

  [image: cover]





  [image: ]


  












  For all the members of the SGA
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  Have you any idea


  What were like to fight against?


  Our sort make their dinner


  Off sharp swords


  We swallow blazing torches


  For a savoury snack!


  Then, by way of dessert,


  They bring us, not nuts, but broken arrows, and splintered spear shafts.


  For pillows we have our shields and breastplates,


  Arrows and slings lie under our feet, and for wreaths we wear catapults


  
    Mnesimachus, Philip
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      Airyanm (Avestan)  Noble, heroic.


      Aspis (Classical Greek)  A large round shield, deeply dished, commonly carried by Greek (but not Macedonian) hoplites.


      Baqca (Siberian)  Shaman, mage, dream-shaper.


      Chiton (Classical Greek)  A garment like a tunic, made from a single piece of fabric folded in half and pinned down the side, then pinned again at the neck and
      shoulders and belted above the hips. A mens chiton might be worn long or short. Worn very short, or made of a small piece of cloth, it was sometimes called a chitoniskos.
      Our guess is that most chitons were made from a piece of cloth roughly 60 x 90 inches, and then belted or roped to fit, long or short. Pins, pleating, and belting could be simple or
      elaborate. Most of these garments would, in Greece, have been made of wool. In the East, linen might have been preferred.


      Chlamys (Classical Greek)  A garment like a cloak, made from a single piece of fabric woven tightly and perhaps even boiled. The chlamys was usually pinned
      at the neck and worn as a cloak, but could also be thrown over the shoulder and pinned under the right or left arm and worn as a garment. Free men are sometimes shown naked with a
      chlamys, but rarely shown in a chiton without a chlamys  the chlamys, not the chiton, was the essential garment, or so it appears. Men and women both
      wear the chlamys, although differently. Again, a 60 x 90 inch piece of cloth seems to drape correctly and have the right lines and length.


      Daimon (Classical Greek)  Spirit.


      Ephebe (Classical Greek)  A new hoplite; a young man just training to join the forces of his city.


      Epilektoi (Classical Greek)  The chosen men of the city or of the phalanx; elite soldiers.


      Eudaimia (Classical Greek)  Well-being. Literally, well-spirited. See daimon, above.


      Gamelia (Classical Greek)  A Greek holiday.


      Gorytos (Classical Greek and possibly Scythian)  The open-topped quiver carried by the Scythians, often highly decorated.


      Hetaera (Classical Greek)  A female companion. Usually a courtesan.


      Hetaeroi (Classical Greek)  Literally, male companions. In Alexanders army, the Royal Companions, or Guard Cavalry.


      Himation (Classical Greek)  A heavy garment consisting of a single piece of cloth at least 120 x 60 inches, draped over the body and one shoulder, worn by both men
      and women.


      Hipparch (Classical Greek)  The commander of the cavalry.


      Hippeis (Classical Greek)  Militarily, the cavalry of a Greek army. Generally, the cavalry class, synonymous with knights. Usually the richest men in
      a city.


      Hoplite (Classical Greek)  A Greek soldier, the heavy infantry who carry an aspis and fight in the phalanx. They represent the middle class of free
      men in most cities, and while sometimes they seem like medieval knights in their outlook, they are also like town militia, and made up of craftsmen and small farmers. In the early Classical
      period, a man with as little as twelve acres under cultivation could be expected to own the aspis and serve as a hoplite.


      Hoplomachos (Classical Greek)  A man who taught fighting in armour.


      Hypaspitoi (Classical Greek)  In the archaic, a squire, or possibly a servant, who fought under the shield. A shield bearer. In the army of Alexander,
      an elite corps of infantry  Alexanders bodyguard.


      Hyperetes (Classical Greek)  The Hipparchs trumpeter, servant, or supporter. Perhaps a sort of non-commissioned officer.


      Kithara (Classical Greek)  A musical instrument like a lyre.


      Kline (Classical Greek)  A couch or bed on which Hellenic men and women took meals and perhaps slept as well.


      Kopis (Classical Greek)  A bent, bladed knife or sword, rather like a modern Ghurka knife. They appear commonly in Greek art, and even some small eating knives were
      apparently made to this pattern.


      Machaira (Classical Greek)  any knife or sword. Sometimes used for the heavy Greek cavalry sword, longer and stronger than the short infantry sword. It was meant to
      give a longer reach on horseback, and not useful in the phalanx.


      Pezhetaeroi (Classical Greek)  The Foot Companions of Philip and Alexander  the phalangites of the infantry taxeis.


      Parasang (Classical Greek from Persian)  About thirty stades. See below.


      Phalanx (Classical Greek)  The infantry formation used by Greek hoplites in warfare, eight to ten deep and as wide as circumstance allowed. Greek commanders
      experimented with deeper and shallower formations, but the phalanx was solid and very difficult to break, presenting the enemy with a veritable wall of spear points and shields, whether
      the Macedonian style with pikes or the Greek style with spears. Also, phalanx can refer to the body of fighting men. A Macedonian phalanx was deeper, with longer spears called
      sarissas that we assume to be like the pikes used in more recent times. Members of a phalanx, especially a Macedonian phalanx, are sometimes called Phalangites.


      Phylarch (Classical Greek)  The commander of one file of hoplites. It could be as many as sixteen men.


      Porne (Classical Greek)  A prostitute.


      Pous (Classical Greek)  Measurement; About one foot.


      Prodromoi (Classical Greek)  Scouts; those who run before or run first.


      Psiloi (Classical Greek)  Light infantry skirmishers, usually men with bows and slings, or perhaps javelins, or even thrown rocks. In Greek city-state warfare, the
      psiloi were supplied by the poorest free men, those who could not afford the financial burden of hoplite armour and daily training in the gymnasium.


      Sastar (Avestan)  Tyrannical. A tyrant.


      Stade (Classical Greek)  About 1/8 of a mile. The distance run in a stadium. 178 meters. Sometimes written as Stadia or Stades by me.
      Thirty Stadia make a Parasang.


