.”

"I'd likethat," | said. "To return home and find people | won't forget.”

Over Pindaross shoulder, | saw the rear door swing back very quietly. For an instant, the black man
looked in. When he saw us, he held afinger to hislips, then gestured for meto join him and shut the door

again.
"Y ou'd better go back inthere,” | told Pindaros. "Before you're missed. I'll remember.”
"It doesn't matter,” he said. "They think I'm relieving mysdf.”



"Pindaros, isyour Shining God avery great god?"

"One of the greatest. He's the god of music and poetry, of light, sudden death, herds and flocks,
hedling, and much more.”

"Thenif hewishesmeto vist thisshrine, | will do so. Hetrusted you to guide me; | think you should
trust himto guide us.”

Pindaros shook his head asif in wonder. "Is it because you can't remember the past that you're so
wise, Latro?'

We chatted for afew moments more, he telling me about the refitting of Hypereidess shipsand |
telling him of the work the black man and | had done for Kalleos.

"Y ou've accomplished wonders," Pindarostold me. "It'samost asthough | were at somedinner in
our own city. Do you think they'll ask meto recite?"

"l imagineso," | sad.

He shook his head again. "That's the trouble with being apoet: your friendsal think you're apublic
entertainer. Worse luck, | don't have anything suitable. I'll dodgeit if | can—propose Singing or games.”

"I'm sure you'll think of something.”
Turning away, he muttered, "'I'd ahundred times sooner think of away to get you to the shrine”

As soon as he had |eft, | hurried to the rear door. The black man grinned a me from the darkness
outside and held up adeeping child. "10."

I nodded, for | recalled her from this morning when we were still on Hypereidess ship.

He stepped into the kitchen, where there was more light, and walked his fingersthrough the air,
holding her cradled in onearm.

| said, "All that way? No wonder she'stired. | suppose she followed Pindaros and the rest, staying far
enough behind to keep out of sght.”

The black man motioned for me to come, and carried her to one of the roofless deeping rooms.
There helaid her on some discarded gowns and put hisfinger to hislips.

"No," | told him. "If she wakes without knowing how she got here, shelll be frightened.” | do not
know how | knew that. | knew it as| know many other things. | shook her gently, saying, "lo, why did
you come so far?”'

She opened her eyes. "Oh, master!"
"Y ou should have stayed with the woman,” | told her.
Shewhispered, "I don't belong to her. | belong to you.”

" Something bad might have happened to you on the road, and in the morning well have to send you
back to the ships.”

"I belong to you. The Shining God sent me to take care of you."
"The Shining God sent Pindaros,” | told her, "or so he says.”
Sleepily, sherolled her head from sideto sde. "The oracle sent Pindaros. The god sent me.”

It seemed futileto argue. | said, "lo, you must be quiet and stay in thisroom. See, I'm covering you
with some of these so you won't get cold. If Kalleos or her women see you, they may make you leave. If
they do, go to the back of the house and wait for me."

Shewas deegping again before | finished. The black man laid awooden doll beside her and stretched
himself beside the doll.

"Yes" | said. "It's better that she have aprotector.”



He nodded—and fell adeep himsdlf, | think, before | had |eft the room.

Now | st on abroken chair near the courtyard door, where | can hear Phye's songs. Thereisalamp
here with agood wick and afine, bright flame, so here| watch the stars and the waning moon; and write
everything that has happened today, so | will not deep. If Kaleoswereto beat me, | might kill her; | do
not wish that, and | too might die. It is better to write, though my eyeswater and burn.

Itislater, and Phye no longer sings. Pindaros suggested they play kottabos, and |, not knowing how it
was played, stood under the lintel for atime to watch. Pindaros drew acircle on the floor and aline a
some distance fromit.

Everyone stood behind thisline; and as each drained his cup, he threw the lees at the circle.

When severa rounds had been played, Eurykles proposed that the loser of the next tell atale, and
Pindaros seconded him. Hypereideslogt, and | Sit listening to him (though | do not think | shdl troubleto
record histale here) while | write.

CHAPTER XV—The Woman Who Went Out

Phye'stale had not yet begun when a shout of laughter woke me. No doubt she had missed the circle
purposely, or perhaps one of the men had pinched her as she threw, or jostled her arm. | give here as
much of it as| recdll:

Once there was a woman whose husband was very rich but would never give her any money. They
had an estate outside the city and afine house in it, with many daves and so on, but her gowns were il
the gowns she had brought from her father's house, and her husband would not buy her so much asa
comb.

One day when she lay weeping on her bed, her maid discovered her there. Now her maid wasa
Babylonian and as clever asdl the people of that city are, and so she said, "My lady, | can guesseasily
enough why you weep. It's because dl the other ladies hereabout have loversto entertain them, and buy
them slver bracelets and curios from Riverland, and talking birds that tell them how beautiful they are
even when their loversaren't around to do it. While you, poor thing, have only that ugly old fool your
hushband, askinflint who never givesyou so much asasparrow.”

"No," said her midtress, "it's because he never gives me any money."

"That'swhat | said,” said her maid. "For we women, men and money are the samething, after al.
Have| ever told you how we girls get our dowriesin Babylon?'

"No," said the mistress again. "But please do, eveniif it isn't avery good story. Because hearing even
apoor story would be better than lying on this barren bed crying awvay my life.”

"Why, it'sno story at al,” said her maid, "but the plain truth. When agirl in my city gpproachesthe
age of marriage, she sdlls hersdf to whatever men shelikes for as much asthey'll pay. In that way the
best looking soon accumulate a greet deal of money and so get a handsome husband, and soon &fter,
many comely children. By the same token, homely girls get none, and thusit isthat we Babylonians are
the best-looking people in the whole world." (Here Phye, whom | was watching by this time through the
doorway, patted her hair to considerable laughter and applause.) " Though you, my lady, would be
thought lovely anywhere, | must say."

"That's extremely interesting,” said her mistress, "and | certainly never knew it. But it doesn't do me
the least good; I'm married dready, so | don't need another dowry."

"True," said her maid. "But suppose you were to go out at night and make whatever handsome men
you meet the same sort of offer our Babylonian girls do? Y ou'd have ahandsome lover for the night, and



very quickly agreat ded of money.”

"It's certainly amogt attractive idea," her mistress admitted, "but it seemsto methat it's out of the
question. My husband deepswith me every night. If he were to wake and find me gone ... Now that you
mention it, | supposeit might be possible to administer some sort of mild and harmless medication that
would assure him of agood night's deep. Do you happen to know of adeder in such preparations?

Her maid shook her head sadly. "Most of them areineffective, my lady, and even the worst cost a
great dedl. But | know atrick worth adozen of them, if you can tell me whereto find the last resting
place of an amorous woman."

"Redly?' sad her migtress. "Magic? How fascinating! Y ou know, my cousin Phyllissgraveisonly a
short walk from here. Would that do, do you think?"

"I don't know," said the maid. "Was she fond of men?"

"Extremdy," said her mistress. "And when she died, one of my uncle's he-goats wouldn't eet for a
month.”

"Then sheld be perfect,” said the maid. "Heres dl we have to do. At dinner tonight, you must dip
something into your husband'sfood that will make him ill—"

"Night soil, you mean?' her mistress suggested.

The maid shook her head. "Too obvious ... | haveit! He's accustomed to rancid oil—it'sthe only
sort helll let us buy for the kitchen. Give me that old pin to take to the market, and I'll trade it for the
freshedt, purest ail | can find. That should make him sick, and hell deep overnight in the temple of the
Hedling God in the hope of a cure. When he's gone, you and | will dig some earth from the garden and
takeit to your cousin'sgrave. Thereyou'll moisten it with acertain fluid I'll indicate to you—you have a
plentiful supply—and well make adall of clay, kneading alock of your hair intoit.”

Her mistress clapped her hands with ddlight. "Why, thisis much better than crying!”

"“Then," her maid continued, "well lay the doll on her grave and engage in arecitation in which | shall
prompt you. After that, whenever you want to leave a night, al you'll haveto doisput the clay doll in
your bed in your place. If your husband wakes, hell see you beside him. And if he embracesthe doll,
helll meet with such areception aswill endear you to him forever.”

"Wonderful!" exclamed her midtress, and that very night they carried out their plan with complete
SUCCESS.

The next night the lady waited until her husband was adeep, put the doll in their bed beside him, and
enjoyed asuccession of fascinating adventuresin the city that |eft her agreat ded wedthier than she had
been before.

All went well for sometime, she adventuring dmost every night and her husband never complaining,
though she noticed the clay doll waslosing its proper shape. Early each morning when she returned, she
would pat it until it looked asit had when she and the maid had formed it. But every night when she took
it out again, she found that the clay had shifted downward in amost darming fashion; and & last shetold
her maid the problem.

"Alas, my lady," said themaid. "l feared thismight occur. In Babylon, wefirethesefiguresina
potter's furnace—then there's no further trouble. But since you had no money and | didn't know of a
potter herewho'd be likely to cooperate without it, | neglected that step.”

"What are you talking about?' said her midtress. "What's the matter with the doll?"

Her maid sighed. "It'sa condition in which you would nat, | think, wish to find yourself, my lady. If
nature is allowed to take its course, there will soon be two clay dollsinstead of one.”

"How horrible!" said her mistress. "What can we do? Can't we bribe a potter to fire it now?"
"My lady," said her maid, "it would only crack later. | believe the best thing would be for usto bury



the doll again in the place where we dug it up. Y ou'll have to deep with your husband—at least for a
time—but that can't be helped. Do you by any chance remember the spot?’

"Why, yes," said her mistress. "It was under the gpple tree.”
"Then that would be the best place to put it," said the maid.
And 0 they did, and the woman began deeping with her husband once more.

Oneday one of hisrivasin business, aman as penurious as himsdf, found him moping about the
market. "What's the matter?' he said. "Has someone cheated you?' For he would have been sorry
indeed to hear that the husband had been cheated by anyone other than himself.

"No," said the husband. "It'smy wife."

"Ah," said hisriva. "Therésagreat dea of that going around these days, you know.”

"Not long ago,” said the hushband, "'she was as passionate as any man could wish. But now ... "
"I canwdl imagine," said hisriva. "Not that |'ve ever experienced the same thing mysdf.”

"It'slike embracing awoman of clay,” said the poor husband. "And dl | can think of ishow | used to
go to dinner parties and have afine woman every night. | thought that when | married it would be
better—because | used to have to give a party mysalf now and then, and it was so costly—but honestly |
think the old days were better, and in fact | know it."

"Then al you haveto doisreturn to them,” said hisrival. "Send her back to her father.”
"And refund her dowry?" asked the husband. ™Y ou must be mad!”

"Then | can teach you aspdll that will serveyour turn,” said hisriva, who had no faith in such spells
himsdf. "At least, my grandfather swore by it. Y ou must find ablossoming treein green and ardent
hedth."

"Why, the apple treein our garden has been blooming for days," said the husband. "I declare, you've
never seen atree doing better.”

"Exactly thething, then," said hisriva. ™Y ou must lop off alimb and hideit under your bed. Whenever
you want to go out and amuse yoursdlf, take out the limb and put it in the bed in your place, saying,

"Stick | cut, so brave and bright,
Stick be straight and strong tonight!"

"Believe me, aslong as your wife doesn't light the lamp, shelll never know the difference.” Then the
rival went away, chuckling as he wondered whether his grandfather's spell would work.

But the husband ran home, and noting that the apple tree in his garden was ill in flower, he
immediately ordered his gardener to saw off itslargest limb.

"It'l bethe desth of it," said the gardener, shaking his head.

"l don't care," said the husband. "It quite spoils the symmetry al natural objects should possess, so
cut it off."

And thusit was done, and the husband carried the limb to the bedroom he shared with hiswife and
put it beneath the bed.

That night, the woman noticed that her husband's hair smelled of apple blossoms, which it certainly
never had before. "Why, heé'strying to make himsdlf attractive for me," she said to hersdlf. "And who
knowswhat may come of that ... | should encourage him.”

She gave him akiss on the cheek, one thing led to another, and she was embraced ardently al night,
until at last shefdl into an exhausted deep.



At dawn her husband returned, put the limb under the bed once more, and lay down congratul ating
himsdlf.
Thiswent on for severd nights, until at last, in the very heat of love, the woman said, "Although you're

stout and strong dl night, dear, | notice you're aways exhausted in the morning. Y ou'd better get some
rest when werefinished.”

Tothis, thelimb replied, "1 wilt not, slepmother.” Which so surprised the woman that shelit the lamp.

Y ou may imagine her delight then, for she saw in her bed not the withered old husband she had
expected, but a blooming youth with fair red cheeks. She blew out the lamp at once, and for sometime
they came together each night as happily asany pair could.

It was not to continue. One night she rolled over meaning to embrace her lover and found, to her
great disgust, that she was caressing her husband instead. Theresfter the same thing occurred more and
more frequently, for her husbhand had discovered that he was no longer so young as once he had been,
and hewas sorely pained by the inroads his nighttime adventures were making in hisfortune.

But when her husband had occupied the bed every night for nearly amonth, the woman smelled apple
blossomsagain.

Then, kissing her lover, she exclaimed, "If only he were dead! I'd have his money, and we could live
together for therest of our lives. Y ou wouldn't be niggardly to me, would you, darling?'

"Never, sepmother,” said her lover. "Every spring | would furnish our house new, and each fall |
would shower upon you the fruits of the earth.”

That sounded promising, and by thistime the woman had convinced hersdlf that "stepmother was
only her lover's pet namefor her, he being at least in gppearance somewhat the younger. Thus she said,
"Doit, then! Do it tonight!"

"1 will, sepmother.”

And the next morning the man and hiswife were found dead by the gardener, hung with the same
rope. A noose had been tied in each end and the rope thrown over the largest limb of the appletreein
the garden.

The gardener and the lady's maid were accused of murdering them and tried on the Areopagus; but
their deaths were ruled a double suicide, and husband and wife were buried beneath the gpple tree.

There was laughter and applause when Phyestale wastold, and Hypereides said, "I'll haveto be
careful not to tell that oneto my crew around the fire some evening. Do you know, | think haf of ‘em
would swallow the whole rigmarole as solid fact. Why, on this past voyage, there wastalk of awerewolf
aboard.”

The kybernetes shook his head ruefully. "I1t's our mixing with the Orientals that's doneit, Captain. We
used to be areasonable people, believing in the Gods of the M ountain and nothing else. Now there's
more gods up and down the Long Coast than dong the River in Riverland. A god for wine, and al sorts
of nonsense.”

"Areyou saying," Pindaros snapped, "that you don't credit the God in the Tree? | cantell you, gir,
you're badly mistaken."

Kalleosintervened. "Gentlemen! Aristocrats! It'sarule of this house that there are to be no religious
arguments. Tolerant discussion, if you like. But no fighting.”

"l assureyou,” Pindaros sad tiffly, "that | pesk from persond experience.

"Sodol," Kaleostold him. "I've seen men who've been the best of friendsfor years at each other's
throats. The gods are stronger than we are, S0 let them do their own fighting.”

"Words of wisdom," said Eurykles. "Now if | may shift the conversation to what | hope will bea



somewhat less touchy topic, it's my opinion that such tales of magic as Phye has just amused uswith
should not be discounted wholly, Hypereides. It's quite possible for we poor mortalsto peep abit into
the future, for example—and | do not refer exclusively to quizzing some god or other at an oracle.”

"Perhaps," Hypereides admitted. "I've heard some things dong that line that make aman think."

"Lol" exclamed Eurykles, regarding Hypereides with admiration. " There€s the mark of an open mind
for you, friends. Y our true man of reason never accepts or regjects without evidence, unlessthething is
foolish on theface of it, like that businesswith the gpple branch.”

The kybernetes chuckled. "And the clay doll."

"No, no!" Euryklesraised ahand. "I won't say it can be done. But ther€'s certainly something real
behind it. Spirits can be summoned from agrave, and | urge you as reasonable men not to mock what
you don't understand.” He drained his cup. "My dear, 1'd like quite a bit more of that.”

"Trinketd" said the kybernetes.

"What, sr?" asked Euryklesthickly. "Do you deny that such things can be? Why, | mysdlf, inthe
practice of my professon—" He belched. "Excuseit. | have often called the dead to stand before me
while| questioned them.”

The kybernetes laughed. " Since I've no wish to be asked to leave by the lady of this house, | offer no

"Y ou don't believe me, but your captain hereisawiser man than you. Arent you, Sr?'
"Perhaps not wholly," Hypereides said.

"What?' Eurykles reached into the neck of his chiton and produced aleather purse. "Here | haveten
birds. Y es, ten little owls nesting together. They're hereto testify that | can do what | say.”

"Andit'seadly sad," said the kybernetes, "where we are now. But it can't be proved.”

"Therésaburid ground not far from here," Euryklestold him. "Surely this good wine—and | wouldn't
inthe least object to another drop, my dear—has given you the courage to come along with me."

"If you're proposing abet," said the kybernetes, "1'd like to see what'sin there."

Euryklesloosed the strings and shook out the jingling coins, arranging them in arow with one
uncertain finger.

The kybernetes examined them and said, "I'm not awesalthy man, but I'll cover three, with the
provision that I'm to judge whether a ghost has been produced.”

Eurykles shook his head, nearly faling from his couch in the process. "Why, what protection would |
have then?Y ou might faint or run, but declare afterward ... " He seemed to lose histhoughts, as drunken
men often do. "Anything," hefinished weskly.

Kalleossaid, "I'll hold the money and judge. If you admit there was aghost, you lose. Or if you run or
faint, as Eurykles says. Otherwise, you win. Fair enough?"

"Absolutely,” the kybernetestold her.

Euryklesmumbled, "That's only three. What of the other seven? Hardly worth my while."
The captain of Eidyia announced, "I'll cover one.”

"And onefor me" said the captain of Clytia.

"And therest?" Eurykleslooked a Pindaros. "Y ou, Sir?1'll make my fortune tonight, if | can.”

"l haven't acopper,” the poet told him. "As Kalleoswill testify. Eveniif | did, I'd be betting with you
rather than againg you."

Hypereides sad, "In that case, I'll cover the remaining five. Furthermore, I'll bet two with you,
Pindaros—on trust. | go to Hill now and then, and thefirst time do, I'll come by to collect.”



"If youwin," Pindarostold him. "Kaleos, if were going to the buria ground, may | ask that we have
Latro for aguard? The streets are dangerous by night, and we've dl had abit to drink."”

CHAPTER XVI—In the City

Only soldiers are supposed to carry arms, so Kaleostold me. She gave me Gello'sold gray cloak to
cover my sword.

Eurykles had said the burial ground was not far from Kalleos's house, but it seemed far tome. |
wondered whether | would be able to find the house again, or if the others could find it, for they were dl
somewhat drunk, and some were very drunk. Of the women, only Phye had comewith us, Kalleos
saying shewould not walk so far to seeagod, far lessaghogt, and the rest admitting frankly that they
would befrightened out of their witsif Eurykleswon his bet.

Kalleos had provided two torches. | carried one and Phye the other. It was good she had it, for there
were stones and fallen bricks everywhere, and yet the remaining walls (and many ill stand) cast
shadows that seemed blacker for the faint moonlight around them. | walked at the front of our
procession. After me came Euryklesto direct me; Kaleos had given him afowl for asacrifice, and he
carried it under his cloak, from which it voiced faint protests. In what order the rest walked, if there was
any, | do not know, except that Phye brought up the rear.

When we reached the buria ground, Eurykles asked Hypereides whether there was any person there
with whom he wished to speak. "If 0," he said, "I'll attempt that first, as a courtesy to you. | reservethe
right to raise another to settle our bet if I'm unsuccessful with thefirst. Have you a parent buried here, for
example? Or anyone else whom you wish called home from the realm of shadow?”

Hypereides shook his head, and | thought he looked frightened.

| whispered to Pindaros, "Isn't it strange to see so many peoplein this place?!
"All of us, youmean,” hesad.

"And therest.” With my free hand | indicated the others who stood about us.

"Latro," Pindaros whispered, "when your mistresssfriend Eurykles performs his ceremony, you must
hdphim."

| nodded.

"If there's someone standing close by who seems attentive to the ceremony, but who did not come
with usfrom Kalleoss house, you must touch him. Just reach out and touch him. Will you do that?"

Eurykles continued, "None of you, then, have any particular person in mind?'
All three captains shook their heads; so did the kybernetes.

"Then I'll search for agrave that appearsto offer agood subject. | shall attempt that subject, and
upon the result the whole of our bet depends. Isthat understood?

They murmured their agreement.

"Good. Phye, comewith me, | must look at the graves and read the stones. Y ou, boy, whatever your
nameis. Y ou cometoo."

For some while we moved from grave to grave, our feet rustling the dry stalks of the grain that had
been planted there, Eurykles hesitating along time over many of the graves, sometimestracing the letters
in the soneswith hisfingers, sometimes scraping soil from the grave to sniff or taste. A wandering wind
brought the odors of cooking and ordure from the city, and the smell too of freshly dug earth.

Phye screamed and dropped her torch, clutching Euryklesfor protection. The fowl flew squawking
from his cloak, and he dapped Phye, demanding to know what the matter was.



"Therel" she said, and pointed with atrembling arm.
Lifting my torch higher, | saw what she had seen and went over to look at it.

A grave had been opened. The grave soil was thrown back in a heap, the withered remains of the
funerary wregthslay upon it, and the coffin had been pulled haf out of its place and smashed. The body
of ayoung woman, thus exposed, lay with feet and legs still within what remained of the coffin. The
shroud had been torn away, leaving her naked except for her long dark hair. The smell of death wason
her; | stepped away fromit, feding | had known it before, though | could not have said where or when.

"Takethereind" Eurykles ordered Phye. "Thisisno time for your womb to dance.” She only sobbed
and buried her facein his cloak.

Acetes said, " Something terrible has happened here. What we see is desecration.” His hand wason
his sword.

"l quiteagree," Euryklestold him. " Something has happened, but what isit? Who did it?"
Acetes could only shake his head.

| stroked Phye's hand and asked whether she was fedling better. When she nodded, | got her torch
and rdlit it for her from my own.

Euryklestold the others, "I'm only aforeigner in your city, but I'm grateful to my hosts, and | see my
duty plainly here. We must discover what has occurred and inform the archons. My own talents and
training—most of dl the favor with which | am regarded by the chthonic gods—lay an obligation upon
me. | will raisethe spirit of this poor girl, and from it we will learn who has done this, and why it has been
done."

"l can't,” Phye whispered.
Faintly though she spoke, Eurykles heard her and turned. "What do you mean?"

"l can't watch. | can't stay here while you do—whatever you're going to do. I'm going back.” She
drew away from him. "Don' try to stop me!"

"l wont," Euryklestold her. "Believe me | quite understand, and if | could be spared I'd take you
back to Kalleoss house mysdlf. Unfortunately these other gentlemen—"

"Have entered into awager they regret,” one of the captainssaid. "I'll go back with you if you wart,
Phye. Asfor the bet, | stand with my old master, Hypereides. If hewins, sodoll. | loseif heloses."

"No!" Phyeglared at him with so much hatred in her eyesthat | thought she might fly at hisface. "Do
you think | want your filthy hands under my gown al the way back to Kaleoss?' She spun on her hed
and strode of f, her torch zigzagging as she threaded her way among the silent people.

Eurykles shrugged. "I waswrong to alow awoman to comewith us" he said. "1 can only apologize
to therest of you."

"That'sdl right," Hypereidestold him. "If you're going to do something, let's get on withit." He drew
his cloak moretightly about him.

Eurykles nodded and said to me, "Seeif you can find that bird, will you? It won't have flown far in the
dark."

A small cypressgrew afew steps away. The fowl wasroosting in its branches, wherel caught it
easly enough.

When | returned to the men waiting beside the opened grave, Eurykles had aknife. Assoon as| gave
him the fowl, he cut itsthroat with aquick dash, pronouncing wordsin alanguage | did not understand.
Three times he walked around the grave with dow, bobbing strides, scattering the fowl's blood; as he
completed each circuit he caled softly Thygater, which | suppose must have been the woman's name.
Ashe madethethird circuit, | saw her eyes open to watch him; and remembering what Pindaros had told



meto do, | crouched and reached into the grave to touch her.
At once she sat up, pulling her feet from the broken coffin.

| heard the indrawn breath of Hypereides and dl therest, and | confess | was startled too, so that |
jerked back my hand. Eurykles himsalf was staring at her dack-jawed.

Once standing, Thygater remained where she was, looking not at Eurykles or Pindaros or any other.
"Y ou'vewon," Hypereides whispered, hisvoice shaking. "Let'sgo."

Euryklesthrew back his head and extended histhin armsto the moon. "1 triumph! " he shouted.
"Bedill," the kybernetes hissed. "Do you—"

"I triumph! ™ Eurykles pointed to the ground at hisfeet. "Here! Stand here, Thygater! Present yoursdlf
to your master!"

Obediently, the dead woman climbed from her grave and stood where Eurykles had pointed. Though
she waked, there was nothing of lifein her; adoll with jointed limbs, moved by achild, might have
walked so.

"Answer!" Eurykles ordered her. "Who disturbed your deep?’

"You," the dead woman said. A coin fell from her mouth as she spoke, and her breath reeked of
death. "And this man"—without turning her head to look at me, she pointed—"whom my king says must
go as he was sent.”

"Yes, | woke you, and this man with historch. But who dug here and broke the coffin in which you
lay?"
"l did not liethere," the dead woman said. "'l was very faraway.”
"But who dug here?' Euryklesingsted.
"A wolf."
"But aman must have broken your coffin.”
"A wolf."
Pindaros said softly, " She speaks asan oracle, | think.”

Eurykles nodded, the inclination of hishead so dight that | was not certain | had seen it. "What was
the wolf's name? Speak!"

"Hisnamewas Man."

"How did he bresk your coffin?’

"With astone.”

"Heldin hishands?' Eurykles demanded.
"es"

The captain who had offered to escort Phye said, "That girl wasright. I'm going back.” Everyone
except Eurykles and me stepped away from the opened grave.

Eurykles said, "Don't you know she can prophesy for us, you fools? Listen, and you'll hear the vell of
the future torn to shreds. Thygater! Who will win thewar?"

"Wolvesand ravenswin dl wars."

"Will Khshayarsha, whom your people call the Greet King, ever rulethis country?'
"The Great King hasruled our country."

"That'swhat the oracle of Dolphinssaid,” Pindarostold Eurykles.



"Wait not for horse and war,

But quit the land that bore you.

The eastern king shall rule your shore,
And yet give way before you."

| do not think Eurykles heard him. "Thygater! How may | becomerich?"

"By becoming poor."

Hypereides announced, "'1've seen awonder tonight, but it was something 1'd sooner not have seen,
and | can't believe the gods smile on such things. I'm going back to Tieup. Anybody who wantsto hear

more can do it and take the consequencesfor dl | care. Eurykles, tell Kalleos| lost and went back to my
ships, I'll tell her mysdlf the next time | see her.”

"I'm coming with you," the kybernetes said, and Acetes and both captains nodded.

"Not so fast," Pindaros put in. "Hypereides, you bet me two owls, and Kaleosisn't holding those
Stakes"

Hypereides dropped them into Pindaros's outstretched pam. "1f you want to come with us, you can
sharemy roomin Tieup."

Pindaros shook his head. "Latro and | are going back to Kalleoss. Tomorrow I'll come for Hilagira
andlo."

It was on my tongueto tell him lo was dready there, but | bit it back.

Eurykles spat on his hands and rubbed them together. "Asyou desert us, Thygater and | are going
into the city. I've certain patrons there who'll be mogt gratified to behold my victory. Come, Thygater!"

"Wait," Pindarostold me. "Our way lieswith theirs, but we need not walk with the dead woman."

| watched them go, and Hypereides and the other to the west. "Pindaros” | asked, "why am | so
arad?'

"Who wouldn't be? | wasterrified mysdf. Sois Eurykles, | think, but ambition overrulesit.” He
laughed nervoudly. "Y ou saw through hislittletrick, | hope? | meant you to give Eurykles more than he
bargained for, but you came over us both and gave me more than I'd bargained for aswell."

"I'm not afraid of the dead woman,” | said. "But I'm afraid of something. Pindaros, look at the moon.
What do you see?’

"It'svery thin," hesaid. "And it's setting behind the sacred hill. What about it?"

"Do you see where some columns are till standing? The moon istangled in them—some are before
her, but others are behind her.”

"No," Pindaros said. "No, Latro, | don't seethat. Shall we go now?"

| agreed. When we had |eft the burial ground and were about halfway to Kalleos's, Pindaros said,
"No wonder you weren't frightened by the dead girl, Latro. Y ou're more frightening than she. The
wonder isthat she didn't seem afraid of you. But perhaps shewas."

The door was barred, and our knocking brought no oneto open it; but it was not difficult to find a
place where thewall had been thrown down and not yet rebuilt. "My room has haf aroof,” Pindarostold
me. "Kdleos showed it to me earlier. The best in the house, she said; and except for her own it probably
is. Yourewedcometo shareit if you like."

"No," | told him. "I have aplace.

"Asyou wish." He dghed and smiled. "Y ou got acloak out of our adventurestonight, at least. | got
two owls, and | had awoman,; I've gone farther and come away with less. Good night, Latro.”

| went to thisroom where the black man and |o are deeping. 10 woke and asked if | wasdl right.



When | said | was, she told me Phye had come back sometime earlier, and Kalleos had beaten her
terribly.

| assured her that no one had beaten me, and we lay down side by side. She was soon adleep, but |
was gtill frightened and could not deep. Againgt al reason, the moon that had been setting when Pindaros
and | were waking had climbed high in the heavens again, looking like the dead woman's eye when it
opened adlit to see Eurykles.

Dawn came through the broken roof, and | sat up and wrote al that has happened since| wrote
before. Thisisthelast, and | seethat upon the outside of my scroll it iswritten that | am to read it each
day, and s0 | begin. Perhaps then | will understand what the dead woman meant, and where | am to go.

CHAPTER XVII—On the Way to Advent

There are many inns. Though we arrived by daylight, it wastoo late to go to the house of the god;
Pindaros has taken aroom for usin thisone only afew stadesaway. Theinn isahollow square with two
stories all the way around. We have a double room—Ilike a man's bent arm, but wider.

Thefirg thing | can remember from thisday is eating the first med with Kaleos and the other women.
| knew her name then from some earlier time, for | called her by it when | brought out the boiled barley
med and fruit, and the wine and water, asking Kalleos whether | could carry food to 1o and the black
man. Kaleos said to bring them to the courtyard, where the long table stood. (1 think the black man and |
must have put it there, because when the time came to take it down we knew how to doit.)

The women were talking about how happy they wereto bein the city again, and of going to the
market to buy jewelry and new clothes. Though the sun was at its zenith, | think most had just risen.
Anacther man came, still yawning and rubbing histeeth with acloth. I made room for him, and he said,
"I'm Pindaros. Do you remember me, Latro?"

| answered, "Yes. | remember our parting last night, and thismorning | read my scroll. Y our nameis
written there often. Pindaros, | must find the hedler from Riverland.”

When | mentioned Riverland, the women fell quiet to listen. Pindaros said, "Who isthat?"

"The man who trested me just after the battle. He told me my name; held learned it from the men of
my maniple. Do you see how important that is? Those men knew who | was, so they must know where |
camefrom.”

"And you want to find out?' Pindaros asked. "Y ou haven't talked about it much before.”
IIY@II

He said to Kalleos, "He's been getting better dl thetime. Thisisthe best yet. Latro, you must go to
the Great Mother. Did you read that in your book too?"

| told him | had read the words of the Shining God: "By the shrine of the Great Mother you fell, to a
ghrine of hersyou must return.”

"Thereyou are, then.”

One of the women asked, "Who's the Grest Mother?' But Pindaros waved her to silence.

"l don't trust the gods of thisland,” | said.

Pindaros shrugged. "A man must trust the gods. Theré's nobody e se.”

"If the scroll istrue, 1've seen many more than you,” | told him. "Y ou've only seen the Black God—"

The black man nudged me and opened and closed his hands to show that there were twenty black
gods at least.

"l believeyou," | said. "But the scroll tells only of your seeing one, and the same for Pindaros. Have



you seen more?'

He shook his head.

Kaleosasked, "Are you saying you've actually seen agod, Latro? Like they used to appear to
peopleinthe old days?’

"l don't know," | told her. "I've forgotten, but | wrote of many in my scroll.”

"He has," Pindarostold her. "He's seen one at least, because | was there and saw him too. So did
little lo—remind meto ask how you got here, |o—and our comrade there. | think he's seen many more.

He's told me about them at various times, and after seeing the King of Nysa, whom he just called the
Black God, | bdievehim."

"Then believe me a so when | say no one should trust them. Some are better than others, no doulbt:
the Swift God, the Shining God, and the King of Nysa. But | think ... "

"Yes?' Pindaros bent toward me, listening.

" think that even the best act in some twisted way, perhaps. There's maice even in those who would
bekind, | think even in Europa. In the serpent woman it burned so hot that | felt it till when | read what |
had written of her."

I do not think Kalleos had been listening to me. She said, "But you remember, Pinfeather. And you,
honey. Y ou've got to tell us about it."

Then Pindaros and lo told of meeting the Black God. | remember thinking that it was much asit was
writtenin thisscroll, so | will not give their words here. | remember too that | was glad it was they who
spoke and not |, because | was hungry and it gave metimeto eat.

They were il talking when | finished my barley porridge and bit into an gpple. When therewasa
knock at the door, | went.

A pretty woman with blue eyes darker than Kalleoss waited there. "Hello, Latro," she said. "Do you
remember me?'

| shook my head.
"I'm Hilagira, and were old friends. May | comein?”
| ¢ood aside and told her | had read of her in my scroll that morning.

She amiled and said, "I'll bet you didn't read that you're handsomer than ever, but you are.
Hypereides saysthis house isfull of women. | don't see how they can keep their hands off you. Do you
remember Pindaros?'

"Yes" | sad. "Hesedting thefirs med. | think perhaps Kdleoswill inviteyou to join usif you like."

"I'dloveto. | just camefrom Tieup, and that's no stroll.”

Wewent into the courtyard, where| told Kaleos, "Thisis Hilaeira May shejoin us?'

"Of course, of coursel” Kalleos said. "Hilaeira, dear, | ought to have introduced myself on Europa,
and I'm sorry | didn't. Y ou can St beside me—move over, Eleonore—and help yoursdlf. Likel said, |
would have offered to help you yesterday, but | thought you were Pinfeather's wife. How'd you get to the
aty?'

"l walked," Hilagiratold her. "Hypereides saysit's against the law here for awoman to go out alone,
but 10 was gone—"

locdled, "Herel am!"

"Why, s0 you are! Anyway, Hypereides wouldn't send anybody. He didn't want to spare them, and
he thought Pindaros would come. Pindaros didn't, so | decided to risk it. | thought 1'd probably meet him
on theroad, but of course| didn't. Hypereides gave me aletter for you." Hilagirareached into the neck



of her gown and drew it out. "It'salittle damp, I'm afraid.”

"No matter. Read it to me, will you, dear? This sunlight would have my poor eyes weeping like
Niobe."

Hilaeira broke the seal and glanced at the writing, "Are you sure you want meto? It looks rather
persond. |—"

Thewomen dl laughed.
"Go ahead, dear. Weve no secretsin this house.”

"All right.'My darling sweet: May | say once more how fineit wasfor thisweary old sailor to rest his
sdt-rimed head upon that divine white bosom of yours—"'

At this point Hilagirawas interrupted again by the women'slaughter, and some of them best the table
with their spoons. There were more such interruptions subsequently, but | shal take no more notice of
them.

" 'When | began my voyage to the Navel and Tower Hill, | quite agreed with the Assembly's decision
to send shipsingtead of going overland, but what aweary steed ashipidl

" 'And yet the return paid for al. Thank you, dearest Kaleos. The second part of your payment must
await my return, das, for we are being dispatched to join the fleet. Send my dave back with the chair
today.' That's underlined,” Hilaeira added.

Kalleos looked at the black man. "Y ou have to take the chair back, understand? Then go to the
sheds and find Hypereides. If you don't, helll have the archers after you."

The black man nodded, hisface expressionless, then turned to me, pretending to write upon the palm
of hishand and cocking an eyebrow as he does when he wantsto ask aquestion. | said, "Y ou want to
know whether | read of youinmy scroll. Yes, | did. You weremy firgt friend; | know that.”

Heleft thetable, and | have not seen him since.

" 'Bekind to poor Latro,"" Hilagiracontinued, " 'and you will find him anxiousto do whatever liesin
his power to help you. At least, | have dwaysfound him so.

" 'Pindaros Pagondas of Cowland will aready have told you what happened last night. | think it was
the worst adventure of my life. May al the Twelve preserve me from such another! | lost, and you may
pay the money | and the othersleft with you to Eurykles. When you have done so, | urge you never to
see him again. Believe me, O sweetest Kalleos, if you had been one of uslast night, you would not.

" 'And now farewel—'"
"Wait up!" Kalleos exclamed. "Pinfeather hasn't told me anything. What happened, poet?’
"Inamoment,” Pindarossaid. "L et her finish."

"'And now farewell from your grateful lover Hypereides, darling Kaleos. The Rope Makerssay a
man who goesto war must return with his hoplon or upon it. I've tested mine and it won't float, so | mean
to carry it back. Till then | remain your loving Hypereides.""

When the women had subsided somewhat, Pindaros asked, "Do you redly want meto tell you what
happened last night? In front of everyone here? | warnyou, if | do I'll tell the truth. You've beena
generous hostess, Kalleos, so if you'd prefer to hear itin private ... "

"Go ahead," Kdleostold him.
"From the beginning?'
She nodded.

"All right, then I'll start by saying that when Eurykles made his bet it struck me that Phyestae had
been very convenient for him. When she said shed come with us—aone out of al these women—I felt



sure something was in the wind. Maybe | hadn't drunk quite as much as the others, or maybe I've got a
stronger head. | don't know. How much were you supposed to get, Phye?"

Kaleossad, "Never mind that," and Phye, through bruised lips, "An owl.”

"We found an opened grave,”" Pindaros continued, "and at first | thought Eurykles had doneit himsdlf;
later | redlized it would have been too greet arisk. Phye was frightened, and she went to him for
protection. That told me she knew Eurykles better than any of therest of us, and that she wasredly
afraid. If shedd been faking it, she would almost certainly have grabbed Hypereides, since he'd bet the

"Goon," Kaleossad grimly.

"When we were here, Eurykles had seemed very drunk. | suppose you have to seem drunk to bet
that you can raise the dead. But at the buria ground, he was the soberest of al, except for Latro, who
hadn't been drinking. Phye said she was leaving, and it seemed to me she meant it; but it also seemed that
Eurykles either thought it was part of some plan or wanted her to believe he thought that, so that she'd go
ahead with it when she got her nerve back.”

"Shedidn't," Kaleostold him grimly. "She came here."
"l can seethat. Phye, I'd put adice of cucumber on that eye, if | were you."
"Nothing you've talked about would have horrified Hypereides," Kdleos said. "Get on with it."

"All right, I will. Euryklesraised the woman from the grave. She stood up and talked to us, but she
was quite clearly dead. Her face waslivid, and her cheeksbeginning tofal in."

Kalleosleaned toward him, her eyes narrowed to dlits.
"Hedid it?"
Pindaros shrugged. "He sacrificed a cock, and she stood up and spoke. When the rest of us|eft, she

followed him into the city." He turned to Phye. "What were you supposed to do? Supply the voice, or
actualy appear asthe ghogt?'

She said, "Y ou knew. Even when we were back here, you knew."

"Because | bet with Hypereides? | knew enough to know who was going to win a strange bet
proposed by a stranger. So does Hypereides, | imagine, when he's sober.”

By then the women were dl talking at once. Hilaeirawhispered acrossthe table, "Latro, did you
touch her? Do you remember?”

| nodded.

"Which bringsusto Latro," Pindaros said to her. "'l can't go back to our shining city until I've taken
him to the shrine of the Great Mother. | won't blame you if you don't want to come, though you're
welcometo if you wish."

Hilagirasad, "My father—he's dead—had a business connection here. | thought perhaps held let me
day with himawhile

"Certainly," Pindaros said.
"Thisis so near Advent, where they have the mysteries of the Grain Goddess, and I'd love to be an
initiate. They'll take me, won't they? Despite the war?*

"They'll accept anyone who hasn't committed murder, | believe,” Pindarostold her. "But therés quite
aperiod of study involved—half ayear or so. Kaleos, what do you know of the mysteries? Isthere any
reason Hilagiracouldn't beinitiated?"

Kalleos shook her head, smiling again. "Not areason in theworld. And Hilaeira, dear, | heard what
you said about your poor uncle, or whoever it was. Believe me, dear, you don't need him. You're
welcometo stay right here with mefor aslong asyou like."



"Why, that's very kind of you," Hilagirasaid.

"It does take awhile, you understand. But you're lucky, becauseit'sright about now that they start.
Y ou'll have to go down to Advent every so often all summer, and there are fasts and ceremonies and
whatnot. I've never gonethrough it, but I know people who have."

"Didit changether lives?' Hilaeiraasked.

"Hm? Oh, yes, absolutely. Gave them awhole new outlook, and a better onetoo, I'd say. And it's
ever 0 useful socidly. Where was I? Washings—theresalot of them, mostly inthe llissus. Inthefal
they admit you to the lesser mysteries. After that would be the time for you to go home, if you want to.
Then ayear later you come back, go through the lesser mysteries again, and then the greater mysteries.
Then you're an initiate and afriend of the goddesssforever, and every year you can come back for the
greater mysteries, though you don't have to. Thoselast four days. The lesser mysteries are two, | think.
But you redly ought to go down to Advent and talk to the priests.”

"Isitfar?'
"No. If you start when were through eating, you ... Pinfeather, what's the matter with you?"
"It'sjust that—L ast night, Latro said—By dl the gods!”

Hilagirawas looking at him too. "For aman who takes talking corpsesin his stride, you seem abit
distraught.”

"I should be. | am! I've been anidiot. lo, do you remember what the prophetess said? | want to be
suremy memory'snot playing mefase”

"I think s0," lo told him. "Let me see. 'Look under thesun ... '
"Further dong,” Pindarostold her. "' About the wolf."

" "The wolf that howls has wrought you woe!" " 1o chanted. " 'To that dog's mistress you must go! Her
hearth burnsin the room below. | send you to the God Unseen!" "

"That's enough. The wolf that howls has wrought you woe, to that dog's mistress you must go, her
hearth burnsin the room below.' Kaleos, isthere acave at Advent?'

Kalleos shook her head. "l haven't the least idea."

"There must be. | need to borrow Latro for today and tomorrow. May | have him? I'll bring him back
toyou, | swear."

"l suppose s0. Would you mind telling me wheat's going on?*

Pindaros had bitten into his apple. He chewed and swallowed before answering. "Back in our city, |
took an oath to guide L atro to the place mentioned by the prophetess. | thought it meant the oracle at
Lebadeia, which isonly about two days journey.”

"Y ou consulted the god at the Navel?' Kalleos asked.

Pindaros shook hishead. "Theres atemple of the Shining God and a prophetessin our city. We
never got to Lebadeia, asyou can see from our ending up here. But last night Latro said—"

| interrupted. "That we should trust the Shining God if we trusted his oracle.”

"Right. Latro, | know you don't remember, but go get your book. Look at the very beginning and tell
me where you were wounded. We know about the battle—where on the battlefield.”

