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	This stand-alone short story is part of the series The Beginning of Civilization: Short Stories. These are adjunct stories to the six-novel saga The Beginning of Civilization: Mythologies Told True, a six-novel series imagining mankind’s protohistory as inspired by deconstructing Greek, Egyptian, Canaanite, Phoenician, and Biblical mythologies and traditions. The series imagines stories occurring outside, but consistent with, the novel’s world.

	These stories are available through most digital book resellers. The six full-length novels are available through most bookstores. The first novel in the series is available from the author. Hardback Paperback Digital

	Characters, places, and events in this work are fictitious unless otherwise identified in the appendix. Any names, characters, companies, organizations, places, events, locales, and incidents are either used in a fictitious manner or are fictional. Unless identified in the appendix, any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, actual organizations, or actual events is purely coincidental. Historical names are drawn from Sumerian, Greek, Egyptian, Canaanite, and Biblical references to protohistoric figures. Other names are derived from Proto-Indo-European languages. Many characters, places, and events are inspired by well-known mythologies, but the narrative is not necessarily consistent with the myth. No effort has been made to provide historical accuracy of time, or place, or a scholarly development of technologies and themes. Histories spanning thousands of years have been compressed into hundreds to provide a single narrative across the series. Connections are made between characters who would realistically have lived in different epochs. 

	Artificial intelligence was not used to generate any narrative, but was utilized by the author to support cover design and to generate cited Appendix information.

	Note

	GLORY: Achilles’ Choice is a story not directly supporting the main narrative of The Beginning of Civilization: Mythologies Told True, but it connects Centaur Chiron with one of his students—Achilles. The time frame is concurrent with post-flood novels. Chiron was killed off in Book 3 but is inexplicably resurrected in this story.
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	Epilogue 

	The cry of the victorious Greek soldiers began. It rose loud and clear, over and over, louder and louder, “GLORY, GLORY TO ACHILLES! … GLORY, GLORY TO ACHILLES! …” 

	Trojan King Priam listened to the distant sounds as he watched his dying son being dragged to Hades behind a Greek chariot.

	Soon enough, Troy would fall.

	The Birth of Achilles 

	Thetis bore all her sons in a river. She bore Achilles in the Spercheios.

	As the babe came forth, she took it from the midwife and raised it out of the river by its heel, holding it high for all to see. She cried out, “Behold Achilles, invincible hero to all in need!”

	The midwife, an Oceanid, retrieved the baby, cleaned it, and prepared it to be swaddled. Another Oceanid led Thetis out of the water onto the bank filled with watching townspeople, Oceanids, and Nereids.

	Thetis lay down on the bank, near exhaustion, waiting to receive her hero-baby.

	He was beautiful.

	The hours turned into days and the days into seasons.

	Oceanids were plentiful and eager to teach the boy-child. The river-nymphs were his toddlerhood teachers. They taught him to read and write and the languages, but especially about water and rivers. How to swim and float with the currents. He was taught, “One must always swim naked because it connects you so with nature.” When he tired, he was placed on a nearby floating Oceanid. There he played. They always brushed his long blonde hair.

	His mother once took him to visit her ocean-nymph sister by the sea. A violent storm approached. His aunt said, “Come, Achilles, I’ll teach you the fury of the sea.” With his arms and legs wrapped around her body, they walked to the angry surf and entered the increasingly turbulent sea. Thunder rolled and waves crashed around them as she taught him to use the fury of the sea to his advantage. “Fight the sea and you will lose. Use its fury. Add to your strength!”

	His Education 

	As he began his sixth year of life, Achilles traveled with his mother into the Pelion mountains. There, Thetis’ tent was pitched. Inside, a ceremony was performed. Handmaidens removed her robes of power and replaced them with a simple linen tunic, doing little to disguise that she was a woman. Then Thetis knelt and removed the robes of her son. Over his head, she lowered a simple tunic of heavy linen. 

	She stood, looked at her son with approval, took his hand, and led him out of the tent up a long, winding tree-lined path. 

	They came to a large stone-laid patio in a clearing. Behind the patio was the entrance to a cave carved into the mountainous hillside. On the patio were eight wooden tables surrounding a larger table in the middle. At seven of the tables sat a child and a young man at study. At the eighth table sat only a young man. At the center table stood Chiron.

	Thetis stopped at the entrance of the patio and respectfully waited, holding the hand of her son.

	The young man at the eighth table saw them, stood, and walked to face Thetis. He said, “I am Patroclus, Apprentice to Centaur Chiron. Welcome.”

	Thetis replied, “I am Nereid Thetis. I come in peace to meet your master.”

	Patroclus then looked at Achilles—waiting.

	Achilles was staring with wonder at this novel place.

	Without looking, Thetis reached out and gently nudged Achilles’ shoulder.

	Brought back to reality, Achilles suddenly remembered to say, “I-I am Achilles, son of Peleus and Thetis. I-I come in peace.”

	Patroclus responded. “Don’t stutter. Speak plain and clear. Welcome, Thetis and Achilles. Allow me to take you to my master.”

	With that, he led them to the center table where Chiron stood.

	Thetis walked with her son to face Chiron and knelt before him, saying, “Great Centaur Chiron, most noble and learned of men—take my son and train him in the ways of knowledge and nobility. I beg you!”

	Chiron gently pulled her to her feet and said, “Nereid Thetis, I impart knowledge to all who seek it. I shall teach your son all the arts, plus how to think and how to be a noble man.”