      Taxeis (Classical Greek)  The sections of a Macedonian phalanx. Can refer to any group, but often used as a company or a
      battalion. My taxeis has between 500 and 2,000 men, depending on losses and detachments. Roughly synonymous with phalanx above, although a phalanx may be
      composed of a dozen taxeis in a great battle.


      Xiphos (Classical Greek)  A straight-bladed infantry sword, usually carried by hoplites or psiloi. Classical Greek art, especially red-figure ware,
      shows many hoplites wearing them, but only a handful have been recovered and theres much debate about the shape and use. They seem very like a Roman gladius.

    

  


  


  AUTHORS NOTE
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  I am an author, not a linguist  a novelist, and not fully an historian. Despite this caveat, I do the best I can to research everything from clothing to phalanx
  formations as I go, and sometimes I disagree with the accepted wisdom of either academe or the armchair generals who write colourful coffee table books on these subjects.


  And ultimately, errors are my fault. If you find a historical error, please let me know!


  One thing I have tried to avoid is altering history as we know it to suit a timetable or plotline. The history of the Wars of Alexander is difficult enough without my altering it. In addition,
  as you write about a period you love (and I have fallen pretty hard for this one) you learn more. Once I learn more, words may change or change their usage. As an example, in Tyrant, I used
  Xenophons Cavalry Commander as my guide to almost everything. Xenophon calls the ideal weapon a machaira. Subsequent study has revealed that Greeks were pretty lax about their
  sword nomenclature (actually, everyone is, except martial arts enthusiasts) and so Kineass Aegyptian machaira was probably called a kopis. So in the second book, I call it a
  kopis without apology. Other words may change  certainly my notion of the internal mechanics of the hoplite phalanx have changed. The more you learn


  A note about history. Im always amused when a fan (or a non-fan) writes to tell me that I got a campaign or battle wrong. Friends  and I hope were still
  friends when I say this  we know less about the wars of Alexander than we do about the surface of Mars or the historical life of Jesus. I read Greek, I look at the evidence, and then I make
  the call. Ive been to most of these places, and I can read a map. While Im deeply fallible, I am also a pretty good soldier and Im prepared to make my own decisions in light of
  the evidence about everything from numbers to the course of a battle. I may well be wrong, but unless someone produces a time-machine, theres no proving it. Our only real
  source on Alexander lived five hundred years later. Thats like calling me an eye-witness of Agincourt. Be wary of reading a campaign history or an Osprey book and assuming from the confident
  prose that we know. We dont know. We stumble around in the dark and make guesses.


  And that said, military historians are, by and large, the poorest historians out there, by virtue of studying the violent reactions of cultures without studying the cultures themselves. War and
  military matters are cultural artefacts, just like religion and philosophy and fashion, and to try to take them out of context is impossible. Hoplites didnt carry the aspis because it was
  the ideal technology for the phalanx. Ill bet they carried it because it was the ideal technology for the culture, from the breeding of oxen to the making of the bowl, to the way they
  stacked in wagons. Men only fight a few days a year if that, but they live and breathe and run and forage and gamble and get dysentery 365 days a year, and their kit has to be good on all those
  days too. The history of war is a dull litany of mans inhumanity to man and woman, but history itself is the tale of the human race from birth until now. Its a darn good story, and
  worth repeating. History matters.


  Why does history matter? I should spare you this rant, after all if youre reading this part of the book, chances are youre a history buff at least, possibly a serious amateur
  historian, maybe a professional slumming in my novels. But just for the record, a week after I finished the final page proofs of this book, I happened to read a Facebook post by a Holocaust denier.
  Im still mad. Its not just the tom-fool anti-Semitism, its the anti-history. A person who denies the Holocaust happened is denying that history exists; that research and
  careful documentation, eye-witness accounts and government archives have any meaning. In this kind of relativism, there is no truth. Pontius Pilate wins. And historical fiction is just fantasy
  without magic.


  Well, I happen to believe that the past really happened. And that the more we know about it, the more we are empowered to deal with the present.


  Finally, yes, I kill a lot of characters. War kills. Violence and lives of violence have consequences, then as now. And despite the drama of war, childbirth probably killed women of warrior age
  about twice as fast as it killed active warriors, so when we get right down to whos tough . . .


  Enjoy!
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  PART I


  The Garden of Midas


  


  PROLOGUE
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  Satyrus had been in Alexandria only a few days when Leon took him to the Royal Palace to meet the King of Aegypt. After Antigonus and Eumenes and
  four months with a mercenary army, Satyrus should not have been nervous, but he was  Ptolemy was the greatest king in the circle of the earth, and his court kept great state, as befitted the
  ruler of a land that had recorded history going back five thousand years into the past, whose ancient gods still held sway over most of the Nile valley.


  Ptolemy wore the crown of Lower Aegypt on his head, and a strange, un-Greek cowl that went with it, over a chiton of pure Tyrian purple. His sandals were white and gold. In his hand was the ankh
   the sceptre of Aegypt. Leons hundreds of parental admonishments fled  Satyrus could scarcely remember how to bow.


  The great king of all Aegypt leaned forward on his ivory throne. Kineass son? he asked Leon.


  Yes, great king, Leon answered.


  Has the look. The nose. The chin. The arrogance. Ptolemy smiled at the boy. Im sorry for your loss, lad.


  Satyrus found his voice. Shes not dead! he insisted. The loss of his mother had affected him more than even his sister. Rumour had her murdered on the banks of the Tanais
  river, but it was still possible that rumour was wrong.


  Ptolemy smiled a sad smile. Will you stay at my court, lad? Until you grow a little? And Ill put a good sword in your hand and send you out to reclaim your own.


  Satyrus bowed. I will serve you, lord, even as my uncles Diodorus and Leon serve you.


  Gabius, the kings intelligencer, brought a stool and sent most of the courtiers out. And he and the king asked Satyrus questions  hundreds of questions  about Antigonus and
  about how Eumenes died, about the mountains south of Heraklea and about the coast of the Euxine  on and on, battles and deserts and everything Satyrus had seen in his busy young life.