"l don't haveto getit,” I told him. "I read it thismorning. At the temple of the Earth Mother.”

Pindaros heaved agreat sigh. "'l thought | recalled someone's saying something about that. That
dinchesit.”

"Clincheswhat?" Hilaeiraasked.

"Thewolf isone of the badges of the Great Mother," Pindarostold her. "That'swhy | thought it was



the shrine of the Great Mother that was meant—it isin a cave, by the way. But don't you remember what
the priest said to us beside the lake? The morning after you and | first met?'

"He explained that the gods have different namesto indicate different attributes, and different namesin
different places, too. Of course, | knew that before.”

Pindaros nodded. "And do you know how Advent got its name? Or why the mysteries are performed
there?'

" thought it had always been there."

"No, in ancient times Advent—which wasn't called Advent then—had aking named Celeos. His
peoplelived by hunting and fishing, and gathering wild fruits. The Greaet M other waslooking for her
daughter, who'd been carried away by the Receiver of Many. To shorten along story, in her wanderings
she cameto Advent and taught Celeosto grow grain.”

Hilaairaexclaimed, "l sea!"

"Certainly, and | should have seen too, much sooner. The Grain Goddess is the Great Mother, and
the Great Mother isthe Earth Mother, who sends up our wheat and barley. Her greatest temple's at
Advent, and it was near atemple of hersthat Latro was wounded. The Shining God wastelling Latro to
go to Advent, and when | started to lead him in the wrong direction, he made sure wed get to the right
place after al. All I haveto do now istake him there, which | can do this afternoon. Then I'll befreeto
return home.”

"Andwill | find my friends?" | asked him. "Will | be cured then?"
"l don't know," Pindaros answered solemnly. "Certainly you will have taken the first step.”

CHAPTER XVIll—Here in the Hall of the Great Mother

| sacrificed today. About midmorning, Pindaros, Hilaeira, 1o, and | went to talk to apriest. Hetold us
that his name was Polyhommes and that he was of the family of the Eumolpides. "The high priestis
aways chosen from our family,” he said. "Thus many of us serve our turn, hoping for asmile from the
goddess." He amiled himslf, and broadly, for he was one of those happy and helpful fat men one
sometimes meetsin the service of gods and kings, though he smelled of blood, as| suppose al priests
mud.

"We are the children of Demophon, whom the goddess would have made immortd if she could. |
grant it's not as good as being of the line of Heracles, who actudly was madeimmortd, but it'sthe best
we can manage. Now what can | do to help you, sir? Thisisyour wife, | takeit, and your little daughter.
And your son, who'sbeeninjured. A striking young man—what a pity someone struck him!* He
chuckled. "Thisisnot ashrine of hedling, however, savefor the spirit. | will be happy to direct you to
one”

| said, "l hopeit will beashrine of heding for me," and Pindaros explained our actud relationships.

"Ah! Then we have here, in fact, two parties, though you have traveled together. Let's take the young
woman first, for her case will be somewhat eesier, | believe.

"Y ou must understand, my daughter, that there are three classes of persons who cannot be admitted
to the mysteries. These are murderers, magicians, and soothsayers. If you are admitted to the
mysteries—or if you so much as begin the ceremonies for admission—and it is discovered that you
belong to any of those three classes, the penalty is desth. But at this moment there is no pendty; you
need not even tell me, 'l havekilled,' or, 'l amamagician.’ All you haveto do isleave thisroom and
return to the city. Nothing will be said or done.”

"Y es, my daughter?'



"Do you know how girls sometimes dip amirror into a spring when the moon is full’? When you look
intoit, inthemoonlight ... "

"What do you see”?'

"Y our husband's face. The man who's going to be your husband. The Moon Virgin showsyou, if
youreavirgin yoursdf."

Polyhommeslaughed. "Hopelessfor me, I'm afraid. I've four children.”

"l used to begood at it, or | thought | was, and |, uh, showed some other girls how. | don't do it any
more."

"| see. Did you look into the mirror for them, or did you smply show them how to do it for
themsdves?'

"I showed them how," Hilagirasaid. "Y ou can't do it for somebody ese. Each one hasto do it for
hersdf."

"And did they pay you for your help?'
Hilaeirashook her head.

"Then you're surely not a magician or a soothsayer, my daughter. May | takeit you're not a
murderess? In that case, you may attend theinitid ceremony. That will be ... " He paused, counting on
hisfingers. "Just five days from now, in the evening. Y ou'reliving in the city?"

"I'm staying with afriend.”

“Then it would probably be best for you to return there. There are good inns here, but they're

frightfully expengve, I'm told. On the fifth day you may come here just asyou did today. Well assemble
a thesdeat sunsat.”

Hilagiracleared her throat, a sound like the peep of alittlefrog. "I said | was staying in Thought,
Hoaliness. I'm not from Thought.”

Polyhommes laughed again. "Y ou're from Cowland, my daughter. Y ou're al from Cowland, except
for your young friend here, and | can't imagine where hesfrom. Can't you tell we speek differently here
on the Long Coast? We don't double the 'fish' and the ‘camdl’ the way you do, for one thing."

"That doesn't matter?"

Polyhommes shook hishead. "I said there were three classes who were not admitted. Actudly, there
isafourth—those who cannot understand our language well enough to comprehend the ceremonies. But
even they are excluded only on practica grounds. If abarbarian learns our speech, heis welcomed.”

"And will I haveto make an offering when | come againin five days?’
He shook hishead again. "Mogst do, but it isn't required. | take it you're not weal thy?"
"NO_"

"Then my adviceisto make an offering, but asmal one. Perhaps one drachma—or an oboal, if that's
al you can afford. That way you'll have something to put in the krater and need fed no embarrassment.”

"May | ask one more question?"
"A hundred, my daughter, if they're dl as sengble as those you've asked thusfar.”

"Itisn't thisway in our city, but here people tell me awoman isn't supposed to go out done. Will
anyone bother mewhen | try to come back? | don't think Pindaros will be here then, and Kaleos
probably won't want Latro to come.”

Polyhommes smiled. "Y ou won't be done, my child. Far from it. Recollect that every candidate for
initiation this year will be on the Sacred Way with you. No onewill molest you, | promise. Nor will the
archers stop you and inquire why you've no escort. If you're nervous, you need only find some decent



man and put yourself under his protection.”
"Thank you," Hilagirasaid. "Thank you very much, Holiness."
"And now, young man, to you. Y ou're not a candidate?’
Pindaros said, "He merdly wishesto present himsdlf to the goddess.”
"Purity isbest, just the same. | take it he's no magician or soothsayer. Has he blood guilt?!
"He doesn't remember, as| told you."

| said, "I killed three daves once, | think, though | didn't write it down. Y ou said so later, Pindaros,
and | read about it this morning while you and Hilagirawere ill adeep.”

"They were daves of the Rope Makers," Pindaros explained, "serving as auxiliariesin their army.
Blood spilled in battle doesn't count, doesit?!

Polyhommes shook his head. " There's no guilt. Have you an offering?’
lo whispered, "The Shining God gave me to him. He can't give me to the goddess, can he?!

"Hemay if hewishes" Polyhommestold her. "Do you, young man? Thisdave girl would make afine
offering.”

"No. But I've nothing e

"l can give him alittlemoney," Pindaros put in.

"Good. Y oung man, I'd suggest you use what your friend gives you to purchase an animal for
sacrifice. Thetown isfull of people who sdll them—youll have no difficulty. If you're short of funds, ahen
isacceptable.”

Pindaros shuddered. "No. Not a hen.”

"Fine. A more, ah, Sgnificant beast is, of course, a better sacrifice. Normally those who sacrifice here
desireto improve thefertility of their fields, and a hen is often sufficient. A young pig isthe most common
gft"

Pindarossaid, "Like Hilagira, | have afina question. Arethere caves here? | redlize you can't reved
the mysteries, but caves connected with the worship of the goddess?"

Polyhommes nodded without speaking.
"Wonderful! Sir, Holiness, you've been very, very kind. Well go and get the sacrificid anima now.
Meanwhile, perhapsasmadl gift for yoursdf ... 7'

"Would be most gratefully accepted.” Polyhommes glanced at hispalm and smiled. "Return at noon
with your sacrifice, my son. | will be present to assist you with theliturgy.”

When we were outside, Pindaros said, "'I'm going to follow ahunch. Have you heard of the Lady of
Cymbas?'

| shook my head; so did Hilaeira.

"That's the name under which the Great Mother'sworshiped in the Tall Cap Country. Not by the sons
of Perseus or Medeg, but by their daves—L ydias people, and so on. They use the lion and the wolf as
the Great M other's badges more than we do. | know you don't remember that the oracle mentioned a
walf, Latro, unless you read that this morning too. But it did, and it said you had to crossthe seg, which
probably meant to the Tall Cap Country. After one's manhood, the sacrifice most acceptable to the Lady
of Cymbasisabullock.”

Hilaeiraasked, "Do you have enough money?"

"If we can find achegp one. Kadleos advanced me abit, and | won a bit more betting with
Hypereides."



Most of the anima sdllers had only the smaler ones. Shoats were the creatures most often sacrificed,
as Polyhommes had told us, and fowls the cheapest; but there were sheep too, and eventudly we came
upon ayearling bull for de.

lo sad, "Hishorns have only just sprouted,” and patted hismuzzle.
"Very tender indeed, young lady,” the farmer promised her. ™Y ou won't find better meat anyplace.”

"That'sright," lo said to Hilaeira. "We get to keep the meat, don't we? Will they cook it for us at the
inn?'

Hilagiranodded. "For ashare of it. And they'll keep everything and give us something worse unless
somebody watches them.”

"I think he'd let meride on hisback, like Kalleos on the sail."

Pindaros bargained with the farmer and, after starting to walk away twice, bought the bullock for
what he said was far too much money. "The people here laugh at us because we named our country after
our cattle," hetold me. "But we have some good stock, and | wouldn't trade them for dl the ships on the
Long Coast. You can't eat aship, or plow anything but the sea.”

Therewas a cord through the bullock's nose, and it followed us docilely enough while we bought a
garland for its neck and chaplets of flowersfor ourselves, though Pindaros refused to let |o mount.

Perhaps | should write here that the temple of the Grain Goddess is called the Royal House and that
Pindaros said it was different from any other he had seen. Certainly it seems strange enough to me. It is
large and square, and itsinterior isfilled with pillars, so that onewaksinit asin aforest of sone. They
say thefire before the statue has been kept burning since the goddess wished to bathe the infant
Demophon initsflames.

I will not give the words we spoke to the goddess before we sacrificed; | do not think it lawful. When
al had been said, | put my hand on the bullock's head and begged the goddess to join my friends and me
in our medl. Polyhommes poured milk in the bullock’s ear, asking whether it wished to go to the goddess.
It nodded, and Polyhommes cut its throat with the holy knife, which is of bronze, not iron. We cast
certain parts of the carcassinto the flames, and everyone relaxed.

"A good sacrifice, wouldn't you say, Holiness?' Pindaros smiled and straightened his chaplet of
blossoms.

"A most excellent sacrifice,” Polyhommes assured him.

Hilagiras eyeswere bright with tears. "I fed I'm afriend of the goddesss dready,” she said. "Once
thought she smiled a me. | redly did."

"She does have akind face" Polyhommes said, smiling up at his goddess. " Severe, but—"
lo asked, "What'sthe matter?’

He did not answer. He had been ruddy, but his cheeks were as white as tallow now, and the hand
that held the sacred blade shook so that | feared he would drop it. Pindarostook hisarm. "Areyou ill?"
"Let mesit," Polyhommes gasped, and Pindarosand | led him to the nearest bench. His forehead was
beaded with sweet; when he was seated, he wiped it with acorner of hisrobe. "Y ou wouldn't know," he
sad. "You're not familiar with her, as1 am.”

"What isit?' Pindaros asked. "My family aways suppliesthepriests ... "
"Youtold usthat."

"So we're dwaysin and out of the Roya House, even when we're just children. I've seen the
goddess ... I've seen her statue | suppose ten thousand times." We nodded.

"Now | want one of you—you, little girl—to describe it to me. | must know whether you seewhat |
do."



lo asked, "Just talk about her? She'sred big, bigger than any real woman. She wears her hair off her
shoulders, | think probably in aknot at the back of her head. Should | go around and see?”

"No. Goon."

"And she's got acrown of poppies, and wheat—a sheef of whest, isthat what they call it?—in her
hand. Her other hand is pointing at the floor."

Thefat priest et out his breath in agreat whoosh. "I must see my uncle—get himto rule onthis. All
four of you remain here. Right here. It might be better if you didn't spesk.”

He hurried off, and we sat in silence. It seemed to me there should have been afeding of peace then
in the quiet temple, peace engendered by its sullen fire, its bars of sunshine and deep shadows; but there
was none. Rather it seemed filled with soft yet heavy noises, asif some massive beast stirred and
stamped where it could not be seen.

Polyhommes soon returned. "Our high priest has goneto the city; I'll have to decide thismysdf." He
seemed camer, and the heavy odor of winewas on his breath. "Very well. Y ou must accept my
statement that | have observed this statue many times, and that until today itsleft hand has dways rested
upon the head of the stone boar sanding besideit.”

Hilagiras mouth opened, and even Pindaros gave alow whistle.

"A miracle—amagjor miracle—has taken place heretoday. A great sign. Did any of you seeit? See
the hand actualy move?’

Pindaros, Hilagira, and | al shook our heads. 10 had trotted around the sacred hearth to look more
closdy a the satue.

"A pity, and yet moveit surely did, doubtless at the very moment of sacrifice, when our eyeswere on
thevictim." Polyhommes paused, drew a deep breath, and let it out again. "'l suppose you've heard about
the dead woman in the city? She's said to have walked until cockcrow and spoken to many persons, and
the whole town's abuzz over it. No one knows what it may mean, and now thisl Wait until word of this
getsout! Canyouimagineit?'

"l can,” Pindaros said. "'l hope I'm far away by then.”

Polyhommes continued as though he had not heard him. "This is something you can see for yourself
and go home and tell your children about. Thisis—"

lo cdled. "Therés aclean place on the pig's head where the hand used to be. Come look!"

No doubt it was a measure of our amazement that al of usdid, obedient as children to achild's
command. She was right. Smoke from the sacred fire had grimed the boar's head, but the broken marble
where the goddess's hand had | eft it was white and new.

"Think what thiswill mean for our Royd House." Polyhommes rubbed his hands. "'For the mysteries!”
"And | washere," Hilaeirawhispered.

"Indeed you were, my daughter. Indeed you were! And when you've fathomed the mysteries—well,
priests are dways chosen from the men of our family, as|'ve said. But thereis a place—the highest of
al—for awoman in the ceremonies”

Hilagiragtared at him, adawning wonder in her eyes. "Shetoo is customarily of the Eumolpides, but
that isno insupportable obstacle. Thereis adoption, after al. Thereis even marriage. Such arrangements
might be made by the high priest, and there can surely be no question now about who the next high priest
will be"

Polyhommes threw out his chest. "My uncleis an ederly man, and it would seem that the goddess has
made her wishes regarding his successor quite clear. There was, after all, only one priest present at the
timeof themiracle



|0 asked, "But what does she want?'
"Eh?' Heturned to look at her. "The goddess. Why's she pointing at the floor?”

"I'm not sure." Thefat priest hesitated. "When such agesture is used by onein authority, it generdly
means that something or someoneisto be brought to him."

Pindaros cleared histhroat. "An oraclein our shining city directed that Latro be brought to the
goddess.”

"Ah. And hewasthe giver of the sacrifice—officidly, at least."” Polyhommesturned to me. "Y oung
man, you must remain in this Roya House overnight, deeping on the floor or upon one of these benches.
Perhaps the goddess hersalf will gppear in your dreams. If not, | think it likely shelll favor you with some

message.

Thus| am here, Stting with my back against a.column and writing these words by the light of the
declining sun. | have had agood dedl of timeto think this afternoon; and it seemsto me that more than
once | havefét the spirit of ahouse when |, astranger, went into that house—though | cannot retrieve
from the mist those times or those houses. A templeisthe house of the god who dwellsthere, and o |
open mysdf to this house of the Grain Goddess, hoping to know whether it isfriendly to me.

Thereis nothing—or rather, thereisonly the sense of age. Itisasif | Sit with awoman so old she
neither knows nor cares whether | am red or only some figment of her disordered mind, a shadow or a
ghogt. A fly may light upon arock; but what does the rock, which has seen whole ages since the morning
when gods strode from hill to hill, care for afly, the creature of asummer?

CHAPTER XIX—In the Presence of the Goddess

| ate the beef, bread, and fruit o had brought me from theinn, and drank the wine. When | was
finished, | spread the pdlet Hilagirahad carried and lay down; but | was not in the least ready for deep,
and when the town grew quiet, | sat up again.

For atime| read thisscroll (which | must try alwaysto keep with me) by the light of the sacred fire,
learning of the many gods and goddesses who have shown themsalves to me; and once or twice | took
up the stylus to add some conclusion to the account of today's events | had written earlier. But how cana
man draw conclusions from what he does not comprehend? | knew | did not understand what occurred,
and it seemed to me that it would be better to wait until the goddess had spoken. Now | sit in the same
place to write thisrecord.

An acolyte entered without taking the least notice of me and, mumbling a prayer, cast an armload of
cedar into thefire. It fell with a deep booming, as though the sacred hearth were adrum and not a stone.
When | dozed, that booming echoed through my dreams and woke me.

| could seethe statue plainly in thefirdight. The hand pointing to the floor was nearest the flames and
flushed with their light, so that it seemed to glow likeironin aforge. | fdt it demanded something of me,
and | threw off my cloak, hoping that when | was nearer | would understand. The goddess's hand was
hot to my touch, but it was only after | had drawn my own away that | looked at last and saw thething to
which she pointed.

There was asmall section of floor between the coping around the sacred fire and the pedestal upon
which the goddess stood. It was dirtier than the floor in other places, | think because those who cleaned
it were fearful to approach her too closdly, or were not permitted to do so. | knelt and brushed its
surface with the tips of my fingers. Just at the place sheindicated, there was aring of bronze set in the
stone, though the depression that held it was so packed with dirt | could scarcely seeit.

| wished then for Falcata, but | could not have worn her in thetemple, and | had left her at our inn.
There had been ribs among the meat, however, and when | had worked the point of the sharpest under



thering, it came up eadly enough. | cast therib into the fire as an additiona offering and pulled at thering
with both hands.

The dab rose more readily than | had expected. Benegth it was anarrow stair and close besideit a
pillar of flame; for the sacred hearth was not, as | had assumed, at the level of the templefloor, but here
below it. | descended the stair, keeping away from the flamesaswell as |1 could.

"Your hairissinged." The voice wasthat of awoman. "l smdl it, Latro."

I looked through the fire and saw her seated upon adais at the end of the low room. Y oung she was,
and lovely, wreathed in leaves and flowers; and flowers and leaves had been woven to make a chiton
and ahimation for her. And yet for dl her youth and beauty, and the colors and perfumes of so many
blossoms, there was something terrifying about her. When | reached thefloor, | circled the sacred hearth,
bowed low to her, and asked whether she was the Great Mother.

"No," shesaid. "I am her daughter. Because you are no friend of my mother'sit would be best for you
to cal methe Maiden."

Sherose from her seat as she spoke and came to stand before me. Slender and fragile though she
looked, her eyeswere higher than mine. "My mother cannot be everywhere, though sheisin many places
together. And so, because you have meddled in my realm, | offered to speak with you for her." She
touched my hair, brushing away the scorched ends. "My mother does not wish to meet you againin any
case. Would you not rather treat with me instead?”

"But | must meet with her," | said. | had read in this scroll what the Shining God had said and what the
prophetess had chanted, and | told the Maiden of them.

"Y ou are mistaken," the Maiden told me. "The Wolf-Killer said only that you must go to ashrine of
my mother's, not that you need speak with her. Asfor the sibyl, her words were but amuddle of the
Wolf-Killer's, cast in bad verse. Hereisthe hearth. Y ou stand in the room below, though it was not
awaysthus. Y ou wished to speak with my mother, but | am before you in her place, more beautiful than
she and agreater goddess."

"Inthat case, goddess, may | beg you to hed me and return me to my friends and my own city?'
She amiled. "Y ou wish to remember, asthe others do? If you remember, you will never forget me."
"l don't want to,” | told her, but | knew even as| spokethat | lied.

"Many do," shesaid. "Or at least many believe they do. Do you know who | am?"

| shook my head.

"Y ou have met my husband, but even heislost now among the vaporsthat cloud your mind. | am the
Queen of the Dead.”

"Then surely | must not forget you. If men and women only knew how lovely you are, they wouldn't
dread you asthey do."

"They know," the Maiden told me, and plucked alupine from her chiton. "Here is the wolf-flower for
you, who bear the wolf'stooth. Do you know whereit was born?"

| understood and said, "Beneath the soil "

The Maiden nodded. "If ten thousand others had not perished, thisflower could never have been. Itis
the dead—trees and grasses, animals and men—who send you dl you have of men, animals, trees, and
grasses.”

"Goddess, you say I've meddled in your realm. | don't remember; but restore my memory, and I'll do
whatever you want of me to make amends.”

"And what of theinjury you did my mother?"
"l don't recdl that, either,” | told her. "But | am sorry from the bottom of my heart."



"Ah, you are no longer so stiff-necked as once you were. If thiswere my affair and not hers, | would
do something for you now, perhaps. But it is hers, not mine" She smiled theinfinitely kind smileof a
woman who will not do what you ask. "I will convey your apology to her and plead your case most
eoquently.”

I think she saw the fury in my eyesbefore | knew of it mysdlf, for she took a step backward without
turning away fromme.

"No!" My hand reached for Falcata, and | learned why the gods forbid our weaponsin their temples.
"Y ou thresten me. Do you not know that | cannot be harmed by a common mortal ?*

"No," | said again. "No, | don't know that. Nor that I'm a common morta. Perhaps| am. Perhaps

"Y ou and your sword have been blessed by Asopus; but | am far greater than he, and your sword is
esewhere”

"Youreright," | said. "My handsaredl | have. I'll do the best | can with them.”
"Againgt one entitled to your reverence as a goddess and your respect as awoman.”

"If theré's no need of them, | won't use them. Goddess, Maiden, | don't want to harm you or your
mother. Yet | came hoping ... " It seemed abite of dry bread were caught in my throat; | could not

speak.
"To be as other men. To know your home and friends.”
IIYSIII

"But by threstening me, you will only come to Degath. Then you will be mine as so many others are,
your home my kingdom, your friends my daves."

"Better that than to live like this."

The stench of the gravefilled the room, so strong that it masked the smoke from the cedar fire. Death
rose through the floor and stood beside her, his skeleton hand clutching his black cloak.

"l need only say, 'Heisyours,' and your lifeispast.”
"Il face himif | mugt.”

Her smile grew warmer. "When you die at last, some monument will reed, Here rests one who dared
the gods. | will seetoit. Yet | would rather not take such ahero in hisyouth.”

Desath sank from sght as quietly as he had come.

"Y ou asked three favors of me; | will grant one, and you may choose the one. Will you be hedled? Or
returned to your friends? Or would you prefer to see your home again, though you will not recdl it?1
warn you, my mother will have afinger in it, whichever you choose; and | will make no further
concessons. If you thresten me again, you will walk in the Lands of the Living no more."

| looked into her lovely, inhuman eyes; and | could not think which to choose.

"May | offer you refreshment?’ she asked. "Y ou may sample my wine while you decide, though if you
drink deep of it, you must remain with me."

Glad of any argument that might postpone the choice, | protested, "But then, Maiden, | could see
neither my friends nor my city."

"Both will be mine soon enough. Meanwhile you are young and very brave; come and share my
couch, that agreater hero may be born. Our wineisin the columbarium there.”

She pointed, and | saw anicheinthewadll. Init stood adusty jar and a cup, once the castle of some
Spider queen. Fear woke my hair. "What isthis place?" | asked.

"Y ou do not know? How quickly they forget, above! Y our race might beg for memory better than



yourself. Y ou stand in the megaron of King Celeos. Behold hiswalls, where sits Minos his overlord,
painted from life when he visited Celeos here. Cdeosis my subject now and my husband's, and Minos
one of our chief justices; no judge could better find the guilt attached to every party in adispute than
Minaos. Behind you burns the fire in which my mother would have purified Celeoss son. When at last it
dies, dl thisland will cometo us."

| could only stare about me.

"Thisroom has waited you awhole age of theworld, but I will not. Have you chosen? Or will you
die?'

"I'll choose," | told her. "If | ask for memory, | will indeed know who | am. But | may find mysdf very
far from my city and my friends, and I've noticed that those who remember are generally less happy than
. If I choose my city, without friends or memoriesit will be as strange a place to me as this town of
Advent. So I'm going to chooseto rgjoin my friends, who, if they aretruly my friends, will tell me about
my past, and where my city lies. Have | chosen wisdy?"

"l had rather you had chosen me. Still, you have chosen, and one additiona drop joinsthe flood that
whirls usto destruction. Y our wish shdl be granted, as soon asit can be arranged. Do not cry out to me
for succor when you are caught by the current.”

Sheturned asif to go, and | saw that her back was amass of putrefaction where worms and maggots
writhed. | caught my breath but managed to say, "Do you hope to horrify me, Maiden? Every man who
has followed a plow knows what you've shown me, yet we blessyou dl the same.”

Again, shereveded her amiling face. "Beware my half sster Auge, who has stolen the south from my
mother. And keep my flower—you shdl have need of it." As she spoke, she sank dowly from sight.

At once the room grew darker despite the fire. | felt that a hundred ghosts, banished from it by her
presence, were returning. Beside Minos stood a naked man with the head of abull, his hand upon
Minass shoulder. The play of thefirdight upon his muscled chest and arms made it seem they moved. A
moment more, and he ssamped as an ox doesinthe sal.

| snatched up the lupine, fled up the steps, and dammed down the dab. Almogt, | threw the lupine
into the flames; but its blue petds shonein the firdlight, and | saw that it was but awildflower, newly
blown and brave with dew. | took off my chaplet, which had held many such blossoms, and found it
sadly wilted. It | put into the flamesinstead, and | have rolled the lupine into the last turning of this scroll.

For it seemsto me that we who bless her should not wantonly destroy what she has given.

Now | havewritten dl | recdl of thisday. Already the morning, when we cameto this place and met
with Polyhommes, is as faded as the chaplet. | have looked back to see whether | spoke with Pindaros,
Hilagira, or lo at our inn, but thereis nothing. Nor do | remember the name of theinn, nor where it
stands. | would go there now and tell Pindaros of the Maiden, but no doubt the doors would be bolted,
evenif | should findit. | have written very smdl, dways, not to waste this scroll. Now my eyes sting and
burn when | seek to read it in thefirdight, and yet nearly haf the sheets are gray with my writing. | will
write no more tonight.

CHAPTER XX—In My Room

Herein Kalleoss house, | have decided to write again. | have just read the last of what iswritten on
thisscroll, but | do not know whether it istrue or even how long it has been since | wroteit. | read
because | noticed the scroll in this chest today when | got out a clean chiton, and | thought if ever |
needed to write something | would useit. I will writefirst who | am. | think thistellsonly who | was.

| am Latro, whom Kalleos cdls her man dave. Thereisagirl davetoo, 1o, but sheistoo smal to do
heavy work. There are so La os the cook and another cook whose name | have forgotten, but they are



not daves; tonight Kalleos paid them, and they went home. Many women live here, but they are not
daveseither, | think, and they do no work—only welcome the men when they come to their couches,
and eat and drink with them. Before the men fame, some of them teased me, but | could seethey liked
me and meant no harm. Kalleos paid them this morning after thefirst medl.

One of them spoke to me afterward, when the rest had gone to the market. She said, "I'm going to
Advent tonight, Latro. Isn't it wonderful ? If you want to come, I'll ask Kalleos."

| knew Latro was my name, because that and other things are written on the door of thisroom. |
asked her why | should want to go to Advent.

"Y ou don't remember, do you? Y ou redly don't."
| shook my head.

"1 wish Pindaros hadn't gone home and left you here," she said sadlly. "Kaleoswouldn't sell you for
what he had, but | think he should have stayed and sent for more money, instead of going to get it."

| could see she was concerned for me; | told her | was happy enough, and that | had eaten all |
wanted when | finished bringing the food from the kitchen.

"Y ou said the Maiden promised you'd see your friends again. | wish she were quicker."

That waswhen | knew | had not always been in this place, and that | must have afamily and acity of
my own. Once there was avery large man and avery large woman who took care of me. | remember
helping the woman carry cuttings away when the man pruned our vines. They had spoken to me too; and
though | could understand everything Kalleos and the rest said, and spesk to them aswell asthey to me,
| knew their words were not mine, and | could speak mineto mysdf. So do | write, now. | did not know
then who the Maiden was, because | had not read this scroll; by the time | wanted to ask about her, the
woman had gone.

| stacked the dishes from the first meal and carried a stack into the kitchen. Lalos had told me his
name when | had cometo get the food. Now he said, "Have you heard about the Rope Makers, Latro?'

"No. Who are the Rope Makers?'
"The best soldiersin theworld. People say they can't be beaten.”
The other cook farted with his mouth.

"That'swhat people say—I didn't say it wastrue. Anyway, there's alochos of Rope Makers going
from house to house asking questions. The magistrates shouldn't have let them in—that'swhat | think. Of
coursethey're our dlies, and | suppose the magistrates didn't want trouble. Suppose they'd said no, and
the Rope Makers had fought their way in. With so many away with the army and navy, who knows what
would have happened?'

The other cook said, "Y ou do. And everything else.”
| asked, "Will they come here?"

"| suppose, some of them. They're going everywhere, asking crazy questions like what did you eet at
the firs med yesterday.”

The other cook said, "Then well tdl them. What's the harm in telling a Rope Maker what you had at
thefirs med?'

"Yes, well tdl them,” Lalos agreed. "Wed better.”

| carried in the rest of the dishes, and the cooks put little 1o to washing them. There was food waste,
mostly seeds and apple cores, scattered around the courtyard. Kalleostold me, "I'm your mistress,
Kaleos, Latro. | want you to sweep dl thisup. Y ou know about answering the front door?”

| nodded and told her | had read it on my own door.
"Good. And don't forget to sweep again tonight when everyone'seft. Y ou can remember that, and |



likeit clean in the morning. And Latro, no matter what they tell you, the girls have to look after their own
rooms—they'll get youto doit if they can, thelazy duts. And their rooms have to be clean by tonight. If
you see one who doesn't clean her room, you tell me.”

| sad, "l will, madame."

"And when you go to the door tonight, don't et in anyone who's drunk until he showsyou his
money—silver, not bronze or copper. Or gold. Let in anybody who has gold. But don't let in anyone
who looks poor, drunk or sober. And don't draw that crooked sword of yours unless you haveto. Y ou
shouldn't haveto."

"No, madame."

"Useyour figs, like you did on what's-his-name the other night. And when Io's finished washing up,
send her to me. Don't let those two idlersin the kitchen make her do all their work—I want her to go to
the market with me. I'll have mogt of the tuff for tonight ddlivered, and she can carry the odds and ends.
Make the deliverymen go to the back, and don't talk to them. And make them leave—after you havedl
the goods—if they try to snoop. I'm counting on you, Latro.”

Men came as soon asit grew dark, mostly bald or graying men, too old to fight. | admitted them;
when they were busy with thewomen, | dept abit in my chair by the door, only waking when the first
left. Some stayed, deeping with the women in their rooms. When the courtyard was empty, | carried the
cups and bowls back to the kitchen for 1o to wash tomorrow and got out my broom.

Many of the lamps were dark, and aman dept in one corner. | could seeit would be impossible to
clean the place well, but | decided to clean it aswell as| could. It was very pleasant in the courtyard
anyway. The thinnest-possible diver of moon peeped between the clouds and left shadows benegth the
walls, and the heat had passed. The air was soft, perfumed by the flowers Kalleos had bought that
afternoon.

| was sweeping near acorner where there were many urns holding many flowers, when awoman's
hand stroked my shoulder. | turned to see who she was, but her face was lost in the shadows. She said,
"Come, child of war. Do thet later, or never."

Knowing what she wanted, | laid my broom on the flagstones and sought her among the blossoms,
not finding her until she showed herself to me by kindling asilver lamp shaped like adove, which hung
over the couch in her chamber.

I cannot remember what women | have possessed. Perhaps there have been none. | know that for
me tonight she was the firs—that no other would have been red beside her, that our joy endured while
citiesrose and fell, and that while | clasped her the breezes of spring blew perpetualy.

My lover was half woman and half child, her cheeksand dl her flesh rose-tinted in the roseate light
from the dove, dender yet round of limb, her breasts small but perfect, her eyeslike the skies of summer,
her hair likefire, like butter, like night, ripe with myriad perfumes. "Y ou forget,” she said. "But you will
remember me"

| nodded because | could not speak. | do not think I could have lifted my hand.

"l am more lovely than my riva. Three faces she has, but none like mine. Y ou have forgotten her; you
will never forget me."

"Never." Her chamber was hung with crimson velvet; it seemed to glow inthe dim light.

"And | am lovdier far than Kore, the Maiden.” Her voice grew bitter. "Not long ago, | gave my favor
to apoor creature caled Myrrha. Better | had withheld it. Her own father bore her down, and she
became atree, a gpeechless thing with wooden limbs." A horned doorman fluttered wide, white deeves
to ensure our privacy. "Y et she bore him achild, thefairest ever seen. | locked it in achest—so you
would cdll it—to keep it safe, for | had loverswho would have used it like awoman.”

| nodded, though | would rather she had talked of love.



"| trusted her—that vile girl who cals hersdlf the Maiden, though her legs clasp Hades. She opened
the chest and stole the child. | begged for justice, but she kept it four moons each year. At last it died,
and from its blood sprang this blood-red blossom wherewelie."

| said, "I would lie hereforever, for every kiss of yoursis new to me."

"Y et you will not, O my lover. Soon, how soon you must go! But you will not forget me, nor whet |

Then shewhispered in my ear, repesting the same thing again and again in many ways. | cannot write
it here, because | do not remember what it was—and it seemsto methat even as| heard her words they

werelost; but perhaps they only sank into some part of me where memory does not go. She showed me
an apple of gold and spun the dove to makeitslight play upon that apple.

Then she was gone, and her chamber too, and | was |eft leaning on my broom in the cold court. The
moon glowed high overhead, a crescent glyph cupping some meaning | did not comprehend.

| got one of the lamps and searched among the flowers for the door to her room; when | found it, it
was only acrimson anemone, half-open, before which fluttered atiny white moth.

With my hand | brushed him away and held it up, and it seemed to me the heart of the blossoms held
aspark of laughter, but perhapsit was only atear of dew.

A woman touched my shoulder. It was Kalleos, her breath heavy with wine because she had been
drinking with the men.

"Y ou don't have to worry about that, Latro,” she said. "Poking among the flowerswith alight. Get it
tomorrow, when you can see what you're doing. Put away that broom and come with me. Y ou're afine
figure of aman, know that?'

"Thank you," | said. "What isit you want, madame?"

"Only your arm to get me to my door. I'm ready for my bed tonight, by every god, and I'll deep likea
chacis. I'veaskinin there, Latro, and I'll give you adrink before you go. It isn't right that you should
work al thetime and never get to party.”

| took her to her room, where she sat on her bed, her weight making the straps creak under the
mattress until 1 thought they must break. She told me where the wineskin was and had me pour cups for
us both; and while | was drinking mine, she blew out the lamp.

"I'm at that age when awoman looks best in the dark,” she said. "Come and sit with me.”
My hand brushed her naked bresst.
"Surely you know how to put your arm around awoman?’

It was not completely dark. | had left the door open a crack, and athread of light from the silver dove
stole in, whispering something too faint for meto hear. Kaleos had let her robefall to her hips, and |
could see her white breasts and the rounded bulge that ended in the dark cloth of her robe. | felt they
should disgust me now, but they did not. Rather it seemed that in some way Kalleos wasthe woman in
the anemone, as aword written is the spoken word, and not just a dirty smudge upon the papyrus.

"Kissme" shesaid. "And let melay down."
| did as shetold me, then took off her sandals and pulled her gown away from her legs.

By that time she was snoring. | went out, shutting the door behind me, and came here to my own
place, where | write these words.

CHAPTER XXIl—Eutaktos
The lochagos knocked as | was serving the first meal today. Kalleos moaned. "That'strouble, I'm



aureof it

Zoe, who had been boagting about the big tip she had been given the night before, said, "It might be
good news. Y ou never know."

"Anything that happens before dark is bad news when you've got a headache. When you're my age,
you'll understand.”

The knocking grew louder. Phye said, "That's not knuckles. He's pounding with something.”

It had been the grounding iron of a spear, as| learned when | opened the door. Eutaktosk and haf a
dozen shiedldmen shouldered their way in. Their hoplons and cuirasses protected their bellies, but their
helmets were pushed back, and | was able to hit one in the neck and throw Eutaktos over my hip before
the rest got their spearsleveled. | threw my chair and drew my sword, and the women began to scream.
Eutaktos was up again and had his own sword out, with 1o hanging from his sword arm and crying,
"Dont kill him!"

He shook her off. "We won't, unless he runs on the spears. Who's master here’?’

Kalleos came forward, wearing the expression she used when the women threw food. "I am, and
that's my dave youretalking about killing. If you kill him, you'll pay for him. Nine minas he cost menot a
month ago, and | have areceipt signed by aleading citizen."

"Y ou're no daughter of Hellen's™

"l didn't say | wasacitizen," Kaleos answered with dignity. "I said theman | spoke of is. HE's a sea
in command of asquadron of our warships at this very moment. Asfor me, as afreedwoman and a
resident foreigner | am protected by our laws."

Eutaktos looked sourly from her to me. "How many men here?'

"Right now? Three. Why do you want to know?"

"Get theres."

Kalleos shrugged and told Phye, "Bring in Lalosand Leon.”

"Y ou there." Eutaktos pointed to me with his sword. "Quick! Name the man who sold you.”
| shook my head.

lo said, "Hypereides, sr. Please don't hurt Latro—he can't remember.”

The shidddmen, who had been nudging one another and winking while they stared at the women, fell
Slent as though someone had given acommand. Eutaktos lowered his sword and sent it rasping back
into the scabbard. "Y ou say he doesn't remember, little girl ?*

Suddenly abashed, 10 nodded.

"We can settle thisquickly,” Eutaktostold Kalleos. "Do you have any books?!

Kaleos shook her head. "None. | keep dl my records on wax tablets."

"None at al? Want usto search? Y ou wont likeit."

"Thereé'sabook Latro hasto writein. He doesforget, as o says."

"Ah." Eutaktos glanced at one of the other Rope Makers, and both smiled. "Fetch it, woman."
"l don't know where he keepsit."

Phye said, "You won't be ableto read it, Lochagos. I've tried, but he writes in some barbaric tongue.”
Our two cooks, who had banged the pans that morning and talked loudly, looked very smdl beside her.
Theman | had hit got to hisfeet rubbing his neck.

"But he canread it to me," Eutaktos said. "L atro, bring me your book."
losad, "Hesafraid you'l takeit, sr. Y ouwont, will you?'



Eutaktos shook his head. "Do you know whereit is?"

lo nodded. "I know more about L atro than anybody."
"Then get it. Wewon't hurt him or you."

lo ran to my room and was soon back carrying this scroll.
"Good!" Eutaktos said. "And now—"

There was atap at the door. Eutaktos told one of the shieldmen to seewho it was and send him
away. Tome hesaid, "A fine book, must have cost a couple of owls. Too long for you to unroll it al
between your hands?'

| nodded.
"Then doit onthefloor, so | can seeit. Little girl, hold down the end.”
The shieldman who had been sent to the door announced, "Urgent message, Lochagos. A Milesian.”

Eutaktos nodded, and the soldier ushered in atal and very lean man with hair like ablack haystack;
he wore a purple cloak and many rings. This man darted aglance at me, another at Kaleos, and said to
Eutaktos, "Many blessings upon you, noble warrior! | have wordsthat are for your heroic earsaone.”

Kalleos came forward smiling. "I can show you to a comfortable room, Lochagos, where you two
cantdk in private. We haven't tidied up yet from last night, but—"

"No matter," Eutaktos snapped. "Take us there—we won't be long. Y ou, Latro, close your book
again and keep it s0. Basias, see that he does.™

They were back dmost at once, the Rope Maker looking pleased and the Milesian chagrined. To his
shiddmen, Eutaktos said, "This fellow's cometo tel uswhat we were about to see for oursdves. He
turned to me. "Unroll your book."

| did as he had ordered, and when | reached thefina sheet found adried flower there.
Eutaktos crouched beside me. ™'Y ou men, look here! Did everyone seethis?’
The shiddmen nodded, and severd said, "Yes, Sr."

"Remember it. Y ou may haveto tell Pausanias. Y ou heard me ask the question. Y ou heard he
couldn't answer. Y ou saw him unroll this book, you saw the flower. Don't forget those things." He stood
up. "These are high matters. It won't go well with anyone who makesamistake.”

The Milesian began, "Noble Rope Maker, if you would care—"

"l wouldn't. Y ou lonians are mad for gold. We win your battles for you, so you think weve got it.
Thereisn't aman here who's any richer than the poorest dave in this house, mysdf included.”

"Inthat case ... " The Milesian shrugged and turned to go.
"Not so fast!"
Two shieldmen blocked the door.

"You'l leave when | say, not before. Obey orders or suffer for it. Latro, you're coming with us; so's
the child. What's her name?”

"lol" 1o piped.
"Woman." Eutaktos turned to Kalleos. "Apply to Pausanias or ether of our kings and you'll be
compensated. Shut up! Y ou talk too much—all of you do up here.”

"Sir," | said, "I've got acloak and some clean chitons. May | get them?”
He nodded. "Whatever you want, aslong asthat book's part of it. Basias, go with him."
Kdleossad, "Eurykles, you're not going with them too, are you?'



"Of coursenot,” the Milesan told her.

Eutaktos turned on him. "Of course, you mean. Y ou're from Miletos, Miletosisin the Empire, the
Empire's our enemy, you're our prisoner. Curses and witchery will get your throat cut before you finish
them.”

| left with Basiasthen, and so | did not hear what e se was said. When wereturned, 1o had alittle
bundle at her feet and awooden doll under her arm. Basias|ooked inquiringly at Eutaktos and pointed to
my sword.

Kalleos explained, "He was my watchman, Lochagos. Latro, I'll keep that for you, if you like."
"No," Eutaktostold her, "Basiaswill keep it. Pausanias may returnit to him.”

The street was hot after the shade of Kalleoss courtyard. | held my belongings at my shoulder with
one hand and held 10's hand with the other; she held mine and did the same. Eutaktos marched in front of
us, staring every man he saw out of countenance and spitting every time some new city stink offended his
nogrils. The Milesian sumped sour-faced after us, muttering to himsdlf.

Basias was on my right, and on my left and behind us tramped the rest of the shiddmen, dl with long
spears, red cloaks, and big hoplons painted with the wedge-shaped | etter that the Crimson Men call the
Stylus, which seemsto meamos fit indgniafor their Silent Country. They might have been the vanguard
of an army of occupation, and the archers posted where the road | eft the city looked relieved when we
marched past.

Among the Rope Makers each shidldman has severd davesto carry his beongings, pitch histent, and
prepare hisfood. These daves had bought winein the city, so we had alittle to tir into our water (for the
shieldmen had not yet eaten thefirst medl), aswell asraw onions, boiled barley, sdt olives, and cheese.
lo says| forget, and | know | do; but | remembered then how much wine there had been on Kaleos's
table when weleft, and her melonsand figs.