	He looked at Achilles and said, “Young Achilles, if you will have us, then this will be your new home. I will be your new father. Patroclus will be your new mother. Will you have us?”

	Achilles, overwhelmed, said, “Y-ye … I mean, Yes!”

	Chiron looked at Thetis and said, “It is done. We will escort you back to your tent.”

	Patroclus led them down the path back to her tent, where Chiron said, “Bid farewell to your boy, Nereid Thetis. He will be a man when next you see him.”

	She knelt and said to Achilles, “You are the son of Peleus and Thetis. You may choose to live a long, uneventful life, then die, or you may choose to live a short, glorious life and live forever. Choose well, my son.”

	She bear-hugged him and let out a sob. She rose, said to Chiron, “My apology. That was uncalled for,” turned, and briskly entered her tent without looking back.”

	Chiron said loudly, “Love is always called for.”

	He nodded to Patroclus, who picked up Achilles and set him upon Chiron’s deformed back. The three turned and reentered the path back to Achilles’ new home. 

	Inside the tent, Thetis overheard Chiron’s words as they began their journey back up the hill.

	He was saying, “I was blessed to be born a hideous monstrosity of both man and horse. My own mother could not look upon me. With humility, I learned deformity of body and nobility of mind are not to be confused ….” His voice trailed off in the distance.

	Inside her tent, Thetis wept.

	The hours became the days which became the seasons.

	Achilles’ “Mother” Patroclus segued into his “Brother” Patroclus. They were closer than brothers. Patroclus was charged with reinforcing the teachings of Chiron in the boy. Chiron taught the art of medicine. Then, Achilles and Patroclus discussed the art of medicine, practiced it, and studied it more. 

	He was taught the art of fighting … of spears and swords … of offense and defense … He watched the other boys furiously attack their opponent. Sometimes overpowering, sometimes being overpowered. But he always remembered the words of his Nereid aunt, “Use the fury. Don’t fight it!” He became known for his elusiveness and cleverness, a reputation his classmates would repeat whenever talk turned to battle.

	And archery … Chiron’s adoptive parents, Apollo and Artemis, had taught Chiron all their skills. He never outdid either twin in a contest but always narrowly missed perfection. Apollo, gracious and relieved, would say, “Too bad, Chiron. But what a magnificent attempt to best me!” Artemis only rolled her eyes and said, “Another extraordinary game, Student Chiron. How difficult it must be to find a way to lose.” 

	But every day, with every breath, Chiron taught this: “Hatred eats you away inside and does nothing to your enemy. Even if you must deliver their killing blow, love them still.”

	These lessons seemed easy enough to young Achilles. Here … in the nurturing kingdom of Centaur Chiron.

	The seasons became the years.

	His Friend

	One morning in his thirteenth year, Achilles came to Patroclus and said, “I ejaculated last night. It was as you said it would be.”

	“Congratulations, my brother. May that be the first of many. Of whom did you dream?”

	“It was changing and shifting, but I remember Oceanids were there. Sometimes I floated on their bodies. Sometimes they made sounds and faces when I touched them. A laugh. A smile. A giggle. Once, one moaned like she was in pain. I was dreaming of her when I did it.”

	“Excellent. I will inform Chiron. You have graduated from his care into mine. You are now my apprentice. And being a good Master, the first thing I shall do will be to find you a good first-time experience. Do you have a preference? A village girl? A Nereid. An Oceanid. An experienced older woman? A boy?”

	“Not a Nereid. Mother is a Nereid. Maybe an Oceanid. They are so loving.”

	“Excellent. Let us begin!”

	Chiron was delighted … another student graduating with high honors. He sent word to Thetis in Phthia that her son would return to her a man in the coming season. Then, he sent word to the nearby river of his new graduate. 

	That evening, after the evening meal, twelve Oceanids arrived at the patio of Chiron. Their leader said to Chiron, “I am Oceanid Pyrrha. We have come to introduce the boy Achilles into manhood. Will you allow it?”

	Chiron graciously replied, “Yes. That will complete his education. I will provide a fire and ceremonial wine. How else can I be of service?”

	“We are told that his master is Patroclus. Patroclus is an Oceanid favorite. It would be fitting if he attended the teaching ceremony. And you, too, if you wish.”

	Chiron laughed. “Thank you, but no. This is best left to the young.”

	Chiron left. Patroclus returned, bringing copious amounts of wine. He spoke to the Oceanids, all of whom he knew.

	Everything prepared to her satisfaction, Pyrrha announced, “Very well, invite the boy Achilles to join us.

	Achilles joined them. His wavy chestnut hair hung down around his shoulders. He was tall and broad-shouldered. He was mild-mannered with the countenance of a man who enjoyed life to its limits.

	Oceanid hearts seldom flutter. But here, they fluttered. He was introduced to each Oceanid who flirted with him without mercy. Pyrrha then announced, “This is a solemn teaching experience, Boy Achilles. Select the woman who will make you a man.”

	Achilles, steeped in wisdom beyond his years, stared back into the unblinking eyes of the red-headed Oceanid Pyrrha. He said, “You. Teach me well, Oceanid!”

	She taught him well. The ceremony complete, wine flowed freely.

	After several more nights, the full moon came. A new season began.

	Achilles prepared to return to Phthia. Patroclus would be his companion as would the Oceanid Pyrrha—for a while, at least. Oceanids, by their nature, did not become too attached to a single male. There were simply too many men and too little time.

	But then, a courier arrived with a message from Thetis.

	The message read, “Master Chiron, I ask you to send Achilles to
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