  But he was served rich cheese and pomegranate juice and crisp bread with honey. And neither the king nor the intelligencer was rude, or forceful. Merely thorough.


  Sometimes Leon had to answer, or had to coax the answer from his ward, but Satyrus had lived with soldiers for two campaigns, and he knew what was expected of him. He explained as best he could
  the source of Antigonuss elephants, the horse breeds of the steppe and a hundred other details, while a dozen Aegyptian priests and a pair of Greek scholars wrote his words down on
  papyrus.


  When they were done, the king leaned forward again, and put a gold ring into the boys hand  a snake with his tail in his own mouth.


  This is the sign of my people  my secret household, Ptolemy said. Wear it in good health. And whenever you need me  well, your uncle knows how to find me. You
  are a remarkable young man  your fathers son. Is there anything I can do for you?


  Leon shook his head.


  But Satyrus couldnt restrain himself. You knew . . . Alexander? he asked.


  Ptolemy sat up as if a spark from the fire had struck bare skin. But he grinned. Aye, lad. I knew Alexander.


  Would you . . . tell me what he was like? The boy stepped forward, and the guards by the throne rustled, but Ptolemy put out a hand.


  The King of Aegypt rose, and every officer left in the great hall froze.


  Come with me, boy, he said.


  Together, the King of Aegypt and the adolescent boy walked out of the great hall of the palace. A dozen bodyguards fell in behind them. Leon and Gabias came with them, bringing up the rear of a
  fast-moving column that crossed the palace in deserted corridors or past scurrying slaves.


  They entered a tunnel behind the royal residence. Ptolemy was silent, so Satyrus did his best not to ask questions. The one look hed caught from Leon told him that his guardian was
  angry.


  They climbed steps from the tunnel into a sombre hall, almost as big as the throne room. The walls were of red stone, lit by the last light of the sun through a round hole in the middle of the
  low dome above them.


  The hole of the dome was covered in crystal or glass. Satyrus stared like a peasant.


  In the midst of the hall was a dais as tall as a grown mans knees, and on it was a bier  a closed sarcophagus in solid gold, with chiselled features and rams horns in
  ivory.


  Satyrus fell on his knees. Alexander, he said.


  The King of Aegypt went to the bier and opened a cabinet set in the side of the dais. There were twenty-four holes  neat boxes made of cedar with silver nails. They held scrolls.


  I kept a military journal, from our first campaign together to our last, Ptolemy said. He took one of the scrolls  the first  from its box, and handed it to Satyrus.
  Satyrus opened it, still on his knees. In the first hands-breadth of parchment, he saw water marks, mud, a grass stain, and a bloody handprint.


  Satyrus wanted to raise the parchment to his lips  his awe was religious.


  Of course, Ptolemy said with the impish grin of a much younger man, its a tissue of lies.


  Gabias laughed. Leon smiled. Satyrus felt his stomach fall.


  He was like a god, but he was the vainest man who ever walked the bowl of the earth and he couldnt abide a word of criticism after the first few years. Ptolemy shrugged.
  I loved him. I know what love is, youngster, and I dont toss that word around. He was like a god. But hed have had me killed if I had written everything just as it happened.
  The way he killed most of his friends.


  Satyrus swallowed with difficulty.


  Would you really like me to tell you about Alexander? Ptolemy asked. I will. Ive always meant to put down a private memoir for the library, when it is finished. So
  that some day someone will have the real story. He looked at Satyrus. Or would you rather I kept it between me and the scribes, lad? Its not always a pretty story. On the other
  hand, if you plan to be a king, theres a lesson in it you must learn.


  Satyrus looked at Leon, but the Nubians face was carefully blank.


  Yes, Satyrus said. Yes, I would like you to tell me about Alexander.


  Ptolemy nodded. He smiled with half his mouth, and then he took the crown of Lower Aegypt from his head and handed it to a guard, handed another the sceptre, slipped the cowl over his head.
  Satyrus noticed that the King of Aegypts left hand was badly scarred, two of the fingers almost fused, but he seemed to use it well enough. He also noticed that the great King of Aegypt had
  a dagger on a thong around his neck. Satyrus had one, too.


  When he was done taking off the regalia, Ptolemy sat down in the red light of sunset on the steps of the dais. Alexanders sarcophagus lay above him, the figure of the god-man himself
  reclining over his head, lit too brilliantly for mortal eyes to see by the last rays of the sun on his chryselephantine face.


  Gabias leaned forward. My lord, Cassanders envoy has waited all day.


  Ptolemy put an elbow comfortably into the relief of the dais, where a young Alexander was putting a spear into a lion. Let em wait. I need this. He looked at Satyrus.
  I doubt I can do this in a day, lad. So youll have to come back, now and then.


  I will, said Satyrus. The sunset on Alexanders head was blinding him  he had to look away.


  Well, then, Ptolemy began . . .


  


  ONE
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  Macedon, 344342 BC


  
    Its not my earliest memory of him  we grew up together  but its the beginning of this story, I think.

  


  There were three of us  we must have been nine or ten years old. Wed been playing soldiers  pretty much all we ever did, I think. Black Cleitus  my favourite among
  the pages, with curly black Thracian hair and a wicked smile  had a bruise where Alexander had hit him too hard, which was par for the course, because Cleitus would never hit back, or never
  hit back as hard as the prince deserved. Mind you, he often took it out on me.


  No idea where Hephaestion was. He and Alexander were usually inseparable, but he may have been home for his name day, or going to temple  who knows?


  We were in the palace, in Pella. Lying on the princes bed, with our wooden swords still in our hands.


  There was a commotion in the courtyard, and we ran to the exedra and looked down to see the king and his companions ride in  just his closest bodyguard, his somatophylakes. They were
  wearing a fortune in armour  brilliant horsehair plumes, Aegyptian ostrich feathers, solid gold eagles wings, panther skins, leopard skins, bronze armour polished like the disc of the
  sun and decorated in silver and gold, tin-plated bronze buckles and solid silver buckles in their horse tack, crimson leather strapping on every mount, tall Persian bloodstock horses with pale
  coats and dark legs and faces. Philip was not the richest or the best armoured  but no one could doubt that he was in command.