Before we ate, Eutaktos sent davesinto Thought to recall the other enomotia of hislochos. When the
meal was over (which it soon was) he ordered the rest to break camp. | asked Basias where we were

gang.
"Back to Redface Idand," hetold me, "if that's where the princeis. He wants to see you."
| asked why, but he only shook his head.

lo said, "Y ou don't remember, but we sailed around Redface Idand with Hypereides. It looked
wild—just afew little villages dong the shore.”

Basias nodded. "Too many pirates. Tower Hill tradesfor us."
The Milesian had come over to listen. Heremarked, "And getsrich fromit."
"That'sther problem."” Basiasturned and stalked away.

"Odd people, aren't they?' the Milesian said. "1 know you don't recognize me, Latro, but I'm Eurykles
the Necromancer. Y ou held alight for me not long ago, when | performed one of my greatest wonders."

losaid, "You cameto Kaleoss and joined Hypereidess party. Rhodatold me."

Eurykles nodded. "That'sright, and from it you must know I'm agood friend of Kaleoss, and
KaleosisLatro'srightful owner."

"Sheisnaot!"

Helooked at her askance. Heis one of those people who can raise one eyebrow agreat deal higher
than the other.

"Latro'safree man, and I'm his dave. Kalleos said | was hers, but she didn't even have ahill for me."

"Nor does Latro, | imagine. Not that it matters now. Don't talk of buying and selling to these Rope
Makers, by the way. Among every other people in the world, trading's honorable and stealing



dishonorable; but among the Rope Makersit'sjust thereverse. Stedling'sgloriousif you don't get caught,
but trading blackens aman's name as much as keeping astdl in the market.”

| said, "You don't likethem."

"Nobody does. Some people admire them, and some people nearly worship them; but nobody likes
them, and from what I've seen of them today, they don't even like each other.”

|0 asked whether he had been to Redface Idand.

He shook his head. "There's no money past Tower Hill on theisthmus, not a scrap. Nothing but
barley, blood, and beans. Y ou saw how Eutaktos treated me when | came to him with valuable
information, didn't you? Made me aprisoner! An officer from any decent city would have filled my mouth
with slver."

| said, "Y ou cameto tell the Rope Makers about me."

"Yes, | did. It was quite clever of me, | think. Y ou see, | had heard the Rope Makers were going
through the city asking al sorts of foolish questions and paying no attention to the answers. They'd ask
someone where held eaten dinner, and most would say in their own houses, and afew a some friend's
house, and one or two at an inn or acookshop; but it didn't seem to matter, no matter what they said.
And after I'd listened to half adozen storieslikethat, it dawned on me that they were looking for aman
who didn't know. That had to be you."

lo asked, "What's my master ever doneto you, fellow?'

Euryklesgrinned. "Why, nothing. But | didn't think they were going to harm him, and | till don't.
Judging from what Eutaktos says, Pausaniasisjust as gpt to honor him. Besides, they would have found
him sooner or later anyway—I wastoo late, actualy—and | may still get something out of it."

"I thought you didn't want to be their prisoner.”

"Yes, but it'sthair ingratitude that rankles. Anytime redly want to leave, I'll just render my person
invisbleand groll awvay."

Then thelast of the Rope Makers came out of the city and we left, each shieldman with hisdaves
marching behind him and carrying his hoplon, hemet, and spear, aswell asthe other things, and 1o,
Eurykles, and | behind Eutaktos as before. Now we are camped by a spring, and 1o has reminded me
that before | deep | should write down what happened today. A woman with two torches and two
houndsis beckoning from the crossroads, and when | have finished writing this| will goto seewhat itis
shewants.

CHAPTER XXII—The Woman at the Crossroads

The Dark Mother frightened me. Sheisgone, but | am till afraid. 1 would not have thought | could be
frightened by awoman even if she held aknife to my throat; but the Dark Mother is no common woman.

When | |eft the fire and went to speak to her, she seemed nothing more, awoman such as anyone
might seein any village. Her eyes were dark, her hair black and bound with afillet. Thetop of her head
came only to my shoulder. She held atorch in each hand, torches that smoked, sending up black columns
to the night sky.

Her dogs were black too, and very large—I think of the kind kings use to hunt lions, though I cannot
remember ever having seen such ahunt. Their muzzles cameto her ebows, and sometimestheir ears
stood erect like the ears of wolves. Their spittle was white and shone, even when it had dropped from
their flewsto the ground.

"Y ou do not know me," the Dark Mother said, "though you have seen me each night.”
When | heard her voice | knew she was aqueen, and | bowed.



"These dogs of mine could tear you to bits, do you know that? Do you think you could resist them?"
"No, great mistress,” | said. "Because they are yours."

Shelaughed, and at the sound of her laughter, things stirred among the trees. "That isagood answer.
But do not call me mistress [The word Latro used was probably despoina (Gk. &Y 666iéid). —G. W];
that word means an owner of the earth, and sheis my enemy. | am Enodia, the Dark Mother."

"Yes, Dark Mother."
"Will you forget me, when you see me no longer?!
"I will gtrive not to forget, Dark Mother."

She laughed again, and the tirring told me the things waiting among the trees were so near they could
amost be seen.

"l am the woman of poisons, Latro. Of murder, ghosts, and the spellsthat bring death. | am the
Queen of the Neurians; and | am three. Do you understand?’

"Yes, Dark Mother," | said. "No, Dark Mother."

"Today you passed many farms. There you must have seen my image, cut in wood or ssone—three
women, standing back to back."

"Yes, Dark Mother, | saw theimage. | did not know what it meant." My teeth warred in my mouth,
the teeth above againgt the teeth below.

"Y ou do not remember, yet you have looked often at the moon and seen me, as | have seen you.
Oncewhen | heard acertain one called the God in the Tree, | came while you stood in water. | sought
him but found he was not Hewhom | sought. Do you recal meas| wasthen?'

| could not speak; | shook my head.

Asthe darkness vanishes when the moon steps from behind a cloud, so she vanished. In her place
stood thelovely virgin | had seen beside the lake after | had dept with Hilaeira,

"Y ou remember now," thevirgin said, and smiled. "Earth's power isgreat, but | am hereand sheis
not." She held abow, just as| remembered, and there were seven arrowsin the cestus at her waist. The
Dark Mother's hounds fawned on her.

"Yes" | said. "'l remember. Oh, thank you!" and | knelt and would have kissed her feet but that the
hounds bared their teeth at me.

"l am no friend of yours, save asyou are the enemy of my enemy; and when | am gone, you will
forget me once more."

"Then never go!" | begged her. "Or take me with you."

"| cannot stay, and you cannot go where | go. But | have cometo tell you of the place to which you
will go soon. Itismy country—do you understand? Call me Huntress now, for that iswhat they call me
there, and Auge.”

"Yes, Huntress"
"Onceit was Gaeds. | sent my people, and they took it for me, breaking her dtars.”
"Yes, Huntress"

"Y ou must not seek to loose their grasp, and because you will forget, | desireto send adave with you
who will remind you. Happily, there is someone with you who has sworn to serve me without reservation,
and thusis minewholly to do with as| choose."

"And I, Huntress."

"Hardly, though | know you mean well. Look at this" She held out her hand; init writhed alittle
snake no longer than my finger. "Take her, and keep her safe.”



| took it, but I had nowhereto put it. | held it in my hand, and in amoment it seemed to vanish; | held
nothing.

"Good. Down that road isafarmhouse.” The Huntress pointed with her bow. "It isnot far, and you
need not fear that the shieldman set to watch you will wake. Y ou must go to that farm and make its
people give you awineskin and a cup. When you meet the one who has dedicated himsdlf to me, you
must make him drink, and you must put my serpent into the cup. Do you understand?”

"Huntress," | said, "l have lost your serpent.”

"Y ou will find her again when the time comes. Now go. | send my dogs before you to rouse the
house."

As she spoke, they flashed from her side. For an instant | saw them streaking down the road she had
indicated; then they were gone.

| turned and followed them, knowing that was what the virgin wished meto do. When | had taken
fifty stepsor so, the urge to see her once more overwhelmed me, and | looked over my shoulder.

I wish I had not, because she was gone. The Dark Mother stood where she had stood, holding her
torches; wisps of fog and dark, shapeless things had | &ft the trees to be with her. Someone screamed and
| began to run, though | could not have said whether | ranto give aid or to fly the Dark Mother. The
farmhouse was like ahundred others, of rough brick with athatched roof, its farmyard surrounded by a
low wall of mud and sticks. The gate had been broken; | entered easily. Inside, the wooden figure of the
three women had been thrown down, though the dtarsto either sde of the door had not been touched.
The door was whole, but as | approached it a man with staring eyes flung it open and ran out. He would
have collided with me as one horseman rides down another, had | not caught him as he came. | asked,
"Areyou thefather of this hearth?'

"Yes" hesad.
"Then | can take away the cursg, | think; but you must give me fregly askin of wine and acup.”

His mouth worked. I think it would have foamed had there been any moisture there. The screaming
inside had stopped, though a child wept.

"Givemethewine" | told him.
Without another word he turned and went in again, and | followed him.

Hiswife came to him, naked and weeping, her face twisted with fear and grief. Shetried to spesk,
but only the noises of grief and fear could pass her lips. He pushed her to one side; when she saw me she
clasped mefor protection, and | put my arm about her.

The man returned with awineskin and a cup of unglazed clay. "This has waited two seasons," he said.
| saw that he himsalf was no older than |, and perhaps younger.

Tdling him to comfort hiswife, | went back outside. There | set up theimageinitsplace again,
poured alittle wine into the cup, and sprinkled afew drops before each of the threefigures, caling them
Dark Mother, Huntress, and Moon. Before | had finished, silence settled on the house, and an owl
hooted from the wood.

The farmer and hiswife came out to me, she now wearing agown and leading agirl younger than o
by the hand. | told them | did not think they would be troubled again. They thanked me many times; and
he brought alamp, another skin of wine, and cups like the one he had given me. We dl drank the
unmixed wine, the child spping from her mother's cup that she might deep soundly, as her mother said. |
asked them what they had seen.

The child would say only that it had been abad thing; | did not question her further, seeing that it
made her afraid. The woman said that ahag with staring eyes had sat upon her and held her motionless
by aspdll; she had been unable to breathe. The man spoke of awinged creature, not abird nor a bat,



that had flapped after him from room to room.

| asked whether any of them had seen adog. They told me they owned adog and had heard him
bark. We went to look for him in hiskennd behind the house and found him deed, though there was no
mark upon him. He was old and white at the muzzle. The man asked whether | was an archimage; | told
him only for thisnight.

When | |€eft the farmhouse, afigure moved at the crossroad, and | saw many tiny lights, though the
Dark Mother and her torches were gone. It was the Milesian; he started up as though frightened when |
approached him, though he relaxed when he saw my face. "Latro!" he exclaimed. "There's someone ese
awake, at least. Do you know the Rope Makers didn't even post aguard? There's confidence for you."

| asked what he was doing.

"Just alittle sacrifice to the Triple Goddess. Road crossings like this are sacred to her, provided
theré's no house in sight, and the dark of the moon is the best time. | hadn't thanked her properly yet for
the great boon she gave mein the city—you were there and saw it, what a pity you don't remember!
Anyway, this seemed agood chanceto do it. Then thisfellow"—he pointed to the sacrifice, ablack
puppy—"wandered up to me, and | knew it had to be propitious.”

| sad, "If you haven't finished ... "

"Oh, no. | completed thelast invocation just as| heard your step.” He bent and picked up the glowing
things that formed a circle around the puppy, then looked significantly at the wineskin. ™Y ou've been
buying from the peasants, | see.”

I nodded and asked whether he was dedicated to the Triple Goddess.

"Yesindeed. Ever since |l wasalad. She gives her worshipers all they ask—even old Hesiod says so
in hisverses, though none of his countrymen seemed to heed him. | admit she has some strange way's of
doingit."

I knew then that he was the one of whom the Huntress had spoken, and | loosened the thongs of the
wineskin and poured wineinto the cup. "What isit you have asked of her?’

"Power, of course. Gold isonly akind of power, and not the best kind. Asfor women, I've had a
good many, and | find | prefer boys."

Tofill thetime, | said, "Power will get you dl you wish of those. Kings have no difficulty.”

"Of course not. But real power isnot of thisworld, but of the higher one—the ability to cal back the
dead and summon spirits; the knowledge of unseen things.”

| Spped from the cup, and as | lowered it, felt the little snake gtir in the hand that held the skin. When
| poured more wine into the cup, | dropped the snakein with it.

TheMilesan drained it a agulp. "Thanks. | owe you something for that, Latro." He wiped hismouth
on the back of hishand. "I'd initiate you into the mystery of the goddess, but you'd forget, and it can't be
written down."

Side by side we walked back to the tents of the Rope Makers. My bed wasin Basiasstent; | do not
know with whom the Milesan'swas. He asked if we might share another cup beforewe dept. | told him
| had drunk al the winel wanted, but | would gladly give him another. He drank it and wished mea

good night.
| tried to wish him the same, but the words stayed in my throat.
"Eurykles" hetold me, thinking that | had forgotten his name.
"Yes, Eurykles" | said. "Good luck, Eurykles. | know your goddessis pleased with you."
He smiled and waved before he went into one of the tents.
| lay down, and after along time | dept. Now the sky grows light, and though | would sooner forget



what happened last night, | think it best to writeit here.

CHAPTER XXlll—In the Village

| am writing thisin the courtyard of the inn. Eutaktos had been so eager to leave Thought that he did
not buy provisonsfor the return to Redface Idand. | think perhaps he bdieved d so that he could get
them more chegply away from the city, and in that | suppose he wasright. Anyway, we have hated here,
and Eutaktos and some others are bargaining for food in the market. | am writing because | have not yet
forgotten what took place last night, though | do not remember how | came to be among these Rope
Makers.

The Milesian came to me when we halted here and said, "L et'sfind awineshop. I'll repay you for
what you gave melast night." | pretended to have forgotten, but he pressed meto go anyway, saying,
"Basias can come with us. Then they can't say we were trying to get away.”

Soon the Milesian, Badias, |0, and | were Sitting very comfortably at atable in the shade; therewasa
jar of old wine and one of cold well water in the center of the table, and each of us had a cup before him.
"Y ou will recdl that we were discussing the Triple Goddess | ast evening,” the Milesian said to me. "At
least, | hope you will. That hasn't goneyet, hasit?!

I shook my head. "I can remember our camping outside thisvillage late last night, and everything that
came after that."
lo asked, "Where are we, anyway? Isthisfar from Advent?'

"ThisisAcharnae," the Milesian told her. "We're about fifty stades from Advent, which will be our
next stop. It would have been alittle shorter aong the Sacred Way, but | suppose Eutaktosfelt there
was too much danger of incurring acharge of impiety." He looked at Basiasfor confirmation, but the
Rope Maker only shrugged and put his cup to hislips.

"I've been to Advent before,” 1o told the Milesian. "With Latro and Pindaros and Hilaeira. Latro dept
inthetemple”

"Redly? And did helearn anything?'
"That the goddess would soon restore him to hisfriends.”
| asked lo to tell me about that.

"1 don't know much, because you didn't tell me much. | think you told Pindaros more than me, and
you probably wrote more than you told Pindaros. All you said to me was that you saw the goddess, and
she gave you aflower and promised you'd see your friends soon. We were your friends, Hilaeiraand
Pindarosand me, but | don't think she meant us. | think she meant the friends you lost when you were
hurt."

Badaswas|ooking a me narrowly. "She gave you aflower in adream?”
| said, "I don't know."
lotold him. "Hejust said shegave him one”

The Milesian spun an owl on the table asif hoping for an omen. "Y ou can never tell about goddesses.
Or gods either. Possibly adream with agoddessin it ismore rea than a day without one. The goddess
makesit so. That'swhat I'd liketo be."

| was surprised. "A goddess?'

"Or agod. Whatever. Find some little place, impress the people with my powers, and make them
build meatemple.”

Badastold him, "Y ou'd better put morewater in that."



The Milesan smiled. "Perhapsyoureright.”

"Drinking unmixed wine will drive aman mad—everybody knowsthat. The Sons of Scoloti doit, and
they're all asmad as crabs.”

"Y et I've heard there are little villages dong your coast where the people worship sea godswho've
been forgotten everywhere e sein theworld.”

Basias drank again. "Who cares what daves do? Or who their dave gods are?”

lo said, "We had four Sons of Scoloti on Hypereidess ship with us, Latro. But then one left the night
the sailor died and never came back."

Basiasnodded. "What did | tell you?'

The Milesian spun hiscoin again. "Not al of them are Sons of Scoloti. Some are Neurians; there was
aNeurianinthecity."

"Who arethey? 1 never heard of them."

"They live east of the Sons of Scoloti and have much the same manners and customs. At least, when
we see them.”

Basias poured himsdf more wine. "Then who cares?

"Except that they can change themsdvesinto wolves. Or anyway they changeinto wolves. Some
people say they can't control it." The Milesian lowered hisvoice. "Latro, you don't remember how |
raised awoman in the city, but one of them had opened her grave. | had planned, you see, just to
produce aghost; but when | saw that broken coffin—well, the opportunity was too good to miss."

The innkeeper, who had been lounging against the wall not far away, sauntered over tojoin the
conversation. "I couldn't help but hear what you said about men who change to wolves. Y ou know, we
had somethin’ a bit odd happen just last night, right herein Acharnae. Family deepin’ peacefully in their
beds, when just like athunderclap the place was full of | don't know what you call 'em. People talk about
Sabaktes and Mormo and al that, kind of like they was ajoke. These wasn't, though they didn't write
their namesonthewals." The Milesan said, "They vanished a dawn, | assume. | wish | might stay here
another day, so | might exorcise them for those good people; my fame in that line outreaches the known
world, though | hesitate to say it. But | fear the noble Eutaktos means for usto march again after the first

"They'regonedready," theinnkeeper said. "I haven't talked to the family myself, but | know them that
have, and they say aman cometo the door just asthey was runnin' out. He said to give him a skin of
wine and held fix things. So they did, and he set up the figure of the three goddesses that had been
knocked down and poured out a bit to each goddess. Soon as he did that, they was gone." The
innkeeper paused, looking from face to face. "Hewas ared tal man, they said, with ascar on hishead.”

The Milesian yawned. "What happened to the wine? | don't suppose he poured it dl out.”

"Oh, he kept that. Some people are say in' he probably whistled up those whatever-they-weres just
to getit. | say that for aman who could do that, he was satisfied awful cheap.”

"And sowould |," the Milesian drawled when the innkeeper had |eft. He spun the owl on the table as
before. "But then, it al depends on just whom the wonder's worked for, doesn't it? When | raised the
dead woman in the city, | had sense enough to take her around to some wealthy patrons before
cockcrow. Mogt of them weren't my patrons before they saw her, to be sure. But they were afterward.
Some people despise wedth, however. | do mysdlf."

"Youdon'ttak likeit," Basastold him.
"Do you have any money?"
"| thought thiswas your treat.”



"Oh,itis. | just want to know whether you've got any."
"Couple of obols," Basias admitted.

"Then throw them away. They're no good where were going, or so peopletdl me. Tossthem into the
dirt there. I'm sure that fellow who just left will be happy to pick them up.”

Basias darted the Milesian asurly look but said nothing.

"Y ou see, you don't despise money. Nor do |. Wedth is suffy and stupid and arrogant, and the only
good thing about it isthat it has money. Money'slovely stuff—just look at this" He held up the owl. "See
how it shines? On one Side the owl: the male principle. On the other, the Lady of Thought: thefemae
principle.” He spun the coin on the table. "Money aways gives you something to think about.”

Basias asked, "Do you know what Pausanias did after the Battle of Clay?”
The Milesian looked bored, but 10 piped, "Tdl ug!”

"We killed Mardonius and got his baggage. So Pausaniastold his cooksto cook amed just like they
would havefor him and his staff. He called in dl our officers and showed it to them. | wasn't there, but
Eutaktos was, and he told me. Pausanias said, 'See the wealth of these people who have cometo share

our poverty.' "

"It's perfectly true.” The Milesian nodded, still spinning his coin. "By our standards, the wedlth of the
Empireisincaculable. His name wasn't really Mardonius, by theway. It was Marduniya. It means'the
warrior.'"

Basiassad, "l couldn't say that without wrenching my mouth.”

"You'l haveto learn to wrench your mouith, if you hopeto get rich while you're liberating the Asan
citieswith Pausanias.”

"Who sad | did?’

"Why, noone. | sad'if.'"

"Y ou say too much, Eurykles."

"l know. | know." The Milesian rose. "But now, if you'll excuse me, kind friends, | have to—where
doesonedo it here, anyway? In back, | suppose.”

No one spoke for amoment, then Basias said, "I'd like to go with him."
| asked why he did not.

"Because I'm supposed to stay with you. But I'd like to see what he has under dl those clothes. Did
you ever?'

"See him naked?' | asked. "Not that | remember.”

lo said, "Neither havel, and | don't want to. I'm too little for that.”

Basiasgrinned at her. "Anyway, you know it. Haf don't. But if you change your mind, I'll show you a
way."

I sad, "And | will kill you for it."

"Y ou mean youll try, barbarian.”

losaid, "Latro isn't abarbarian. He talks just as good as you do. Better."

"Tak, yes, but can hewrestle?"

"Y ou saw him throw your lochagos.”

Basiaswas grinning again now. "I did, and it st me wondering. Want about, barbarian?' He drained
hiswine,

"Same rulesthey usein Olympia—no hitting, no kicking, no holds below thewais.”



| stood and took off my chiton. Basiaslaid his sword belt on the table and took off his cuirass, then
pulled his own chiton over his head. The innkeeper gppeared from nowhere with half adozen loungersin
histrain. "Just afriendly bout,” Basiastold him.

He was shorter than by ahand, but atrifle heavier. When he extended hisarm for me, it waslike
gripping the limb of an oak. In amoment he had me by thewalst; and in amoment more, | wasflat on my
back inthe dirt.

"Easy meat," Basassaid. "Didn't anybody ever teach you?'
| said, "l don't know."
"Well, that's onefdl. Three and you lose. Want to try again?'

| bathed my handsin dust to dry the swest. Thistime helifted me over hishead. "Now if | wanted to
hurt you, barbarian, 1'd throw you into the table. But that would spill the wine."

Theinnyard swung dizzily until it was where the sky should be, then dapped me asaman swats afly.
"Two fadlsfor me. Got anything left?"

My eyeswere wet with the tears of shame, and | wiped them on the back of my arm. One of the
loungerstold theinnkeeper, "I'll take my obol now. Why not save the time and trouble?"

lowas saying, "I'll bet you another obol," to the lounger by thetime | had my knees under me.
"Bet with achild? Let me see your money. All right, but you'd beafool if hewere Heracles.”

Theoak limb | had imagined amoment earlier appeared before my eyes. "'l can't help you up,” the big
man who held it rumbled. "It's againgt the rules. But it's not againgt them to take your time getting up, and
you'd better do it."

| got afoot beneath me but kept one knee on the ground as | wiped my forehead.

"He's beating you by lifting you, like | beat Antaeus. Y ou haveto keep hold of him dl thetime. He
cantlift himsdlf."

When Basias offered me hisarm again, | closed with him, gripping him under the arms as he gripped
me by thewai <.

"Hell try to bend you back," the man with the club said. "Twist and squeeze. Every musclein your
arm'sapiece of raw hide. They're drying in the sun, pulling up. Hear hisribs creak? Dig into his neck
with that sharp chin of yours."

Wefdl together. When | had climbed off him, Basias said, "Y ou're learning. That's onefor you.
Y ou've got to give meyour arm thistime."

| turned him upside down and found that his lower ribs were softer than the upper ones. Hisarms
were no longer as hard as they had been. With one hand on hiswaist and one at his shoulder, | was able
to get him above my head. "Y ou didn't throw me at thetable,” | told him. "So | won't do it to you either.”

The big man with the club pointed to the lounger who had bet with lo.
| sad, "All right," and knocked the lounger off hisfeet with Basias.
The Milesian applauded, rapping the tabletop with his cup.

"Good!" the big man whispered. "Now let himwin."

CHAPTER XXIV—Why Did You Lose?

lo asked her question with her eyesas| sat writing. | said, "I don't know." And then, thinking of the
man with the club and why he might have spoken as he had, "Do you think we'd be better off if I'd won?
Besides, it wouldn't have been fair. Suppose Basias had thrown me into the table. That would have



ended the match.”
He came out of the inn with grease on the place where he had hurt hisarm. "Any wine left?"
lotilted thejar and peered ingde. "Almogt hdf-full.”
"l can useit. Your master'saman of his hands, girl. With sometraining he might do for the Games."
"You'd better water that,” shetold him. "It drives you mad.”
"I'll spitinit. Samething." Helooked at me. "Y ou redlly don't know who you are?'
| shook my head. The Milesian stirred in hisdeep, groaning likeawomanin love.

"Y ou're abarbarian by the look of you. No Hellene ever had abeak like that. No helot either. That
sword of yourslooksforeign too. Y ou have any armor?’

lo said, "He used to have front and back plates, round things that hung over his shouldersand tied at
thewaid. | think Kalleos has them now."

Basiasdrained his cup and filled it again. "l saw alot of those on dead men at Clay, but they don't
help memuch."

| said, "Tel us about the battle. Y ou were there, and I'd like to know."

"What happened to you? | can't tell you that without knowing where you were." He dipped afinger in
hiswine. "Here's our army. That'saridgedline, see? Over hereésthe enemy.” He poured a puddle on the
table. "The plain was black with them. One of our officers—Amompharetosis his name—had been
giving Pausanias trouble. He should have been asked to the council, see? Only he wasnt. Either the
message never got to him, which iswhat Pausanias says, or Pausanias never sent it. That's what
Amompharetos said. They finaly got it patched up, so Pausanias put Amompharetos and his taksis back
herein reserve to show hetrusted him.”

losad, "It looksto melike hedidn't.”

"Y ou're no man; you'll never understand war. But the reserve's the most important part of the army.
It's got to go to the hottest place when the army'slosing. There were more hills here on theright, with all
the men from that dirty place wejust &t hiding behind them. Were out where the enemy can see us, then
Pausanias givesthe order to pull back.”

lointerrupted. "Is Pausanias one of your kings? And do you redly have two?"

"Sure we've got two," Basiastold her. "It'sthe only system that works."

"I'd think they'd fight."

"That'sit. Suppose there wasjust one. A lot of people havetried that. If he's strong, he takes every

man's wife, and the sons too. He does whatever he likes. But look at us. If one of ourstried that, we'd
sde with the other. So they don't. But Pausaniasisn't aking, he's regent for Pleistarchos.”

Basias held up his cup to me. | poured alittle wine from mineinto hisand let him do the same. "Over
heresthe Molois," he continued, "amost dry. Heres Hysiae and here's Argiopium, just avillage around
the temple of the Grain Goddess."

The grass underfoot isydlowing, the sky so light ablueit hurtsthe eyes. Brown hillsrise at the end of
the yellow plain. Dark horsemen cross and recross; beyond them the red cloaks of the enemy seep away
like blood from a corpse. Mardoniusis on hiswhite sdlion in the midst of the Immortas. The trumpets
are blowing, and the heralds shout to advance. | try to keep our hundred together, but Medes with bows
and big wicker shields press through our formation, then spearmen and bowmen with bodies painted
white and red. We run across the plain, the swifter outpacing the dower, the lightly armed dways farther
ahead of the heavily armed, until | can see no one | know, only dust and running strangers, and ahead the
shining bronze wall of the hoplons, the bristling hedge of the spears.



Little 1o was pressing my forehead with awet cloth. An enemy bent over me, his horsehair crest
nodding, hisred cloak faling beside his shoulders. | reached for Falcata, but Fal cata was gone.

"It'sdl right,” lo said. "All right, mesgter.”

The enemy straightened up. "How long's he been like this?' It was Eutaktos, and | knew him.
"Not long," 10 said. "Badas sent one of the inn servantsfor you."

| tried to say | waswdll, but it came from my lipsin thistongue, not in thers.

"Hetaksalot," 1o told Eutaktos, "only you can't understand it. Most of the time he doesn't seem to
seme”

| said, "I'm better now," speaking asthey.
Eutaktos said, "Good, good,” and knelt beside me. "What happened? Basias hit you?"

| did not understand what he meant. "We broke," | told him. "Even when they made anew shieldwall
we were only amob behind it. The Medes took the spearsin their hands and broke them, died. The
arrows were no good, and | can't find Falcata."

losad, "That'shissword.”

| told them Marcus was deed, and | could not find Umeri, that we should not have gone to Riverland.
Eutaktos said, "Therés magic in this. Wheres that magician?'

lo gestured. "Adeep outside.”

"He was, maybe. Not now. | would have seen him." Eutaktos stamped away and | sat up.

"Areyou better, master?"

lo'slittle face looked so concerned | had to laugh. "Yes" | said. "And | know you. But | can't think
who you are.”

"I'm lo, your dave girl. The Shining God gave meto you."

We were in acramped, dark room that smelled of smoke. | said, "I don't remember. What isthis
place?"

"Jug aninn.

A tal, ugly woman with short black hair camein, saying, "Hello, Latro. Do you remember me?”
| said, "Latro?"

"Yes, you're Latro, and I'm your friend Eurykles. Kaleossfriend too. Do you recal Kalleos?"
| shook my head.

"I'm supposed to hedl you," the woman said, "and | want to. But | don't know what happened—I
wastaking anap. It might helpif | did."

lo sad, "Do you remember how he wrestled with Basias?'

"Y es. Basas threw him twice, then he threw Basias twice, then Basias threw Latro again to end the
bout. We all had adrink on it, and Basias went in here to try to find something to put on that bad place
on hisarm. Latro wanted to writein hisbook—"

| looked at 10 and tried to stand. She said hadtily, "I haveit right here, master. Y our stylustoo.”
"—and | got deepy and lay down. What happened after that?'

"Basias came back and they drank some more, and Basias asked Latro if he had any armor.” 10
looked at me. "Basias has your sword, master. He's keeping it for you."

The ugly woman sad, "Go on."
"And | said hedidn't. Then Latro said to tell him about the battle. | guess he meant the one where



everybody in our Sacred Band got killed. Anyway Basias knew, and he told us about their kings and
where the armies were." 10 paused for breath.

"Then Latro shouted. He kept on shouting and knocked over the wine, and Basias got hold of him
from in back and tried to throw him down, but Latro got loose. Then Basiasand alot of men from theinn
caught him and threw him down and he stopped shouting. He talked alot, but you couldn't understand
him, and they carried himin here. Basias said it was because he didn't put enough water in hiswine, but
he did. He put alot morein than Basasdid.”

The ugly woman nodded and sat beside me on the low bed. "What was the matter, Latro? Why were
you shouting?'
"Weadl were" | told her. "Running toward the enemy and shouting. They were retresting—we had 0

many more than they—and it seemed as though a good push would end the war. Then they turned like an
ek with athousand points.

"l see" A few hairs sprouted from the woman's chin; she pulled at them with her fingers. "Eutaktos
thinksit'switchery, but I'm beginning to doubt it; the malice of someone on the Mountain seems more
likely. We might try asacrificeto the War God. Or ... Latro, these Rope Makers have ahedler called
Aesculgpius. Do you know of him?”

| shook my head.

"He might be best, since you're under their protection, or ought to be. I'll talk to Eutaktos about it. I'll
aso compound acharm for you, caling upon certain powerswith whom | have influence. Hedthisn't one
of their concerns, usudly—till, they may be able to do something.”

When the ugly woman |&ft, o wanted to stay with me; but | would rather have her where she can
discover what'staking place and return to tell me. Before sheleft | had her bring me astoal, so | might
write thisin comfort. Eutaktos has put two shieldmen at the door, but they permit it to stand open, and |
am gtting so the light falls upon the papyrus.

lo has returned to say that the daves of the Rope Makers are building an altar to the Healing God the
ugly woman spoke of. She says Basias has been to this god's great temple on Redface Idand, and that
when Eutaktos has sacrificed for me | will have to deep beside the dltar. In her absence, | had been
reading this scroll, and thus | know | dept in the temple of the Grain Goddess once in much the same

way.
lo says Eutaktosintends to leave this place and go to Advent tomorrow, whether the god appears or
not. From Advent thereis a good road to Redface Idand.

| asked her about the ugly woman who promised to make me a charm; she saysthereisno such
woman, that it was Eurykles of Miletos, who wears apurple cloak but isaman. That seems stranger to
me than any of the strange things | have read in this scrall.

The innkeeper brought my supper, and | asked for alamp. He said he had lost abet on me, but it
was worth it to see the man he bet with knocked down. He asked a great many questions about who |
was and where | came from, none of which | could answer. He says he sees many foreignersin histrade,
but he could not tell me where my country lies.

| asked him to tell methe nations | was not from. Hereiswhat he said: Not aHellene. (Which | knew
aready, of course.) Not of Persepolis. (I asked him about this place; it isthe Great King's city.) Not of
Riverland. (This| knew, because | recalled thinking we should not have gone there. Plainly | have been
there, and though it is not my home, it may be that someone there knows me.) Not of Horseland, the Tall
Cap Country, or the Archers Country. Not a Carian.

| am more determined to find my friends and my home than ever now, because of thethings| have
read here. | fed that though | may forget everything ese, | will not forget that. The Queen of the Dead
promised | will soon see my friends again, and | wonder if they too are not prisoners of the Rope



Makers. | would try to deep, but when | shut my eyes| seethe wall of spears, the wicker shields
trampled down, the bodies of the dead, and the white walls of the temple.

CHAPTER XXV—I, Eurykles, Write

Asrequested by your dave, lo, | shdl describe the events of the past night and day, turning her
wordsinto such as may properly be set down. She asks this because Eutaktos the Spartiate has
forbidden you should have this book, thinking that writing in it as you do has disordered your mind. She
wishes arecord to be kept that she may read it to you when this book is restored to you, and | form the
|etters better than she, and smdler.

But before | write as she has directed me, permit meto say somewhat of mysdf. For though it may
be, Latro, that the august regent wishesyouill, it may aso be that he wishes you well—as, indeed, it is
my fond hope he does. How then will you recollect your friend and companion on this journey to the
dour ide of Pelops, if | do not here record some outline of my person as a corrective to your errant
memory? So shdl | now do, after placating little 1o (fiery asthe gadfly), who nibbles her lipswith
impatience.

Very well then, and briefly: | wasbornin Miletos, in the lesser Asa, my father having been, as
Mother dways assured me, adistinguished citizen of that, my native city. When | was but e even years of
age, the Triple Goddess appeared to mein adream, pointing out the leaves of a certain plant and urging
me by their aid to escape another boy, at whose hands | had suffered many injustices. After severa
errors, | discovered the correct plant in the waking world and contrived to dip ayoung and tender |eaf
into aconfection | feigned to eat until hetook it from me. Hewasill for severa days preceding his death,
which awise priest summoned by his parents ascribed quite correctly to the darts of the Far-Shooting
Ddlian.

Following thisboy's demise, | made—as you, my dear friend, may imagine—many, many sacrifices;
and though they were but sparrows, frogs, and suchlike boyish things, | am bold (or rather say, | have
such impudence) enough to suppose that they were accepted in the spirit in which awilling heart offered
them, however young. In ayear or less, | heard of the grest Carian templeto her, at no great distance
inland from my city. Thither | journeyed, waking most of theway. There| made aprayer to that dy
messenger who lends to thieves hiswinged hedl's and managed to procure amost suitable sacrifice in the
form of alarge black rabbit with a crescent moon of white upon its forehead. (For thisanimal | was
complimented by a priest, akindness | have not—O subtle reeds, bear withess—forgotten to thisday.)

Upon returning to Miletos, | discovered that Mother had seized the occasion of my absenceto
remove hersdf from the city; some said to Samos, othersto Chios. Here was the hand of the goddess
clearly, and | resolved that she alone would be my mother henceforth. | attached mysdf asfirmly as|
could to all who werein her good graces, and offered my services to those who, like prudent
Agamemnon, called King of Men, sought her favor.

Tome, at least, it has been granted in full. | do not scruple to say in any company that thereis neither
man nor woman more skilled in her mysteriesthan |, or more adept a the weaving of curses, the
compounding of poisons, or theraising of ghosts. Y ou yourself were present at my greatest triumph,
Latro, and | pray that divine Trioditis, who seesthe past aswell asthe present and the future, may
someday restore what you have logt, that you may give witnesstoit.

In my person | am atrue son of lon, far taler than the ruck of men and blessed with adancer's frame,
hardy and graceful rather than muscular. My eyes are prominent, as are the bones of my cheeks. My
nose and mouth are delicate, my lofty forehead half-conceded by abundant hair. If the slamping 1o soon
reads you this, you may know me by my chlamys, which has been dyed a pleasing color with the juice of
mulberries.

Asafregquent visitor to her city, | gained the friendship of your mistress, Kaleos, ahappy event made



twice happy for me by the triumph | have aready mentioned. Sufficeit to say that you and I, in company
with certain others, among whom lo of the burning eye was not included, made our way from your
mistress's house to a certain place of buria, and there discovered One whom | restored—for a brief time
at leest—to the Lands of the Living. It wasthe wonder of al beholders, and should you find it difficult to
credit what | say, | urge you to return to the city we have left, where you will find the matter talked of by
dl.

For your sake, then, | have compounded acharm calculated to calm and restore your mind—this at
your own request and Eutaktoss aswell. And indeed | would have acted had either of you asked aone.

For the Moon, asingle white stone. For the Huntress, one of the minute arrowheads made before the
time of the gods, which the initiate may sometimes discover. For the Dark, asingle black hair plucked
from the head of one who has dedicated himsalf wholly—that isto say, from my own head. With athorn
of the white-flowered briar dipped in my own blood, | wrote upon a scrap of cypress bark my pleafor
you to the goddess. All these | bound in acircle of deerskin and with mighty invocations hung about your
neck on athong.

The sophists would say that al these things—stone, dart, hair, prayer, and hide—count for nothing; or
at most that they serve only to turn the minds of priest and supplicant to the gods. Y et | have observed
that those who believe so win no favor, and thus | myself believe that they are something more. With the
charmin place (as 1o urgently bids mewrite), Eutaktos and I, with 1o and some others, escorted you to
the altar | had ordered the davesto build. There the holy fire was kindled, there Eutaktos himself offered
asacrificefor you, and there you remained, circled at some distance by sentries. | regret | was not
present when you reported to Eutaktos in the morning; but 1o was, having secreted herself nearby with
that stealth and cunning so well suited to the cattle-raising haf barbarians from whom she proceeds. Her
description of the conversation is prolix indeed, but | shal abstract fromit.

In your dream, you seemed to wake at the cracking of astick (or so lo says you told Eutaktos) to
see an elderly man, bent and swan-white of beard, approaching from the wood. Y ou rose and asked if
he was the god Aesculapius. He denied it. When you pressed him, he maintained that he was indeed
Aesculapius, but no god—merely a poor mortal forced to serve them. Y ou asked then if he would not
hed you. Again he shook his head, saying that he had been sent by the murderess of his mother, whose
dave heisfrom her temple on Euboeato theidand temple of Anadyomene, but that he could do nothing;
at which point he vanished.

lo saysthat at this Eutaktos grew angry, shouting that Aesculapius would not have employed such
words to describe the goddess. This moment you chose (surely, friend Latro, you might have chosen
more wisely) to ask that Eutaktos return you to your comrades, saying that you had read in this book of
your visit to the Queen Below, and that Eutaktos should not take it upon himself to thwart the will of one
towhom al must come & last.

At that Eutaktos grew more wrathful still. He ordered that this book be taken from you (asit was, by
Basias), and we broke camp. These events you have aready forgotten, or so lo and | fear. We now
proceed to more recent things, which you at present know as well as we—or so we hope—but which
will perhaps have escaped you when 1o reads my words to you.

Firg asto the goddess. Aesculapius, as| have explained to you, was the son of her brother and twin,
borne by amorta woman named Coronis. While she carried his child, Coronis proved unfaithful to him;
and upon learning of the disgrace, the goddess dew her. The god, however, recaling that the child she
carried was hisown aswell as hers, saved him from her funerd pyre, snatching him both from his
mother's womb and from the flames, and giving him over to the tutelage of one from whom he learned so
much of the hedling art asto exceed histeacher and every other mortd.

| cannot believe that hewould call hisrescuer's (and hisfather's) twin amurderess, since theright of
the gods to day mortas even aswe day beastsis everywhere unquestioned, and the woman was far
from blameless. | am happy to learn, however, that Aesculapiusis subject to the goddessin this part of



theworld. So high is she dready in the eyes of her devoted Euryklesthat nothing could raise her higher;
and yet it may be useful to me.

Now asto recent events. Y ou will wish to know how it isthat lo and | have your book, though you
do not. The answer isthat Basias the Spartiate has permitted it from the good fegling he hasfor 1o and
yoursdlf, saying that so long as you are granted no sight of it, Eutaktos will not object. Thus we now keep
it from you, but write as we do.

We are hdted this night upon the road to Megara, having passed through Eleusiswithout a halt.
About Megara (or so the gossip of the soldiers hasit) the regent is camped with hisarmy. Megarais not
ruled by hiscity in name, but it isamember of itsleague, and no doubt &t least some of histroops are
Megarians. When we reach Megaratomorrow, we may thus expect to be ddlivered to the regent. | have
exerted mysdf to discover dl | can concerning him, and |o agreesthat | should pass my knowledgeto
you by thismeans.

Heissaid to be aman in histwenties, somewhat over the average height, handsome but scarred, and
muscular asall these strange idanders are. He is said a so to be more persuasive than most in speech, but
as short and sharp of tongue as any. Heisascion of the elder of his nation'sroyd houses, an Agid, and
thus only remotely related to that great Lycurgus, whose code of laws has set his nation apart from all
others. Specifically, heisthe son of Cleombrotos, who was himself the younger son of King
Anaxandridas. By this connection is he the uncle of King Pleistarchos, who ascended to hisfather's
throne only last year, and he stands regent for him. He has awife awaiting hisreturn to hiscity, and a
young son, Pleistoanax.

Asto hisskill in battle—the thing these people value so far above dl dsethat dl eseisnaught to
them—his victory over the Sons of Perseus, whose army was so much greater than his own, stands
witnessto it; it needs no other. Asto the favor of the gods, what soldier can gain the victory without it?

| speak of him now with more than ordinary interest, for arunner with amessage dl say washis
arrived not long ago and hastened to Eutaktoss tent. Soon leaving it in search of refreshment, he
encountered 10 and asked of you. She brought him to you, and together you three talked at some length.
Then he, having stisfied himself (so 10 says) that you indeed recalled nothing, wished to examine this
book, and she brought him to me.

His nameis Pasicrates, and heisamost comely youth, tall and well-featured as all these people are,
but as siff and sullen astherest. At hisrequest, | showed him your book, and | watched him discover
(asothers have) that he could not read it. He opened it to the end, however, and examined the flower,
then replaced it carefully and rolled the book up again. He asked whether | had been present when
Eutaktosfound it, and | confirmed that | had and described the scene to him. He asked why Eutaktos
has seen fit to bring me with you, to which | replied that he must ask Eutaktos. He wished to know what
my city was, and then why | had deserted fair lonias shore to come acrossthe Water. At hisurging, |
described my lifeto the best of my ability, and somewhat more fully than | have written of it here. Heis
himsdf aservant of the Triple Goddess—as he proved, turning his back to show me the scars he
received when he was besten before her dtar at Orthia

Perhaps | should explain here a custom of these people of which you are very likely unaware. Each
year, when the boys of that year are about to pass from the care of their teachersinto that of their
officers, the best and strongest are chosen to run a gauntlet to the honor of the goddess. Much blood is
spilled, and | have heard that they generaly continue until one or two of the boys are dead.

