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    To my mother, and my best friend Patricia McBride.
 
 
This book was edited by E. Legge, ensuring the highest quality and historical accuracy throughout.
 
 
"Never assume the obvious is true." — William Safire

      

    



  	
        
            
            "Also the dragon (serpent), earthborn, in craftiness coming behind thee" (Oracle of Delphi, 403 BC, "Plutarch: On the Pythian Responses").
 
*******
 
"Make your own nature, not the advice of others, your guide in life" (Oracle of Delphi, 83 BC).
 
*******
"For there is nothing covered, that shall not be revealed; neither hid, that shall not be known" (Luke 12:2, KJV).
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Chapter 1: That Which is Hidden
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I HAVE COMMITTED A terrible deed: The most heinous imaginable.  I cannot sleep, nor eat, for thinking of it.  But still I must visit the temple daily, as it lies on the slopes of Mount Parnassos in the sacred land of the holy gods.

Sometimes, when I was a child, I’d dream I had a great gift and that there was a marvellous plan for me, just as my brother, who raised me, would tell me, and that I would some day accomplish wonderful works, and help kings and priests.  My brother was sent as an ambassador to a distant realm.  But I remained here, and here I stayed, and thought about my dreams.  And believed I could do something great myself.  I believed I’d done all the right things.  I was doing these things.  Why has it come to this? 

That day began as any other.  The sun shone, the birds sang, the bees buzzed, a light breeze stirred the grass and rustled through the silver-green leaves of the olive trees in their groves.  If only I could go back in time, and undo what I have done.

Power.  It is a gift of the gods but it is given us in trust.  So easily misused, so dangerous in the wrong hands.  So easily exploited when we do not realise we possess it.  When we trust and our trust is betrayed.  Or when it all happens too quickly, before we can stop the events that unfold.  

*******
[image: ]


IN DAYS OF OLD – THAT’S when it all began – they say the gods made a pledge with man, and Gaia gave us the gift of prophecy.  And so...she caused a crack to open up from the hallowed realms below the earth, from which arose sacred steam which, when the Holy Oracle, the Pythia, breathed it in, could make her see and speak her visions of things that were to come.  But thence came Apollo and slew the Python, whom he claimed was evil, freeing Delphi from its spell.  And so she remained, the Pythia priestess still, but under his priests’ control, in the cavern beneath the temple, and breathed in the sacred fumes from that deep crevice below where lay the rotting Python’s corpse, and spake in prophesy the words of the gods.  But the temple priests, who now served the mighty Apollo, instead began to control these visions, to use them to their own ends, and commenced to lead her in what she was to say – to tamper with the messages of the Holy Divine, and to influence the decisions of the great.  Not merely priests, but politicians were they.  And so couched they these wise speeches in innuendos which could be comprehended in more than one way...for their protection, these oh, so wise usurpers, miscreants and traitors...  And in this way, they distorted our wonderful gift from the mighty gods...and used – and exploited – our fears.
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THE ORACLE OF DELPHI sits alone in a room beneath the Apollo temple which was built over that holy space, the space where the crevice had opened from below to give us that wonderful and terrible gift of communion with the sacred gods.  There she resides, to guide us all and answer our concerns. 
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FOR WE ALL, WHETHER we admit it or nay, have questions about the future, and about life.  We live in fear of the unknown.  We need to control that which we do not understand.  We are all of us living in the dark.  Only the gods know what really is, and what is to come.

But I will never overcome this terrible deed!  I cannot live with this anguish. I want only to forget all, to attain oblivion, to cross the river Styx, to die...so that I need never remember these things again. 

*******
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THE ANCIENTS TELL IN their tales from long ago of the furies, those creatures sent by the gods to torment those who have slain their own families.  The gods forbid that I ever do such a shocking thing as that. To slay one’s own kin and blood: It is the worst possible crime.  Why would anyone do this?  The gods protect us from the selfishness of evil men.

Those who are tormented by the furies – tormented forever, without solace or recourse – can neither eat nor drink nor sleep.  The furies steal their sustenance and continuously disturb their rest.  These people waste
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