  It only took them a moment to dismount, and a horde of slaves descended on them and took their armour and their horses and brought them hot clothes and towels.


  That was dull for us, so we went back to Alexanders room. But we had seen a dream of power and glory. We were quiet for a long time.


  Cleitus scratched  he was always dirty. Lets play knucklebones, he said. Or Polis.


  But Alexander was still looking towards the courtyard. Some day theyll be dead, he said. And well do what they do.


  I grinned at him. But better, I said.


  He lit up like a parchment lamp at a festival. He hugged me to him. Thats right, he said. But better.


  Its odd, because that same day  at least in my memory  is the day that we heard Philip ordain the invasion of Asia and the war with Persia.


  We must have been invited to the great hall. We werent old enough to be pages, yet, and we never went near the hall once the drinking started. So Im going to guess that it was
  Alexanders birthday, or just possibly the Feast of Herakles, the great one we celebrate in Macedon. I had lain on a couch to eat, with my pater at home, and I had been served by slaves,
  because my family was quite rich. But I had never seen the reckless rout for Philips soldiers, courtiers and minions. I lay on a couch with Prince Alexander, pretending to be as adult as I
  could, trying to be bigger and fiercer and taller and stronger.


  After dinner, Philip, who was lying with his general, Parmenio, and a dozen other officers in a circle just to my right, began to carp at Parmenio about how long it was taking him to defeat
  Phokion and the Athenians, and Parmenio, who was a friend of my fathers and my hero, shot back that if Athens didnt have free entry into the Persian ports . . .


  Antipater  quite a young man at the time, and already the schemer of the staff  sat up suddenly on his couch. To the war in Persia, and the end of Athens! he said,
  and poured wine on the floor. I send these winged words to the gods.


  We had a dozen Athenians among us  mercenary officers, gentlemen rankers, courtiers, philosophers and a pair of representatives from the democracy. Philip
  laughed aloud. If I took Persia, he said, I would be a god.


  At my side, Alexander, who sought, even at age ten, to be in all things the first and best, stiffened and raised himself on his elbows. I caught his eye.


  Well miss it! he hissed.


  No we wont, I said with the total bravado of the very young. No we wont.


  And later that year, or perhaps the next  just before I became a royal page  Alexander came to one of our farms. We were among the first families in Macedon, and
  our wealth was old wealth  we had horses and land. Our stud farms were the best in Macedon, and perhaps the best in Hellas  my father imported stock from Thrace and Asia and even,
  once, a mare from Italia, and our horses were bred for war  big, tall, perhaps a trifle bony and heavy-faced for the purist, but tough, capable of carrying a man in armour and capable of
  surviving the Tartarus of horses, a summer on campaign. For that, a horse needs hard hooves  hard enough to stay hard in four days of rain, and hard enough to stay strong over roads that men
  have worn down to shards of sharp rock. A war horse has to be able to stay alive on the leavings of grass where a thousand horses have already grazed; has to survive a day in the sun without water,
  if its riders life depends on it. And it is a rare horse that can do all these things.


  But we bred them, and it was my paters life. He was the old kind of aristocrat, the kind of man who hated the court and never left his own farms if he could help it. I wont say
  everyone loved him, because he was a very difficult man when crossed, but he was fair, and fairness is all peasants and slaves ask of a master. They dont love us, anyway  but they
  ought to be able to expect the same treatment and the same justice every day.


  At any rate, Pater promoted and freed his slaves and made sure his freemen ended up on farms of their own if they did well for him, and that did as much for our horses as all our priceless
  bloodstock. Listen  let me tell you a story. Its about Alexander, in a way.


  Years after this, I was in Athens  youll get to that part later  and I went shopping for vases. I wanted to send something to my father and to other friends, and the
  ceramics of Athens are the finest in the world.


  In the Keramaki  the ceramics quarter  were two shops next to each other. Both had big names, and both provided the sort of high-end wares I wanted  one specialised in
  scenes of gods and war, while the other specialised in scenes from plays.


  Outside the latter, a man in a dun wool cloak was beating a slave with a stick. He was thorough and brutal. I passed that shop  interrupting a man beating his slave is like interrupting a
  man having sex with his wife. I went into the other shop, where two slaves behind the counter were burnishing the surfaces of finished pots with bone tools. Both were older men, clearly
  experienced, and they were chatting, laughing. At my entry, the nearer jumped up with a smile while the other continued burnishing. I watched him for a while, his quick, even strokes, and when I
  looked at a wine krater, I couldnt find a spot that had been left unburnished. The surfaces were perfect  almost glossy.


  I didnt want scenes from plays, but I loved the sheer quality of the finishes.


  Later, after a cup of wine with the master, I went back to the first shop, where the beaten slave, who proved to be the master painter, sat slumped in a corner. The master waited on me himself.
  His vases were fine, but the finishes were all sloppy.


  He saw me looking at the surface. He grimaced. You cant get good slaves any more, he said, and shrugged.


  I bought six vases, and all of them had scenes from Athenian drama. One is buried with my father. He loved it that much. In part, I gave it to him because he would have agreed. You cant
  buy a good slave, but you can make him good with fair treatment, and in return, hell burnish the pot evenly. Understand me, boy?


  But I digress.


  Alexander came to our farm at Tyrissa, and stayed a week, riding our best horses and watching the running of a great estate with interest. He was not a farm boy by any means  I had been
  in the fields as soon as I could walk, because in Macedon, lords pick flax with peasants, and at haying, everyone gathers hay. Everyone but Prince Alexander, of course.