Itisapoint of honor, | should add, among the boys not to cry out, though | cannot say what would
befal aboy who did. It has been many years, | think, since such athing occurred, and perhapsit never
has. The boyswho diein silence are received as sacrifices to the goddess. (How sad it isto count the
places at which such sacrifices, the most pleasing of dl, are still made and to find the fingers of one's
hands more than sufficient!) Those who live are honored above dl the rest and carry her favor for the
remainder of their days.



| spoketo this Pasicrates as oquently as | could and with al the charm | command, which some
have not hesitated to call great. And | will not deny that it would please me very well to have the love of
s0 handsome a youth, and one who is sworn to the goddess, as| am mysalf—though whether such a
thing would please her aswdll, | cannot say.

But | cansay, and | will, that it gppeared to me that Pasicrates was not wholly insensible to the
attractions of my person. (Unlike yoursdlf, dear Latro, though | hesitate to writeit.) Welook upon these
people, who live only for war and are forever training for battle, and think how comely they are. But what
must they think, who hear for thefirst time, from our lips, the trumpets of e oquence and the
deep-mouthed tocsins of philosophy? Must not they think us asfar above common men aswe think
them? So (as | dare to hope) does the messenger of the great regent think your poor friend—

Eurykles of Miletos

CHAPTER XXVI—Pasicrates

The regent's messenger has restored my scroll to me. He sought me out this morning and asked
whether | recalled meeting with him the night before. I do not remember that now; but | must have when
we spoke, sincel told him | did.

He sad, "Then you know I'm Pausaniass runner.”

| nodded and said | was surprised he did not leave our plodding march to return with word from
Eutaktos.

"Theonly order | brought was that he should continue the search if he has not found you, and return
with al speed if he had. It's you Pausanias wantsto see, not me. If | were to run back, could you keep
pace with me?"'

| confessed | did not know but said | would try.
"Then well raceto the tree on that hill and see who shows the best hedls."

He no sooner spoke than he was off like an arrow. | followed asfast as| could, and my legsare
longer than his; but | never overtook him, and he had time to hdt at the tree and turn to study me beforel
came pounding up.

"Y ou might run to Megara at that,” he said. "But look at this poor tortoise.” It was Basias, the man
whosetent | share, doing hisbest in his cuirass and greaves and waving his sword.

Pasicrates cdled, "Y ou can't touch uswith that! Get alonger bladel™ Seeing that we were not
deserting the column, Basias dowed to awalk.

"Want to Sit here?" Pasicrates asked. "They have to tramp up this hill anyway.” Hisface had that
relentless regularity we find so attractive in astatue's, but his eyes seemed as cruel asagtoat's. Asthough
| had not seen their look, | threw mysalf down in the shade.

"How did you lose your memory? Do you know?'
| shook my head.

"Perhaps the child does, or that Eurykles.”

"Who arethey?'

"Friends of yoursthat Eutaktos brought aong. | talked to them yesterday. Cometo think of it, lo was
therewhen | taked with you—the little dave. She'syours, she says."

| said, "l remember the child, but not her name."
"What about Eurykles?'
| shook my head again.



"When | got here, | wondered why Eutaktos had bothered with them. | understand now."
We spoke no more after that until Basias reached us.

"Just afoot race," Padcratestold him. "1 don't think my job'sin danger, but Latro can replace meif
I'm wounded."

Basias nodded, wiping the swest from hisforehead with hisfinger and flinging it away. "Wresler,

too.
"Youvetried him?'
Red-faced and panting, Basias dropped beside us. "Beat him. Fivefals, though. HeEs strong.”
"Helooksit. How much do you know about him?"
"Forgets. Got adavegirl. I've got hissword. That'sal.”
"l see. Latro, what's my name?”’
"Padcrates.”
"Right. How'd you know?"
"Youtold me" | sad.

Badas explained, "In the morning he remembers everything after we camped. But it goes. By noon he
won't remember anything before he woke."

"And the child remembersfor him?'
"He had abook. It says read this each morning, but we can't read the rest. Eutaktos had metakeit."

"l want you to give it back—I'll have aword with Eutaktos. Latro, if you had your book again, would
you read it for me?"

| sad, "If you want to heer it."
"Or for Pausanias, the regent of Rope?”
"Of course”

"Good. | don't think I'll have you do it yet, because there might be something there he wouldn't wish
me to know. WEl see tonight when we reach Megara. Basias, what about Eurykles? Does he help Latro
too?'

"A bit. Not so much asthe child."

"What do you think of him?"

Basias grinned. "He better stay out of sight in Rope. The womenll kill him."
"He bothersme," Padcrates said haf to himsdif.

"Hit him and hewon't."

"Not like that. Latro, among usit's customary for each older man to have ayounger friend. Y ou
understand? It's agood system. The younger man learns more. If he getsinto trouble, he's got someone
to gpeak for him. Thisian't the samething.”

Absently, | asked what it was. | was watching ascarlet wildflower nod in the breeze; it seemed
charged with meaning.

"Like aman with a daughter. Except that the daughter's the man himsdlf."

Basassad, "Bet you've plenty after you."

"Certainly." Pasicrates had been lying on his back on the sparse grass. Now he sat up. “I'm
Pausaniass protege, and they like that. That'swhy it seems so familiar. And yet so strange. | wish he
wereadave”



Basias asked why, but Pasicrates did not. answer After amoment he said, "His hands are cold. Have
you noticed?"

Not long after, the marchers caught up with us and wefdl in with therest. | moved among them
looking for the child Pasicrates had mentioned, and soon found her. To test my grasp of what | had
heard, | said, "I have good news, |o. I'm going to get my scroll back."

"That's wonderful, and you knew my name!"

"Padicratestold me.”

"And he said Eutaktosisgoing to let you have it agan?’

"Y es. Except that | don't think Eutaktos knowsit. Pasicrates will order him to.”
lo looked doubtful. "Eutaktosisalot older.”

"l know," | told her.

When we had walked afew more stades, atdl woman in a purple cloak handed me this scroll, with
the stylus | am using thrust through the cords. "Here, Latro,” she said. "The lochagos ordered Basiasto
returnit. I'd been keeping it for him, and | said I'd bring it." She dipped an arm through mine.

"It was Pasicrates,” 10 whispered to her.
"Redly? He's quite a handsome youth, but not as handsome as your master.”
"What does that have to do with it?'

"Nothing. | wasjust thinking." She squeezed my arm. ™Y ou know, Latro, in away you'e rather
fortunate. If you wished to change your name, al you'd have to do would beto tell your friendsto call
you by the new one next morning; then you'd never know you had once been someone else. | don't
suppose you know whether you've ever doneit?'

"l don't think so. Do you want to change yours?'

She nodded. "It means'well talked of," which is good enough, | suppose; but I'd like something
better. What do you think of Drakon?"

"Shouldn't it be Drakaina?'
The woman laughed, and lo said, "That's good, master.”
"Do either of you know where we are? Pasicrates said we were going to Megara”

Before they could reply, Basias dropped back to walk between o and me. "Weére turning off at this
fork," he announced. "Thethree of you, me, Eutaktos, and Pasicrates. We're to see the regent while the
rest make camp.”

We hurried down a dusty road that |ooked no more important than the other; but when we reached
the summit of the next hill, the whole scene changed as a nightscape does at the rising of the sun.

A thousand tents stood in orderly rows upon arolling plain. Beyond them, acity lifted whitewalls;
beyond those spread sparkling blue water dotted with foam where the salt-sharp wind ruffled countless
waves, and beyond the tumultuous sea rose the dim blue bulk of anidand.

lo shouted for joy. "Look! Look! Isthat Peace? We went there on Hypereides's ship, only he
wouldn't let usoff. Isit?'

Basias mussed her brown curls. "That'sright. Y ou've an eye for thelay of theland, little girl. If you
were an Amazon, you'd make a strategist someday.”

lo pulled a my chiton and pointed at the sea. "L atro, that's Peace Bay. Hypereidestold us. It'swhere
the ships from Thought beet the barbarians.”

Pasicrateswhirled on her like a panther. " Our ships fought there too, and our Strategist Eurybiades
commanded the combined fleetd"



| said, "Don't shout at her. She didn't know, and neither did |."

"But she at least will remember,” Pasicrates snapped, "because | shouted at her. Mild lessons are
soon forgotten, and in the end the kind teacher isthe crud teacher—he doesn't teach. Enought! 'l tell
Pausanias you're coming.” Heruns so well | think only the finest horse could overtake him. Before we
had gone another hundred strides, he was flashing among the tents.

l0's dusty cheeks were streaked with tears. | picked her up and tried to comfort her. "I'm al right,
magter,” she said. And then, "He wasright, | won't forget. Not even his name.”

"Eurybiades?'

She shook her head. "Pasicrates.” ' To distract her, | said, "Look how many tentsthere are! A whole
army's camped here, with thousands of soldiers. Have you and | ever seen any army in camp before,
l0?'

The woman whispered, "Thisis nothing. Y ou should have seen the encampment of the Greet King. It
was like acity on the march—»but no city on earth could have equaed it, except perhaps Babylon.”

Eutaktos must have sharp ears, because he overheard her. "I saw that camp, and my daves looted
the pavilions of the satraps. If your Great King were here with us, he would not think this camp nothing.”

Pausaniasstent islarger than al the rest, embroidered and hung with tassds of gold. | think it must
have been part of the loot Eutaktos spoke of. When we came near, | could hear voices, one, | think, the
voice of Padicrates, the other harsh and flat, the speech of ayoung man accustomed to giving orders and
to concealing any emotion he might fed while giving them. | heard Pasicrates say, " ... aspy of the Great
Kings"

The other answered, "A spy isa stone that can be thrown back.”

Eutaktos coughed, | supposeto let those within know we had arrived. After that | could distinguish
no more words.

There are two sentries at the door, tall men no older than Pasicrates; they will not permit usto
approach it. We stand to one side—or rather, Eutaktos and Basias stand so, their hands on their sword
hilts. 1o, the woman, and | are Sitting on the ground, where | write these words, having seen by reading
how good it isto write so that what has happened is not lost.

| have read of the Lady of the Doves, and | fed | then visited arealm at once higher and smaller than
our own. What was it she wished of me? For | fed sure there was something. Did she obtain it? Even
after reading what | wrotetwice, | cannot say. | am sure she was afriend to the woman Kalleos; but was
Kaleosafriend to me?

TheLady of the Dovessaid | would not forget her, though | forget everything. She was not wrong;
when | read of her again, my flesh stirred a the memory. For love, she was surely the only woman, or al
of them.

But | must put her memory aside and think of what | will say in thetent. Soon, | think, Pasicrates will
come out and take usin to the regent.

CHAPTER XXVII—Pausanias

The regent has furnished histent with plunder. He sits upon scarlet cushions, and there are carpets
rich with griffins, black bulls savaged by golden lions, and men strangdly dressed, with black and curling
beards. Theair is perfumed by lamps of gold.

Pasi crates announced, "O royal Pausanias, thisis the man Eutaktos the L ochagos brought. | have
examined him, and | am satisfied he isindeed the one shown you in your dream, so far as| am ableto

judge”



The regent stared at me. Hisfaceisterrible with scars, but it seemed to me it would have been
terrible without them, as hard and crud asiron. Perhaps a smile touched his mouth; a scar drew up one
cheek, so | could not be sure.

"The man | saw wore a chaplet of withered blossoms. Fellow! Were you wearing such a chaplet
when my shieldmen discovered you?'
"l don't remember,” | told him. "But | may have written of it. May | look?" | held up this scroll.

The regent'slips drew back from histeeth, which are large and not quite white. "Good. Very good.
And the flower?"

Pasicrates sad, "It was il there when | examined the book, Highness. The lochagos may have put it
there, but | doubt that he did.”

The regent pointed. "Open that to the stick."

| did as he ordered, holding the scroll so he could seethe writing. As| unrolled the last sheet, adried
lupine dropped into his hand.

Pasicrates cleared histhroat. "Perhaps | ought to add, Highness, that the lochagos says they appeared
to have had adinner party the night before in the house where he found this man. There would have been
flowers, naturaly, and chapletsfor the guests.”

The regent waved thisaside. "I'm satisfied. | wish Tisamenus were here, but thisisthe man, or well
never find him. Helookslike him aswell. | couldn't see that scar in my dream, but no doubt the chaplet
coveredit.”

| asked, "Y ou dreamed of me?"

He nodded. "1t was Kore hersdf, smiling and wreathed in blossoms. She said, 'For the many subjects
you have given, | will show you a secret known but to the gods." Then | saw you. What's your name,
anyway?"

"Latro,” | told him.

"l saw you Sitting on apallet. It was night, but there was afire, and | could seethe firelight flicker on
your face. Y ou were holding this, and you unrolled that book and put the flower into it and rolled it
partway up, then wrote. The goddesswas gone, but | heard her voice. She said, ‘Hewill have forgotten

everything, knowing nothing more of the past than of the future. See who iswith him!" Nike stood behind
you in the shadows."

"l amto bring you victory?'

Still smiling his snarling amile, the regent leaned back among his cushions. "Not many men arefavored
by the gods. A few heroes like Perseus, Theseus, my ancestor Heracles. Those destined to—destined
for greatness.” He turned to his messenger. "Where did he get that scar, Pasicrates?’

"1 don't know, Highness. The lochagos brought two otherswith him, adave child who remembersfor
him and the magician | told you of. They're outside with the lochagos and the ouragos who guarded him
onthemarch."

"Get them in here. All of them.”
Eutaktos entered first, Basasladt. | think they wereall abit frightened.

The regent smiled again when he saw 0. "Y ou know your master's history, little girl, or so Pasicrates
tdlsme”

lo nodded timidly.
"How did hereceivethat scar?'
"I wasn't with him, gr."



"But you know. Don't mind thisface. The faces of my conquestslook far worse."

"Therewas abig battle. Our men went with the Great King'sarmy, but they lost. My master fought in
that, | think."

"And so do |. But you must tell mewhy you think asyou do."

"Because it was when the army came back that they brought him to our temple. That wasthefirgt
timel saw him."

"And did he have that scar then?”'
lo shook her head. "There was a bandage with blood on it."
Pescratessaid, "But if he fought for the barbarians, Highness—"

"Y ou're ahandsome boy," the regent told him. "Buit if you want to stay where you are, you'd better
learn to think. To whom did the Maiden appear? Who has her favor?"

"Ah, | see!”

"I hope s0. Lochagos, | like a man who achieves his objective. WWho makes no excuses because he
needs none. | won't forget this."

Eutaktos stood very straight. "Thank you, Highness™
"Thisman with you has been taking careof ... "
"Latro," | prompted.

"Of Latro, as| understand it.”

"Yes, Highness™"

"And haslearned something of hiswaysin the process, no doubt. I'm going to detach him for thetime
being. Y ou may return to your lochos."

"Thank you, Highness." Eutaktos left us, walking proudly. | have not seen him again.
"Child, do you know that your city and mine are no longer enemies?’

lo nodded. "Pindaros said so."

"A man of your city?'

She nodded again. "He said you saved us."

"Hewasright. It's true your men fought me, and fought very well for foreigners. But when awar's
over, it'sover. Or it should be. Thought's army wanted to burn your city; | wouldn't et them. Now your
city and minearefriends.”

lo sad politdy, "I hopeit'sadwaysso, ar."

"And when I've more leisure, | want to talk with you. If you tel methetruth, I'll seethings go well for
you. You'l have food and new clothes, and other children to play with."

"Thank you, gr," 1o said. "Only | don't belong to you. | belong to L atro."
"Well said, but | doubt if hell object. Will you, Latro?"
| shook my head.

"And this soldier of minewill continueto look after you. After dl three of you." He looked toward
Basias, who stood like a statue, hishandsto hissides. "Anidiot, achild, and a spy won't be too much for
you, will they, ouragos? What's your name?"

"Basias, Highness! No, Highness™

"Good. | don't think thefirst two will give you much trouble, Basias. The spy may. If he does, kill him.
If hewon't follow orders, | don't want him dive."



Thewoman in the purple cloak exclaimed, "I'm not aspy!"

"Of courseyou are. If | hadn't known it before, 1I'd know it now because you were too dow to deny
it. You'refrom Miletos, or so you told my messenger.”

She nodded. "And I'm—"
"A Hellene. Asweall are, save Latro. A good many Hellenesfought for the Great King."
"l didnt fight at al."

"Certainly not. Y our king'sno fool, and neither are hisministers. Onelook at that face would tell any
sensible man you'd be more useful behind the enemy'sline than beforeit. | know what happened to
Miletos; the Great King tore down your walls and sent you to herd goats. I'd ask how you got out, but
you've some story. Don't bother. Basias has his sword—not that he'd need it."

"| am protected—"

"Y ou're under no law but ours, and ours says we can kill you where you stand. It would give Basias
one fewer worry, and if you lieto me, helll wring your neck.”

Basassad, "Hewasin the Great King's camp, Highness. | heard him tell Latro.”

Spreading his hands, the regent whispered, " Speak or die. Who got your report?’

Though the time had been o brief, the woman had recovered her composure. "Believe me, most
roya—"

Asquickly as he might have thrust with his spear, Basias grasped her arm. Sheraised ahand to claw
hisface, but ablow to her head sent her redling across the tent.

Basias drew his sword.

"Wait," the regent told him. To me he said, "1 saw that step. Y ou would have protected your friend, if
only Basias were here. What if he were not? If you had only Pasicrates and meto ded with?"

| said, "If it weren't for the sentries, | would havekilled dl of you, or tried to."
lo gasped, "Madter, no!"

The regent waved her fearsaway. Y our master's aman of courage. Hell need to be, living among
s

Awkwardly, the woman got to her feet. There weretearsin her eyes, but something e se too.

"l don't have timefor more of this," the regent told her. ™Y ou may speak and live or remain silent and
die. Choose."

"Then | chooseto speak,” the woman said. "Who would not?' She smoothed her cloak aswomen
do, as women keep their clothesin order though the cities burn.

"Good. A confessed spy may be useful. Useful, you may live and even prosper. Who got your
report?

"Artabazus.”

"Better and better. And that report was ... ?'

"That hdf ayear and afew gifts would make any fighting unnecessary.”

"Hedid not believe you?'

The woman shook her head. "He believed me, but he couldn't convince Mardonius.”

Basias dropped his sword. It fell point down, piercing the carpet where he sood and sticking upright
in the earth beneath it. He lifted hisarm and looked at his hand with unbdlieving eyes. Thefingerswere
swollen, and there was agray pdlor on the skin.

"Let me seethat,” the regent said. And then, when Basias did not obey, "Come herel”



Like adoll moved by strings, Basias walked to where the regent sat and held out his hand.
"He had apoisoned pinin hishair." The regent looked at the woman. "Tell usthe antidote."
"I have no pin, Highness," shesaid. "Y ou may search my person if youwish."

"You hid it when you fell. Y ou may be worth something at that. What's your name?"
"Eurykles, Highness. Others have thought so."

The regent nodded absently. "Basias, tell the sentries one of them isto take you to Kichesippos, my
heder. Therest of you, come here and sit before me. I'm tired of breaking my neck. Take cushionsif you
want."

| got acushion for thewoman and along onefor 1o and me. As| put them down before the regent, |
could hear Basiastalking to the sentries outside.

"You too, Pasicrates,” the regent said, and his messenger seated himsalf upon acushion at hisright
hand.

"Eurykles, tdl mewhy you gave Artabazusthat advice."

"Becauseit wasthebest | could give," the woman said. She paused to gather her thoughts. "War is
only the last recourse of palitics; it hasno surevictories, or so | think. A king who fights when he might
gan hisends by acupful of wisdom and ahandful of goldisafoal."

Theregent smiled. "Y ou believe your Grest King afool ?'

"The Great King was gone. Mardonius was agood soldier but astupid man. If Artabazus had beenin
command ... "

"If Artabazus had been in command, what then? What of the Hellenes? Y ou're one, asyou just
reminded us."

"You'd be ruled by men of our race, just asyou are now, and asour citiesin thelesser Asaare.
What difference would there be? Why should ten myriads die?!

"Y ou know of otherswho think asyou do? In Thought?"
"I'm certain such men exis."

"You'recareful. Soam|." Theregent glanced at 10 and me. "L et me suggest to dl three of you
something you may not have noticed. Perhaps | should say let us suggest it, because I've talked to
Pasicrates and hefedsas| do."

The woman leaned toward him, her fingers playing upon her cheek. "Y es, Highness?!

"We are four men whoseinterests run so close they're indistinguishable. Let me speak of Rope and
thiswhole country first. We Rope Makers are the finest soldiersin the world, and the Great King knows
that now. But men who know war know it's no game; awise man dodgesit if he can, just asyou said. As
for glory, my uncle Leonidas won enough at the Gates to the Hot Springsto last our family till Tantaus
drinks—I say nothing of my own battle. An honorable peace, then, isour only desire.”

The woman called Eurykles gave the dightest of nods, her eyesfixed upon the regent as a serpent
transfixesabird.

"QOur country isdivided into SO many warring cities no one can count them al, or no one has
bothered. Every clutter of huts on the mountainside makesits own laws, issuesits own currency, and
fiddsitstiny army to crushitstiny neighbor. Clearly, what we need is union under the noblest of our
cities, which by ahappy coincidence happensto be my own."

"By acoincidence even happier,” thewoman sad, "' have before me amember of the elder roya
house of that city, who isin addition its most renowned living leader.”

"Thank you." The regent nodded gracioudy. "Unfortunately, our city is not strong enough to unite dl



therest. More, it isnot rich enough. | have often thought that if only we had found the silver, instead of
Thought, or if we had seized the treasury of Croesus ... " He shrugged and let the wordstrail away. "But
suppose we had the help—or at |east the threat—of additiond troops. Cavalry, let us say, because
there's so little here. With that threat and gold enough to make giftsto farsighted men, agreat ded might
be done."

Thewoman nodded. "It might indeed.”
Pasicrates murmured, "Highness, do you think you should spesk in thisway before the child?"

" Speak in what way? Say that | seek an honorable peace with the Great King and a position for
Rope commensurate with its virtues? She may repeet that to anyone she may mest."

losad, "l won't repeat anything. | don't do that, except for telling Latro. But you said al our interests
went together."

"Y our magter isfortunate in hisdave; I've seen that aready. Asfor our interests, let's take Eurykles
herefirst. Well get to you in amoment. Eurykles serves the Great King, as he admitted amoment ago.
Moredirectly, he serves Artabazus. He wishes to be rewarded for hiswork, like any other man. The
Great King wants to recover the prestige he lost here and to add to his glory. Peace and union under a
leader grateful to him—"

The woman said, "Would be al he could desire, Highness, I'm sure. Someone who hastheking's ear
would haveto be consulted, naturaly.”

"Naturdly. Now asto you, child. Your city isalied with the Great King dready, and as your friend
Pindarostold you, it would have been destroyed but for my own city and my actsinitsbehadf. Isn't it
clear that anything that helps your strongest friends helps you?'

lo shook her head. "To tell the truth, | don't care about my city. | care about Latro.”

| said, "Who isasoldier of the Great King's. Y ou think I'm anidiot because | forget, Prince
Pausanias, and perhaps | am. But I've dways known that, even when | did not know my name.”

CHAPTER XXVIlIl—Mycale

A place of which mogt, | think, had never heard beforeis now on everyone'slips. The combined
fleets of Thought and the Rope Makers have given the barbarians another terrible defeat there. Some say
thiswas on the same day asthe great battle in which | waswounded, othersthat it must surely have been
after it, for it could not have taken so long for the newsto reach us. To thisthefirst reply that aship may
be delayed for any time one chooses by storms and contrary winds, and that the news camefirst to
Thought, and only subsequently to us from there.

losaid, "Oh, | hope the black man'sdl right. I know you don't remember the black man, Latro, but
he was your friend even before Pindaros and me. When they brought you to the temple, he was with
you."

| asked her, "Do you think he wasin that battle?"

"I hope not, but he probably was. When Hypereides sold you to Kaleos, he kept the black man.
And Hypereides was going to take his ships back to the fleet.”

"Then | hope the black man is safe, and Hypereides dead.”

"Y ou shouldn't be like that, master. Hypereides wasn't abad man. He got us out of that dungeonin
Tower Hill, just by talking, and he let Pindaros and Hilaeirago when the law said he should.”

But before | write of these recent matters, | should write of earlier things, which may soon belost to
meinthemist | cannot drive from the back of my thoughts. The regent has put usin the care of his
messenger, who sent his davesto bring our possessions and Basiass tent. He showed uswhere hisown



stood, near the regent's, and told usto put up Basiass besideit. | did not think | recalled how atent
should be erected; but when | had spread everything upon the ground, the steps came to me each in turn.
lo crawled beneath the oiled linen and held up the poles, and she enjoyed that so much | took three times
longer about the whole businessthan | should.

A sword lo saysis mine was with Basiass clothing in a scabbard hung from abelt of manhood. | put
it on and felt better at once; a man without wegponsisadave. 10 says Kaleoslet me wear it when | was
hers, and perhaps that iswhy | did not fed resentful toward her, as1o swears| did not.

Then Basiass daves came, cowering because they thought themsalves to be beaten. They had been
gathering firewood when Pesicrates's daves had come, and they had discovered what had befallen their
measter's baggage with greet difficulty. | explained that their master wasill and ordered them to have such
food as sick men eat ready for him.

That was wise, because daves soon brought Basiasin alitter. With them was an old man who told us
he was Kiches ppos the Messenian, but who speaks as the Rope Makers and their daves do, making the
ox long. Basiass arm was swollen and black, and it seemed to me that he was in adream, sometimes
hearing what we said, sometimes desf to it, Sometimes seeing what we could not see. Perhapsthat is how
| seem to others; | do not know.

Kichesppostold Basass daves, "Y our master has been bitten by aviper, and from the breadth
between itsfangs and the severity of hisreaction, by alarger onethan | have ever seen. | have cut his
wounds and drawn forth the poison aswell asit can be done. Do not attempt to do that a second time;
after thefirg, itisusdess. Let him rest, seethat heiswarm, feed himif hewill eat. Give him dl he wants
to eat and drink. By the favor of the goddess, he may recover. But he may die.”

lo asked if there was nothing more we could do.

"As| understand the matter, the viper has not been killed?'

| nodded, and 10 said, "We never even saw one, Sir. He hit somebody, and somebody el se said there
was apoisoned pinin hishair."

Kichesppos shook hishead. "A pin could not have held so much, and it would have left asingle
scratch. 1 will not remove the bandage to show you the punctures, but there aretwo.” (Then | marveled
at littlelo's cunning; if she had told him it was his master, Pausanias, who had said it, surely Kichesippos
would never have contradicted him.)

"If the viper were dead,” he continued, "that might be of benefit to him. Still moreif itsraw flesh could
be held to hiswound—uwhileit lives, it strengthensits poison as acity strengthensthe army it sendsforth.
Other than that, | can suggest nothing.”

lo sad, "Then you might examine my master. Perhgpsthe roya regent spoke of him after they
conferred today? He can't remember.”

"I've noticed the scar. Come here, young man, | wish to touch it. Will you knedl? No act of
submissonisimplied. Tdl meif | hurt you."

| knelt before him and felt his deft fingers glide along the Side of my head. 1o asked, "Areyou apriest
of Aesculapius? When Latro dept beside hisdtar, Aesculapius said he couldn't help him.”

"Nor can |, I'm afraid,” Kichesippostold her, "without reopening the wound. That might easily kill
him." Hisfingerswithdrew. "Y ou may stand, young man. Do you drop things? Do you fal or suffer
dizziness?'

| shook my head.

"Y ou arefortunate—all those symptoms are to be expected. Were you wearing a helmet when your
injury occurred?’

| told him | did not know.



"That'sright, you forget. Isthat your only symptom?"
"Yes" | told him.
lo said, "Gods appear to him. Sometimes.”

Kichesppos sighed. "Occasiond hdlucinations. Y oung man, | think some foreign object has been
driven deeply into your brain. A splinter of boneisthe most likely thing, judging from the visible wound,;
but | have known of asimilar casein which the object wasasmall arrowhead. If it's of any comfort to
you, it probably won't get any worse. Eventually the object may dissolve, particularly if it'sabone
splinter. If that occurs, the damaged part may—I say may—recondtitute itself, partidly at leest.

"Don't get your hopes up. The processwill take yearsif it happensat al, and it probably will not. As
for treatment ... " He shrugged. "Prayers are never wholly wasted. Even if you're not cured, you may
receive some other benefit. Thereis Aesculgpius, whom this child says you have petitioned already. In
addition, there are shrines al over the country to heroes who are said to heal, though they killed, mostly,
whilethey lived. One may help you. And there are the great gods, if you can get their attention.
Meanwhile, learnto live with your disability. Do you recal my name?’

"Kichesppos."

lo said, "In the morning he remembers yesterday evening, but by noon he's forgotten it. He writes
things down."

"Excdlent."

| said, "Yet when | reread what I've written, | sometimes wonder whether | wrote the truth.”

"l see" Kichesippos nodded to himsdlf. "Have you written anything today?"

"Y es, while we were waiting to see the regent.”

"And were you tempted to lie? | do not ask whether you lied, but only whether you were tempted to
do s0."

| shook my head.

"Then | very much doubt that you havelied in the past. Lying isahabit, you see, like drinking too
much. Y ou told the truth as you saw it, which isal any man can do."

| said | hoped he was correct.

"Y ou must remember that in every life there occur events so extraordinary that only the most talented
and ingenious liar could have concelved them. Take the greeat battle at Mycae—have you heard about
it?'

lo and | shook our heads.

"Word of it reached the regent only today, and the noble Pasicrates, who had it directly from my
master, informed me as we conferred about your poor friend here.” The old man paused to collect his
thoughts.

"ThisMycaeisaplace on the Asan coast. King L eotychides found the barbarian fleet beached
there, the portents were favorable, and he ordered an immediate attack. The ships crews had been
reinforced by an army from Susa, and it seemsto have been ahot fight. But in the long run the barbarians
can't stand up to disciplined troops, and they broke. Naturaly, our men held their formation; but afew
men from other citiesran after the enemy, and by great good luck they were able to reach the sockade
before the gates could be shut. That finished the barbarians, and we burned more than three hundred
ships." He rubbed his palms together. "The men from a hundred ships burned three hundred and
destroyed an army. In acentury, who will believeit? The Great King will build more ships, no doubt, and
raise new armies. But not this year, and not the next.”

"And meanwhile," | said, "hell need every soldier he has™



Kichesippos nodded. "I imagine s0."

By thetime the old physician l€ft, it was nearly dark. | told the davesto prepare food for us, and the
woman in the purple cloak joined uswhile we ate. "Would you mind if | had some? | couldn't help but
amél it. I'm your neighbor now—did you know?"

"No," lo said. "Wedidn't know where you were staying.”

"With the handsome Pasicrates. But he's off somewhere a the moment, and his daveswon't obey

rrell
Therewas hardly enough food for 1o, Basias, and me, so | went to Pasicratess tent, where | found

his daves cooking amedl for themsalves. One escaped, but when | had the other two by the throat |

pounded the right head againgt the left and told them to bring food, and that | would push their facesinto
the coals the next time they disobeyed the woman.

When | returned to our own tent, she said, "What did | tell you? Barley, blood, and beans. And after
sampling the barley and beans, | think | would prefer the blood. Well, beans are a proper food for the
dead, anyway."

| asked her whether she planned to die.

"No, but we're going there. Hadn't you heard? To Rope, so the royd Pausanias can bed hiswife,
then to Acheron so he can consult the shades. It should be an interesting trip."”

lo asked, "Y ou mean were going to vidt the dead?’

The woman nodded, and though | felt vaguely that | had once considered her lessthan attractive, |
could not help noticing that her face was lovely inthefirdight. "l am, a least, and theregent is. You
should have seen how ddighted he was when someone told him who | was. He sent for meagain at
once, and | thought he was going to ask meto raise afew ghostsfor him on the spot.”

"Isitfar?" loinquired.
"To Acheron? Why, no, just the other side of the grave.”
| told the woman not to tease her.

"Oh," she said, "you want to take the long road. No, not really, lo. Two or three daysto Rope, and
not much longer, 1'd think, to Acheron, if we get aship at the gulf, as| suppose we will. By the way, do
you have acomb | might borrow?1 seem to have logt mine.”

Not with the best grace, 10 produced alittle bone comb. The woman ran it through her dark hair,
which in truth could not have been more disordered if it had never been combed at dll.

"I'm going to let it grow out,” she said. "These Rope Makers dl let theirs grow long, have you
noticed? They comb it before a battle, or so I've heard. See? No poisoned pins.”

Pasicrates's daves brought abowl! of beans, some dried fish, aloaf of barley bread, and awine bowl.
| told lo to see whether Basias had eaten. She reported that he was thirsty, and | gave her a cup of
mixed wine from the bowl, and haf the |loaf.

Thewoman said, "Y ou'd better eat some of that yourself. Y ou won't be getting anything better.”

| said, "'l intend to. But first, may | ask you aquestion? Y our tongue isn't my own, and | sometimes
fed | haven't learned asmuch of it as1'd like."

"Certanly.”

"Then tel mewhy everyone calsyou Eurykles, whichisaman'sname.”
"Ah," shesad. "Tha' sa personal quesion.”

"Will you answer it?'

"If | may ask you one."



"Of course.”
"Because they haven't divined my true nature. They think me aman. So did you, in atimeyou've

forgotten.”
I said, "I'll try not to reved your secret.”

She amiled. "Spesk out if you wish. It'sal oneto Hippocleides, if you know that expression.”

Just then 1o came out of the tent, the wine cup still more than haf full. "He won't eat any bread,” she
said. "l taked to hisdaves and gave it to them. They said hewouldn't eat for them, either, but he Sipped
alittle broth."

The woman called Eurykles shuddered.
"Since you don't mind people knowing, what shal we call you?' | asked her.

"Why not Drakaina, asyou yoursdlf suggested? Drakaina of Miletos. By the way, have you heard
about the battle and what the Milesans did afterward?”’

"Not about the Milesans. Weren't they sent inland to herd goats? That's what the regent said.”

"Oh, no. Just some people from the prominent families. And not to herd goats, not redly; they were
sent to Susa as hostages. But when the people of my fair city heard about Mycale, they rose againgt the
barbarian garrison and killed them dl."

"Asabarbarian mysdf, I'm not sure| gpprove.”

"Nor am|," Drakainasaid. "Still, it puts mein arather dubious position, doesn'tit?1 likethat." She
rose and returned |o's comb.

"Aren't you going to ask your persond guestion?”
She shook her head. "I'll reserveit. Later, perhaps.”

When she had gone back into Pasicratesstent, lo looked at her little comb with dismay. "Now I'll
havetowash it," shesad.

CHAPTER XXIX—The Silent Country

Thisland the Rope Makersruleis aplace of harsh mountains and wide, fertile valeys. Behind usare
the rough hills of Bearland, where we camped last night and Basias woke me with hisgroaning. 1o says
we camped the night before outside Tower Hill, and she hid this scroll as she had when we were
imprisoned there, for fear it would be taken from me. She says a so that some of the soldiers were from
that city, and that they |eft the army there.

Thismorning while we were dtill in Bearland, | wondered why this Silent Country should be caled so.
When we stopped in the village for the first meal, | went to one of the housesto ask the people.

There was no one there, they being (as| assumed) at work in their fields. o says Basiasis supposed
to watch me, but heistooill for that; and Pasicrates, who had watched me on the morning march, has
run ahead.

Thus| went from house to house, stooping to enter the low doorways and coughing at the smoke
from the hearths. Once | found a pot seething over the flames, and once a hdf-eaten barley cake; but
there were no men, no women, and no children, and at last | began to think that they were somehow
hidden from mortal eyes, or perhapsthat they were the spirits of the dead, whom the Rope Makers had
in someway forced to tail.

Thefifth place to which | came wasasmithy. Itsforge till blazed, and tongs gripped a half-formed,
glowing spit. When | saw it | knew the smith could not be more than a step or two away; | found him
crouched beneath his own work table, hiding behind his leather apron, which he had draped acrossit. |



pulled him out and made him stand. His grizzled head came only to my shoulder, but he was as muscular
asal arewho are of that trade.

He begged my pardon many times, saying over and over that he had meant no disrespect and had
only been frightened to see astranger. | told him | would not hurt him, and explained that | merely wished
to ask him afew questions about this land.

At that he grew more frightened than ever, hisface the color of ashes. He feigned to be deaf and,
when | shouted at him, to speak some gobbling diaect and to be unable to understand me. | drew
Fdcataand laid her edge at histhroat; but he caught my wrist and wrenched it until | cried out, and with
his free hand snatched up hishammer. Then | saw the face of Degth himsdlf, his naked, grinning skull.

In an ingtant Death was gone; there was only the smith's face again, more ashen now than ever, its
mouth open and its eyes rolling backward into his head. The sound his hammer made asit fell from his
hand and struck the earthen floor seemed too loud, like the noise that wakes us from deep.

I let him go, and he leaned backward until his body was held erect for amoment by thejavelinin his
back. The point crept from his chest under the press of hisweight, two fingers width of hammered iron
that shonein the light of the forge, before he dipped to one side and tumbled down.

One of the daves of the Rope Makers stood in the doorway holding a second javelin. | said, "Thank
you. | oweyou my life"

Putting his foot on the body, he drew out hisweapon and wiped its head on the smith's |eather apron.
"Thisismy village" he said. And then, "He made this™"

"But hewould havekilled me, when | would not have harmed him."

"He thought you would, and it would have been hisdesth if he had been seen talking with aforeigner.
Asit will bemineif I'm seen with you."

"Then let us not be seen,” | said, and we dragged the smith's body to a place out of sight of the street;
when we had concedled it aswell as we could, we kicked dust over the blood, and he led me through a
rear door to ayard where the smithy and its hegps of charcoa shielded us.

"You don't remember me," he said.
| shook my heed. "I forget much.”

"So you told me after we had seen the black god. I'm Cerdon, Latro. Do you still have your book?
Perhaps you wrote of methere, though | told you not to.”

"Arewefriends, then?Isthat why you saved me?”’
"We can be, if you'll keep your promise.”

"If I've promised something to you, I'll do what | promised. If | haven't, I'll give you whatever you ask
anyway. You saved my life"
"Then come with me to the shrine of the Great M other tonight. It'snot far from here."

| heard afaint sound as he spoke: the whisper of awoman's skirt, or the dry dithering of a serpent.
Then it was gone, and when | looked | saw nothing. | said, "I'd do it gladly if | could; but well march as
soon asthe daves have eaten. Tonight well befar away."

"But you'll comeif you can, and not forget?”
"By tonight? No. Tomorrow I'll have forgotten, perhaps.”

"Good. I'll get you as soon as the camp's adeep. Y our dave won't inform on us, and the Rope Maker
inyour tent istooill to notice anything.” He Sarted to rise.

"Wait," | told him. "How wasit you were here when | needed your help?"
"I've watched you since Megara, knowing it was usdlessto tak until we got here. | knew we'd come,



though, because our villageis on the road to Rope, and it belongs to Pausanias. When | saw you go
away without a guard, that was my chance. So | followed you, hoping to find you aone; and by her
gracel did.”

| did not understand. "This smithy belongsto the regent?”

"Thisvillage, thefields, and dl of us. | helped bring the Rope Maker to your tent for Kichesippos.
Y ou didn't recognize me."

"No," | admitted.

"l knew you didn't. Now | must go, but I'll come tonight. Don't forget.”
"What about ... " | nodded to indicate the dead man in the smithy.

"I'll seetoit,” hesad. "No onewill care but us."

When | returned to the grove where the shieldmen had eaten, they were forming their column whilea
few tardy daves covered fires or scowed pots. We marched bravely through the village to the music of
the flutes; but when we reached this river, we found the bridge in flames. Though the daves soon put out
thefire, the roadway had been destroyed, and it was decided to camp here for the night. Everyoneis
weary after the march through Bearland anyway, and they say the bridge will be repaired tomorrow.

Basassdaves had to carry himin alitter thismorning, aswell as carrying our tent and the other
things. | asked if it was not too much for them. They said it was not—it was no more than they had borne
when they |eft the Silent Country to fight the Great King, because they had to carry ten days rations. |
offered to take one end of thelitter; | believe they would have liked to accept, but they were afraid they
would be punished.

| asked whether Basias owned avillage, and whether they came from there. They said he owned only
afarm. All threelive on it and work the land. It is south of Rope, and they believe they will be ordered to
take him there until heiswell. He has ahouse in Rope too, but they think the farm will be better. If he
dies, thefarmwill passto arelative.

They did not seem afraid to talk to me; so | told them | had gone into the village, and the people there
would not. They said it isdifferent and better in the army, and that no one will inform on them for
gpesking to a stranger when they must pitch the tent for him to deep in and cook hismedls; but that it
would bewdl if | did not speak to the daves of others. | think perhaps Basias is akinder master than the
regent, though perhapsit isonly that heisnot so rich. A man who has only afarm and three daves cannot
afford to lose even one.

| went into the tent then and talked to him, telling him about the burning of the bridge, because | was
growing more and more curious about this strange land. Although | cannot say what customs of other
nationsare, | fed certain those | have known have not been like this; thereisno sense of familiarity in
anything | hear.

Hewaswesk, but | think not in much pain. lo says heisfeverish sometimes and thinks himsdlf aboy
again, talking of hisold teachers; but he was not like that when | spoke to him.

| told him of the bridge, and he said the daves across the river had doneit hoping we would take
some other route—that the daves here would want us to pass through as quickly as possible. Naturdly |
did not tell him about Cerdon or what happened in the smithy. He asked about the fields we had passed,
and whether they had been plowed for the fall sowing. | was surprised, thinking he would have seen them
himsalf aswe marched; but he said he had dept most of the morning, and he could not see much from his
litter anyway, because of those who walked besideit. | told him the fiedldswere il in stubble, perhaps
because so many men were with the army.

"Timeto plow," he murmured. "Beforetherains™
"Y ou won't be able to plow for awhile, I'm afraid. I'm sure your daves can manageit, with you there



to direct them."

"l never plow. I'd no longer be a Rope Maker, see? But it's got to get done. On the Long Coast the
shieldmen have farms and daves, and work their farmstoo. | wish | could. We need another hand, but |
haveto drill."

"Thewar's nearly over,” | told him. "That's the way peopletalk, at least.”

Herolled his head from sideto side. "The Great King'll come back. If not, well go there, loot Susa
and Persepolis. Or ther€lll be adifferent war. There's always another war."

He wanted to drink. | brought water from the dow, green river and mixed it with wine.

When | held the cup for him, he said, "I won't wrestle you any more, Latro. Y ou'd beat me today.
But | beat you once. Remember that?"

| shook my head.
"Y ou wrote when we were through. Read your book."

Soon after that | left him, Sitting before the tent in the sunshine to do as he had suggested. Not
knowing where I might find the account of our wrestling, or even whether it wasthere, | opened this
scroll halfway and read of how | had seen Eurykles the Necromancer raise awoman from the dead. |
was glad then that it was day; and every few lines| lifted my eyesfrom the papyrus to watch the peaceful
river dipping past and the thin black smoke from the timbers the daves had pulled from the bridge.