  But he loved it. We sacrificed to Poseidon every day (every horse farm has a shrine to the Horse God) and we rode, fed horses, mucked out stalls, and watched grooms and pages schooling the next
  years cavalry mounts. On this one farm, with eighty slaves and six hundred head of horses, we provided almost a tenth of all the cavalry remounts that Philip demanded every year, because war
  eats horses far faster than it eats men. In one season chasing Phokion around the Dardanelles, King Philip lost two thousand horses to bad food, disease and exhaustion  and we had to find
  new ones. In a bad year, the three-year-olds intended to be the next years cavalry horses are sent out early, green and nervous and flighty. An epidemic or a military disaster could force a
  farm to use up its stock  the superb horses used for breeding  sent as cavalry horses, and lost for ever. Two straight bad seasons could wreck a farm. Tree straight bad seasons could
  wreck a farm. Three straight bad seasons could wreck a nation, leaving it without cavalry. Waves of disease  the arrows of Apollo  or bad water, or a long heatwave  and
  messengers arrived at our farms with letters from the king demanding horses.


  I mention this not because Alexanders visit had any long-term effect on his life, but because we are horse soldiers, and we loved horses. And used them and used them up. I have had three
  great horses, and Alexander had one  and my Poseidon was the best horse Ive ever had between my legs. But great horses are as rare as great men, and as fragile, and need the care and
  attention that other men lavish on a lover or a best friend.


  The last day Alexander was on our farm, we built a fort of grape stakes, and with a few of my friends, we challenged the Thracian boys  the children of our slaves  to come and take
  it from us.


  There were twenty of them, and they hooted at us, unafraid as slave children are until they are beaten. They came at us without fear, with rocks and sticks, and we stood our ground with the same
  weapons, except that Alexander and I had small round shields made of wicker which wed woven ourselves from old vines.


  They attacked twice and we drove them off with some blood flowing, and then we looked out over the fields, with herds of beautiful horses in every field, and fences of woven hurdle between the
  herds.


  Why are they separated? Alexander asked me.


  I shrugged. We have a mare from Arabia in that field, and were putting her with one of our best stallions  Big Ares, over there. He doesnt think much of her
  yet, I said ruefully, because the stallion was at the far end of the field, ignoring the mare.


  And over there? Alexander asked.


  Pericless herd. The grey is Pericles  an old stallion, but still one of the best, with a healthy dose of Nisean in him from Persia.


  And nearer? he asked. He was clearly impressed with my knowledge. Theyre all different  large and small. Bay and black and white and piebald.


  Socrates, my fathers favourite. That field has a special purpose. I smiled. It is a secret. Pater is breeding horses that are smart. Only smart horses go into that
  field.


  Alexander nodded. Im to have a tutor, he said. To help me learn to rule men. And yet your horse farm seems to teach all the lessons I need.


  Later that afternoon, the Thracian children came for us again. But we were ready, and we beat them again, and then we chased them  a dozen of us.


  I kissed my pater the next day, because I was going to court to be a page, and Alexander was taking me as a companion. We both knew I was in for a long, tough time. But I thought I wanted it,
  and he was a fine enough father to let me go. He gave me a fine ring, and a bag of money. I guess hed been a young man, once.


  I rode off, excited to be with my prince, excited to be going full-time to court, excited to be a royal page.


  I only went back to the farms to live just once, and that was much later, in virtual exile, as youll hear. I never thought, that bright sunny morning, that I was giving up horses and love
  and friendship and beautiful mornings to spend the rest of my youth avoiding rape and murder while working like a slave.


  A royal page.


  Alexanders new tutor was, of course, Aristotle. And almost as soon as I became a royal page, Philip moved Alexanders household to the Gardens of Midas. We were
  told it was time for him to leave his mother behind. Ill speak more of Olympias later, but she was more like a force of nature than a woman. And she tried to rule Alexander rather than guide
  him.


  As a companion  almost a peer  I was educated with the prince. There were a dozen of us at any time, and I think only Amyntas, Cassander, Hephaestion, Black Cleitus and I
  went through the whole course with Alexander, although I may be missing somebody. At any rate, we sat through lessons together with Aristotle in the Gardens of Midas, and sometimes, when I was the
  favoured one, I sat beside Alexander on the stone bench  colder than you can imagine on an autumn morning  while the old oligarch explained exactly what Plato meant in the
  Gorgias, or the proper conduct of a gentleman in a symposium.


  Aristotle was one of us, or close enough  he knew what we were  but hed been away a long time, with foreigners on Lesbos, and he could be quite naive. He loved the symposium
  and all of its trappings  the proper wine bowls, the krater, the sieve and the silver ladle, the bowls of good companionship, the small talk and the wit. I experienced them all later, and
  came to know that the philosopher was talking about something real  delightful, in fact. But you must imagine that we heard him through a veil of our own experience as pages at court, and
  for us, wine meant trouble. When we were at Pella, all of us  except the prince  were royal pages, and we waited on the guests at the feasts in the great hall. And that was
  horrible.


  Philips court had three groups. The first, and most dangerous, were the highlanders, the near-barbarians of the ancient upland kingdoms; Elimiotis in the south, Orestis in the west and
  Lychnitis by the lake, near Illyria. They didnt like Hellenes, didnt like Philips insistence on the trappings of Athenian culture and didnt very much like Philip. They
  liked to steal cattle and kill each other and fuck.


  The second group was just as dangerous and just as violent. Philip attracted mercenaries the way rotting corpses attract carrion crows. He had the best  and most expensive 
  captains in the world, and the two I remember best were Erigyus and Laomedon, descendants of Sapphos daughter, from Mytilene on distant Lesbos. Despite their air of culture and their
  distinguished poetic pedigree, they were hard men, killers with no shame in them, and no page ever came close to them once the drink was flowing.


  And the last group was the lowlanders, the courtiers, the great nobles and barons of the rich inner provinces of Macedon, men who had estates the size of small countries. They wore Greek
  clothing and most of them spoke excellent Greek, and they could speak intelligently about Plato. They were also as tough or tougher than their highland cousins, and their national sports
  were hunting wolves and regicide. My father was one of them, Lagus, son of Ptolemy. Our estates ran for parasanges  we owned people as Attic farmers own sheep, although, as I said, my pater
  was a fine leader and manager.


  The leader of our faction at court was Parmenio, the general  Philip liked to joke that the Athenians managed to come up with ten generals every spring, while hed only found one in
  his whole life  that was how much he valued Parmenio. Well he might.


  At any rate, when men gathered to drink wine in the royal court at Pella, we pages served as quickly as we could and huddled together for safety under the eaves. Men died when the wine
  was flowing. And if anyone talked about Socrates or Heraklitus, I never heard it. Casual fornication was tolerated  slave girls and sometimes boys were used as freely as wine cups. One of my
  clearest memories of youth remains serving wine to Erigyus while he rode a girl on his couch. Beyond them, a highlander was kneeling on the floor, watching, incredulous, as his life ebbed away,
  blood all around him like spilled wine. Hed mocked Erigyuss penis. The Lesbian cut his throat and carried on. That was the closest thing we knew to a symposium, and that
  was why it was sometimes difficult to understand what Aristotle was talking about.


  I dont mean to dwell on my own youth. I mean this to explain  to myself, if not to you  why we killed the king, in the end. But to understand Alexander, you have to
  understand everything, and as with Aristotles lessons, it can be hard to see Alexander through the haze of later events. And to understand the man, you have to see some of the boy.


  I observed Alexander on dozens of hunts, but one sticks in my head. Wed been hard at it  lesson after lesson, swordsmanship and ethics, wrestling and
  spear-fighting and running and ethics, the lyre and ethics. The physical world  the bodies of men and women, with dissection; medicine, in detail  how to make drugs from herbs, how to
  grind powders, how to administer even the most complex concoctions. And political philosophy, too  we were, after all, the men who would rule Macedon, not a group of merchants sons,
  and we were being trained carefully.


  Like any group of boys, we had an established pecking order and it was ruthless and yet curiously malleable, and boys went up and down the ladder swiftly. Alexander headed it  he was to
  be king, and that was that. Indeed, he was not the strongest, the fastest or the best swordsman  but he was almost the best in every category, and he was, without a doubt, the most
  intelligent of us. Sometimes it seemed to us that he alone understood what Aristotle was talking about, and certainly, when it came to swordsmanship, or spear-fighting, what he lacked in reach and
  leg length he often made up for in subtlety and practice.


  Practice. I was busy sneaking over the wall of the boys compound every night to meet a girl  I loved her. I was fifteen, and her body was smooth and beautiful, and mine, as long as
  I was willing to risk heavy physical punishment and go for days without sleep, which most fifteen-year-old boys see as a small price to pay for the feel of two breasts under their hands. But I
  remember coming back from one of these expeditions, feeling like a king, and finding Alexander with a wooden sword in his hand, standing at the stake behind the barracks, practising the steps of a
  particular blow  hip rotation, right foot rotating around the left, then pushing forward, passing the left, and then another hip rotation that left you facing your opponent from a new angle.
  Our sword master  one of half a dozen men named Cleitus  had taught us the footwork the morning before, and here was the heir of Macedon in the first pale grey light of day, executing
  the move over and over. Hed placed white pebbles where he wanted his feet to go.


  Join me, he said, without turning around.


  No one refused a direct order from the prince. Once or twice, Hephaestion, his best friend, had smacked him for us, but none of us, even Hephaestion, ever refused him. So I squared off, tried
  the steps, stumbled.


  Use the white rocks, he said quietly. They help. He stepped around the pell and left me to his rocks. They did help, but what helped me more was watching him. He was
  executing the steps faster and faster, and then he began to throw cuts with his wooden sword as he moved his feet  one, two, three. The master hadnt taught us cuts yet 
  at least, not the cuts that went with the steps.


  It was always difficult to learn anything from Alexander  he learned things by observation, usually in one or two repetitions, and he never really understood that the rest of us needed to
  be shown things slowly and precisely.


  I had the steps in ten repetitions. Alexander grinned at me, and we started to do them together, like peasants dancing for the gods, and I picked up his sword cuts just for the joy of doing them
  in perfect unison. The sun rose, a red ball cutting through the high morning fog. I got it. What he had reasoned out in the darkness  well, Im no fool. I got it.


  We dressed quickly and we were the first into the dining hall. Leonidas, the athlete, was already there, naked under a chlamys of coarse wool. He had a heavy staff in his hand. He rose and bowed
  his head to Alexander. He looked at me the way teachers look at boys  boys they know are guilty but havent caught yet.


  Your pallet was empty, son of Lagus, he said formally.


  He was with me, practising, Alexander said.


  Leonidas narrowed his eyes, stuck a hand down the front of my chiton and felt the slick sweat on my chest. He nodded. Very well, he said. What he meant was, Another time,
  boy.


  That was the princes way, though. He didnt say, Ptolemy, Leonidas is on the hunt for you. He merely required me to attend him at practice and then dealt with the
  matter himself. So that if I made an excuse and avoided practising with him in the grey dawn, I would only punish myself.


  At any rate, that morning, after we did drills in pairs, the sword master handed out the padded wooden swords and we stripped off our chlamyses and sparred. We were tough boys  indeed,
  other than in Sparta, I doubt youd have found tougher  and most fights ended with the loser knocked unconscious, because it was reckoned faint-hearted to raise a hand and accept
  defeat without showing blood or falling into the deep.


  By chance, I drew Amyntas  we were never friends. I hit him and he hit me, and welts were raised. He was cutting at my sword arm  perfectly legitimate, but my timing was off and he
  kept hitting the same place, and the lambskin wrapped on the oak sword was not enough to keep those blows from causing real pain.


  Keep your sword down and behind your shield, Cleitus muttered. We werent using shields yet, but the chlamys was a stand-in for the shield. A good swordsman doesnt
  show his opponent the sword until the cut is coming in. I was waving my sword about, sending Amyntas signals as clear as if I was shouting out when I meant to attack.


  I got back into my stance, got my sword hand down so that my weapon was hidden by my chlamys, and swore to myself that Id let him strike first.


  I waited a long time. The little shit had learned his fancy arm cut and now he was determined to use it over and over.