After atime, Drakaina cameto sit by me. She laughed when she saw my face and asked what | was
thinking.

"What aterrible thing it must be to have memory—athough | wishit.”

"Why, if itisso terrible?!

"Because not having memory, | lose mysdlf; and that isworse. Thisday islike astone taken from a

paace and carried far away to lands where no one knows what awall may be. And | think every other
day hasbeen so for measwell.”

She said, "Then you must enjoy each asit comes, because each day isdl you have.”

| shook my head. "Consder the davesin that village we passed. Every day for them must be much
likethe day before. If only | could find my own country, | could live there asthey do. Then I'd know
much that had happened the day before, even if | could not remember it."

"A goddess has promised you'll soon be restored to your friends,” she said. "Or so I've been told.”

Joy shook me. Before | knew what | did, | took her in my arms and kissed her. Nor did sheresist
me, and her lipswere as cool asthe brook of shining stoneswhere once | washed my face and paddied
my fest.

"Come," shesad. "We can go to Pasicratess tent and tie the flap. | have wine there, and hisdaves
will bring usfood. We need not come out until morning.”

| followed her, never thinking of my promise to Cerdon. The tent waswarm and dim and sillent. She
loosed the purple cords that held her cloak about her neck, saying, "Do you remember how awoman
looks, Latro?!

"Of course,” | told her. "I don't know when I've seen one, but | know."

The cloak fdl at her feet. "Then see me." She drew her chiton over her head. The swelling of her hips
waslike therolling of awindless seg, and her breasts stood proudly, domed temples roofed with
carndian and snow. A snakeskin was knotted about her waist.

She touched it when she saw my eyes uponiit. "l cannot removethis. But thereisno need.”
"No," | said, and embraced her.



She laughed, tickling and kissng me. Y ou don't recal our Stting Side by side on ahillsde of thisvery
idand, Latro. How | hungered for you then! And now you are mine."

"Yes" | said. And yet | knew aready that it was no, though | burned with desire. | longed for her asa
dying man for water, astarving man for bread, aweak man for acrown; but | did not long for her asa
man for awoman, and | could do nothing.

She mocked me and | would have strangled her, but her eyestook the strength from my hands; she
tore them away. "I'll cometo you when themoonisup,” shesaid. Y ou will be stronger then. Wait for
r],E.ll

Thus| gt before our fire and write this, hoping someday to understand al that has happened,
watching the pale moth that flutters about the flames, and waiting for the moon.

CHAPTER XXX—The Great Mother

The terrible goddess of the daves appeared last night. | touched her and everyone saw her. It was
horrible. Now the camp is ftirring, but thereis no need to write quickly; the market will be full before the
bridgeismended. | will havetimeto read thisagain and again, so that | will never forget.

Cerdon crept to the firewhile | sat saring at the flames, and crouched beside me. "There are sentries
tonight,” he whispered. "We must be careful. But the Silent One has gone, and that's morethan | let

mysdf hopefor.”

| felt that Drakaina might yet come and that Cerdon would not grudge us afew momentstogether, so
| asked who the Silent Onewas and added, "1 think you are dl silent here."

"Theyoung one." Cerdon spat into thefire. "The Slent Ones are dways young men, because young
men haven't begun to doubt.”

"I'mayoung man," | said. "So areyou."

He chuckled softly at that. "No, you're no Silent One. Nor |. Besides, they're younger than either of
us. They're Rope Makers, chosen from the first families—families that own whole villages and many
farms. Do you know about the judges?”

| shook my head, glad of another delay.

"Thejudgesrule. The kings pretend to rule; and they lead the armies, fighting in the first rank and
often dying. But five judges rule our land. Only the kings can make war; that's the law. But each year the
judges meet to make awar that's outside the law."

| said, "If therésanew war each year, you must dways be at war."
"Weare." Uneadly, he glanced over hisshoulder. "Thewar'sagaing us."
"Agang you daves?' | amiled. "People don't go to war against their own daves.”

"So | heard when | wasin the north with the army. Masters there would laugh a such athing, just as
you did. Hereit's 0. Each year the war's voted in secret, and it'sawar againgt us. The judges speak to
young men, to the men who were boys until the full moon, when they were whipped for Auge. They
become Silent Ones, seeming just untried shieldmen but each having the ear of somejudge. A Silent One
may kill usashelikes. Y ou know the Silent One, | think. His tent stands over there. Do you remember
hisname?'

It was the tent to which Drakaina had taken me, and | remembered what she had said. "Pasicrates?’
Cerdon nodded.

"If the identity of the Silent Onesis kept secret, how can you know?”

"Theresalook about their eyes. An ordinary Rope Maker—an Equdl, like the one in your tent—may



kill only hisown daves. If hekills another man's, even aNeighbor's, he must pay. A Silent Onelooks at
you, and his hand moves by afinger toward his dagger, maybe because the others respect you, maybe
only because you've talked to aforeigner.” Cerdon shook himself as men do when they wake from evil
dreams. "Now it'stimeto go," he said. "Past time. Y ou'll have to leave that sword behind." Herose,
motioning for meto follow.

| unbuckled Falcataand laid her in the tent. Cerdon was about three strides ahead of me. "Hurry," he
said. As he spoke something moved beside hisleg, and he cried out. It was but amuffled cry, smothered
behind the hand with which he covered his mouth, but 10 must have heard it in her deegp. She came
running from thetent as| knelt beside him.

"Master! What happened?

| told her | did not know. | carried Cerdon to the fire and by itslight saw two woundsin hisleg. Five
times| filled my mouth with hisblood. 10 brought wine and water when | wasthrough; | rinsed my
mouth, and we poured wine on the wounds. By then he was dripping with swesit.

| asked |0 whether Basias's daves were awake aswell. She shook her head and offered to get them
up.

"No," Cerdon gasped.

lo said, "When Basias was bitten, the regent's hedler said to keep him warm." | nodded and told her
to bring my cloak.

Cerdon whispered, "Y ou must go without me."

"If youwigh."

"You must go. | saved you at the first med. Do you remember?”

"Yes" | told him. "I'll go aone, if that'swhat you want."

lo covered him with my cloak and tucked it in around him, then filled acup and held it to hislips.

"Follow theriver. You'll see awhite stone, and a path. Follow the path. There's awood we never
cut—not even for building timber ... afirethere.”

"l understand,” | said, and stood up.
"Wait. Y ou must touch her. Touch her, and I'm repaid.”
"I will."

losad, "I'll look after him, master, and hide him if he canwalk alittle when it getslight. | don't think
he wants usto call anyone."

| ran, partly because Cerdon had said to hurry, partly because | feared the snake. There were
sentries as he had said, but it was easy to dip between them and scramble down the bank into its
shadow. The river—it is cdled the Eurotas, | believe—was nearly dead of the summer hest; the soft
earth at the edge of its water muted my steps. There was an odor of decay.

The white stone had been put beside the path as amarker, or so it seemed to me; thewide valey of
the Eurotasis aplace of wheat and barley, and not one of stones and sand. The path born beside this
stone climbed the bank at once, crossed fields of stubble far from any house, wound among sheep
meadows into the eastern hills, and at last reached awood of stunted trees—awood filled with ax-bitten
stumps.

It would have been so0 easy to lose the path in the dim moonlight that | wonder now how | did not; yet
it had been trodden by many feet not so long ago. In the meadows, sheep must have crossed anl
recrossed it, but the marks of their sharp hooves had been blotted everywhere by softer walkers; inthe
woods my fingerstold me of herbs crushed at its edges till damp with their own juices.



Two hillsit climbed; the third it seemed rather to split as aman splits firewood with awedge. When |
had passed between those walls of stone, | walked asthough in ahall colonnaded with mossy trunks,
trees so softly furred that to brush against one was like caressing some vast beast, oaks as broad as
boulders and astal as madts.

A lion stepped from the darkness benegth the treesinto a glade filled with moonlight, not haf a stade
away, and turned its black-maned head to stare a me. An instant later it had vanished in the shadows
once more. | waited, fearing | would meet it should | go forward; and as| stood there, straining my ears
to catch theleast sound, | heard the sSinging of children.

Something in their song promised | need not fear even alion in that enchanted place. | did not trust it
and waited dtill; but after atime | went forward again, and soon | saw the red flicker of firdlight through
theleaves. | had walked quietly before; | sought to walk even more quietly now, so that | could assess
the ceremony to which | had come before the other worshipers saw me.

Thedtar wasaflat stone set upon two standing stones, itstop only atrifle higher than my waist. The
children | had heard were dancing in the space between two fires, stepping dowly and solemnly inthe
moonlight to the tapping of apair of stone-headed hammers and the lilting of their own high, clear voices.
Behind them, in the shadows of the trees, men and women murmured like willows stirred by the wind.
Cerdon had called this a shrine of the Great Mother and indicated | must touch her, but | saw no
goddess.

Theclicking of the hammerswas like the beating of my heart. For along whilel listened to it and to
the children's song, and watched their dance; the girls wore garlands of flowers, the boys garlands of
Sraw.

Theclicking stopped.

Thelittle dancersfrozein thar circle. The woman who hald the hammersrose, and another led her
forward. The child nearest the dtar—a girl—went with them.

When they reached the dtar, the woman and the girl held the woman with the hammers back; she
was blind. She touched the dtar with her hammers and laid them upon it. With the help of the other
woman, shelifted the girl onto the altar. Sowly she chose ahammer and edged around the atar top until
she stood at one end, nearest the girl's head.

Asshewalked, so | walked too—much more swiftly than she, but | had more ground to cover. |
circled the clearing until the atar was between me and those who watched, and as shelifted her hammer
| shouted a name and dashed forward.

A sghted woman might have stopped to look; then | would have succeeded. The blind priestessdid
not. The stone hammer fell, splashing the girl's brains upon the stone.

That was when | saw the Great Mother, an old woman half again astal asl, leaning over her
priestess and dabbling her fingersin the blood. A goddessindeed, but aged and crazed, her gown torn
and gray with dirt. For al | owed Cerdon, | would not have touched her if | could. | turned to flee
instead; something struck my head, and | lay stretched upon the ground.

Beforel could rise, a hundred daves were upon me. Some had such sticks as could be picked up in
the wood; some only their fists and feet. One shouted to the rest to stand aside and raised a billhook.
They released me, then turned and fled as though it were they who wereto die. | caught the ankle of the
dave with the billhook with one foot and kicked his knee with the other, and he fell.

As| scrambled up, Rope Makers were emerging from the trees, their line as sraight as on the drill
field, their long spears leveled. | snatched up the billhook and killed the d ave who would have killed me,
finding it a better weapon than | would have supposed.

It wasthen | understood that the others did not see the goddess: aman took the priestess by the arm
and led her away, assisted by the sighted woman; and for amoment he stood within the Great Mother,



asafirewithin itsown smoke. "I drink no blood that haswet iron," she said.

| tried to explain that | had not killed the man with the billhook for her, then Drakaina embraced me.
"Thank Auge! | thought they'd killed you."

"How did you get here?' | asked. "Were you watching before?'

She shook her lovely head, making the gemsin her earsglitter in the moonlight. "I came with the Rope
Makers. Or rather, | brought them. | could find this place—and you, Latro—though they could not.”

The Rope Makers reached us as she spoke. Save for the dead man and the dead girl on the dltar, the
worshipers were gone. So was their terrible goddess, though | could hear her old, cracked voice caling
to her people among the oaks.

CHAPTER XXXI—Mother Ge's Words

The prophecy of the goddess till echoesin my ears. | must writeit here, though if it isread by the
Silent One, by Pasicrates, hewill surdy try to kill me.

Hewas not at the shrine of the Great Mother, but because | thought the leader of the Rope Makers
(who had gathered to stare at the dtar and the dead girl) might be Pasicrates, | asked his name.
"Eutaktos," hetold me. "Have you forgotten our march from Thought?"

Drakainasaid, "Of course he'sforgotten, noble Eutaktos—you know how heis. But what about you?
Don't you remember me?"

Eutaktos said politely, "1 know who you are, my lady, and | see what a service you have done for
Ropetonight.”

"What of Eurykles of Miletos, who marched with you? Whereis he now?"

"Wherever the regent has sent him," Eutaktos said. Do you think | meddle in such things?' He turned
to hismen. "Why're you standing there, you clods? Pull her off and tear down that atar.”

| asked whether he would bury the child.

He shook his head. "L et the gods bury their own dead—they make ustake care of ours. But
Latro"—his harsh voice softened atrifle—"don't try to handle something like this by yoursdf again. Get
help." Ashe spoke, eight shildmen lifted one Sde of the dtar, and it fell with acrash. There were about
thirty shieldmen atogether, one enomotia, | suppose.

Aswe stepped beneath the trees, someone threw a stone. That was how it began. Stones and heavy
gicksflew dl theway to the split hill. A shieldman was struck on the foot, though he could still limp
along; soon another's leg was broken. Two shieldmen tied their red cloaks to the shafts of their spears
and carried him.

In the split the stones were much larger, and they struck much harder because they were thrown by
men on the hilltops. Those who had thrown from behind the trees were mostly women and boys, | think.
Without armor Drakainaand | hung back, but the shieldmen held their big hoplons over their heads and
advanced. The cries from the hilltops and the clang of the stones on the bronze hoplons were likethe din
of ahundred smiths, al shouting asthey hammered a hundred anvils; they deafened and bewildered us
al, or a least dl of ussave Drakaina

Shetook my arm and drew me away to the thick shadowswe had just left. | said, "They'll kill us
here"

"They'll certainly kill usthere. Don't you see the Rope Makers aren't getting through?”
Nor were they. The rearmost shieldmen had stopped and were backing away from the stones.
"They've probably blocked the path in someway. Or if four or five daves with weapons were



stationed where it widens out, one or two Rope Makers would haveto fight them al. In their phalanx
they may be the best soldiersin the world, but | doubt they're much better than other men adone.”

The rest soon followed those we had seen retreating. Nearly every man was helping awounded
comrade with his spear arm while hetried to fend off the soneswith his shield. Eutaktos bellowed,
"Back to thefired! It won't belong till daylight.”

Drakaina screamed. | turned in time to see the flash of the knife. Then she was gone. The woman
who had attacked her shrieked and fell.

Another woman and aboy rushed a me in the darkness, and | cut them down with the billhook,
though | am not proud of it. When they were dead, | examined them; that waswhen | saw | had killed
someone'swife and aboy of twelve or so, she armed with a kitchen knife, hewith asickle [Létin falx.—
G.W.]. Seeing the sickle, | wished for my sword, though the billhook was no mean weapon. The woman
who had attacked Drakainawas writhing in agony, but of Drakaina hersdf there was no sign.

| rgjoined the Rope Makers, helping carry awounded man. There were more stones as we fought
our way to the clearing. | was struck twice, but | did not fall, nor were any of my bones broken. When
we had marched to the split in the hill, the Rope Makers had stayed in file, and often they had seemed
not to notice the missles hurled at us. Now severd rushed into the trees again and again. Twicethey
killed daves, but one of the Rope Makersdid not return.

The fires had burned low, so while some of us treated our wounded, the rest (of whom | was one)
gathered such wood as we could find and piled it on the flames. When | heard the voice of the goddess
inthe oak wood again, | told Eutaktos the daves would attack us soon.

He looked up from the dying Rope Maker he had been attending to ask what made methink so.
Before| could reply, alion roared from the trees, and awolf howled. Asthough they too were lions and
wolves, a hundred answered them. Every man had a stone, and each ran close before he threw, then
dashed back into the shadows. We picked up such stones as we could find and flung them back, but
most werelogt in the dark.

They charged our circle at last. | fought with my back to one of the supportsthat had held the dltar,
though it was not high enough to give much protection. A Rope Maker fell beside me, then another, and
after that | no longer heard Eutaktos shouting encouragement. | fought on alone, ringed by daveswith
clubs and hachets. All thistook lesstime than it has taken to write of it.

The cracked voice of the old goddess caled, "Wait!" and though | do not think the daves knew they
heard it, they obeyed it nonetheless.

Long strides carried her to thefires; the spilling of so much blood must have restored her vigor, if not
her youth. The lion and the wolf frisked around her like dogs, and though the daves of the Rope Makers
could not see her, they saw them and drew away in terror. When she stood before me | was a child once
more, confronted by the crone from the cave on the hill.

"Itisyou,” shesaid, "come again to visit Mother Ge. Europa carried your message, and my daughter
has told me what she promised you. Do you recall Europa? Or my daughter Kore?"

If I had ever known them, they werelost in the migt, lost forever as though they had never been.

"No. No, you do not." Huge though she was, her voice seemed faint when she spoketo me; | could
scarcely hear her above the snarling of the beasts and the cries of the daves. "Why don't you threaten me
with that hedge bill ?* she asked. "Y ou threatened Kore. Do you still fear my lion?”

| shook my head as she spoke, for as she spoke, what | had known of Kore and Europa came
flooding back to me. "If | were to kill you, Mother, who would hedl me?!

"By thewolf that gave your fathers suck, you are learning wisdom.”

The daves were staring a me as though | were mad. They had lowered their weapons, and as
Mother Ge spoke | dropped mine, went to her, and touched her arm.



The daves shouted doud when | laid my hand on her, but quickly they fell silent again. When they
came forward, many eyes streamed with tears—the eyes of men aswdll as those of women and of
children. They would have touched her too, | think, if they could; but the lion and the wolf rushed at
them, menacing them as the shepherd's dogs menace the sheep.

"Goddess!" one of the daves shouted. "Hear our pleal”

"l have heard your pleamany times," Mother Getold him, and now her voice waslike the singing of a
bird in the sun, in lands that are drowned forever.

"Five hundred years the men of Rope have endaved us.”
"And five hundred more. Y et you are seven when they are one. Why should | aid you?'

At that, they led the blind priestess forward. She cried, "We are your worshipers! Who will feed your
dtarsif welose our faith?"

"l have millionsmorein other lands" Mother Getold her. "And some for whom | am not yet bent and
old." She paused, sucking her gums. "But | would have another sacrifice tonight. Giveit to mewillingly,
and | will dodl I canto freeyou. The victim need not die. Will you giveit?'

"Yes," shouted the priestess and the man who had spoken before; and after them, al the people
shouted, " Yed " Then Mother Ge told them what she required of him, and the blind priestessfound a
sharp flint for it, searching the ground on dl fourslike a besst.

Twice hetried to strike but drew back his hand at the first blood. Though Mother Ge had said he
need not die, his progeny died that night to ten thousand generations, and he knew it aswell as1. He
stood well back from Mother Ge and from me; the other daves crowded around him, cheering him and
pledging tawdry rewards—anew roof or amilch goat. | knew then that | might dip away inthedark if |
chose, but | waited as fascinated asthe rest.

Then there was a stroke in which there was no hesitation. His manhood came away in his hand,
looking like the offal from abutcher's shop when he held it up. Someone took it from him and laid it upon
thefdlen dtar, and he stood with legs wide apart, bleeding like awoman—or, rather, like abull when it
ismade an ox. The others made him lie on the ground and stanched his flow with cobwebs and moss.

"Now hear me," Mother Ge said. She straightened her back, and it sesemed that agresat light shone
there, alight from which her body shielded us. "Thisman is sacred to me aslong as helives. In payment,
I will fight for you, striving to make his magter, Prince Pausanias, king of thisland.”

The daves muttered against these words, and afew shouted protests.

"Y ou think him your greatest foe, but | tell you he will be your greatest friend and perhaps your king,
turning his back upon hisown kindred. Still he, and I, may fail. If so, | shdl destroy Rope—"

Herethe davesroared so loudly | could not hear.

"—then you must rise against the Rope Makers, your scythesto cut their spears, your sicklesto beat
down their swords. But firgt, your stones against their hemets. So you defeated them on this night.
Remember it."

Then shewas gone, and the clearing seemed dark and far from the lands of men. Onefirewas dying,
the other aready no more than embers. In alitter they wove of vines, half adozen men carried away the
man who had unmanned himsdlf. Otherstrailed behind them, bearing the bodies of relativeskilled in the
fighting. Some women asked me to come with them and offered to treat my bruises, but | feared them
still because of the woman | had killed, and | told them to follow their husbands. They did as| ordered,
leaving me done with the dead.

Though the billhook was not intended for digging, | was able to scratch out asmall and shalow grave
in the soft earth of the clearing. | buried the girl 1 had not saved and heaped her grave with the stones that
had been flung at us. | believe one of the dead Rope Makers was Eutaktos, whom | had known in some



time | have forgotten. Though | robbed several of their helmetsto study their faces, | could not be sure; |
had seen Eutaktos only briefly and by firelight.

Nor did I any longer know who Kore and Europawere, nor what they had once meant to me, though
| could recal atime not long ago when | had known. Their names and that memory troubled me at least
as much asthe thought that the lion and the wolf might still be near. | muttered "Kore" and "Europa’ over
and over as| built up the dying fire and carried blazing sticks to reestablish the other, until at last Kore
and Europa ceased to have any meaning at al for me, ceased even to be names.

Waking up and down between thefires, | waited for dawn before | made my way through the split
hill. The bodies of many Rope Makers had laid on that narrow path, and there were till many
bloodstains; but the daves had dragged the bodies away, so that they lay in the shadows beneath the
trees, wrapped in the green life of the oaks. | do not think the other Rope Makerswill find them there.

From the place where Drakaina had taken my arm, | could see the old goddesswalking the vdley, a
woman taller than women, at once darker and brighter than the tree tops touched by dawn. She stopped
at the grave, | think, for after atime she vanished from sight and | heard her weeping.

When | had passed the split hill, | cast aside my weapon and hurried through the dew-decked fields
to this camp on the bank of the Eurotas, where now | write these words in the morning sunlight. 1o met
me. After | had told her something of what had happened that night and she had salved my bruises and
mourned with many head shakings the blow that had struck me down, she took me proudly to see
Cerdon, whom she had hidden among the hay that fed our pack mules; but Cerdon had died while she
dept, and dready hislimbswere cold and gtiff.

CHAPTER XXXIll—Here in Rope

Strangers viewed with the greatest suspicion. Thismorning Drakaing, 1o, and | went to seethe
famous temple of Orthia. Its enclosure on the riverbank must once have been separated from the city, but
now the Rope Makers have built their houses right up to the boundaries of the sacred ground. Drakaina
sad, "Inthe Empire, we wdl our cities properly. When you're on one side of the wdll, you'rein the city;
on the other, you'rein the country. With all these straggling hamlets, who knows? Thought was dmost as
bad, but at |east they had guard posts on the roads.”

"The Great King tore down your walls," 1o reminded her. "That's what the regent said.”

Drakainanodded. "The People from Parsa have a sense of fitness. Itswalls symbolize a city, and
pulling them down is the destruction of the city. Rope's been destroyed already—or let's say that it's
never existed. Thisisjust four villages, no wonder they cal it scattered.”

Slavesturned their faces to one side when we passed, and even the Neighbors we saw did not wish
to speak with us. Rope Makers stopped us and questioned us, women as well as men, and many told us
we were unwelcome. We soon learned to reply that we would gladly go elsawhereif only their regent
would permit it, which silenced them quite effectively.

Drakaina shook her lovely head after one such encounter. "There's no place in the world where men
arelessfreethan they are here, and none where women are freer—save perhaps in the country of the
Amazons, the women who live without men.”

"Arethey red?' 10 asked. "Once Basas said I'd be a strategist among them."”

"Of coursethey are." Drakainadipped her arm through mine. "But you'll haveto go far to the north
and ees—much farther east than my own city. And you'll have to leave Latro here with me. The
Amazons don't care for foreigners any more than these Rope Makers, and they consider al men spies.”

| said, "There can be no such race; they'd die out in ageneration.”
"They lie with the young men of the Sons of Scolati. If they bear agirl afterward, they sear her left



breast so she can use the bow. Boys buy them the favor of their goddess, or so I've heard. | admit I've
never seen one of these women warriors mysdlf.”

| thought of the dream | had |ast night when she said that; perhaps later | will write of it here.
"Thereitid" lo exclaimed, and pointed.

"About what | expected. They don't know what areal templelooks like here. Nobody could who
hasn't traveled in the east, though some of these are at least beautiful. Thisisn't eventhat. Infact, if this
whole city were destroyed, no one would ever guess from looking at the ruinsthat half the world had
trembled at its name.”

The temple wasindeed small and very smple, its pillars mere wooden posts painted white. | took of f
my sword and fastened the belt around one.

lo said, "We're supposed to make an offering. See the bowl? Master, do you have any money?”

Drakainatold her, "I'll take care of it," and tossed one of the iron coins of the Rope Makers so that it
rang againg the bronzerim.

Aswe went from the brilliant sunlight of the portico into the shadowy interior, 10 asked, "Wheredid
you get that?'

"Hush!"

It was the age of the temple that impressed me most, | think, and perhapsit would be just to say that
its age was the only impressive thing about it; but that made it truly a sacred place, the home built for a

god when the world was young and men had not yet forgotten that when the gods are mocked they
punish usby leaving us.

A priestess, white-haired but astall as| and as straight as any spear, glided from some recess.
"Welcome," she said, "to this house in the name of the Huntress, and to thisland in the name of the House
of Heracles."

"It'strue,” | admitted, "that we're dl foreigners here, madame. But we've come to Rope at the order
of your regent, the great Prince Pausanias, who does not permit usto leave."

Drakaina quickly added, "We have the freedom of the city, however, and | am a priestess of your
goddess.”

The white-haired woman made the dightest of bows. "As such, you may sacrifice here whenever you
wish. No one will prevent you. Should anyone question you, tell them you have my permisson. | am
Gorgo, daughter of Cleomenes, mother of Pleistarchos, and widow of Leonidas.”

Drakainabegan, "Then the regent is—"

"My cousin and my nephew. Would you care to see the image of the goddess?' Sheled usto a
wooden figure, cracked and blackened by time. " Sheis caled Orthia because she was found standing
upright, just where you see her now, in the days when our forefathers conquered this land.”

The bulging eyes of the statue gave it the look of amadwoman. In ether hand it grasped a snake.

"Thewood is cypress, which is sacred to her. The snakein her right hand isthe empyred serpent, the
onein her |eft the chthonic serpent. She holds both and stands between them, the only god who unites
heaven to earth and the lower world. When she appears here, it ismost often as a snake.”

lo asked, " Could she help my master? He's been cursed by the Grain Goddess.”

Drakainaadded, "I've dready offered sacrificesto our threefold goddess on his behdf. Do you
remember Basias, 10? He promised to carry amessage to her." She turned back to the priestess. "And
Latro ismuch better. His memory was taken from him, and he still can't remember; but now he acts
amog asthough he could.”

| said, "The goddessisangry.”



"Why?' Gorgo's eyes were large and coal, the rare blue eyesthat shinelikeice.

"l don't know. But can't you see the way shelooks a Drakaina?'

|0's hand flew to her mouth to tifle a shout of nervous laughter.

"No," the priestess told me softly. "I cannot see that. But you do. What has this woman done?!
"l don't know."

Even in the dimness of the temple, | could see how white Drakainas face was. She said, "Heismad,
most reverend Queen. Pasicrates and |, and thelittle girl, care for him.”

"Padicratesis afine young man, and afaithful servant of the goddess."
"Asl am. If | have displeased her—"
"Youwill be punished."

When Gorgo said that, there was a Sllence that stretched so long that it became unbearable. At last 1o
asked, "Isthiswhere the boys get whipped?”

"Yes, child." One corner of the priestesss mouth lifted by the width of agrain of whest. "In thiscity,
we girls receive much the same education as the boys, but we are spared that. Here food is placed upon
the dtar, and the older men stand where you are standing, and on the portico outside, and asfar asthe
sacred precinct of the temple reaches. The boys must dash past them and take the food, then dash past
again; they are beaten asthey run. Seethe stainstheir blood hasleft on our floor? Thusthey learn what
women aready know: that without women there is no food for men. Because they are beaten that day,
they can never forget. Thereis astatue of the goddess at Ephesos with ahundred breasts. Thelessoniis
the same”

Pasicrates was waiting for uswhen we |eft the temple,

"My dave said you had gone out to seethe sights," hetold us. "Thisisthe first most visitorswant to
%‘ll

Drakaina asked, "And are there others?’

"We do not have the wedlth of Tower Hill," Pasicrates conceded as he led us away, "and yet our city
is not without interest. The well 1 am about to show you isknown these daysin every civilized land.”

"Redly?' She amiled at him; her sharply angled face gave her amilesadisturbing qudlity. "Isit likethe
onea Hysal, that inspires al who drink to prophesy?"

"No," Pasicrates replied. He hesitated. "I was on the point of saying it isnt amagic well at all. Except
that now that | think on it, it does have power, and power of asort you might find particularly interesting.
It changes men to women.”

losad, "It seemslike everybody's turning againg you, even the Huntress."
Drakainalooked so angry that | feared for 1o, though she faced up to it as bravely as any child could.
Pedcratessad, "What'sthis? Tell me, littlegirl.”

"Latro saysthe goddessis mad at her. Sometimes L atro sees things other people don't. Sometimes he
seesthe gods; and talks to them, too."

"How interesting. | should have asked you more about him when we met. Foolishly, | wasted my time
with one Eurykles. Latro, what did you see?!

"Only that she gave Drakainaalook of fury, just as Drakainalooked at 10 amoment ago.”

"And it's Orthiawho sends sudden death to women. What a pity you're not aman, Drakaina. Isthat
your true name, by theway?"

Shefeigned not to hear him.



"Sheisaso the protector of young beasts and of children,” Pasicratestold lo. "Did you know that?
Our boys pray to her before they are beaten, and dedicate the end of their childhood to her. Y et she
favorsgirlsmore. It goesill with anyonewho harmsagirl here, unlessheishighin her favor.”

| sad, "It will goill with anyonewho hurtslo, whilel live"
Pasicrates nodded. "Y ou might well be the instrument of her justice. So might |."

We had been stralling through the city as we talked; when nothing more was said for atime, |
ventured to ask about the houses, saying it seemed strange to me to see so many windowsin acity of his

people.
"Ah, but you've been in Thought, even if you don't remember it. There they think about being robbed.

We don't. Were too poor, and there'slittle hereto buy.” He smiled. "But here'sthe well. Look down.
Youll find it worth seeing.”

lo dashed ahead and pulled hersdlf up by the coping to peer into the depths. " Skeletons! " she called.

When Pasicrates arrived he seated himself on it beside her. "Are bones al you seg, little 10? Surely
there is something more."

"Just mud and water."

"Y es, earth and water. Y ou see, | am aknowledgeable guide. | brought you here at noon, when the
sun shines far enough down for you to see the bottom. It's not avery deep well. Perhapsthat's why it
went dry, or nearly dry. Drakaina, don't you want to look?"

| peered insde. As Pasicrates had indicated, the sun reached more than halfway to the bottom and
lent light enough to show the rest. Three black-bearded men were penned there. They had heavy gold
bracelets on their arms, and their golden sword hilts were set with many gems. One gripped hiswrig, his
face twisted in agony; one covered hisface with his hands;, one wept, face upturned, and extended his
handsto me.

Pasicrates said, "The Great King sent his ambassadors here, demanding earth and water in token of
our submission. They were bold men when they came, but frightened women when we threw themin to
get them for themselves. Y ou should have heard them scream. Drakaina, | think you'd better look. |
won't push you." He did from the coping and strode away.

lo said softly, "'l thought he liked the Great King."

"He'sjedous," Drakainasnapped. "The regent prefers me. Latro will find that understandable, though
perhaps you won't. When we went into the temple, you asked where | got the coin | offered. Prince
Pausanias gave it to me, as he's given me other things. Do you like this gown?' Her hand caressed the
crimson fabric. "It's moth's spinning, brought from the end of the earth; once it belonged to anoble lady
of Susa”

"It's beautiful," 10 said with honest admiration. "But now that you're speaking to me again, will you tell
me how you explained to the regent? Y ou were aman the first time he saw you, and you're awoman
now, and he'snot like Latro.”

" told him the truth—that the goddess had given me my desire. It hasn't reduced his esteem for me,
bieveme.”

"Watch out,”" lo said. "She'sliableto takeit back."

Drakaina shook her head, and it seemed to me that she was hearing someone other than lo. "l fed!
I'velived along, long time," she said. "And that |'ve been what | am since thefirst starstook shape.”

Afterward weidled about the city; but nothing more was said that | think worth recounting, save that
Drakainaremarked that | had given her a dave sometime ago. When | asked what had become of him,
she said he was dead.

We watched naked women run and throw the discus, which 1o thought disgusting, and saw the



barracks where the Rope Makers deep. After that we returned to this hill fortressin the center of the
city, sopping for atime to watch daves at work upon the tomb of Leonidas. Thiswasin the village caled
Pitana, which stands close beside the hill. 1 do not know what the name may mean. Perhaps "legion.” A
least 10 saysthereisamoraof that namein the regent'sarmy.

Hereinthefortress| writeas| do, catching the fading light of the sun asit shines through the
embrasure. Drakaina hasjust come to say thisday will be our last in Rope.

PART IV

CHAPTER XXXIIl—Through This Shadowed Gorge

Dark Acheron cutsthe rockslike aknife, at last plunging into the earth on itsway to the Lands of the
Dead. Nowhere else are they so near the living; nowhere el se are they so readily summoned—so says
Drakaina, who is even now preparing for the ceremony. As| watch, Prince Pausanias himsdf digsthe
votive pit, whilelo feeds fernsto the black lamb and black ewe lamb he will sacrifice. Pasicratesand |
have dipped jars of water from Acheron and unloaded the mule, which carried honey, milk, wine, and the
other needful things. | am writing this because |o says| have neglected to write for too long; and indeed
when | read what | had written last, | saw that we had been in Rope, which the young men of the prince's
bodyguard speak of asaplace very far away.

But also because | do not wish to lose dl recollection of the dream | had last night. It was of aship, a
round-bellied trader with awhite swan at its stern, abroad, striped mainsail, and an angled foremast. |
opened a hatch on deck and went below to a cavern, where alovely queen and agrim king sat thrones
of black stone amid the smell of death. Three dogs barked, and the queen said, "He passes. His message
fulfills..."

Therewas morethat | have forgotten. When | told |o of the ship, she said it wasthe onein which we
came here. If that is S0, Some part of me retains the memory, though | cannot recal it. Surely that isa
good sign. It may be | will find my past soon, perhaps even here among these damp and frowning rocks.
Pausanias has completed his pit, and Pasicrates winds dark garlands of hemlock and rue about the
lambs. There are chaplets of herbsfor us.

It came, and | saw it! Drakaina poured libations of milk, honey, sweet wine, and water, and strewed
the ground with barley med. She held the lamlbs while Prince Pausanias pronounced the invocation:
"Royd Agidscome! Adviseme, and | will make your tombs places of pilgrimage and sacrifice for the
entireworld. Should | seek peace or war? Was my dream true, that said this dave would bring me
victory? How shdl | know it? Come! Speek! You | lovein desth asin life." Though his hand shook, he
took up his sword and struck off the heads of the black lamb and the black ewe lamb so that their blood
streamed into the pit; releasing their flaccid bodies, Drakaina began a chant in atongue unknown to me.

At oncethe rock behind her split, and there came forth aking in armor, with a bloodstained knifein
his hand, bleeding limbs, and alolling head. He was terrible to behold, but he knelt and drank the vapors
from the pit as a shepherd drinks from a spring; as he drank, hiswounds ceased to bleed and he
appeared dmost aliving man—not handsome, for his face had been scarred by wine aswell asthe knife,
yet having such an air of command asfew possess. Drakainafdl in afit, her mouth gaping and rimmed
with foam. From it thereissued aman's voice, as swift and hard as the crack of alash.

"Nephew, seek peace and not death.
Nor drink from the blue cup of Lethe.
Ask who will make the fortressyield,
To those that fought at Fennel Field."



At the find word Drakainagave agreset cry; and the stone, which had closed, opened again to
recelve the dead king. In histrain now walked an attendant, alean, fantastically dressed man with
disordered hair. Drakainawas weak and sick when they were gone. She crawled to drink the milk left
from thelibations.

The prince drew a deep breath; his forehead was beaded with swest. "Wasit good? Who'll provide
the exegesis?' He wiped his hands on his chiton. "Pasicrates, who spoke to me?"

Pasicrates |ooked to Drakaina. Receiving no help from her, he ventured, ™Y our royal uncle, perhaps,
King Cleomenes. Only he perished—" Pasicrates hesitated, then finished weakly, "By seeking death.”

"By hisown hand, you mean. Y ou may say s0. He desecrated the sacred lands of the Great Goddess
and her daughter when he marched to Advent. The nature of his punishment is common knowledge.
What of the second line?"

"Hewarns you againgt the wine that drove him mad, and so by implication against offending the gods
ashedid. Y ou asked three questions, Highness. It seemsto methefirst two lines of your roya uncl€'s
verse answer your first two questions. Y ou are to seek peace, and you areto trust your dream, because
to distrust it would be an offense to the gods.”

"Very good." Pausanias nodded. "And those who fought at Fennd Field are the shieldmen of
Thought, who are now besieging thefortified city of Sestos. Cleomenes fought them, twice invading the
Long Coast. | should aid them instead—seeking peace with Thought now, that | may better seek peace
with Persepolislater. So Cleomenes seemsto be saying.”

"Highness, you asked how you might know whether your dream wastruly from the gods. King
Cleomenes urges you to ask who will make afortressyield to the men of Thought. Why not send atoken
force from your retinue to Sestos? They say it'sthe strongest place in theworld; if it fals, you'll know
your dream was the true speech of the Maiden. If it doesnt, it will be afailure for Thought and not for us.
That ssemsto meto be your roya unclesadvice, Sr, and | seenoflaw init.”

Pausaniassfacetwisted inits scarred smile. "Y es, theriskswill be small, and the People of Thought
will tekeit asafriendly gesture, apersona gesture on my part, since Leotychides has withdrawn. The
aristocratic party there, particularly, will takeit so. Xanthippos commands." He chuckled. "And you
wouldn't exactly object to leading ahundred of my heroes on anew Trojan War, would you, Pesicrates?
Or should | say, swift-footed Achilles? It will be aglorious adventure, onein which aman might win
consderable reputation.”

Pesicrates |ooked at hisfeet. "1 will stay or go, as my strategist commands.”

"You'l go, then, and keep your eyes open.” The prince wiped his sword on his cloak.
| sad, "And I, Highness. | must go with him."

lo protested, "Magter, we might get killed!™

"You don't haveto,” | told her. "But | do. If the gods say | bring the regent victory, | must be with his
standard.”

"Heresyour firgt volunteer, Pasicrates. Will you take him?'

Pasicrates nodded. "Highness, I'd liketo take dl three. Latro for the reason he just gave: the test
won't be valid without him. The child to care for him, and the sorceress because it may be desirable
to...ah..."

"Arrange terms of surrender.” The princerose.

"Exactly, Highness"

"All right, then. 1t will make things easier for me at home anyway—Gorgo doesnt like her.”

When the winding mountain paths had brought us here again, the regent ordered his bodyguard to



form the phaanx; this bodyguard consists of three hundred unmarried men chosen by himsdlf. " Shieldmen
of Rope," he began. "Rope Makersl Hear me! Y ou know of the glorious victory of Mycae. There's not
aman among us who doesn't wish he had been there. Now word has reached me that our dlies, jealous
of our glory, were not content with that victory. When our ships set out for home, they remained across
the Water, and they have laid segeto the Great King's city of Sestos!"

Though the young soldiers stood rigidly at attention, there was astir among them, like the stirring of a
wood that hearsfar off the thunder of the storm.

"When wereturn, | intend to tell the judges we should send an army to aid them—~but what if Sestos
falsbeforeit arrives? Y ou know how we were late to Fennel Field. Y ou have heard, | imagine, that the
men of Thought are claiming credit for the victory at Peace. | ask you, shal we let them say they took
Sestos done?!

Three hundred voices roared, "No! "

"And | too say no!" The regent paused; the young men waited, tense and expectant. "All of you know
Pasicrates, and you know he has my entire confidence. Pasicrates, step out here! ™

Pasicrates | eft thefirst line of the phalanx to stand beside the regent, and even to me helooked a
young hero in hisbright armor.

"Pasicrates will lead ahundred volunteers to Sestos. Those who do not wish to volunteer, remainin
ranks. Volunteers! Step forward and join Pasicrates!”

The formation surged forward as one man. "Hell choose," the regent shouted. "Pasicrates, choose
your hundred!"

A moment ago, 1o asked what | was writing about. " About the choosing of the hundred volunteers,” |
told her.

"What about what we did in the gorge, killing the black lambs?"

| told her | had aready written about that.

"Doyou think it wasredly red? That King Cleomenestaked through Drakaina?'
"l know itwas" | said. "l saw him."

"1 wish you'd touched him. Then | could have seen him too."

| shook my head. "He would have frightened you." | described him to her, dwelling on the horror of
hiswounds.

"I've seen alot. You don't remember dl I've seen. | saw you kill the Rope Makers daves, and | saw
Kekrops after the seamonster killed him. Do you think Pasicrates understood what Cleomenes said?’

Drakainasat up at that. "Do you remember? What was it?"
"Don't you know?Y ou said the words."
"No," Drakainatold her. "I was not | who spoke. | remember nothing."

lo recited thefour linesas| have given them and added, "I don't think Pasicrateswasright. | think
Cleomeneswanted ared peace, and not for the regent to send men to Sestos. That was what he meant
when he said the regent should ask who took the fortress. If he didn't send men, he wouldn't know."

Drakainasaid, "He meant no one would take it. I've seen Sestos, and believe me, what they say is
true—it's the strongest place on earth. People talk of the walls of Babylon, but they are gapped to let the
river through. That was how the People from Parsatook it the first time. Sestos has no such weskness.
Asfor seeking peace, Cleomenes knows that Demaratus, the true heir to the younger crown of Rope, is
one of the Great King's advisers. He naturally hopes for an agreement that will leave the Agidsthe elder
crown and give Demaratus the younger. If such an agreement had been struck two years ago, the whole
war might have been prevented."



| asked if she wasfeding better.

"Y es, thank you. Weak, but asthough I'll be stronger than ever when I'm no longer weak. Do you
know what | mean?' She cupped her full breasts and caressed them, savoring delights to come.
"Something in me knows the best part of thislife fill lies ahead.”

lo asked, "Just how many lives do you have? And is there a spring where you take a bath to get back
your virginity?'

Drakainasmiled at her. Her lovely face looks hungry when she smiles. "Dontt flutter too close, little
bird of joy, or you'll sng adifferent song.”

lo seated hersdf at my feet. Y ou may be the bird who hasto learn anew tune, Drakaina. Prince
Pausanias likes you, but were going with Pasicrates, and he hates you.”

"Because | came between him and the regent—quite literally, asit happens. When theregent'sa
hundred leagues away, thingswill be different; you'll see.” With such fluid grace as few women possess,
Drakainarose. "Infact, | think I'll have my first chat with the noble Pasicrates now. Hell be the one who
assigns us space on the ship, | suppose. | want the captain's cabin. Would you careto bet | don't get it?"
From the sheen of her dark hair and the grace of her swaying figure, it seemed likely enough she would.

When she was out of sight, lo made aface. "I think if somebody diced her up theway you said
Cleomeneswas, shed wiggletill sunsat.”

| did not want to punish 1o, but | told her | thought that an ugly thing for achild to say, even though
Drakainas name was "she-dragon.”