  We circled and circled. The other boys hooted  Hephaestion began to deride us both. Alexander wasnt even paying attention. He was somewhere else in his head  I knew that
  look.


  There were elements of swordsmanship that were exactly the same as elements of things at which I was very good  pankration, for instance, the all-in wrestling that the Greeks love.
  Im big and my arms are longer than they ought to be, and I know my distances when I go for a throw. Amyntas was at a loss as to what to do, now that I wasnt throwing attacks, and he
  was less willing to accept the taunts of the others than I was. I slid forward, closing the distance subtly while circling to the right.


  I didnt plan it. It was gods-sent. I did stamp my foot to draw him, and he did fall for it. The movement of my front foot drew his counter-cut at my arm. But my arm wasnt
  there, and I did the steps  one-two-three. My sword cut down from his open side, I was at an odd angle to him, and I hit him so hard in the head that I might have killed him  I
  swear I never meant to cut so hard. He fell like an avalanche falls  every part of him together.


  Cleitus narrowed his eyes. Shrugged. Gave me a curt nod. Like a tutor who thinks youve cheated on a test but cant see how.


  Next, he said. He looked back at me.


  Alexander came forward, with my friend Cleitus, the one we called the black. He was the son of Alexanders nurse, and not exactly a nobleman, but he was as loyal as a good
  dog to Alexander and, as I say, he was my friend. Nearly always, or at least thats how I remember it.


  I was covered in sweat, and while slaves dragged Amyntas off the palaestra and revived him, I put my cloak on  it was cold  and realized just how badly my arm was hurt.


  I stood there, rubbing it and trying to look unhurt and victorious. Manly and aristocratic.


  Alexander took Cleitus apart. It was quite an exhibition; Alexander had mastered the step and the associated cuts, and he proceeded to hit Cleitus over and over again. Cleitus scored
  occasionally  he wasnt bad  but Alexander hit him again and again, smoothly moving through his cutting strokes as if on parade  right to left, bottom to top, as if this
  was a drill and having his opponent know which blow was coming was expected. But because Cleitus didnt get the new rhythm or the fancy offset offered by the new footwork, the blows came in
   one after another.


  And then Cleituss dark face filled with blood. Maybe he thought he was being mocked  maybe one of the blows hurt more than the others. He grunted  it caught my attention,
  because, to be honest, watching one man carve the crap out of another is dull, and Id stopped watching, but that grunt had hate in it. He stepped in, took Alexanders blow on his
  shoulder and caught the princes elbow  and threw him to the ground. Classic pankration.


  Alexander got to his feet, came on guard, measured the distance and knocked Cleitus unconscious. One-two-three. Black Cleitus crashed to the ground as if dead.


  The sword master looked at him, and then flicked his glance over to me.


  Well done, my prince, he said. A little harder than it needed to be.


  Black Cleitus was not dead. He let out a great snort, and blood flowed from his nostrils, and then he snorted like a boar and got up on his knees and vomited.


  Alexander held his hair  we all wore ours long. Then he came over and stood by me  according to our traditions, the winning boys stood together.


  Did you see me? he said. I used the new step.


  Me, too, I said.


  He turned to me so fast I thought he had tripped. You what?


  I put Amyntas down with the same blow you used on Black Cleitus, I said. I wasnt paying attention to the signals  we were victors together, and I thought . . .


  His smile came off his face like water draining from a dropped pot. He stood quivering with anger. It was mine, he said. Not yours. I should have been
  first.


  He had the same look in his eyes that Erigyus had when he punched his eating knife through the highlanders throat-bole. I admit I stepped back.


  When the sun was high, Aristotle came out to find us and take us to the cold stone benches. As always, he asked Cleitus and Leonidas to tell him what wed done.


  Alexander downed his opponent with the Harmodius Blow, Cleitus the sword master said. He wasnt a clever man, and his flattery rarely went well with the prince. He was a good
  swordsman, though.


  Every idiot knows how to do it, Alexander spat. He stood by himself, arms across his chest, the very image of adolescent anger.


  Aristotle looked around. I fancied he caught my eye  perhaps it was just my imagination. Victors should be gracious, Aristotle said.


  I am gracious, Alexander retorted.


  No, said Aristotle. You are not.


  Their eyes locked, and all the other boys shuffled away.


  You desire to be Achilles? You strive always to be first and best? His old tutor, Lysimachus of Acarnia, who had complete control of the younger Alexander before Aristotle came,
  called himself Phoenix, called Hephaestion Patroclus and called Alexander Achilles. Aristotle was human enough to resent the old tutor and his lickspittle ways.


  Alexander looked away in angry silence.


  Aristotle stepped closer. Which boy did you put down with this Harmodius Blow, Prince?


  Alexander shrugged. It does not matter.


  Ptolemy? Aristotle asked.


  No, Alexander spat. He . . . Then he lapsed into silence.


  It was me, lord, Black Cleitus said. He was rueful. Had it coming.


  Aristotle looked at Cleitus. Then at me.


  Leonidass straight back and flared nostrils suggested that he was none too pleased by this intrusion of the academic into the athletic. Held the boys hair. He was decent
  enough.


  Aristotle looked around again, like a good hunting dog catching the scent of a distant and elusive prey.


  He looked at Amyntas, with a heavy bandage around his temples. The same bandage that Cleitus wore. Who fought Amyntas? he asked.


  I did, I allowed.


  The same way? Aristotle asked, splaying two fingers on Amyntass head and measuring the blow.


  I shrugged.


  Alexander flushed.


  Aristotle laughed. Alexander, excellence lies in being better than other men  not in other men being worse than you. I can read you like a book, boy.


  Alexander looked as if he might cry.


  What is hard to explain in this schoolboy reminiscence is that I could understand. Alexander felt I had betrayed him. Hed rescued me from Leonidas only to have me go first and throw his
  blow  a blow hed risen in the dawn to practise.


  So I stepped right up next to the prince and bowed my head. Im sorry, I said.


  Alexander didnt look at me. No. I was not behaving well. His voice was choked, as if hed just heard that a favourite was dead.