"It used to be Eurykles of Miletos," 1o told me. "I know you don't remember, Latro, but it was.
Eurykleswas aman, and when we lived with Kalleos, sometimes he spent the whole night in her room.
Drakaina says he changed himself into her by magic. | didn't like Eurykles much, but | liked him awhole
lot better than Drakaina. And if you ask me she changed him into her, somehow."

| asked her how this Eurykles had looked. Now that she has described him for me, | know he was
theman | saw follow King Cleomenes.

A short time ago, the prince regent's runner came to tell me that he will send for me soon. He said |
was to wash and put on my best clothes, which | have done. | asked if he would be present, but he said
he would be in the town getting suppliesfor our expedition to Sestos. A shieldman of the
bodyguard—one of those who will not be coming to Sestos with us—will probably be sent for me, he
sad.

lo reports that according to the gossip of the camp, aship has brought the regent's sorcerer.

CHAPTER XXXIV—In the Regent's Tent

There was no one to meet me. "Wait here," said the young shieldman who had brought me. Ashe
turned to leave he added, "Don't touch anything.”

| do not believe | have ever been athief; but for athief it would have been tempting indeed. There
werelamps of slver, gold, and crystd, and many soft carpets and cushions. A long knifein agreen
sheeth with gold mountings hung from one of the tent poles, and an ivory griffin spread itswings upon a

peak of ebony.
| was admiring this last when the regent entered, bringing with him ady little Hellene with abeard.
"Thisisthedave," the regent said, dropping to acushion. "Latro—Tisamenus, my mantis."

| did not know the word, and my ignorance must have appeared on my face. Tisamenus murmured,
"A mere consulter of the gods, sir, ahumble reader of the omens of sacifice.”

"Tisamenus advised me a Clay. Those who know the result know why | think highly of him."



"His Highness has told me of hisdream. | wished to see the man. It sometimes amuses His Highness
to accedeto my little requests. Sir, Latro, | noticed you were admiring that statuette when we entered.
Do you know of those mongters?”’

"Dothey actualy exis? No, nothing."

Theregent said, "I'mtold they live in the country of those Sons of Scoloti who revolted againgt the
roya branch of their people, and that they hoard gold.”

| said, "Which can't be as precious as this carving, Highness."

Tisamenus murmured, "I'd understood they're found north and west of the Issedonians. It's said they
put out one eye of any man they find trying to make off with their treasure; but if he's dready one-eyed,
they kill him. However, | think it likely my information is mistaken, Highness, and yours correct.”

Theregent laughed. "No, you'vetheright of it, | fed sure. The best intelligence of such thingsis
awaysthat which putsthem farthest from us."

Tisamenus nodded and smiled. "I don't suppose you've seen the creatures, Sir?"

| shrugged. "I've no way of knowing. From what | read in my book today, | was aready with the
regent when we were in Rope. If he'stold you about me, he must have told you | don't remember.”

"Y et you remembered the mongter, Sir. | saw that memory in your eyes.”
| shook my head. "I don't recall what | learned of them, if | did. Or how | learned it, or where."

The regent chuckled. "Sit down, you two. I'm remissin my duties asyour host. Latro, Tisamenus—"
He turned to the mantis. "Which do you prefer, Tisamenus of Elis, or Tisamenus of Rope?"

"AsY our Highness chooses to honor his servant.”

"Tisamenus of Elis, then. Latro, Tisamenus got my permission to vist hisfamily after the battle. That
was unfortunate, because he wasn't present to interpret my dream when | dreamed about you; but I've
told him that dream now, and in generd he seemsto fed |'ve caught the meaning without him."

"Tovidgt my sgtersand their husbands, sr. | have not been favored in the matter of sonsand
daughters." The mantis sighed. "And the Inescapable One deprived me of my poor wife at the time of the
lagt Games.”

| cleared my throat. | did not think what | was about to say would lose me my head, but the
possibility, however dight, lent achill to my words. "With your leave, mantis. Why isit you cal me'sr’
when the regent has called meadave?’

The regent said brusquely, "That'sjust hisway."
Almogt too softly to be heard, Tisamenus murmured, "Courtesy is never wasted, Sir. Particularly

courtesy toward adave. We daves appreciateit.” To me he added, ™Y ou will not be able to answer our
guestions, then. That's aterrible pity, but perhaps you won't object if we beg you to try.”

"Fetch somewine," the regent told Tisamenus. "Want a cup, Latro?"

"l can answer that one," | said. "Yes. But 1o can tell you more about me than | can tell you about
mysdf."

"l questioned her sometime ago,” theregent said. "And | was ableto passto Tisamenusal | learned
inafew words. She met you in Hill. Y ou were badly wounded. Y ou'd tried to embrace a statue of the
River God, and they brought you to the oracle there. It gave her to you and assigned a citizen to guide
you to Advent. All three of you wereimprisoned in Tower Hill until you were freed by a captain from
Thought. In Advent, the goddess came to you in adream and promised to restore you to your friends.
Then the lochagos I'd sent looking for you found you and brought you to me.”

Tisamenus poured the wine, so old and good it perfumed even that perfumed air. "Thank you," | said,
accepting the cup.



"Y ou don't look pleased. What's the matter?!

"Y ou told me alot, Highness, but none of it was what | wanted to hear."

"Whichis?'

"Who my friends are, where my home s, what happened to me, and how | can be cured.”

"Y our friends are here—two of them, at least. I'm your greatest friend, and anyone who stands with
mewill beyour friend aswell. Do you know of the promise made mein my dream?"

"Yes. Wetdked of it thisafternoon in the gorge.”

Tisamenus murmured, " Then perhaps you aso know why it should be s0. What makes you atdisman
of victory?'
"l havenoidea”

The regent said, "My first notion was that we'd been born at the same ingtant—it's well known such
children arelinked. Tisamenus?'

The mantislooked doubtful. "1'd guess heé's the younger." Tomehe said, "l don't suppose, Sir, that
you know the day of your birth?'

I shook my head, and the regent shrugged. "So it might be true. I'm in my twenty-eighth year. Think
that might be your age, Latro? Speak up. Y ou won't be beaten.”

"Twenty-eight sounds old to me, Highness. So | think | must beless"

Tisamenus had risen. " Shrewdly spoken, sir, and | agree. May | cdl your attention once moreto this
admirable carving? Can you perhaps inform me as to the name borne by these monsters?*

"They'rethe Clawed Ones," | said.

"S0," Tisamenuswhispered. "The god who took away your memory left you that. What man
comprehendstheir ways?'

The regent drank. " A thousand times I've heard somebody say that: Who understands the ways of the
gods? Everybody asks the question, nobody answersit. Now I'm aman and nearly aking—do you
know many of our Rope Makers dready cal me King Pausanias, Tisamenus? So I'll try, Latro. You do."

Ascautioudy as| could, | said, "I'm not sure | follow you, Highness."

"| cdled you an idiot once. Since then, I've seen enough of you to know you're anything but.”
"Y et therésan idiot here, Highness, if you believe I'm in the councils of the gods.”
Tisamenus said, "Y ou're treading on dangerous ground, Sir.”

"Becauseif you believeit, Highness, it must betrue; and | would be anidiot not to tell you."

The regent gave Tisamenus histwisted smile. "Y ou see what | mean? If this were the pentathlon, he'd
win every event."

"Good," | said. "Becauseif we're linked, Highness, it might bethat if | were beaten you'd be beaten
too."

"And the chariot race. But Latro, my friend—and I'll call you my friend and not my dave—you know
things you don't know you know. Y ou didn't remember the name of the winged monsters until you were
asked, did you?'

| shook my head.

Tisamenus murmured, "So it is, perhaps, with the councils of the gods. If we recdl them to you, will
you tell HisHighness?'

| sad, "If hewishesit, certainly. But though lo says| once swept floors for awoman in Thought, |
don't bedieve | ever swept the hal of Olympus.”



"Then well begin with speculations humbler till. Y ou acknowledge that there are many gods?”
| Sipped my wine. "All men do, | suppose.”

"Y ou once told His Highness, no doubt truly, that you were asoldier of the Great King."

"l fed | am."

"Then you must know something of the barbarians, Sr. Indeed, you must have marched through
Parsa, for the Great King'sarmy did so on itsway here. Are you aware that they hold there'sonly a
sangle god, whom they cal Ahuramazda?'

"l know nothing of them,”" | said. "At least, nothing | can remember.”

"And yet they sacrifice to the sun, the moon, and the earth, and to fire and water. It is possible—I
speak now as asophist, sr—that thereisbut one god. It is possible aso that there are many. But it is not
possible that there are one and many. Y ou disagree?”

| shrugged. "Sometimes aword is used for two things. When | loaded the regent'smule, | tied the
load with rope.”

Prince Pausanias chuckled. "Excellent! But now that you've bested poor Tisamenus, let me play
Ahuramazda's advocate. | say that just asthere's only one king at Persepolis, there can be only one god.
Why should he tolerate more? Helll destroy them, then therell be only one. Show me my error, Latro, if
you can."

"Highness, if you were truly amagus—| mean apriest of this Ahuramazda—I don't think you'd spesk
likethat. Y ou'd say there can't be asingle god, but that just asthere are two kings in Rope, there must be
two godsaso.”

Theregent held out his cup, and Tisamenus poured him more wine. "Why do you say that, Sr?"

"l don't say it, but | think the magi would. They would reason thus. There€'s good in the world, so
there'sagood god, awiselord. But there's evil too, so there must be an evil lord aswell. In fact, one
positsthe other. There can be no good without evil, no evil without good.”

The regent remarked, "Here we know that good and evil come from the same gods, having observed
that the same man is good one time and evil another.”

"Highness, amaguswould say, Then | will call the good Ahuramazda and the bad AngraManyu, evil
mind. And if the good istruly good, wont it put thelie from it?*

The regent nodded. "Y et what you say doesn't explain Orith—the other gods. What of earth, fire,
wind, and so forth?"

Tisamenus nodded, leaning toward meto listen.

| said, "Now | can speak for mysdlf aswell asfor the magi. It doesn't seem to me that there can't be
good without evil or evil without good. For ablind man, isn't it dways night? With no day? It seemed to
methat if Ahuramazda—"

A shidddman of the bodyguard entered as| spoke; when | fell silent, he addressed the regent. "The
captain has arrived, Highness.”

"Then he must wait. Go on, Latro."

"If Ahuramazda exigts, Highness, dl things serve him. The oak ishis, o isthe mouse that gnawsits
root. Without oaks there could be no mice, without mice no cats, and without cats no oaks. But shouldn't
he have servants greater than oaks and men? Surely he must, because the gap between Ahuramazda and
men and oaksis very wide, and we see that every king has some minister whose authority's only dightly
lessthan his own, and that such men have ministers of their own, smilarly empowered. Besides, the
exigtence of the sun, the moon, the earth, and of fire and water are indisputable facts."

"But the existence of Ahuramazdais not an indisputable fact. Finish your wine."



| did s0. "Highness, let usthink of agreat city like Susa. Within the city stands a paace as great again.
A beggar boy squats outside the palace wall, and I'm that poor boy."

"Is Ahuramazdatheking in thet paace?"

| shook my head. "No, Highness. Not so far as|, Latro the beggar boy, have seen. The servants are
thelords of the palace. Once a cook gave me meat, and ascullion, bread. I've even seen the steward,
Highness, with my own eyes. The seward'savery great lord indeed, Highness"

The regent rose. Tisamenus stood at once, and so did |.

"So heis, to abeggar boy," the regent said, "though not to himsalf, perhaps. Well spesk of thisagain
when you've returned from Sestos. Do you want to see your ship?”

| nodded. "Eveniif it'sthe onewe camein, I'd like to seeit, Highness. I've forgotten it, but 1o sayswe
cameby ship."

"It's one of those that brought us here," he told me as we stepped from the scented air of the tent into
night air that was sweeter ill. "But not the onein which you and o sailed with me. I'm taking that back
to Olympia. One of the othersis going to carry you and Pasicratesto Sestos.”

The shieldman and another man were waiting outside. The regent said, ™Y ou're Captain Nepos?'
The captain stepped forward, bowing low. "The same" His hair gleamed like foam in the moonlight.
"Y ou understand your commission and accept it?"

"I'm to carry ahundred Rope Makers and two hundred and seventy davesto Sestos. And awoman,
who must have acabin to hersdf.”

"And adavedgirl," the regent told him. "With the dave you see before you."
"We can occupy the same cabin,” | said. "Or we can deep on deck, if there's no cabin for us."

The captain shook his head. " Just about everybody will have to deep on deck, and it'll be crowded at
thet."

The regent asked, "But your ship will hold them dll, with their rations?!
"Y es, Highness, only not in much comfort.”

"They don't require comfort. Y ou know you won't be able to make port at Sestos? It's under Siege,
and the other ports of the Chersonese are still the Great King's."

The captain nodded. "I'll land them on this sSide, from boats. That'll be the safest way.”

"Good. Comewith us, then. I've promised Latro the sight of your ship, and you'll haveto point it out
to him." The regent looked about for Tisamenus, but he was gone. The shieldman offered to search for
him, but the regent shook hishead. ™Y ou've got to allow these fellows some freedom, if you want to hang
on to them." Aswe began our walk, he added to me, "He wanted to spare hislegs, | suppose. We had
to make him acitizen to get hishelp at Clay, but he's no Rope Maker, just the same.”

Though the moon was low and as crooked as my sword, it was a clear night with many stars. We
climbed acliff abovethe town that gave usafineview of thelittle harbor. "Theres Nausicaa," her
captain said proudly. "Nearest the mouth of the bay." His ship was only adarker shape upon the dark
water; yet | wished | were on board aready, for | fed thereis nothing for me here.

Theregent said, "Y oulll be anxiousto get back, | imagine, Captain.”
"Anxiousto serve you, Highness, but—"
"Go." The regent waved ahand.

| thought we would return to the camp, but the regent remained where he was, and after atime |
realized he was not looking at the ship, but at the seg, and at Sestos and the world beyond.

When heturned away &t last, he said softly, "What if the beggar boy—L et'snot cal him Latro; his



nameis Pausanias. What if Pausanias the beggar boy could become known to the king? Y ou must help
me, and I'll help you. I'll give you your freedom and much more."

| said | did not think | could do anything, but | would be happy to do dl | could.

"You can do agreat dedl, | think. Y ou know the servants, Latro. Perhaps you can persuade them to
alow meto enter the pdace.”

He turned to go. The shieddman, who had followed us when we climbed the steep path up the dliff,
came after usasslently asever.

While we returned to the camp, | thought about what the regent had said and all the things | have
written here. And | despaired of promoting so great and terrible an enterprise, though | could not say so
when | parted from the regent. How isaman, even aprince and aregent, to enter a palace no man has
seen? To befriend amonarch whose ministers are gods?

Thereis one morething to tell, though | hesitate to write of it. A moment ago, as | was abouit to enter
thistent lo and | share with Drakainaand Pasicrates, | heard the strange, dy voice of Tisamenus a my
ear: "Kill the man with the wooden foot! " When | looked around for him, there was no onein sight.

| have no notion what this may mean, or who the man with the wooden foot may be. Perhapsit was
sometrick of thewind. Perhaps| am to be mad aswell as clouded of memory, and thisvoicewas a
phantom of that all-obscuring mig.

CHAPTER XXXV—Ships Can Sail Dry Land

Our ship iscrossing theishmustoday. | have adready read much in this scroll and found in it many
thingsthat puzzle me; perhaps| should write of our crossing before it becomes one puzzle more.

| woke with o adeep beneath my arm and Drakai na awake on the other side. She sayswe coupled
inthe night, but I do not believe her. Though sheisso lovely, her eyes are as hard as stones, and | would
never have intercourse with awoman while achild dept with us. Nor do | believe aman could, without
waking the child. Besides, though | cannot now recall the night before, | believe | could remember it
when she first spoke, and that | did not credit what she said, though she said aso that | had drunk too
much wine.

True or not, | rose and dressed; so did she. o woke too, grumbling because she had no chanceto
wash her little peplos while we were a seaand had none now, though we rode at anchor.

Our ship islarger than most of the others| saw in the harbor thismorning. lo sayswe waited dl
yesterday for our turn at the dipway, but it is hard without abribe for the dipmaster. Thismorning the
young man who deepsin our cabin roused his hundred (they deegp on the deck with their daves and the
sallors, and it wastheir feet that woke me) and had them rowed to the city. 10 said we watched the ships
yesterday, and the oxen draw them aong the dip much more dowly than aman waks—that istrue, as|
see now—and thus we could go into the city, too. If Nausicaa were taken on the dip, we could soon
catch up to her.

"Weve been here before, Latro,” shetold me. "Thisis the place where the soldiers came from who
took us away from the Rope Makers daves. Y ou won't find that in your book, because | had it then.
Seethat hill’? Up theré's where they kept ustill Hypereides came and they gave usto him. Pindaros and
Hilagiraand the black man were with us, and I'll never forget how it was when they struck off our
fetters—Hypereides told them to, after held talked to us—and they led us out into the sunshine. Y ou can
see the whole city from up there, and it'sreally beautiful. Do you want to seeit?1'd like to look at the
place where they kept us.”

Drakainasad, "Yes, let'sgo. Perhapsthey'll keep you again. But will the guards let us go up?"
lo nodded. "They let anybody go. There's atemple at the top to Kalleos's goddess, and some other



temples and things."

Thecity isfull of people, al hurrying to someplace ese. Many are daves and workmen with no
clothes but their caps; but many are wedlthy too, with gold rings and jeweled chains and perfumed hair.
Men are carried about the city in litters. Drakaina says that in Thought only women and sick men use
them, and this place is much more like the east, where she comes from. Thetruly rich have their own
littersand dressfour or six daves adiketo carry them. Those who merely wish to be thought rich hire
litters, with two bearers or four.

"If we had the money," Drakainasaid, "we could hire two litters ourselves, so we wouldn't have to
climb al those steps. You and loinoneand | inthe other.” (I believe she had at first planned to suggest
that 1o ride with her but seeing the expression on the child's face knew it to be usdess)

"Y ou've got money," lo told her. "The regent gave it to you, that's what you said, and you paid the
boatman. So go ahead and hire yourself alitter, and Latro and | will walk."

| nodded, and in truth | wanted to stretch my legs, which fed as though they have not had much
exerciselaey.

Drakainasaid, "Not enough. But we could sell something.”

lo looked at her askance. "What? Sdll one of thoserings? | never thought they werered gold.”
"Not my rings. But weve other commodities, if only we can find theright buyer.”

A soldier tried to shoulder past us, and she caught him by the arm.

"Not now," he said, and then when he had seen how lovely sheis, "Cal on metonight. You'll find me
generous. I'm Hippagretas, Lochagos of the City Guard. Across from the Market Temple of the Stone
God, and two doors north."

"I'm not from Tower Hill," Drakainatold him. "Not that I'd mind having alover so distinguished and
handsome. | only wished to ask you who commandsthe army of thiscity.”

"Corudasisour drategis.”
"And where can we find him? Will you guide us?'

"In the citaddl, of course. But no." He shook his head, tossing the purple plumes of hishemet. "Much
asl'dliketo, | have important affairs.”

| smiled to hear that even the soldiers of thistown hurried about like merchants.

Drakainasmiled too. "Might Corustas not reward an officer who brought him people with
information?"

Thelochagos stared at her for amoment. "Y ou have a message for the strategit?"

"| have information, which | will give him only in person. But | suppose | may tell you that we have
just disembarked from the ship carrying the aide to the regent of Rope.”

Soon Drakaina and Hippagretas were in one big litter and o and | in another, each litter carried on
the shoulders of four bearers. "Y ou and the black man had to carry Kdleoslikethis," 1o told me. "But
there were only the two of you, and | bet Kalleosis as heavy as you and me together.”

| asked whether we had to climb so steep adope, and she shook her head. "It was uphill, but not
nearly as bad asthis. | wasfollowing you, and you didn't know it." She giggled. "I'd watch the litter and
wonder which of you would give up firgt, but neither of you did.”

| told her no man likesto admit he's weaker than another.

"A lot of women do—that's one reason why so many of uslike men better, besidestheir being easier
to fool. Look there, you can seethe water aready. And there's the dipway. Thirty-six stades from the
gulf to the Sea of Saros. That's what the man we talked to yesterday said.”



| asked her whether Drakaina had been with us.

She shook her head. " She stayed on board, because Pasicrates was there, if you ask me. We went
with the captain, and they seemed happy enough to see usgo."

| scarcely heard her. With the few steps since she had mentioned the water, the bearers had turned a
corner and ascended a bit more; and the bright patch of water 10 had pointed out had grown to an azure
seq, asachild growswho isawoman as soon as your attention is distracted for amoment, at once
restless and restful, dluring and dangerous. And it struck me then that the sea was the world, and
everything e se—the city, the towering crag of limestone, the very shipsthat floated upon it and thefish
that swam in it—was only exceptiond, only oddities like the bits of leaf or straw one seesin aglobe of
amber.

| was myself amariner on that sea, asailor a the mercy of wind and wave, lost in the mistsand
hearing breakers on the reefs of arocky coast.

"Thisisit," |0 said asthe bearerslowered our litter before afrowning building. "Thisiswherethey
kept us, Latro, inacdlar down alot of steps.” Drakainaand the lochagos were out of their litter aready.

Theinterior seemed a cavern after the heat and brilliant sun outside. | understood then why so many
gods and goddesses are said to live under the earth or among the everlasting snows of the mountaintops;
no doubt we would do the sameif only we were not bound to our fields for sustenance.

Corustas proved to be abeefy man in a cuirass of boiled leather molded with lions heads. The
snarling faces woke some faint fear in me, and | seemed for an ingtant to see alion rear and threaten a
mob in ragswith its claws and fangs.

"Y ou were on the ship with the young Rope Makers?' Corustas said. "I take it you are not Rope
Makersyoursdves."

Drakaina shook her head. "I am from the east. The man—who will be ableto tell you little or nothing,
by the way—is abarbarian, and neither he nor | cantell you histribe. The child isfrom Hill."

"And your information?'

"And your price?"

"That must be determined when | have heard you. If it will save our city"—he smiled—"ten tdents,
perhaps. Otherwise much less"

Drakainasaid, "Y our city'sin no immediate danger, asfar as| know."

"Fine. Y ou'd be surprised how often people come here to warn me of oracles and thelike." He took
out aslver owl and held it in hispam. "Now tell me what you've cometo say, and well seeif it'sworth
this. My time's not unlimited.”

"It concernsan oracle," Drakainasaid. "A dream in which the regent places complete trust.” She
extended her own hand.

"And it concernsmy city?'
"Not directly. It may eventudly.”

Corustas leaned back. His chair was of ivory, inset with garnets and topazes. "Y our ship isthe
Nausicaa, out of Aegae, bound for Hundred-Eyed. A hundred young Rope Makers are aboard, sent by
the regent to offer praise at the temple of the Heavenly Queen in fulfillment of somevow."

lo smiled behind her hand, and Drakaina said, "'Y ou've been questioning the sailors. That was what
they weretold."

"And the young Rope Makers," Corustas added. When Drakaina said nothing, he muttered, "When
we could,” and dropped the owl into her hand.

"The hundred men are not bound for Hundred-Eyed, nor for any other place on Redface Idand. Nor



arethey being sent in fulfillment of avow, nor for any other sacred purpose.”

"I know that, naturally,” Corustas said, gauging Drakainawith his eyes. "They worefull armor when
they went to threaten our dipmaster today. The Argives aren't fools enough to let ahundred armed Rope
Makers through their gates." He took out another owl.

Drakainashook her head. "Ten."

"Absurd!"

"But for nothing | will tell you they are picked men, taking their ingtructions directly from the regent.”
"I knew that as soon as young Hippagretas told me you had said the regent's aide was aboard.”

| asked whether Nausicaa would be taken on the dip today. "Ah!" Corustas winked. "Y ou can talk
after dl. But you know nothing about dl this.”

"No," | said. "Nothing."
"Y ou think awoman can get more and islesslikely to be tortured. Y ou're wrong on both counts. To
answer your question, whether the ship crosses the isthmus today or never depends on the message |

send our dipmaster. That in turn depends on what we say here." He looked back to Drakaina. "Five
owlsfor thetrue destination.”

"Oneword only."
"Agreed, but no tricks.”
II%OSII

For amoment | thought the strategist had fallen adeep. His eyes closed and his chin dropped to his
chest. Then he opened his eyes again and straightened up.

"Yes, ign'tit?' Drakanasad.
"And adreamtold himto do it?'

Drakainarose, knotting the six silver owlsinto her robe. "Weredly should go. The child wantsto see
your city from the summit.”

"One morefor the dream."

"Come, lo. Latro."

"Threg"

Drakainadid not 9t down again. "The dream—"
"Who wasit? The Huntress?"'

"The Queen Below. Had it been the Huntress, | wouldn't be telling you these things. She promised
him that the fortresswould fall soon after the young men arrived, and the regent believes her implicitly.
Now you know dl | do."

As Corustas counted out three more owls, he asked, "Why the Queen Below? It should have been
the Warrior, or perhaps even the Sun.”

Drakainasmiled. "A srategist, and you've never seen thefal of acity? Believe me, theréslittle
enough drill or light then, but agreet ded of death.”

Outside, she asked the bearers whether the lochagos had paid them, and when they said he had,
ordered them to carry usto the temple at the summit. They protested that they had been paid only to
bring us up from the city and return usto the place where they had found us. Drakainasaid, "Don't
trouble me with your impudence. We've been conferring with Strategist Corustas, and if you won't earn
your money like honest men, helll have you whipped in the marketplace.” After that they did as shetold
them.



The temple was small but every bit aslovely asit had looked from below, with dender marble pillars
and el aborate capitds; its pediment showed a youth offering an gpple to three maids.

When the bearers were out of earshot, 1o whispered, "Y ou didn't tell him about Latro. | thought you
weregoingto.”

"Certainly not. Suppose Corustas had decided to keep him here? Do you think the regent wouldn't
have guessed someone talked? And that it was you or me? Now have alook at the view; | told Corustas
you weregoing to."

lodid and so did I, fedling the sea breeze would never be so pure again asit was today, nor the sun
S0 bright. The white city of Tower Hill spread in two terraces below us. Its gulf, stretching away to the
west like agreat blue road, promised al the untouched riches of the thinly peopled western lands, and |
felt asudden longing to go there.

"By dl the Twelve, that's Nausicaal " 10 exclaimed. " See, Latro? Not on the skid, but waiting to get
on. Notice her cutter bow?"'

Drakanagmiled. "Quitethelittle sailor.”

"The kybernetes taught me when we sailed with Hypereides. And | talk to our sailorstoo, instead of
holding my noseintheair.”

A jeweed and scented woman with golden bellsin her hair passed us, jingling as she turned her head
to smile at Drakaina; she carried two live hares by the ears.

CHAPTER XXXVI—To Reach the Hot Gates

A ship can follow ether of two courses, as our captain explained. Heisawhite-haired old man, fat,
and giff inal hisjoints, but very knowing of the sea. When he saw | did not understand, he sat on acoil
of rope and drew the coast on the deck for mewith abit of chalk.

"Here'sthe skid where we went across." He drew as he spoke. "And here's Water and Peace."

lo asked, "Does that name [Salamis (Gk. O&84iR0). Latro trand ates the Phoenician root. —G.W.]
redlly mean 'peace? That'swhat Latro says. It seemslike there's been so much fighting there.”

The captain looked far away, out over the dancing waves. "Because in the old times it was agreed
with the Crimson Men thered be no raiding on theidand. In the old times—my grandfather's
times—everybody took what he could, and there was no shameto it. A ship cameto acity, and if her
skipper thought his crew could tekeit, hetried. If you met a ship that could beat yours, you ran, and if
you didn't run fast enough, you logt it. A man knew where he stood. Now maybe it's peace, and maybe
it'swar, and you don't know and neither does he. Last year the Crimson Men were the best in the Great
King's navy. | mean the best saillors—the Riverlanders were the best seafighters. And the Crimson Men
would have fought on Peace if they could have landed. The old promises don't count, and the new aren't
lived up to.

"Kings used to look for places where both wanted the same. Then they'd make an honest bargain and
keep it, and if they didn't, they'd be disgraced, and punished by the gods, and their people too. Now it's
all trying to get the advantage by tricks. What's the use of abargain, when the other man's not going to
keep it as soon as he seesit'satrick?”

lo pointed. "Thought must be right about here.”

"That's Tieup. Thought's up here on the hill. I don't go there much any more. Werre way past al that
anyhow. Heréswhere we are." He continued the coast to the north, then made along mark besideit.
"That's Goodcattle Idand, a great place for sheep. With aregular crew, we'd be going wide of it; there's
anarrow channel, and the wind's from the north, mostly. But with al these stout lads to pull the sveeps,
there's no reason to, as the noble Pasicrates says. Well spend the night at the Hot Gates, and he can



make his sacrifice. There's nothing like afair wind, but the ash wind blows whichever way you want.”

By "the ash wind" he meant the sweeps, long oarsthat one or two pull standing up. There are twenty
on each side, and | took my turn at one with the men of Rope. It is hard work, and it blisters the hands;
but it is made easier by singing, and it strengthens the whole body. My head cannot remember for long,
but my arms, back, and legs do not forget. They told me they had been wasting in idleness and desired to
strive with the blue giant; so | did, and laughed to see men (who so often make poor beasts serve their
will) rowing the bawling bullock tied to our mainmast acrossthe sea.

None of these things are of much importance, perhaps, but they are the first | remember; thus | write
them, having waked from my dream.

Only eighty could be used at the sweeps, and we have more than four hundred, with Pasicrates and
myself and the crew, anumber that let al of usrest far longer than we rowed. When the sun was hafway
to the hills on our left, awind rose behind us. The crew hoisted both sails, and we ported our sweeps.

Pasicrates proposed wrestling matches, there not being room enough on the deck for any sport but
wrestling or boxing. A lovely woman called Drakaina came to watch, taking a place close besde me.
She has a purple gown and many jewels, and the Rope Makers moved aside for her very readily; she
must be a person of importance.

Sniffing thewind, she said, "I smell the river—that air has crocodilesin it. Do you know what they
are, Latro?'

| told her | did and described them.

"But you do not remember where you saw them?”

| shook my head.

"Areyou going to wrestle, when your turn comes? Throw the other man over therailing for me."

It was something the victors often did to show their strength. Our ship trailed arope, and the loser
swamto it and climbed back on board, many saying the cool plunge was so pleasant after the heat of the
deck that it was better to lose than to win. | promised Drakainal would if | could.

"Y ou're agood wrestler—I've seen you. Y ou nearly defeated Basias, and | think you could have if
you had wished."

| asked, "IsBasias here?' because | did not know the names of most of the men from Rope and
thought | might wrestle him again.

She shook her lovely head. "He has gone to the Receiver of Many."

Hearing that, | feared | was defiled by hisblood, for | know something is not well with me. "Wasit |
whokilled him?'

"No," shetoldme. "l did."
Then it wasmy turn to wrestle.

Pesi crates had matched me againgt himsalf. Heisvery quick; but | am alittle stronger, | think, and |
felt | wasgoing to win thefirst fal; but just as| was about to throw him to the deck, he dipped from
under my arm so that | was | eft like a man who triesto break an unbarred door.

Therailing caught me at the hip, and Pasicrates got my right leg behind the knee and tossed me over.

How cold the water was, and how good it smelled! It seemed to methat | should not be ableto
breatheit as| did; but though it was much colder than air, it was richer too and strengthened me aswine
does.

When | opened my eyes, it was as though | were suspended in the sky like the sun; the blue water
was all about me, adarker blue above, apaler, brighter blue below, where agreat brown snail with a



mossy shell crawled and trailed athread of dime.

"Welcome," said avoice above me, and | looked up to see agirl not much older than lo. Her hair
was darker than Drakaina's gown—so dark it was nearly black. Almost it seemed acloud or aureole,
and not such hair as men and women have.

| tried to speak, but water filled my mouth and no sound came, only bubblesthat fell to the pae
ground and vanished.

"| am Thoe, daughter of Nereus" the girl told me. "I have forty-nine ssters, al older than mysdf. We
are permitted to show ourselvesto those who are soon to die.”

She must have seen the fear in my eyes, because she laughed; | knew then that she had said what she
had for the pleasure of frightening me. Her teeth were small and very sharp. "No, you are not redlly going
to drown." Shetook my hand. "Do you fed you are suffocating?”

| shook my head.

"Y ou see, you cannat, aslong as you are with me. But when | leave, you'll have to go down there
again, unlessyou want to die. It'sjust that mortal men aren't supposed to see us too often, because they
might guess a things they're not to know; morta women hardly ever see us, because they know when
they do. We can show oursalves to children as often as we like, though, because they forget the way you
do."

Shewriggled off through the water like a serpent, waving for meto follow. | shouted but produced
only arush of water from my mouth.

"Europatold me about you. She'srather afriend of mine, except that she'stoo fond of hersdlf
because she used to lie with the Descender. Sometimes Father shows himself to sailors before storms, if
he thinks the ssorm will kill them dl. Do you know about that?'

Thoe glanced over her shoulder to observe my answer, and | shook my head.

"Then the sailors say, 'Look! It'sthe old seaman!' and they take in their sail and put out a sea anchor,
and sometimesthey live. It'sgood of him to warn them like that, don't you think?"

| nodded. We were swimming up and up, circling as ahawk soars on arisng wind. The brown dug
looked very smal now, but | saw men'slegskicking al around it.

"And sometimes my sisters and | show oursalvesto ships about to strike areef. We cdl warnings, but
our voices are high when were out of water, and the sailorstell each other were Snging to lure them to
their desths."

From what she had said, | guessed why | had been unable to speak. Pitching my voice high as|
could, I said that was unjust of them.

She laughed a my croaking. "But sometimeswe do. Y ou see, sometimes the ships aren't wrecked,
and so wetry to call them back so wewon't get in trouble. We comb each other's hair then and admire
our beauty like mortal women. It usudly bringsthem. We aren't cheating, because we lie, sometimes,
with them, if any live through the wreck. We do it before they get too weak and thirsty. Except for me,
because I'm the youngest. Thiswill be my firg time."

Until she said that, it had seemed to me | had been flung into another world from which | might never
return; and | had been too dazed by the beauty and strangeness of it to try. Now | understood that if only
| could reach the air below, | would again be with Drakaina and the men wrestling on the deck. |
gestured to show what | meant to do, and Thoe caught me by the hair.

"Y ou need not fear," she said. "We bear your children beneath the sea, so they drown." When she
saw my horror she said, "Kissme at least before you go, so that | will not be shamed before my ssters.”

Slender and cold, her arms wrapped my neck. When her lips brushed mine, it seemed to methat |
had been fevered dl my life, and that | wanted nothing more than to cool mysdlf forever in theicy billows



of northern seas, where snow drifts from the sky to the waves like the feathers of white geese.

My head broke the surface. | shook seawater from my hair, and when | opened my mouth to gasp
for breath, more water vomited from it, as water is spewed from aface of stonein afountain. Thiswater
was hitter with sdt; it ran from my nostrilstoo and stung them.

A wave broke over my head as | spluttered and gasped for air. | could not remember whether |
could swimwel or not—surely | could not swim as Thoe had—Dbuit | felt Pasicrates would not have
thrown me over the railing unless he had known | could; and before | had finished those thoughts | was
swvimming, though | could not have said where.

It was nearly dark, and as| swam, lifted by the waves and cast down again, the stars came out one
by one, shaping gods and beasts. | found the Great Bear, and from it, Polaris. The captain had said a
north wind would be foul for us; thus we had been sailing north, with the mainland to the west and
Goodcattle Idand to the east. | kept Polaris at my right shoulder, hoping to find land or the ship.

Thoe leaped across the waves as though springing from rock to rock and stopped to stand upon a
beach and laugh at me. When my foot touched the sand she vanished, and her laughter was only the
lapping of the waves. For along while | wastoo exhausted to do anything but lie sprawled like acorpse
drivento shore.

It wasthirgt that made me rise. Mingled with the soft laughter of the waves, | heard the chuckle of a
brook glad to have come at last to the seaand rest. | searched and found it, and drank deeply; and
though | saw thered gleam of afirefar away and heard men'svoices, | did not walk toward it until | had
filled my stomach with water. (Not long ago | asked Drakainawhat god it was who shaped the world.
She said it had been made by Phanes, the four-winged and four-headed, who ismale and female
together. How cruel it was of Phanes to make the seas salt, and how many must have died because of it!)

The voices were those of the men from Rope. When | saw them, | could not help wondering whether
Thoe had guided meto them, and | recalled our captain's saying Pasicrates meant to sacrifice at the Hot
Gates. Stone columns stood there. Before them was an dtar, with adriftwood fire on it. Pasicrates held
the hater of the bullock; arude garland circled its neck.

" ... andintercede for us, greet Leonidas, intercede for us, al you heroes, when we must recount
what befell the dave, Latro. For you know there was no true victory upon him, nor did he carry the favor
of any god." This he spoke, and as he said "god," the sacred knife entered the bullock's neck to speed it
to Leonidas.

Surely no one could have resisted such amoment. As| stepped into thefirdight, | announced, "The
gods say otherwise, Pasicrates.”

Unableto recal my padt, | cannot say whether it has held many such culminations, but | doubt it. To
see these men, so hard, so strong, so prideful in their hardness and their strength, with their mouths
gasping like children washed the last fatigue from me.

| said, "Y ou were permitted to throw me so that | might speak with acertain Nereid. Thoeis her
name. Now | have returned, ready to resume our match. When the others wrestled, it wasfor three
fals—not one™

For an ingtant there was a hush so complete the crackling of the fire on the altar seemed the burning
of acity. Far up the mountain they call Kalidromoas, alion roared. At the sound the men of Rope roared
t00, SO many and so loud asto silence the waves and the grieving wind.

Before their shout died, Pasicrates and | were locked moretightly than any lovers. | knew his strength
then, and he knew mine. He sought to lift me, but | held him too tightly, and dowly, dowly, | bent him
back. | could have broken him then if | had wished, snapping his spine asa soldier mad for blood seizes
his enemy's spear and breaksit; but | was not mad for blood, only for victory. | threw him to the ground
instead.



lo rushed forward, laughing like alark, with ajar of wine and arag for my face. A Rope Maker did
the same for Pasicrates. Another, perhaps ayear or two older, asked, "What of the sacrifice? Surely this
issacrilege”

Pasicrates answered, "We give our might to Leonidas, just as might was offered to Patroklos. The
winner will completethe sacrifice”

When we closed again, his strength was twice what it had been. For what seemed awhole night we
strove together, but | could not throw him, nor could he throw me.

There came amoment when my face wasto thefire, and he met my gaze. Thelion roared again,
nearer now, and loud asawar horn over the shouting of the men from Rope. Pasicrates stiffened.
"Therésalioninyour eyes" he gasped.

"Andaboy inyours" | told him; and lifting him over my head, | carried him away from the dtar until

the waveslicked at my ankles, and | cast him into the sea. Thelion roared athird time. | have not heard it
snce

CHAPTER XXXVII—Leonidas, Lion of Rope

"Hear our prayer,” | intoned, dressed again in the chiton |o had kept for me, crowned with afew
wildflowers and girded with my belt of manhood. " Accept our homage!" Moved by | cannot say what
spirit, | added, "We do not ask for victory, but for courage." With that | cast the bullock's fat and heart
into the fire, and the men from Rope sang amarching song.

The sacrifice was complete. Half adozen davesfel upon the bullock and hewed it to bitswith knives
and hatchets. Soon everyone had a stick with a gobbet of meat at the end of it. There was wine too,
barley bread, hard cheese, sdt olives, raisins, and dried figs.

lo said, "Thisisthe best med we've had since we've been with these awful people, Latro. You're
lucky you don't remember what we've been eating.”

"Thisisgood enough for me," | told her. | was so hungry | had to force myself to chew, so as not to
choke on the mest.

"For metoo. But don't ever, ever try their soup. We have, and if somebody was going to pour that
soup down my throat I'd cut it first." She went to the carcass and got another bit of flesh to put on her
gtick. "Thisisasgood as dining with Kalleos, and | don't know anything nicer you can say about amed
than that. If you want some more mest, though, you'd better get it. Thereisn't much left.”

I shook my head. "I'll have something else. Megt aone upsetsthe digestion.”
logiggled. "And to think Drakainds missng it."
"Sheis? Whereisshe?'
"Still onthe ship." 1o pointed toward the bay, where our ship rode a anchor in the moonlight.
"Padi crates thought the reason you never came up was that sheldd put aspell on you. Or anyway, that's

what he said he thought. If you ask me he was|ooking for somebody to blame, and he picked the right
party. So she's back there with her handstied behind her and a clout over her mouth so she can't work

any moremeagic.”
"1 must spesk to him about that,” | told her.

With what remained of my loaf in my hand, | went to thefire at which he sat and seated mysdlf beside
him, saying, " Greetings, most noble Pasicrates.”

"Ah," hesad. "Thevictor. Yet adave. Still adave. | should not have demeaned mysdlf, and the gods
have punished mefor it."

"Asyou say. You are our commander, the master of our ship and dl on board. But if I'madave, | no



longer recall whose. Y our servant—I will not say your dave—has come to beg you to release the
woman called Drakaina. She's done me no harm today. Has she harmed you?'

"No," hesad. "WEeéll free her in the morning.”

"Then let me swim to the ship, and I'll tell the watch you've ordered her freed.”

Helooked at me quizzicdly. "Y ou'd swim there yoursdlf, if | permitted it?"

"Cetanly.”

"Then you won't haveto." He turned to one of his companions. " Take the boat and a couple of
seamen, and tdll them to free the woman. Bring her back with you."

The man nodded, rose, and vanished into the night.

"Asfor you, Latro, | want you to comewith me. Do you know what this placeis?'

| said, "They cal it the Hot Gates, but | don't know why. Since we sacrificed to Leonidas, | suppose
he's ahero and that he's buried here."

"Hewas," Padicratestold me. "Our people dug up his body—what they could find of it—and sent it
back to Rope. It had been hacked to hits." He spat. "The Great King paraded Leonidasshead on a

Aswewalked on, | asked him what it was | smdlled. It waslike the stench of abad egg, but so
strong it overpowered even the tang of the sea.

"The springs. They bail out of the ground, not pure and cold like other springs, but steaming and
reeking, sickening to drink and yet acurefor many ills. Or o I've been told. Thisismy firgt vist to this
place, but they say in Ropethat'swhy it's called the Hot Gates—it's the way to those boiling springs.”

"Isthat where we'regoing?' | asked him.

"No, only to the ruined wall. My men and | went to look at it by daylight, before you came out of the
sea. Now | want to show it to you, and tell you what happened here. Y ou'll forget, but I've begun to
think that's because you're the ear of the gods; they hear, instead of you, or they take the memory of
what you've heard from you. Thisis something the gods should know."

"Thereitis." | pointed. "Wherethat man sits combing hishair.” | could seehim plainly inthe
moonlight, naked and muscular, plowing hislong dark locks with acomb of pae shell.

"You seeaman dressing hishair?'

"Yes" | sad. "And another—now he throws adiscus. But this can't be the wall you're looking for. It
isnt ruined.”

Pasicrates told me, "Those must be ghosts you see. Here Leonidas and his Rope Makers exercised

their bodies before the battle and readied them for burial. You and | aredone, and thewal liesin ruins
before us. The Great King destroyed it so his host could pass.”

| said, "Then Leonidas waskilled, and the army of your city destroyed.”

"He had no army, only three hundred Rope Makers, afew thousand daves—he wasthe first to arm
them—and athousand or so unrdiable dlies. But the judges had instructed him to hold thisroad around
Kalidromos, and he held it for three days againgt the Great King's hogt, until he and every man who'd
stayed with him were dead. The Great King counted three millions dl told, about haf of them redl fighting
men and the rest mule driversand the like."

"Surely that'simpossible,” | said. "Such asmall force could never defend this place against so many.”

"So the Great King thought.” Pasicrates turned suddenly to face me. "That was atear, | think, that
struck my hand. Y ou're no Rope Maker, Latro. Why do you weep?”

"Because | must have seenthisbattle” | said. "1 must have taken part init. And | have forgotten it.”



There was anarrow gatein thewall, and as | spoke it opened and a gray-bearded man in armor
came out. As he drew nearer, | saw he had only one eye. | described him to Pasicrates and asked
whether it was Leonidas.

"No. It must be Leonidass mantis, Megistias, who spoke the tongues of al the beasts.” Pasicratess
voice was cam, but it was the calm of onewho usesal hiswill to hold hisfear in check.

In amoment Megistias stood before us. His face was pale and set, hissingle eyefiercein the
moonlight, the eye of an old falcon haf-blind. He muttered something | did not understand and passed his
hand before my face.

Then hewas gone. | stood in the front rank with other men, men armed as| waswith two javelins, a
helmet, back and breast plates, and arectangular shield.

Turning to face the hundred, | shouted, "While the Immortas are gone, we could have no higher
honor than to be the protectors of the Universal King, the King of the World's Four Quarters, the King
of the Lands, the King of Parsa, the King of Media, the King of Sumer, the King of Akkad, the King of
Babylon, and the King of Riverland. Let ustreasure that honor and be worthy of it." Yet | paid little heed
to the sense of what | mysalf had said; it had been in my own tongue, and knowing that my comrades
understood it made its cadences more lovely to me than any music.

When | turned again, | saw why | had spoken. A knot of men was breaking from the melee, cleaving
apath through the levies driven forward by their officers whips; but there was small cause for fear: they
were no more than thirty a most.

At my command, we cast the firgt javelin together, then the second. Our javelinswere not like the
light arrows of the archers; they had weight aswell as speed, and they transfixed the hoplons of our
enemies and pierced their corselets. Half adozen fdl at thefirst cast, more at the second, when every
man drew his sword.

Another command; we locked shields and charged, the dope of the ground being with us. " Cassug! "

The man who opposed me wastdler than |, his helmet high-crested and his battered armor traced
with gold. He thrust for my eyes; but his own blazed not & me but at the Great King, who sat histhrone
on the hill behind us. | was only an obstacle that barred hisway for amoment, then would bar it no more.
| wanted to shout that | was no less aman than himsalf, my honor and my life as preciousto me as histo
him. But neither of us had time or breeth for shouting.

| swung my facatawith al my strength, and the downward cut bit deep in the rim of hishoplon. Its
bronze gripped the blade and held it, conquered in its conquest; atwist of hisarm wrenched the falcata
frommy hand.

Disarmed, | barred hisway till, blocking each thrust with my shield, giving way one bitter Sep at a
time. The man on hisright died, and the man on hisleft. | fell, tripped by what | cannot say. He rushed by
me, but | dipped my shield arm from the legther loop and till haf-recumbent hurled my shield & his
back.

Except that it was not my shield, only the cloak inwhich | dept. | sat up and rubbed my eyes, my ears
gtill ringing with the din of battle. The bodies of the dain drank their own blood, becoming only deepers,
living men who breathed and sometimes stirred. Leonidas was but the dying fire. | rose and saw the army
of the Great King, proud horseman and cringing conscript, melt into the dopes of Kallidromos.

| could not deep again, nor did | wish to. | built up the fire and spoke for awhile with Drakaina, who
was also awake. She says Falcataisthe name | give my sword and not itskind, and that it isakopis.

Then, recaling the map drawn by the captain of our ship and theway | had wrestled on the deck with
Pasicrates, | wrote of those things here, and of Thoe the Nereid, my dream, and al the rest. Now 1o has



risen too, and she has read the writing on the columnsto me. There are three.
Thefird:

"Redface Idle, four thousand bred;
Three million scorned, till all were dead."

The second:

"The wizard Megistias's tomb you view,
Who dlew the foe from Sperchelus's ford.
This greatest seer his death foreknew,
Yet sooner died than leave hislord.”

Thethird:

"Speak to the Slent City,
Saying that in her cause,

We begged no tyrant's pity,
And fell obedient to her laws."

A sailor who heard 1o read said these verses, which lo and | agreed in thinking very fine, were put
here by an old man caled Smonides; but he does not know him persondly.

CHAPTER XXXVIII—Wet Weather to Sestos

Waves broke over the bow al day, while the wild wind the sailors call the Hellesponter laid the ship
on her beam ends. If it truly blew from that part of the world, we could have done nothing, asthe captain
told me, for it would have come across our bow with thewaves. It did not, but in fact blew out of those
northern lands that are said to be rendered uninhabitable by bees. Thus, by pulling the sail to starboard as
far aswe could, we plunged across the pounding seaasif our fat, rolling Nausicaa were aracing chariot,
passing theidand the sailors cal Boat alittle after dawn.

If itisaboat, it isaburning boet; for it is here, they say, that the Smith God has his workshop, and
the sail of Boat isin fact the smoke that rises from hisforge. They say too that this god once built ametal
man to guard the Idand of Liars, but hiswonderful crestion was destroyed by the crew of aship from
Hundred-Eyed.

Savefor the captain, afew sailors, and mysdlf, everyonefell prey to the seadisease. The captain
assured meit was not serious and would cureitself as soon asthe seawas camer, it being no more than
adeight of the Sea God's to preserve the rations of good ships by ensuring that their greedy passengers
eat no more and offer dl they have dready consumed to him.

Whether that istrue or otherwise, this sea disease affected al the Rope Makers, aswell aslo, the
Lady Drakaina, and many of the crew. With so few able to work, everyone was needed. | joined the
sallorswho could still keep the ship, sometimes helping with a steering oar, sometimes heaving a alineto
trim asail, sometimes climbing the mainmast (thiswas difficult because it was SO wet) to tekein sail or let
it out. All thiswhile Nausicaa bucked like Pegasus or wallowed like aboar, making what would
otherwise have been mere drudgery into agreat contention with the sea. | thought then how happy a
salor'slife must be and wished | might join the crew and live asthey did; but | said nothing to the captain.



Onceindeed it seemed the sea played too roughly with me. | was standing on therail trying to clear
the foreyard arm, which had fouled one of its halyards, when | felt the ship drop from under meand |
was cast into the water; but awave lifted me a once and tossed me onto the deck alittle aft of the
mainmast. By good luck | landed on my feet, and the crew has treated me with considerable respect ever
snce. However, | feared the same thing might happen again, and that the sea, seeing me grown proud,
would drop me on my head or my buttocks; thus | took care to be as humble toward everyone as|
could, to praise the wild mgjesty of the seawhenever we had time to talk, and to offer acoin | found tied
into acorner of this chiton—it ismy oldest, which lo suggested | wear because of the bad weether—to
the Sea God.

Just after the sun had reached its zenith, the waning wind brought rain. The captain cameto talk with
me, and | happened to mention the coin, saying that though it had been but copper and smdl, the Sea
God must have accepted it.

He agreed and told me the story (which | set down here as a caution for mysdlf in future days) of
King Polycrates, who was so lucky he conquered any place he wished and defeated every army sent
againg him. Besdesdl this, hewas an dly of the King of Riverland, who wasin those times the most
powerful monarch in theworld, and agreat friend of hisaswell; and at last the King of Riverland grew
concerned, saying, "Polycrates, my friend, the gods never raise aman high but to cast him down, as boys
carry jars up atower so they can throw them from the top. Some bad luck is bound to befall you. Of al
your possessions, which ismost preciousto you?"

"Thisemeraddring," answered Polycrates. "It came to me from my father, and because it looks so
fine, dl the people of my idand counted me as agreat man from the moment | put it on. At their request |
took charge of their affairs, and | have ruled ever since with the success and good fortune you know."

"Then throw it into the seato appease the gods,” the King of Riverland counseled him. "Perhapsiif
you do, they will permit you a serene old age.”

Polycrates thought about this advice as he was returning from Riverland, dipped off hisring, and
hurled it into the waves with a prayer. When he reached home, his people held agreat celebration in his
honor and brought him many gifts, theloot of the cities he had burned and the ships he had captured, one
bringing arich armor, another anecklace of gold and hyacinth, athird a cloak of byssus, and so on. Last
of al cameapoor fisherman. "Mgesty," hesad, "I have nothing to offer you but thisfish, thefinest |
caught today; but | beg you to accept it in the spirit in which it comesto you.”

" will," Polycrates said gracioudy. "Tonight you and | shal dine together in my royd hal, old man,
and you shdl see your fish upon my table."

At thisthe old fisherman was overjoyed. He stepped to one side, took out his knife, and opened the
fishto cleanit for the king's cooks. But no sooner had he dit its belly than a beautiful emerald ring
dropped from it and rolled to lie at Polycratessfedt.

At thisall the people cheered, thinking it showed what afavorite of the godstheir king was. But
Polycrates wept, knowing his sacrifice had been rejected. He was soon proved right, for he was lured to
his death by one of the satraps of the Great King, who at that time had not yet conquered Riverland and
conddered every friend of itsking hisenemy.

Though thewind grew lessit did not die, and before night came we saw the dark loom of the land
through the falling rain. All the men from Rope whooped for joy and insgsted on landing at once. The
captain was very willing we should, for thereisno port on thisside of the land, and thusit is a hazardous
spot for ships. But while the boat was being made ready, he tried to buy me from Pasicrates, offering
four minas, then five, and at last Six, though he said he would have to have ayear in which to pay thefina
two. "You'll waste him ashore," he said. "He'sthe best sailor I've ever seen and afavorite of the godsto

"l can't sell himfor any price," Pasicrates answered. "He's the regent's, not mine. Perhapsyou're



fortunate at that—a favorite of the godsis a dangerous man.”

Thuswe landed in the rain, with al the men from Rope rgjoicing a one moment to be off the ship and
swearing at the next while they tried to keep their armor and their rations dry. | had expected to seea
city, but there was only acamp of tents and huts, with ships drawn up on the beach. 10 knew nothing of
Sestos; s0 | asked Drakaina, who told me the city was ahundred stades inland. She liked the rain no
better than the Rope Makers did, but she looked so lovely with her wet gown clinging and her eyes
ringed with starry drops that the men from Rope ceased to complain whenever shewasin their sght,
throwing out their chests instead and pretending no weether could ever trouble them.

Pasicrates, however, stood upon agreat rock and studied the sea. | saw the worry in hisface and
asked him what the matter was when he came down. "Thisrain sgnasthe end of the sailing season,” he
said. "Soon the leaveswill turn, and there will be storms worse than the one thismorning. It will be hard
to get supplies, and to return home when the city fals." He gave me a crooked smile and added, "Y ou
must hurry." 1 was not sure what he meant, but 10 says| am to take the city for the regent of Rope,
though no one knows how.

Our march to Sestoswas long and cold. The Rope Makers wrapped themsalvesin their scarlet
cloaks, and Drakaina hired two sailorsto make alitter covered with sailcloth for her. | sheltered 1o and
myself under my cloak aswell as| could, and | think that because there were two of us, we were
warmer than al therest.

"How big you're getting,” | told her. "When | think of you it's dways as someone much smaller, but
your head comesto my ribs."

"Children my age grow fast," shetold me. "Then too, traveling with you I've had sunshine and plenty
of exercise, which most girls don't get. Good food too, while we were with Hypereides and Kalleos.
Kalleos gave you this cloak, master, so you could wear your sword on the Streets at night and not be
stopped by the archers. | know you don't remember, but it was the night Eurykles bet he could raise a
ghogt."

"Who's Eurykles?' | asked her.

"A man we used to know. A magician. He'sgone now, and | don't think helll ever come back.
Kaleoswill misshim, | suppose. Do you sl have your book?!

"Yes, | put it in my pack. I've got your clothes and your doll too."

"My doll's broken." She shrugged. "I like keeping it, though. Are you sure dl that isn't too heavy for
you? | could carry my own things. I'm your dave, after al.”

"No. | could carry this pack along way, and | suppose I'll haveto. | doubt that it's any heavier than
the loads the Rope Makers are carrying, with their helmets and spears, their armor and their big
hoplons™

"But they have their own davesto carry their tents and rations and the other things," 10 pointed out.
"When we were on Redface Idand, they made their daves carry everything except their swords. | don't
understand why they don't do that here. Do you think they're afraid the daveswould dip inthe mud if
they had to carry so much?'

"They would only beet them,” | told her. "Thisisthe Empire, and they know we might be charged by
the Great King'scavdry."

lo turned her dripping face to stare at mine. "How do you know that, master? Are you starting to
remember?’

"No. | know those things, but | don't know how | learned them."

"Then you have to write dl this down when we get to Sestos. Everything you remember from today,
because | may not dways be with you. And master, | heard the captain trying to buy you. Write that



you're not adave, even if—"

"I know," | told her. "But | wanted usto stay on the ship, if we could. A merchant ship visits many
ports, and there are men in them from many others.”

"So maybe you could find your home. | understand.”
"Besdes, | like the work, though not the idea of deserting my patron.”
lolifted afinger to her lips.

We il have not seen the walls. Darkness came long before we reached this place and pitched our
tents. Pasicrates, 1o, and | will deep in thisone, with Pasicratess daves. Drakana shares atent with two
Rope Makers, | think so that neither can molest her.

We had beans, onions, and twice-baked bread tonight, and it seemed very little after so long amarch
through therain, though thereis till some wine. The Rope Makersjoked about going to Sestos for more
food, and some of them, | think, stole food from the soldiers of Thought. | find it easy to seewhy thereis
so muchiill feding between these two cities, even though they aredlies, friends, asitissadintheir
tongue. Alliesmust be friendsin deed and not only in word, if they are to have more than asham dliance.

No moon and no starstonight, only athin drizzlethat isalmost amist. | St in the doorway of our tent,
where the smoking fire givesjust enough light for meto write. They say firewood is scarce dready, but
with a hundred Rope Makers and more than two hundred armed daves a his command, Pasicrates will
have al he needs, so | throw on more whenever the flames sink too low.

When | was achild, we saved the prunings from our vines to burn—I remember that. | remember my
mother's singing as she crouched by the fireto gtir alittle black pot, and how she watched me as she sang
to seewhether | enjoyed her song. When my father was there, he would cut a pipe from reeds, and then
the reeds sang her song with her. Our god—I have just remembered this—was Lar. My father said
Mother's song made Lar happy. | remember thinking | understood more than he, and being proud and
secretive (aslittle boys are) because | knew Lar was the song, and not something apart fromiit. |
remember lying under the wolfskin and seeing Lar flash fromwall towall, singing and teesing me. | tried
to catch him and woke rubbing my eyes, with Mother snging beside thefire.

CHAPTER XXXIX—Engines of War

Siege towers and battering rams are everywhere on the landward side of the city, each with afew
hundredsto protect it from asaly. That is so the barbarians will not know whence the attack will come,
as Xanthippos, the gtrategist from Thought, explained. Pasicrates of course asked whereit would come,
but Xanthippos only shook his head and looked wise, saying he had severa sites under consideration. It
seemed to me he had not decided because no placeisyet weak enough to permit an assaullt.

But perhaps | am driving my dog before the cattle. | should say first that Pasicrates, Drakaina, and |
went to Xanthippos this morning; and that he isaman of about my own height, gray at the temples, with
an affable yet reserved air Drakaina said is characterigtic of the old aristocracy of Thought.

He welcomed us cordidly to atent bare of any sign of wedth or luxury, with aworn-out sail for a
ground cloth and simple stool s that appeared to have been made on the spot. "We are delighted,” he
said, "that the Rope Makers have chosen to join us. How encouraging to see our ancient friendship
renewed in the face of our common enemy. Am | to take it that the other ships were blown from their
course by yesterday's ssorm? Let us hope they arrive safely today."

"Why?" Pasicrates asked bluntly. "Areyou in need of troops?’

"No, not at al. What | have real need of isahole through those walls." Xanthippos chuckled, his keen
gray eyesincluding dl of usin hismerriment. "There are only about five hundred barbariansingde, al
told. Some thousand Hellenes, but | expect them to change their alegiance once the assault begins.”



Pasi crates nodded. "We Hellenes are notorious for it—save for the men of my own city. And our
assault will be... ?'

"As soon asthe wals are breached. That will be in another month, | should say. May | ask whether it
isKing Leotychides or Prince Pausanias who commands?'

"Neither," Pasicratestold him. "Nor will there be more ships. There was only one, and we have
come."

It was not possible to tell whether Xanthipposwas redlly surprised or merely feigning to be. He
seemed to me the sort of man who has mastered hisfedingsfor so long that he no longer knows them,
and may be furious or overcome by love without being conscious of either.

"l am the regent'sman." Pasicrates took an iron signet from hisfinger and gave it to Xanthippos. |
comefor him."

"Then dlow meto congratulate him, through you, on hisgreet victory. It will give me the deepest
pleasure to do so in person upon some future day. No doubt you yoursdlf took aleading part in that
glorious battle. Alasthat | waswith the fleet! Would you careto cast aside, if only momentarily, that
sometimes awkward briefnessin speech for which your fellow citizens are so well known and describe
for me—for my enlightenment asa strategi<t, | may say, aswell asmy delight—just what it was you did?'

"My duty," Pasicratestold him. He then questioned him about the progress of the siege but learned
vary little,

" S0 you see'—Xanthi ppos spread his hands—"the greet thing isto retain the flexibility that enables
oneto saize, and indeed to recognize, opportunity.”

"But you expect Sestosto fal inamonth.”

"Or atriflelonger, perhaps. Certainly before the onset of winter, though we may see some of its
earlier dages. Thereisvery little food in the city, I'm told, and they are not Rope Makers there,
accustomed to living on abite of bread and ahandful of olives."

"Y our own men should be planting next year's crop aready.”

"They'remosgily city men." Xanthippos smiled. "Y ou Rope Makers are fond of saying we have no
soldiers—only cobblers, masons, blacksmiths, and the like. It sometimes hasits advantages.”

"Andyou," Pasicratestold him, "are found of saying we Rope Makers know nothing of seges.” He
checked himsdlf. "I came to convey the regent's respectsto you—"

"Condder it done"

"l do. And to tll you we will haveto draw rations with your own men. We brought only afew days
supplies. Y ou would not want to strain our ancient friendship, | think. For abite of bread and a handful of
oliveswewill lead your assault. Y ou need only follow us™"

Xanthipposwas gtill smiling. ™Y our heroic offer isduly noted.”

"Youll find your men inspirited by the knowledge that they are led by the shieldmen of Rope.”
Pasicrates stood, and Drakainaand | rose with him. "Asfor sieges, we know more than you suppose.”
He held out one hand, its fingers outspread. " Count them, Xanthippos. | say Sestoswill fal before you're
finished."

Xanthippos remained unruffled. "Then the news you bring is doubly good. Not only have we received
reinforcements from Rope, but the city isto fall within five days. Y ou didn't mean five months, | hope?
Before you go, may | ask why you brought this man and this woman when you came to confer with me?”’

Without waiting for Pasicratess answer, he turned to Drakaina. "Are you a Babylonian, my dear? A
marvelous city, and onejustly noted for the beauty of its women. Prior to this unhappy war | had the
pleasure of visiting it. | hope to return, should my fellow citizens ostracize me again, which | fear ismore
then likely."



"You may ask," Pascratestold him. "But you will not be answered.”

Outside, Drakainasaid, "We should not have come with you. Well be watched after this."

Pasicrates snorted. "Magical arts, and you can't evade afew of these shopkeepers? How are you
going to get into the city?"

"Not by transforming mysdlf into abat, if that's what you're thinking. Not unless| must, and | haven't
had a chance to gauge the problem yet."

"Nor |," Pasicrates admitted. "Y oureright; let's make acircuit of thewals.”

The rain had stopped, but clouds hung gray and heavy over Sestos, and we had to pick our way
through mud. | noticed some of the soldiers from Thought had winter boots, but dl of uswere dill in
sandas. From the walls to the distant hills spread the melancholy ruins of the houses that had once stood
outside the city proper. The holes that had been their cellars were full of black water, and broken bricks
and charred timbers protruded even where the men from Thought had made crude paths and roads.

We had gone no more than a couple of stades when 1o came running up to join us, splashing through
the mud in bare feet. "How was Xanthippos?' she asked.

| told her that if he was hdf as clever with the barbarians as he had been with us, the city would fall
within five days, as Pasicrates had promised him it would.

"That was because you're here. Wasn't it, Pesicrates?’

The Roper Maker pretended not to hear her. He was aready some way ahead of us.
"Wemust get insgde," Drakainatold her. "You're aclever child, so keep your eyes open.”
lowhispered, "I have dready. | can get you insde any time you want, if nobody's watching.”

Drakainagtared. "How—No, never mind. When were done. But have you ever seen such walls,
ether of you? The Great King has made thisthe lock with which he chains the whole coast.”

lo sad, "Then weve brought the key, if the regent's dream istrue. Pasicrates is going to storm the city
inaday or two, that's what the Rope Makers were telling each other while you were gone.”

| said, "But if the key isin the chest, who can unlock it? I'm going into the city with Drakaina.”

"Master, the Maiden sent you here. Y ou don't remember, but | do. She said you'd find your friends
here. If you go insde, it might not work. Besides, I'll have to comewith you. | belong to you, and | have
to remember thingsfor you."

Drakainahissed, "Certainly not!"

"| agree. | won't risk her lifelikethat. 1o, I'll bring you to melater if | can.”
|o pointed, no doubt to distract me. "Theresalake!"

"No," Drakainatold her. "That'sthe grait.”

In afew moments we were there. Aslo had indicated, the strait was no wider than asmall lake—we
could watch men working on the wharves of the city on the opposite shore—and though it joined the
horizon to the northeast, to the southwest we saw what appeared to be its termination. Aswe looked
over thewater, atrireme appeared there asif born of the rocky coast and, begating six white wings,
seemed to fly aong the waves asit cameto join the others blockading Sestos.

losaid, "If thisgoesto the sea, I'm surprised they don't land the supplies here. It would be alot
safer.”

| said, "It would be agreat deal more dangerous, if that coast to the east still acknowledges the rule of
the Great King."

Pasicrates had been studying the scenein silence. Now he said, "It was here, little o, that the brave



Leander swvam from shore to shoreto visit his beloved. | see you know the story."

lo nodded. "But he drowned one night, and she threw hersdlf from the top of the tower. Only | didn't
know thiswasthe place.

Pasicrates favored her with his bitter smile. "I'm sure that if you were to go into the city, they'd point
out the precise tower—her bloodstainsin the Street too, very likely."

"It doesn't look sofar. | bet | could swimiit."

| cautioned her, "Don't try. Haven't you noticed how fast that ship's coming? There must be a strong
current.”

Drakainaadded, "Y ou may try for dl | care, l1o; but your master's correct, and there are frequent
sorms aswdll. Pasicrates, you too were thinking that where one swam, another may swim, weren't you?"

The Rope Maker nodded dowly.

"But swvimmers could carry only daggers. A dozen shieldmen would be more than amatch for a
hundred of them."

"1 wasn't thinking of storming the city with swimmers" Padcratestold her. "I was wondering how
Xanthippos gets hisinformation." He turned on his hedl and started back the way we had come.

Drakainasad, "The lovely Helle drowned here too, giving her nameto the place, when shefell from
the back of the Golden Ram. These are dangerous waters, you see.”" She smiled at 10 as a stoat might
smileat agtarling, though | sensed she wastrying to seemkind.

"l don't know that tory," 1o said. "Would you tell me about the Golden Ram, please?!

"With pleasure. It belongsto the Warrior, and it livesin the sky between the Bull and the Fish.
Remind me on some clear night, and I'll point it out to you. Once, long ago, it cameto earth to interferein
the matter of two children, Phrixos and Helle, who had become a burden to their stepmother, Ino. No
doubt the Warrior had planned to make Phrixos a hero, or something of that kind. Ino's called the White
Goddess now, by theway, and she's an aspect of the Triple Goddess. Anyway, the Ram was
determined to frustrate her, so it got itself agolden coat and joined the children asthey were playingina
meadow, promising them aride on its back. As soon asthey were on, it sprang into the air, and at the
highest point of itslegp, right here, Helle fdl off and drowned as| told you."

lo asked, "What happened to her brother?”

"The Ram carried him to Aeg, a the east end of the Euxine, thinking held be safe there. After putting
inagood word for him with the king, it hung its golden coat in atree and returned to the ky. | wasa
princessin Aeag—"

"Wait aminute! | thought thiswas hundreds and hundreds of years ago.”

"Welive many different lives" Drakainatold o, "in many different bodies. Or at least some of us do.
| wasaprincessin Aea, and apriestess of Enodiajust as| am now. | told my father quite truthfully that

the goddess said he would be killed by a stranger. Since Phrixos was the only stranger around, that did
for him. And | set my pet python to guard the golden fleece. Then—"

We had caught up with Pasicrates, who had stopped to examine one of the ramps the men from
Thought were building. It was of earth, with logslaid in crisscrosslayersto reinforceit. "Childish,” he
sad.

| ventured that it looked well constructed to me.

"Y es? How would you continue it when it nears the wall? It must be highest of &l there, and the
defenderswill rain down stones and spears upon your head. Burning pitch too, perhaps.”

"I'd assign ashield bearer to each workman,” | told him. " A hoplon's big enough to protect two men
from stones and spears from above. For that matter a strongly roofed wagon could be used to move the



logs, and much of thework could be done from inside it with the floorboards taken out. And I'd Sation
every archer and dinger | had about halfway from here to the wal to make my enemies think twice about
showing themsalves to throw stones and spears. They could only form asingle line dong the parapet
there, but my archers and dingers would be able to form four or fivelines, so that for every missile of
theirswed return four or five."

Pasicrates stroked his chin and did not answer.

We soon cameto just such aroofed wagon as | had spoken of, with a splintered battering ram dung
init; no doubt | had seen it on our way to the strait, and it was the unconscious recollection of it that had
made me spesk as| did. | stopped and asked the men repairing the battering ram how it had been
broken, and one pointed to one of the narrow doorsin the base of thewall. "We tried to knock on that,
but they've got alog three times as big asthis up there. 1t's hooked to a chain so they can swing it down
and pull it back up. When the old ram came out of the barn here, down she swung and snapped it right
off in back of the bronze, like you see."

Y oung though Pasicratesis, he had not seemed boyish to me until then. "Tell them what to do, Latro.
I'm sure you know."

| sad, "Fundamentally, they haveto catch ether thelog or its chain, holding it with something too
heavy for the men on thewall to draw up. Thiswagon they cdl the barn seems heavy enough to me;
thereésalot of thick wood in the roof, and those wheels are solid oak and as wide as both my legs. The
men are putting a stouter timber in the ram aready. If | werein command, I'd put spikes on its Sides, and
on the sides of the wagon too. Then thelog would nail itsdlf to one or the other as soon asit struck.”

One of the men who had been fitting the new beam into its dings stopped work and stepped over to
us. "I'mlatos. I'min charge here, and | thank you for the advice; well make use of it. Did | hear the
Rope Maker call you Latro?!

| nodded. "That'smy name. Or at least, that's what I'm called among your people.”

"Weve got a captain here—" He pointed. " See that tower on whedls? They're putting leather on the
front and Sdes so it can't be set on fire, and he's superintending the job. Hell talk you deaf, do you know
what | mean? But he knows leather and how to get it."

lo shouted, "Hypereided ™

"That's the man—I see you've met him. He goes on sometimes about a dave he used to have caled
Latro. Sort of asmple-minded fellow according to Hypereides, but you could tell heliked him. He
traded him to ahetaerafor a series of dinners—modtly, | think, to keep him away from the fighting.”

Drakainasad, "l wouldn't call Latro smple-minded, but he forgets from one day to the next." She
shot amocking glance at the Rope Maker. "He's unusua in some other respects too, wouldn't you say,
Pesicrates?'

"Even women who spesk little talk too much.” He took her arm to draw her away from ldtos.

lo had been studying the tower on whedls. Now she tugged at my cloak. "L ook, master! Up on that
ladder. It'sthe black man!™

CHAPTER XL—Among Forgotten Friends

The heart remembers, even when no trace of face or voice remains. The black man came running to
us, shouting, hisarmsin the air; and though | do not know where we met or why | love him (though no
doubt those things are written somewhere on this scroll), | could not stop smiling. Without thinking at dl
about what | should do, | embraced him as abrother.

When we had shouted together and pounded each other on the back and hugged with al our strength
like two wrestlers, Pasicrates tried to question him; but he only smiled and shook his head.



lo explained, "He understands—most of it, anyway. But he can't talk, or he won't.”

Drakainasaid something then in aharsh and rapid way that seemed to me no better than the creaking
and grinding of mill stones; and to 10's amazement and my own, the black man answered her a oncein
the same language. "Y our friend speaks the tongue of Aram,” Drakainatold lo. "Not aswell asthe
People from Parsa, but nearly aswell as| do mysdf.”

Padicrates said, "Then ask him how he cameto learn it."

She spoke to him again, and when he had replied she said, "He says, 'For three years | was with the
army. We marched from Nysato Riverland, from Riverland over the desert to the Crimson Country, then
through many other countries.’ He also says, 'My king is not subject to the Great King; but the Great
King gave him gold and many fine things, and swore there would be peace between our lands forever if
he would send athousand men. | walked before a hundred and twenty, al young men from my own
digtrict, and | learned to talk in thisway that | might know the wishes of the Lords of Parsa' " Drakaina
added, "I'm shortening thisalittle.”

lo demanded, "Ask how he met Latro."
"'l saw agod had touched him. Such people are holy; someone must care for them.' "

lo started to ask where Hypereides was, but Pasicrates silenced her. "Does he want to go back to his
own country?*

Before Drakaina spoke, the black man nodded and began to speak. She said, "Y es, very much. He
says, 'My father and mother are there, both my wives, and my son, who isvery small.""

Pasicrates nodded. "Are there any of the other men from his country in the city?”

"He says he doesn't know, but he doesn't think so. He thinks they may have gone south with the
army. He says, 'If they were here, they would show themsalvesto me on thewalls" And | suppose he's
right—hewasin plain view working on that tower; hundreds of peoplein the city must have seen him."

"Tdl him | require him to carry amessage into the city for me."

lo protested. "He belongs to Hypereides!" | think she did not want to lose sight of the black man
again so soon after we had found him.

"Who will surely consent for the good of our cause. No doubt he will be compensated by hiscity.”

"He saysLatro and this child must comewith him." | smiled and o giggled, darting aglance at
Pasicrates. Heignored her. "And why isthat?'

Now the black man spoke at length, touching his chest and pointing with his chin to 1o and me, and
toward Sestos, and once pretending to draw a bow.

Drakainatold Pasicrates, "He says he won't do what you ask asadave, that adave remainsadave
only aslong as he'swatched. If he goes back to the People from Parsa, he will be asoldier again, and as
asoldier hewon't do what you ask unless you free Latro, and 1o too. He says you can force himto go to
the city, but that once there he won't deliver your message—only tdll lies"

Even Pasicrates smiled at that.

"For mysdlf," Drakainaadded, "1 remind you that | am the person sent by your regent to the
barbarians—not this black man. Not even you."

"Y et another messenger may be useful, particularly one who speakstheir tongue. His priceistoo high,
but | imagineit can be lowered.”

| said | waswilling to go into Sestosif he wished meto.

Pesicrates shook his head. "'If you werelost permanently, how could | explain to the regent? No, you
must stay with me until the city capitulates and we return home.”

Catching my eye, the black man motioned toward the tower, then spoke to Drakaina.



She said, "He desiresto show you what he has been building.”

| said, "And | want to seeit. Comedong, 10." Though | did not say S0, | suspected the black man
wished to put himself under the protection of the man called Hypereides. | do not remember him, but 10
seemed to like him, and it appeared likely the black man wasright in thinking he would fare better with
him than with the Rope Maker.

"Y ou know everything about Segecraft,” Pasicrates said as we came near the tower. "Explain thisto
rre.ll

| told him that since he could see it himself, there was very little to explain. It was atower on whedls,
built of wood. The back was |eft open to reduce its weight, but the front and sides were covered with
planksto keep out arrows, and with leather to prevent the planks from being set ablaze. Before the
tower was pushed againgt the wall, the leather would be soaked with water by men using rag swabs on
long poles. In addition, leather buckets of water would be hung in the tower, to be used by the men
ingde

Hesad, "Our enemieswill put their finest troops opposite thistower."

| answered, "Y es, but good fighters will be put in the tower too.”

The black man had gone around it as we spoke. Now he regppeared, bringing with him abald manin
aleather cuirass. The bald man seemed astonished to see us, then smiled broadly. "Latro and little 1o, by
the Standing Stone! | didn't think I'd be setting eyes on you again till we got back to Thought. How did
you get here? |sthat fellow Pindaros with you?”

He patted |0's head, and she embraced him and seemed for amoment too moved to spesk.
"l don't suppose you remember Pindaros the poet, do you, Latro? Or hiswench Hilagiraeither.”

The Rope Maker stepped forward. "'l am Pasicrates, son of Polydectes. | am here asthe
representative of Prince Pausanias, son of Cleombrotus, Victor of Clay and Regent of Rope.”

"Hypereides," Hypereides said. "Son of lon—" |o whispered afterward that he meant he was of the
lonian people and proud of it, and that Pasicratesis a Dorian. "—commander of the Europa, the Eidyia,
and the Clytia. Only my shipsaren't in the water right now." He jerked his head toward the west.
"They're beached, and most of my men are here working on these things."

Pesicrates said, "I'm told you sold thisdave to a hetaerain your city.”

"That'sright, to Kalleos." Hypereides paused, looking from Pasicrates to Drakaina, as though
wondering whether either were out to make trouble for him. "Not legally, of course, because women in
my city can't hold property. Everything'sin the name of aman she cdls her nephew. She payshim so
much ayear for that."

"We are more reasonable in Rope—we don't love lies. Latro and the child are our regent's now,
given him by your hetagra”

lo yelped, "He was supposed to pay!"

"Then hewill, you may be sure. But in Rope, children who speak out of turn are whipped for it.
Remember that." Pasicrates had never taken his eyes from Hypereides. "Asthe strategist of the Rope
Makers here, I'm interested in your tower, Commander. How could you make it so the top waslevel
with the top of thewall, when you couldn't measure the wall?"

Hypereides cleared histhroat. "With all due respect, Strategi<t, neither one of thoseis exactly true.
We want the top higher than the wall, so we can put bowmen there to shoot down on the enemy. And
we could measure thewall. We did. Come around to the front here." Heled the way and pointed
upward. "Seethat door? It swingsdown, and it'll be level with the merlons. Therésadair in the back, as
you probably saw, so adl our men will haveto doisrun up the steps and step off onto the wall."

"It must have taken abrave man to carry ameasuring pole to the base," Pasicrates said, "even late at



night."

"Oh, no." Hypereidess mouth twitched with amusement. | measured it myself, and in broad daylight
too. Firgt | had abowman—there heis. Come here, Oior."

A big, bearded man in loose trousers shambled over. He had a hammer in his hand and there was no
bowcase at his back and no quiver at hiswaist; yet | knew the bald man was correct, for the bearded
man had thelook of a bowman.

"Wetied athread to an arrow,” Hypereides continued. "Oior shot the arrow so it stuck in the ground
at the foot of the wal. Then we cut the thread and pulled the arrow in so we could measure the thread.
That gave usthe distance from the place where Oior stood to the base of thewall.”

Pescrates said, "Whichis not the height of thewall, unlessyou were very lucky."

"No, certainly not. Then we stuck asword in the ground so it was exactly acubit high. When the
shadow of the wall touched the place where Oior had stood, we measured the shadow of the sword and
divided the length of the thread by the length of the shadow. The answer was the height of thewall:
forty-seven cubits."

Oior the bowman smiled at me and touched hisforehead in greeting.

When we returned to Pasicratess tent, he sent Drakainaand |o away, then held out hishand. "I see
you're wearing your sword, Latro," hesaid. "Giveit to me."

| unfastened the catch of my belt. "Y oure welcometo look at it," | said, "aslong asyou mean me no
harm.”

"Giveittome" hesad agan.
The very flatness of hisvoice told me what he meant to do. "No," | said. | refastened the catch.

Hewhistled. | suppose he must have decided | required correction before we left to make our circuit
of the walls and perhaps even before we called upon Xanthippos, because his daves appeared at once,
one carrying two javelins and the other awhip, ascorpion of threetails. They entered through the back
of the tent, and Pasicrates moved to block the front, his hand upon his sword hilt.

"These men may kill me" | told him, "but they will not beat me." | recalled that he had said awoman
sold meto theregent. "And if they kill me, what will you tell your master?”

"Thetruth," Pas crates murmured. " Sestos did not fall, you werelazy and insolent, | tried to discipline
you, and you resisted.”

His hoplon leaned against the tent wall near the entrance. With apracticed motion, he dipped hisarm
through its leather loop and grasped the handle. "Now take off that sword, and your cloak and chiton,
likeasensbleman.”

| said, "No onethinks you Rope Makers sensible men.”

"And s0 they are our daves, or they soon will be." He glanced a the davesthat weretruly his.
"Keros, Tekmaros, don't kill him."

Neither was well equipped to capture an armed man aive, and what happened next would have been
ludicrous, had it not been terrible. The dave with the scorpion advanced first, lashing the air to make a
savage sound he must have hoped would frighten me. | stepped forward and dashed at the rawhide
lashes. He jumped back and in so doing impaed himsalf on one of the javeins held by the man behind
him.

Theterrible thing was not that it killed him, but that it did not. With the head of the javelin in his back,

he remained dive, bleeding and gasping like afish on agig as he dropped the scorpion and flailed about
withhisarms



| caught it up—and as| did so, saw that Pasicrates was amost upon me. Its stock was of some
heavy wood, and the |ead-tipped lashes |ooked as though they might easily entangle aman; | threw it at
hislegs

Hewastoo quick for me. The stock rang against the bronze facing of hishoplon. | swung Falcatain
the downward stroke that is most powerful of al. Again hewastoo quick, raising his hoplon to block her
blade; but it bit the bronze like cheese, cut the hoplon to its center, and leaped free as alynx springs from
arock.

Pasicrates screamed. It was ahigh, shrill cry like awoman's, though he thrust at me like aman even
as he screamed, and made me skip aside.

Thewal of the tent was a my ebow then; this scroll lay on my palet not far from my left hand. |
stooped to pick it up. That saved me, | think. A javelin passed so near my head that the sound waslike a
blow. Blood streamed from my ear.

Thejavein had pierced the sde of thetent. A dash laid it wide. | ssumbled out and ran east, past the
tents and through the little fields toward Parsaand Persepolis—toward the heart of the Empire, though |
cannot say how it is| know the names of those places.

When | had reached the hills and could run no more, | found this hollow in the rocks and stopped to
rest, the pulse pounding in my head like the laughter of some grest river in flood. Soon the gray clouds
hanging over the land parted. The sun appeared, a crimson coin set on the horizon behind me. |
staunched the blood from my ear with moss, wiped Falcatal's smeared blade on fallen leaves, and
unrolling thisscroll read enough to learn that | must write.

Writing has given metimeto catch my breath and listen for pursuit. There has been none. When the
moon rises, | will run again. It isimportant, so very important, that | do not forget | am fleeing, and what
itisl fly from. "I have to remember thingsfor you," the child, |0, told me as we wandered among the
soldiers and siege engines of Thought. | wish she were with me now.

CHAPTER XLI—We Are in Sestos

The goddess sent me here, and it was no dream. How easy it would be to write that | dreamed, as so
many have written in so many other places. Yet | know | did not, for | dreamed before the goddess
came,

It was adream of love. The woman was raven-haired, or so it seemed in the moonlight, with eyesthat
flashed with desire. How she clutched me and drove my loinsinto her own! A lake, dark and till,
mirrored slver sars; al dong the shore men in horned and |eering masks capered with women crowned
with the vine, to the thudding of timbrels and the rattle of crotali.

Then | woke.

The woman had vanished, the insrumentsfalen slent. My torn ear burned and throbbed. The stones
stood about me, hard and dark. The air was cold, heavy with snow. | heard the wind muttering among
the oaks, and | knew it—though | do not know how—for the thought of Jove, the god who rulesthe
gods and careslittle for men. It seemed to me that he was mad, black thoughts repesting one or two
words again and again as they brooded upon revenge.

| sat up, and the night was like any other. A wind walked among the trees, and an increscent moon
hung low in thewest. Far off awolf howled. My limbswere stiff with cold, but | felt no desretorall
myself inmy cloak again; | felt instead that | should rise and fly from some danger, and though | no longer
recdled what it was from which | had fled earlier, | sensed amenace that was no less now. Stretching, |
looked down to find this scroll, which | recalled having pushed into ahiding place among the rocks.

At once | gasped and nearly cried out, staggering backward from the lip of an abyssbesidewhich |



had dept only afew moments before. 1t seemed a pit without a bottom, or at least without any bottom
the silver radiance of moon or stars could ever reach. Trembling, | cast astoneinto it and listened. |
heard nothing, though | strained to hear for many thuddings of my fearful heart.

Though perhaps my stoneis il faling, faling dways and without end, something moved in the abyss.
If it lacked any termination, till it had Sides; and blurs of white and paest green, tiny and remote,
swarmed over them as ants may creep across thewallsin a sealed tomb. Sometimes it appeared that
they flew from one side to ancther, flitting like bats and flickering like rushlights.

"Y ou would find me," someone behind me said. "1 have come dready."

| turned and saw agirl of perhaps fifteen Stting on a stone behind me. Her gown was woven of
somber autumn foliage, yellow, gridelin, and russet, and a stephane with an ebon gem was on her brow.
Though she sat with her back to the moon, | could see her face clearly; it seemed hungry and ill, like the
faces of the children who sdll their bodiesin the poor quarters of cities.

" Soon you will wonder what became of your book," she said. "I will keep it for you; now takeit, and
leave my door."

When she spoke, | was more afraid of her than of the abyss; perhapsif | had not feared her o, |
could not have done as sheinstructed me.

"I haverolled it tightly for you, tied it, and pushed your stylus through the cords. Put it through your
belt. Y ou have much to do before you write again.”

| asked, "Who areyou?'
"Cdl meMaiden, asyou did when wefirst met."
"And you're agoddess? | didn't think—"

She amiled sourly. "We still meddied in the wars of Men? Not often now; but the Unseen God wanes,
and we areno longer logt in hislight. Wewill never bewholly gone.”

I bowed my head. "How may | serve you, Maiden?"

"Firgt by taking your hand from your sword hilt, to which it has strayed. Believe me, your bladeis
powerlessaganst me."

| dropped my handsto my sides.

"Second, by doing as | ingtruct you, and so relieving me of the necessity | laid upon mysdlf for
Mother's sake. Y ou recall nothing of this, but | have promised to reunite you with your comrades.”

"Then you've been kinder than | deserve," | said, and nearly sammered from the joy that flamed in
my heart.

"| act for my mother, and not for you. Y ou owe me no thanks. Nor do | owe you any. If you had
accepted your beating like any other dave, my task would have been easy.”

"l annot adave" | sad.

Sheamiled again. "What, Latro? Not even mine?’

"Y our worshiper, Maden."

"Smooth-tongued as ever. No man outreaches his gods, Latro, not even in falsehood.”

"Y ou said that you've promised to bring me to my own people, Maiden. If that was afa sehood, day

"1 will keep my promise" shesaid. Shelicked her lips. "But | hunger. What payment will you give me,
Latro, when | do asyou wish? A hundred bulls to smoke upon my atars?'

| shook my heed. "I'd daughter every one, and singing, if | had them. | have nothing beyond what you
%ll



"Y our book, your sword, your belt, your sandal's, and those ragged clothes. And your body, but | will
not ask you for that; it will be mine soon enough, no matter what. Would you heap my dtar with the
rex?'

"With everything, Maiden."

"And10?'

| asked, "Whoislo?'

"A dave. She saysyours. Will you give her to mefredy?'

| nodded, though | sickened to nod. "Y ou have only to show her to me, Maiden.”

"Then | will not ask you for her. Nor for your book and sword and the other things. | ask an easier
sacrificeingead: awolf."

"Only awolf, Maiden?' Now my spirit legped for gladness. "'Y ou are too generous, too merciful!”

"So many have said. Yes, awolf. Thewolf is sacred to my mother, as you would know had you not
forgotten it. Furthermore, | will seethat thiswolf comesto you, and | will place my sigil onit so that you
will know it."

"And | won't forget?'

She pointed, and though the hill stood between us and the rising sun, when she pointed | knew that it
was there. "'In summer, when the days were long, you lost the dawn before evening. Days are shortened
now; when the wolves howl again, you will yet remember me and this: The wolf will attack you, yet you
will not feer it. Heisthe one."

"Asyou command, Maiden, and gladly.”

"Not so gladly when the time comes, perhaps. Buit first you must return to thewals you fled, return
with the dawn. Will you do that?"

“It'sdawn now," | told her. "Can | run so fast?| will if | can."

"Y our foes seek your life. Bewary. Asthe sun rises, you will see awoman and achild walking hand
in hand. Draw your sword and give it to the child. Do you understand?'

| nodded. "1 will do just asyou've said, Maiden.”

"Then when you find the wolf, grasp its ear, cut itsthroat, and speak my name. Go now, do that, and
my promisewill befulfilled."

Thecity wasfar out of Sght to the west; yet | saw it, itsgray walls, grim with ahundred towers, rising
high above the tents of the besiegers. | sprinted toward it, and it vanished; but | continued to run, leaping
stones and loping acrossfields of stubble until | reached in truth the tents | had seen falsely through the
eyes of the goddess.

Here soldiers woke and spat like other men, goaded by the braying of the trumpets—buckled on
their armor, took up spears and hoplons marked with the inverted ox of Thought, and formed ragged files
that were soon straightened by the curses of their enomotarches. Some looked at me curioudy, and |
waved this scroll above my head so they would think me amessenger; no one stopped me.

The tents ended. | reached a place where houses and shops had stood outside the walls. They had
been burned, though whether by the besiegers or the besieged | cannot say. There were towers and
sheds on whedls, and ramps of clay and wood. Worse, the tumbled stones and tiles of the ruined houses
threatened to trip me with every stride. Once | noted a dented pan among the ruins, and once a scattered
string of cora beads. | thought then of the misery of poor women | would perhaps never see.

Soon | waswithin bowshot of thewalls. An archer there kindly told me so, sending his shaft whizzing
past my eyesto bury itsef in the blackened ground to my right, so that | returned this scroll to my belt
and ran wider.



Already the sun was well above the horizon behind me. The Maiden had said | wasto give my sword
tothechild"asthe sunrises" but it seemed to me it wasimpossible that day. Yet | continued to run, or
rather to trot, circling the wallsin search of the woman and the child.

The temptation aways was to go too near, for by curving my path more sharply | could have
decreased itslength. Twice more archersloosed a me, their long-flying arrowsfdling at last dmost at my
feet.

| had made a hdf circlewhen | saw them—awoman in apurple gown and achild in atorn gray
peplos, hand in hand, so deep in the shadow of the wall that the soldiers on it might have dain them with
stones had they wished.

At the same instant a wounded man shouted, drew his sword, and dashed toward me. | marveled at
his courage, for he had logt hiseft forearm not long before; the stump was till bandaged below the
elbow, and the bandage was il gay with hisblood. | had drawn my own sword before | remembered
the words of the Maiden, who had perhaps desired that fight this one-armed man without it. That seemed
no morethan just, for surely he was still weak from hiswound. | ran to the woman and the child then with
al the speed | could command, extending my sword to the child hilt foremost.

She accepted it readily; but when | turned, others were sprinting after the one-armed man. Oneféll
with an arrow through histhroat, but two more caught the one-armed man, wrestling his sword from his
hand and pulling him to safety. As| watched them, | was bathed in gold. The sun had risen above the city
wall, bringing a second dawn.

Still other men, shieddmen in armor, dashed from thewall to take us. They dragged me, with the
woman and the child, into adoorway so deeply set that it waslike atunnd ending in anarrow door.
When this door swung back, we were in the besieged city. Houses of two and even three storieswere
st thickly along the narrow street, many with their backs formed by thewall. The men who held us
seemed not otherwise than the men outside who warred on them; but with them were soldiers not like
them at dl, soldierswhose curling beards were black instead of brown, and who wore loose trousers of
ydlow, blue, and green.

They bore usto the citadel and took the woman from us, and with her my sword aswell. Now we
are shut up in thisguard room, where at 10's urging (for thischild isthe dave girl | told the Maiden |
would sacrificeif shewished it) | write my account.

CHAPTER XLII—Though Not Without Aid

| have defeated three men, guards of the satrap from Susa. They were Hellenes, though in Sestosthe
Héellenes do not govern themsdves, as o explained when | had finished writing of our capture. Soiitis,
she says, wherever the Helleneslive on this sde of the Water.

"All the better for them,” | said, "assuming that the men of Parsaarewise and just. These Hellenesare
proud, grasping, and turbulent; brilliant, perhaps, but without any real feding for the duties of the citizen
and the mgjesty of the state.”

She agreed, then asked in awhisper whether | thought someone was listening.
"No," | said. "l spesk my mind—the smpletruth.”

"But I'm aHdlene mysdlf, madter.”

"| was congdering the men. The woman are better, perhaps, yet wanton.”

"Y ou only say that because you saw them in Kaleoss house, mostly. Do you remember her? Or
Phye? Or Zoe, or any of the others?’

| shook my head. "I only know how these Hellenes have seemed to me." | sought to take the sting
from my words. "Their children are beautiful and very kind."



She amiled. "I'm the only one you've had much to do with. But maybe you're right anyway about the
men and women. What do you know about the People from Parsa?'

"It was they who commanded the soldiers who brought usinto this city; but though | fed surel've
seen them before, | can't remember where.”

"l saw them back in Hill. They don't talk like we do, and they keep their women out of sight even
more than the people do in Thought. And | saw one on the wall yesterday. That was how | knew how to
get Drakainainto Sestos.”

| asked whether Drakainawas the woman in the purple gown, and 1o nodded.

" She wanted to get inside so she could talk to the People from Parsafor the regent, but she didn't
know how. Only yesterday, you and she and Pesicrates walked around looking at the towers on wheels,
and | saw aman from Parsaon the wall watching her. The jewels on his cap and in hisrings caught the
light, so I knew he must be an important man, and from the way helooked at Drakainal knew that if she
ever came near thewall hed have soldiers come out and get her. Then you fought with Pasicrates and
ran away, and | thought | ought to go in with her, so that maybe | could get him to help you. The Rope
Makerswill probably kill you if they ever catch usagain.”

"Who's Pasicrates?' | asked, not liking to hear that | had run from him.

"He's the head Rope Maker out there," 1o told me. "Or hewas. I'll tell you about him if you want,
then you can read about him in your book. We're going to have plenty of time, | suppose.”

lo had no sooner spoken than the door swung wide. | expected to see soldierslike those who had
brought us here, perhaps with an officer from Parsa; but these were al barbarians with long trousers and
cloth-draped heads. | found | knew aready what sorts of faces they would have and how they would be
armed. Y et because | did not know | would recdl those things until | saw them, | will write something of
them here.

Their hands and faces are the only parts of their bodies they do not cover; and sometimes they cover
even their faces, pulling up the cloth that conceal s the neck to keep dust from the nose and mouth.
Instead of sandals they wear shoes (which | think must be very uncomfortable) so that no part of the foot
can be seen. Among the Hellenes bright colors are worn often, but garments are al of one hue save
perhaps for aband at the edge. The People from Parsa have haf adozen different colorsin the same
cloth. Even soldierslike those who came for us do not wear much armor.

Their spearsare no taler than the men who bear them. Instead of a pointed grounding iron that can
serve as a second spear head if the shaft breaks, they have around weight at the butt. It iswise of them
to make them that way, | think, because so short a spear would be useless after the shaft had broken; but
the weight should permit the soldier to reverse his broken spear and use it asamace. Thisweight shifts
the point of balance to the rear, just as the grounding iron does.

The men of Parsaadways have their bows and bowcases. | think they must be fonder of the bow than
any other race; surely no race could be fonder than they. Their bows are of wood and horn bound with
sinew, and they bend backward when unstrung. Their arrows are hardly longer than aman's forearm and
haveiron points. Some have blue feathers, some gray. They are carried in the bowcase with the bow.

Their swords are short and straight, with tapering blades sharpened on both sides. Those of the
soldierswho came for us have bronze lions heads on their pommels, and that of Artayctes, to whom they
brought us, hasagolden lion'shead. It isvery beautiful, but the truth isthat al these swords are hardly
more than long daggers—good for thrusting but for nothing ese. Some of the men from Parsado not
even carry swords. They have long-hafted axes instead, and that iswhat | would choose mysdlf in
preference to such asword. The men who bear these axes wear aknife a the belt.

Artayctesisof graying beard, with eyes even harder and darker than is common among his
countrymen. Because he wears ajewe ed cap and many rings, | decided it was he whom o saw upon
thewall. Thewoman 1o had called Drakainasat at hisright hand, not cross-legged as he himsdlf sat, but



with her finelegsto one side and bent at the knee to show their grace. When we came, she drew the end
of amany-colored scarf across her nose and mouith.

He addressed her in alanguage | did not know, and she bowed her head. "Once my lord has spoken,
thething isdone."

Asthe Hellenes speak, he said, "Y our tongue is more supple than mine, in this speech particularly.
They do not comprehend ours?'

"No, my lord."
"Then explain to them why they have been brought into my presence.”

Drakainaturned so it appeared that she looked from the window of Artayctes's audience chamber,
yet | saw her eyeswere on me. "I told my lord what you did to Pasicrates and said you could no doubt
kill three ordinary men. He has aguard of Sestians beside his own soldiers, and three have volunteered to
fight you. Not with spears, but with hands bare, as contestants fight in the pancratium. Do you know that
event? Only weapons are barred.”

| was about to ask what | had done to Pasicrates (whom lo had told me | had fled) when Artayctes
clapped his hands and a sentry ushered in the three. All were astdl as| am, well-muscled men at the
height of their srength.

lo protested, "Thisisn't fair!"

Drakaina nodded agreement. "Y ou're right, but the men of Parsadon't like boasting. I'd forgotten
that. When they hear aboast, it'sapoint of honor with them to make the man perform accordingly, even
when it was spoken by another. | believe my lord thinks too that Latro has been my lover, though we
both know it isnot so."

lo sad bitterly, "By no fault of yours."

| waswatching the three. If the leader could be killed, it would take the heart from the others. Often a
leader stands between hisfollowers, but in battle the place of honor isthe right flank. As| took off my
sword belt | muttered, "Maiden, aid me now."

At oncethe door of Artayctess audience chamber opened again, and two more men entered, both as
naked asthe first three. Neither waslarge, but the first was so handsome and well shaped in every limb
that every other man must have seemed deformed in his presence. The other was older, yet strong still,
sun-browned and grizzled, with cunning eyes. Neither made any move to help me, each standing
motionless beside the door, hisarms at his sides. The three who faced me did not so much aslook at
them.

Artayctessaid, "Y ou are three set a one. Kill him and return to your duties.”

The Segtiansto my right and left stepped forward so that with the third they might enclose me. | knew
that was death and edged to the left, so that the man there would have to fight me alone, if only for a
moment.

He grappled, and | struck him with my fist below the navel and in the face with the crown of my head.
Hereded and fell backward, his nose gushing blood.

At once the older man flung himsdlf upon him, face to face aslover kisseslover. Until then | had not
been certain the rest could not see the two who had come last, but when | saw them | knew. | circled
and feinted, sure delay would favor me.

Nor was | wrong. The grizzled man rose, his mouth crimson with blood, and seized one of my
opponents from behind. Still the man did not see him, yet his movements were dower.

"l am Odysseus, son of Laertes and King of Ithaka," the grizzled man whispered. "We need more
blood, for Peleuss son.”

"l doubt it," I told him, for | had seen that the remaining Sestian watched my eyes and not my hands.



When thefight was over, Drakaina smiled—I could see her lipsthrough the thin stuff of the scarf. "My
lord Artayctes feelsthe news I've brought is too important to remain caged here. Furthermore, thereisn't
food enough in the city for it to resst much longer—the people are bailing the straps from their beds.”

Artayctes spoke some angry word, but Drakaina did not look chastened.

"He hoped for relief before this. It hasn't come; so he will go, taking his own people and those from
thefar lands. He plansto leave the Hellenes here, knowing they'll negotiate a surrender that will spare
their houses and their walls. When he's conveyed my news, helll get an army from the Great King and
return to crush the barbarians, if they're bold enough to remain. I've told him you've sold your sword to
the Great King, and he'sjust seen you're afighter to be reckoned with. He asksif you'll go with himto
Susa, where he expectsto find the Great King."

| nodded, adding, "Y es, certainly.”

Speaking for himself in his harsh accent, Artayctes asked, "Are you not of the Hellenes? Y ou look as
they."

"No, my lord."

"Then proveit. Let me hear your native tongue. The Helleneswill learn none but their own.”

| did as he said, swearing in the tongue in which | write these wordsthat | owed no alegianceto
Thought or any such city. | do not think Artayctes understood me, but he seemed convinced. He took
my sword from behind the scarlet cushions on which we sat and handed it to me.

"Wewill go by night," he said. "The barbarianswill be adeep, save for afew sentries. No one must
know. The people of thiscity tell dl they learnto Y ellow Horse, no matter how often they swear their
loydty. You areto ride beside me and carry thiswoman with you. Seethat sheisnot harmed.” By
"Yelow Horse" he meant Xanthippos, but he broke hisname as| have broken it here.

When we had |eft the brightly hung audience chamber, Drakaina said, "Before we go, you must be
armed. Wouldn't you like a shield and spear besides your sword? What of ahelmet?

lotold me, "Y ou had round things for your chest and back when | met you, master.”

| nodded. "A shiedld and ahelmet, certainly, if theré's going to bered fighting. No spear. I'll takea
couple of javelinsinstead.”

The armory wasin the lowest part of the citadel. | asked for an oblong shield of medium weight, but
those they had were hoplons, round and very heavy, or peltas shaped like the moon and very light.

"These honor my goddess," Drakaina said, holding up one of thelatter. "It'sthe kind the javelin menin
Thesdy use”

| told her that leather over wicker would stop only arrows and dingstones.
"That's because that's dl they have to worry about,” she said. "They stay well awvay from the spears.”

I shook my head, knowing that if thereisany fighting at al tonight, it will be hot work. | will not be
ableto run from the spears.

"Here, Sr," thearmorer said. "Try this. It'sthe smalest hoplon in the whole place.”

Itisacubit and ahand across (I have just measured it), and faced with bronze, as| believe they al
are; but there iswood and aleather lining behind it; and as he said, it wasthe lightest.

lo cdled, "Herésanice hdmet."

"Nicefor aHelene, perhaps” | told her. "But | don't want the men from Parsato think I'm aHellene
inthedark."

The armorer snapped his fingers. "Wait amoment, gir. | believe I've got just what you need.” He
returned carrying ahelmet shaped like atall cap. Assoon asl tried it on, | knew it might have been made
forme.



losaid, "I've heard people talk about the Tal Cap Country, where they wear caps like that. And the
bowmen on Hypereides's ships had them, but theirswere foxskin. | didn't know they made helmetsthe
sameway. Isit far from here?’

"AcrossHelle's Sea," the armorer told her, "and agood way by land after that; it would probably
take you three or four days. Do you have aboat?'

lolaughed and said, "I'm not going,” which | thought singularly ill omened.

| got acuirass aswell—not one of the heavy bronze corselets the shieldmen wear, but one of many
layers of linen titched together. It should give agood ded of protection while weighing not much more
than awarm cloak. The javelinswere easiest of dl, for the armory had any number of good ones.

"The satrgp has assigned me ahouse," Drakaina said when | had collected all the equipment |
needed. "I'm going there now to get some deep before tonight. 1t wouldn't do for him to see me with
circles beneath my eyes." She hesitated. ™Y ou would be welcome, but | don't know that it would be
wise"

| told her | wanted to go up on the wall and have alook at the country.
"Asyou wigh, then.”

Thearmorer said, "I could show you around, sir. Oschoss my name.”
lotold him, "My master has no money."

"But he's been talking with the satrap,” Oschos answered, smiling. "So perhaps he will have.” To me
he said, "Our citadd's built right into thewall, Sir, on the east Sde, 0 you can start from here and go right
around, passing through the guard towers.”

| studied the plain and the hills beyond as we walked aong the wall. The Hellenes will expect any
escape to be made to the south and west, so Artayctes says. A short march that way would bring usto a
place from which we might easly crossthe strait by boat, evading the blockading ships. He meansto try
the northeast instead, making overland for the port cities of a seacaled the Propontis. Because Oschos
waswith us, however, | could not give more attention to that direction than to any other; and so | studied
them dl, and even the harbor, where the ships of Sestos cant their scorched masts through the soiled
water.

When we l€eft the wall we passed amarble building guarded by eunuchs, out of which some daves
were carrying chests and baskets. "What's that?" 10 asked.

Oschoslooked respectful. "The house of our satrap's women." 1o remarked that it looked morelike a
tomb.

"It wasone," Oschostold her. "I hear that he uses them whenever he can. He feds a gynaeceum
without windows is more secure, and who can doubt it?"

When we were alone here lo commented, "1 wouldn't like to be Artayctes when he dies. The gods
below aren't going to like his putting his concubinesin atomb.”

"Who are the gods below?' | asked her as| hung up my new shidd. Thetruth wasthat | felt | dready
knew one at leadt.

"The gods of the dead,” shetold me. "Theresquitealat, redly. Their king isthe Recelver of Many,
and their queen is Kore, the Maiden. They have awhole country of their own under the ground,
Chthonios, theworld of ghosts.”

Now | write and 1o deeps. When night comes | will ride with Artayctes and the People from Parsa,
perhaps to the world of ghosts, because | have pledged my honor. But | will leave lo here, as she hersdlf
prophesied. Perhaps| shall never see her again. A moment ago | brushed her hair from her brown cheek,
wondering whether there was ever aface dearer to me than hers; and though | cannot be sure, it seems
impossible. How shewould laugh at me, if she were to wake and find me weeping for her!



CHAPTER XLIII—A Soldier of the Mist

Lostinthe night and its shifting vaporsam I. Already | have nearly forgotten how this night began.

| lay on apalletinacold, dark room with asingle high window, awindow having narrow stepsand a
vantage for an archer beneath it. | think | had been adeep; achild, agirl, dept besde me.

A lovely woman came for me, and with her ahard-faced spearman. | must have known that they
would come, for | rose a once and put on my cuirass and helmet by the light of the spearman’'slamp,
thrust thisscrall through my belt, and took up my hoplon and javelins. | think | knew where we went and
why, but that too islost inthe mist. "Wewill let [o deep,” | said to the woman. " Shelll be safe here.”

The woman nodded and smiled, her finger to her lips. Before she died, she said her name was
Eurykles.

We hurried down dark and narrow streets reeking of ordure and joined athrong of silent people
before the gate. The woman led meto the front, saying, "Artayctes and his guards will be here at any
moment. Then well go.”

| asked her who the rest were, but men on horseback pushed their mounts through the crowd before
she could answer. The chief among them, abearded man on awhite horse, spokein alanguage | could
not understand; and to my amazement another man, who grasped his saddle cloth, spoke after him just as
| writethese words. Thisiswhat they said:

"In the mogt holy, most sacred name of the Sun! My people, does our Situation seem desperate to
you? Reflect! Here we have been penned like coneys, with scarcely enough to eat and without even
clean water to drink. When next the Sun, the divine promise of AhuraMazda, mounts his throne, we shall
be free, every one of us, and once more in the Empire.

"Soit shdl beif we act like men. Those who fight must press ever forward asthey fight. Thosewho
need not fight must turn back and fight to aid their brothers. Horsemen, do not ride off, leaving your
brothers on foot to fight done. Surdly Ashwill know of it! And I will know of it too, and what | know |
will soon tell the Great King. Rather, ride at the flanks of those who press your brothers on foot, and
protect my household.”

More was said, but the spearman tapped me on the shoulder and | listened no more. He led two
horses, and he handed the reins of achamping gray stallion to me. Thewoman said, "Can you ride?"

| was not sure. | answered, "When | must.”
"Y ou must tonight. Mount, and this man will help me up.”

| leaped onto the gray's back and discovered that my knees knew something of horses, whether my
mind retained it or not.

Grinning, the spearman clasped the woman about the waist and lifted her until she sat behind me.
Though | have forgotten so much, | il recall the flash of histeeth in the dark and her arm about my
waist, and the musky, flowery smell of her that was like a summer meadow, with a serpent among the
blossoms.

"Atlast | know why the People from Parsa put their women in these trousers.” Her voice was at my
ear, ecdtatic with excitement. "For a thousand years they have not known but that they might have to
gdlop off with them next day." Someone shouted an order, and the gates swung toward us. " Stay with
Artayctes," shesaid. "The best troopswill bewith him."

Aswe rode out, the mist from the harbor crept in, meeting us half a stade from the gate. Covered
carts rumbled behind our horses. The woman said, "Now the enemy knows. If the wheesweren't
making so much noise, you could hear their sentries shouting aready.”



Indicating the carts, | asked why they were here.

"For Artayctesswomen. Hiswife and her maidswill bein thefirg, his concubinesin the others.” She
hesitated, and | heard how sharply she drew breath. "But where ishe? Where are his guards?’

A few dozen foot soldiers with oblong shields followed the carts, and before them marched one who
bore an eagle on agaff. My heart nearly burst at the Sight of it (asit does now at the thought), though |
could not have said why.

There was a shout from athousand mouths. | swung about in the saddle to see the wide hoplons and
long spears of the enemy break through the mist, and above them ablack cloud of dingstones, javelins,
and arrows. They had waited only until the last foot soldiers were clear of the gate, knowing perhaps that
the Hellenesinside would close them against our retrest. Their phaanx was ahedge of spears.

"Gol" the woman cried. "He's tricked usl He must think I'm a spy—he'sleaving the city some other
way."

Before she had finished, | had loosed the reins and dug my hedlsinto the gray'sribs. It sprang
forward like astag. In an instant, we had passed between the last cart and the soldiers who followed the
eagle; but the mist held another phalanx asterrible asthefirgt. | turned the gray aside and lashed it with
thereinsas| saw athird phalanx wheel to block the road; for there was a narrowing space between it
and the second, and in that space only a scattering of archers and dingers.

Fearsome as the close-drawn shieldmen were when they fronted us, they could do nothing aswe
thundered past their flanks. One of my javelins| cast left, the second right, and though | did not see my
foes die, each must have takenitstoll. A bearded archer nocked an arrow meant for me, but we were
too swift; | felt his bones break beneath the gray's hooves.

Horsemen followed me, iron-faced riders from Parsa with singing bows. We turned as one and
caught the phalanx from behind, scourging the soft back of that monster of bronze and iron, fdling its
shieldmen like wheat before the regpers. Fal cata scythed their spears and split their helmets, and they
died, faling onto the dry yellow grass under asky suddenly blue.

That isdl | can recall of that time. When | lifted my head, arolling mist had covered the lake.
Somewhere thewoman | had lain with screamed. As| struggled to rise, my hand touched a crooked
sword haf-buried in the mud. Not certain even that it was mine, | stumbled to my feet and limped among
the dying and the dead in search of her.

| found her where the bodies lay thickest. Her feet had scattered gemsthat twinkled in the starlight,
and ablack wolf tore her throat. Its forepaws pinned her to the ground, but its hind legs stretched usdless
behind it, and | knew its back had been broken.

| knew too that it was a man. Beneath the wolf's snarling mask was the face of a bowman; the paws
that held the woman were hands even while they were paws. Ravening, thewolf dragged itself toward
me. Yet | did not fear it, and only fended it from me with the point of my sword.

"More than a brother," it said. "The woman would have robbed me." It did not speak through its great
jaws, but | heard it.

| nodded.

" She had adagger for the dead. | hoped she would kill me. Now you must. Remember, Latro? 'More
than brothers, though | die." "

Beyond the wolf and the woman, a girl watched me—agirl robed with flowers and crowned. Her
shining face wasimpassive, yet | sensed her quiet pleasure. | said, "'l remember your sacrifice, Maiden,
and | seeyour sgil uponit." | took thewolf by the ear and dit itsthroat, speaking her name.

| had cometoo late. The woman writhed like aworm cut by the plow, her mouth agape and her
tongue protruding far past her lips.



The Maiden vanished. Behind me someonecaled, “Lucius ... Lucius ... "

| did not turn at once. What | had thought the woman's tongue was a snake with gleaming scales.
Half-free of her mouth, it was thicker than my wrist. My blade bit at its back, but it seemed harder than
brass. Franticdly it writhed away, vanishing into the night and the mist.

Thewoman lifted her head. "Eurykles" | heard her whisper. "Mother, it's Eurykles" With thelast
word shefell backward and was gone, leaving only a corpse that aready stank of death.

The man-wolf was gone aswell. Theman lay in his place. When | touched him, his beard was tiff
with blood, his back bent like trampled grass. His hands thanked me as he died.

“Lucius... " Thecdl cameagain. It was only then, too late, that | sought for him.

| found him beside the broken eagle. He wore alion's skin, but a spear had divided histhigh and a
dagger had pierced his corselet of bronze scales. Thelion wasdying. "Lucius ... " Heused my own
gpeech. "Lucius, isit redly you?'

I could only nod, not knowing what to say; as gently as| could, | took his hand.

"How strange are the ways of the gods!" he gasped. "How crud.”

(These are the last words of thefirst scroll.)

GLOSSARY

The principa proper namesin Latro's account are identified here. A few (such as"Lands of the
Living" and "Shining God") have been omitted when their meaning seems obvious. Certain other terms
that could pose difficulties for hisreaders are defined aswell.

Acetes—The commander of the armored soldiers (hoplites) on Hypereidesstrireme.

Acharnae—A village roughly midway between Thought and Advent, but farther inland than
ether.

Acheron—A river flowing through both the Lands of the Living and the Lands of the Dead.

Advent—A small city near Thought, alied with it. The most famoustemple of the Grain
Goddess, the Royd Housg, isthere.

Aea—The capitd of Colchis, an ancient barbarian kingdom far north and east of Thought.

Aegae—A smdl city on the northern coast of Redface Idand, the home port of the
Nausicaa.

Aesculapius—The god of hedling, an ancient physician deified.
Agamemnon—An ancient king and hero.

Agathocles—A famous musician of Thought.

Agids—The older roya family of Rope.

Ahuramazda—AhuraMazda. Literally, Wise God or Wise Lord; the chief force for good in
amythology in which evil occupiesan equd place.

Alcmene—The mother of Heracles.

Amomphar etos—An officer (roughly acolond) in the army of Rope.
Anadyomene—One of the names of Kalleoss goddess; it means " Sea-Born."
Angra Manyu—The evil god who opposes Ahura Maidk.

Antaeus—A Libyan giant, a son of Gaea.

Apia—The name given Gaea by the Sons of Scoloti.



Apollodoros—A famous choirmaster.

Aram—A country lying between the Cities of the Crimson Men and Babylon. Itslanguageis
understood in most parts of the Empire.

Archilichos—A poet and freebooter.
Archimage—Great magician.

Areopagus—A hill in Thought, the Ste of murder trias.
Argiopium—A village near Clay.

Argives—The people of Hundred-Eyed.

Argolis—A peninsulasouthwest of Thought, to which wedthy familiesfled when it became
apparent the Great King's army would capture their city.

Artabazus—Thewily genera who took command of the Greet King's army following the
degth of Mardonius.

Artayctes—The governor of Sestos, appointed by the Great King.
Artemisium—The northernmost point of Goodcattle Idand.
Artimpasa—The name given the Triple Goddess by the Sons of Scoloti.

Asopus—A god of rivers, the father of numerous nymphs. Live coas are discovered in the
beds of his streams, which are aso called Asopus.

Auge—The Huntress. Thisisthe name by which sheisknown in Bearland; it means "bright
light."

Basas—An ouragos in Eutaktosslochos.

Bearland—A primitive mountainous areaiin the middle of Redface Idand. It istechnically
independent of Rope.

Boat—A volcanic idand in the Water. The metal-workers god maintains aforge there.
Boreas—The god of the north wind.

Budini—Fair-haired barbariansinhabiting a densely forested tract northeast of the plains
now held by the Sons of Scolati.

Celeos—An ancient king of Advent. The present Roya Houseis built upon theruin of his
palace and takesits name fromiit.

Cerdon—One of the many daveswho work Pausanias's estate. Cerdon talks with Latro
beside the fire on the evening of his capture.

Chalets—A bird that never wakes, but fliesin its deep. Its proximity induces deep in others.
Chersonese—The peninsula separating Helle's Sea from the Water.

Chios—An ide of the Empire, peopled by Hellenes.

Chthonios—The underground Land of the Dead.

Cimmer—The eponymous founder of the barbarian tribe displaced by the Sons of Scolati.
Circling Ides—A group due east of Redface 19 and; they form arough oval.

Clay—A smdl city near Hill, dlied with Thought. It givesits nameto the battlein which
L atro was wounded.

Copais—A large lake northwest of Hill; its waters enter the Lands of the Dead.

Coronis—A princess of Horseland, the mother of Aesculapius. The literd meaning of her
nameis"crooked horned.” A more plausible meaning is"of the broken tower."



Corustas—A drategist of Tower Hill.
Cowland—The area northwest of the Long Coast. It is dominated by Hill.

Crimson Country—A coagtal strip to the northeast of Riverland, dominated by the cities of
the Crimson Men.

Crotali—Musicd rattles normaly conssting of tuned lengths of bone or hardwood
suspended at one end from a hand-held frame.

Ddian—Usudly the Shining God, but dso histwin the Huntress, from their place of birth.

Demaratus—The rightful clamant to the younger (Eurypontid) crown of Rope, now in exile
at the court of the Grest King.

Demophon—An infant prince whom the Grain Goddess wished to render immorta by
bathing in fire. Her good intentions were frustrated by the arrival of his mother. Priests of
the Grain Goddess at Advent must be of hisfamily.

Dog's Tail—A sand spit extending from theidand of Peace.

Dol phins—A mountain town on the mainland west of Tower Hill. Its oracle isthe most
famousin theworld.

Drakaina—A lamia. Her name means " she-serpent.”

Eleonore—One of the courtesans employed by Kaleos. Her name means"merciful "
Eleuss—Advent.

Enodia—A name of the Dark Mother; it means "of the roads.”

enomotia—A military unit of 24 men and an officer. Roughly, aplatoon.

Ephesos—A coagtal town of the Empire, inhabited by Hellenes; it isa short distance north
of Miletos,

Euboea—Goodcattle Idand.
Eumol pides—The leading family of Advent—onceitsroyd family.

Eurotas—A river on Redface Idand. It flows aimost due south and emptiesinto the sea.
Ropeisonthisriver.

Eurybiades—A dtrategist of Rope.

Eurykles—A sorcerer and self-appointed priest of the Dark Mother. Kalleoss lover.

Eutaktos—A lochagos (roughly acaptain) in the army of Rope.

Euxine—An extensve inland sea northeast of Helle's Sea. It islinked with Hell€'s Sea by
the First Sea, and isfar larger than both.

Falcata—L atro's sword.

Fennel Field—A battle in which Men of Thought repelled a seaborneinvasion by the
Empire.

Fingers—Dectuplets borne by Gaes, five boys and five girls. They arefriendly to
meta-workers and magic-workers.

Gaea—The eldest of al goddesses, worshiped by the aborigina inhabitants of Redface
Idand and in many other places. Thelionis her cat, the wolf her dog; sheisaso
associated with pigs, cats, snakes, and bulls. She once spoke at Dol phins, but has been
driven out by the Shining God. Her name means "earth.”

Gates to the Hot Springs—A point in the northeastern coast of Cowland where cliffswall
the beach. A traveler walking north reaches therma springs soon after passing them.



Gello—A freedman formerly employed by Kaleosto keep order.
Goodcattle Island—A long, narrow, rocky idand northeast of the Long Coast.

Gorgo—The most distinguished woman in Rope, aprincess, the widow of its heroic King
Leonidas, the mother of its boy-king Pleistarchos, and the chief priestess of Orthia

Griddin—The color of dried flax, alight gray-violet.
Gulf—A body of water west of Tower Hill, open to the seaonly at its western end.

Hebetic—Suggesting Hebe, the goddess of youth. Suggestive of ayouthful cupbearer at a
banquet. (Hebeis a cupbearer to the elder gods.)

Helle—Thelong-ago princess who gave her name to Helle's Sea by drowning init. Her
name presumably means "daughter of Hellen."

Hellen—The eponymous ancestor of the Hellenes.

Helle's Sea—A narrow strait between the Water and the First Sea. Sestosison Helle's
Sea.

Heracles—An ancient hero possessing great strength, who purged Hellas of monsters and
was made immorta after his death.

Heraclids—Royal or aristocratic persons descended from Heracles.

Herodotos of Halicarnassos—Cadlled "the father of history." Hetitled hisbook Historia,
which means"inquiry."

Hilaeira—The young woman who joins Latro, Pindaros, and |o a Lake Copais. Her name
means "brightness.”

Hill—The dominant city of Cowland. It iswalled, and has seven gates.

Hippocleides—The epitome of insouciant indifference. One of the eighteen suitors of an
heiress, he performed acomic dance at their betrothal party. On being told by her father
that his absurd capering had cost him his marriage, Hippocleides replied that it made no
difference to him and continued to dance.

Hippagretas—L ochagos of the City Guard of Tower Hill.

Hoplon—A circular shield of wood lined with leasther and faced with bull's hide or bronze. A
letter or symbol identifying the soldier's city is usudly painted on the face—aclub for Hill,
for example.

Horseland—Thessaly, the country north of the Gatesto the Hot Springs, famousfor its
cavdry.

Hot Gates—The Gates to the Hot Springs. [ Thermoplyae —ECS]

Hundred-Eyed—A mgor city on the east coast of Redface Idand. Hypereides—A |leather
merchant from Thought, and the captain of the Europa.

Hysiae—A village on the road from Thought to Hill.

Hysai—A town on the road from Rope to Hundred-Eyed.

laltos—An officer in the army of Thought.

lamus—The founder of afamily of prophets.

Ilissus—A stream of the Long Coast; it emptiesinto the Strait of Peace near Tieup.

Ino—An ancient princess of Hill, the ssepmother of Helle and Phrixos. Sheisworshiped in
many places on Redface Idand. Her name probably means"my daughter.”

|o—The child dave who attaches hersdf to Latro at Hill. AsshetdlsLatro, her name means



Joy.
Idand Sea—A landlocked sea east of the Euxine.

| ssedonians—A barbarian tribe of the remote northeast.
| ster—A greet river emptying into the Euxine.

Kalleos—A hetaera of Thought. Her name means"my beauty.”
Kallidromos—The mountain whaose cliffs form the Gates to the Hot Springs.
Keiros—A dave belonging to Pasicrates.

Kekrops—Thesailor killed by the Neurian.

Khshayarsha—The Grest King.

Kiches ppos—Pausaniass dave physician.

Kopis—A heavy, curved, sngle-edged sword having its edge on the insgde of the curve.
Latro's sword appears to be akopis. A large knife of similar pattern, used by huntersto
skin and cut up game.

Kore—The Queen of the Lands of the Dead, Gaea's daughter. Her name means "maiden.”
Lalos—One of Kalleos's cooks.

Lar—A household spirit.

Latro—A wounded mercenary.

Lebadeia—A smdl city west of Lake Copais, the site of the oracle of Trophonius.
Leon—Kalleos's other cook.

Leonidas—A heroic Agid king. A smal force under his command fought to the last man at
the Gates to the Hot Springs. Gorgo is hiswidow.

Leotychides—The King of Rope who commanded the combined fleetsat Mycde. Heis
from the younger (Eurypontid) royd family.

Lochagos—The officer commanding alochos. Roughly, acaptain.
Lochos—A miilitary unit of one hundred men.

Long Coast—A more or lesstriangular peninsula extending from the mainland between
Peace and Goodcattle Idand; Advent, Tieup, and Thought are on this peninsula. Its name
is probably derived from the long and relatively straight coastlines of its eastern and
southwestern sides.

Lycurgus—The chief author of thelega code of Rope. Hewas a prince of the younger
(Eurypontid) royd family.

Lyson—A sailor assigned to guard Latro and the black man.

Malea—A rocky cape, the southernmost point of Redface Idand, famousfor storms.

Mardonius—The commander of the Great King'sarmy killed at the battle of Clay. A man
of great strength and courage, he led the Grest King's bodyguard in person.

Medes—A nation closely related to the People from Parsa but subject to them. Because the
Medes are more numerous, they are often confused with the People from Parsa.

Megara—A smadl city on the eastern side of theisthmuslinking Redface Idand with the
mainland.

Megareos—Captain of the Eidyia.
Megaron—The public room of atype of ancient palace. (The word is sometimes used for



the palaceitsdf aswell.)
Megistias—King Leonidas's seer and sorcerer.
Miletos—A coastd city of the Empire, inhabited by Hellenes.
Molois—A stream in Cowland.
Mormo—A servant of the Dark Mother.

Mycale—The battle in which that fraction of the Greet King's navy which had survived the
battle of Peace was burned.

Myrrha—A Cypriot princess, mother of the most handsome of men.
Naxos—An idand in the Water, belonging to the Empire.
Nepos—Captain of the Nausicaa.

Neuri—A tribe of barbarian sorcerers and werewolves.

Nike—The goddess of victory.

Nysa—T he black man's country, south of Riverland.

Oior—A bowman aboard Europa.

Orthia—The Huntress, called so in the Silent Country. The famous wooden figure from
which thisnameis derived origindly represented Gaea. It means "upright.”

Oschos—An armorer of Sestos.

Ouragos—The second in command of an enomotia. Roughly, a platoon sergeant.
Parsa—The country of the Great King, the location of Persepolisand Susa. [Persa—ECS)
Pasi crates—Pausaniass runner.

Patroklos—An ancient hero, dain at the siege of Ilion.

Pausanias—The Agid regent of Rope.

Peace—An idand south of the Long Coast. Also the largest town on the idand, the narrow
channd separating theidand from the mainland [Salamig]

Pelta—A light shield in the form of athick crescent, of wicker covered with leather.
Persepolis—The capita of the Empire, largely agovernmentd and religious center.

Phanes—An eastern god, said to be the creator of the universe. This name means
"reveder.”

Phrixos—Helle's brother.

Phye—The most important courtesan employed by Kalleos. Her name means "tall.”
Pindaros—The poet chosen by the citizens of Hill to guide Latro.

Pitana—One of the villages making up Rope.

Pleistarchos—The Agid boy-king of Rope.

Pleistoanax—Pausanias's son.

Polycrates—An ancient king, long famous for good fortune.

Polyhommes—A priest of the Grain Goddess at Advent.

Propontis—The First Sea. It links Hell€'s Seawith the Euxine.

Redface |9and—A largeidand south of the mainland, linked with it by anishmus. The
Silent Country and Bearland are regions of Redface Idand. Tower Hill ison the western
gdeof theishmus.



Rhoda—One of the courtesans employed by Kaleos. Her name means "rose.”
Riverland—Kernd, the most ancient of dl nations.

Rope—The dominant city of the Sllent Country. Itssoldiersare said to be invincible.
[Sparta, of course—ECS]

Sabaktes—A servant of the Dark Mother.
Sacred Way—The road from Thought to Advent.
Samos—Anidand of the Empire, inhabited by Hellenes.

Saws—The gulf or sea separating Argolis from Peace. (Also aruined city on the coast of
Redface Idand that once controlled this sea)

Scoloti—An ancient barbarian king.

SHene—The bright aspect of the Triple Goddess. The others are the Huntress and the Dark
Mother.

Semele—A princess of Hill, mother of the Kid.
Sestos—A walled city on Helle's Sea. [ Thebes?>—ECS]

Slent Country—Thefertile portion of the Eurotasvalley. It isguarded by mountainsto
north, east, and west; its southern sideis protected by a swamp. The Silent Country is
dominated by Rope.

Smonides—An ederly poet and sophist. He wrote the versesinscribed at the Hot Gates.
Solon—The chief author of the legal code of Thought.

Foercheius—The river separating Cowland from Horseland. It was forded by the Grest
King's Army on itsway to the Hot Gates.

Fou—The bowman killed by the Neurian.
Sephane—A gold or silver headband, widest across the forehead.
sa—Thelargest city in Parsa

Taksis—A largeinfantry unit of variable sze. Roughly, adivison. Itscommander isone
grade below a drategist.

Tekmaros—A dave belonging to Pasicrates.

Teleila—The queen of the gods.

Teuthrone—A fishing village on the coast of Redface Idand.
Themistocles—Thought's most famous and influentia politician and strategist.
Thoe—The youngest of the Nereids. Her name means " swift."

Thought—The chief city of the Long Coast and the intellectud capital of Hellas.
[Athens—ECS]

Thygater —The woman reanimated by Latro and Eurykles. Her name means " daughter.
Tieup—The chief port of Thought. [Piraeus—ECS]
Tisamenus—Pausanias's seer and sorcerer.

Tower Hill—Therichest city in Hellas. It ison the gulf, on the west Sde of theisthmus.
Tower Hill built and controls the skid used to take ships across the isshmus.

Triacontor—A small warship, rowed with 30 oars.
Trioditis—The Triple Goddess. Selene, the Huntress, and the Dark Mother.
Triple Goddess—Trioditis, the twin sster of the Shining God. Fundamentally adeity of



night, sheis particularly associated with dogs, which bay at the full moon, course game
under the crescent moon, and rush unseen at benighted travelers on the dark roads of
Hellas

Trireme—A large warship, rowed by 170 oars.
Trophonius's Cave—One of the many entrancesto the Land of the Dead.
Umeri—One of Latro's comrades.

Water —The seaeast of Hellas. It containsthe Circling 1des and many other idands.
[Aegean—ECS]

Xanthippos—The strategist in charge of the Siege of Sestos, an aristocratic soldier-politician
from Thought.

Zoe—One of the courtesans employed by Kalleos. Her name means "life.”

Scan Notes:

[30 jul 2003—scanned by IcthyTestes]
[11 aug 2003—proofed by Escaped Chicken Spirits(ECS)]