  Im sorry anyway, I said.


  My pater used to say that if you truly want to know a man, spend a week with him in the wilderness. No one can hide his true self from the companions of the hunt. Freezing
  rain, stinging nettles, a bad cut from a spear-point, an unwanted offer of sex from one of the oldsters  all the tests of young manhood are waiting in the hills and deep woods, and
  thats before you meet the boar or the wolf with nothing between you but an ash staff and a few inches of cold iron.


  A few days after the sword incident, Erygius and Laodon came from Pella with some of the kings companions  his Hetaeroi, friends and bodyguards and inner council of state all in
  one  to take us hunting. It was a test and a vacation all in one.


  Macedonian nobles do not hunt like Greek aristocrats, and despite the many ways we copy them, in hunting we have our own ways.


  We use dogs to locate the quarry, and other dogs to run it down, and we follow our dogs on horseback. Depending on terrain and the animal were after, we stay mounted with spears or
  dismount with spears. The height of courage is to take a boar on foot. Greeks do it the same way, but they dont use horses, and thats slower. And they dont use a double-bladed
  axe to finish the boar, and thats just foolishness. Trying to finish a boar with a spear is . . . well, it is a good way to reduce your supply of available noblemen.


  It was autumn, and we went north and west, into Lychnitis. Lychnitis is beautiful  low hills that rise gently into mountains, and old forests that men have never cut, not even in the age
  of heroes. Therere trees lying on the forest floor that are as thick as a horse, and others as wide as a man is tall, so that to clamber over them is like climbing a low hill  and
  theyre just the downed trees. Giants rise on every side, green temples to the immortal gods, and every animal thrives there  the great deer, the elk and the boar. And the wolves.


  And desperate men, of course.


  We made our hunting camp in a long clearing that kings of Macedon had used for their hunting camps since the gods walked the earth. It was a defensible hilltop, high enough to give warning of
  approaches, low enough that the boys and the slaves didnt have to go too far for the water that flowed across the northern base of the hill from the spring. The land about was scrubby, but
  rose to the west and north  to the north the camp was dominated by the first low mountain of Paeonia, and to the west the trees grew and grew, so that the Illyrians said a squirrel could
  jump from tree to tree from the hunting camp all the way to Hyperborea, where Apollo went to sleep.


  The air was as clean and cold as a mothers reproach. The animals were not afraid of men, and came right into camp to steal food. Our horses were skittish unless one of the boys was with
  them all the time. This was just a year after Alexander gained Bucephalus  a fine horse, though legend has improved him like it has polished his master. In fact, the prince had three big
  mounts for hunting and a palfrey for riding about. We all did  no one horse could keep going all day over that country, and we knocked them up badly. And that week, the rain fell as if
  Artemis disapproved of our slaughter  on and on, a light rain that never seemed to end, and in that kind of weather, horses get sick, go lame  die  as fast as children die in
  the same weather.


  I had a horse I loved  a dark yellow golden coat, with blond mane and tail, tall and handsome and fast, which one of Paters grooms had rather impiously called
  Poseidon. But Poseidon he remained, and he had the gods own strength, and in my eyes he was a better horse than Bucephalus or any other horse whod ever lived. He was
  certainly faster than the mighty bay, but like the other boys, I was not foolish enough to show it.


  We spent the first few days deer-hunting  for the meat. Boar-hunting and wolf-hunting are very noble, but they dont feed the troops or the slaves, so a boar hunt usually starts
  with the massed slaughter of a deer herd. It wasnt like sport at all, or even like war  more like a harvest, as the trained slaves and a handful of the kings cavalry troopers
  wove screens of brush and set up a long alley of these hurdles, shaped like a giant funnel, between two hills. All the mounted men made a great line before dawn, and we picked our way across the
  hills, eyes watering with the effort of finding the next huntsman to the right and left in the rain and the dim light  I was off my horse twice on the first morning, flat on my face once and
  off Poseidons rump the other, caught looking the wrong way when he trotted under a low branch.


  But we covered a lot of ground, driving the deer  and every other living thing  into the open end of the funnel. By full daylight, we closed the net tight. The first day was
  sloppy, and we pages were blamed for indiscipline. But on the second morning it was well done, and we drove fifty deer down the funnel into the older men, who killed them with swords and spears.
  Laodon was thrilling to watch, standing coolly with a short spear  a longche, just the height of a man, and heavy in the shaft. He killed a stag that charged him  stood his ground,
  shifted his weight and the animal was down, and then all the older men finished it. A few deer got past, of course, and soldiers with bows shot them down  shooting carefully, because hitting
  one of the kings companions was a death sentence. Perhaps they were shooting too carefully, because one enormous stag, a monster as big as my horse, beloved of Artemis, burst through the
  archers and raced free up the hills and vanished into the deep trees.


  Alexander cantered up. Ive said he wasnt the best at everything, and he wasnt, but he was the finest horseman Ive ever seen  years later, when we rode against
  the Sakje of the Sea of Grass, I remarked that he was as natural a rider as they. What always amused me is that he took this utterly for granted and would accept no praise for it  never told
  self-important stories about his riding prowess, never bragged about the horses hed broken. Horses loved him, and I suspect thats because he always knew exactly what he
  wanted.


  Laodon was standing there, naked, wiggling his spear back and forth in the stags chest, trying to draw it free where it had lodged against bone. He looked up when he heard
  Alexanders hoof beats, and waved a salute.


  Alexander merely pointed at the rump and tines of the great stag galloping for the treeline. A few heartbeats later and the animal would have been gone. But Laodon saw what he had missed, and
  rage filled his face. He let go his spear haft and walked over to the archers. Words were exchanged, and a man struck to the ground.


  Alexander pursed his lips.


  Laodon came back and shook his head. My apologies, Prince. That beast should never have slipped us.


  The will of Artemis, Alexander said. But the way he said it indicated that he meant the opposite. And Laodon knew it.


  Next day we went out as scouts, all the pages, looking for the boars. I was with Laodon, and we rode from sun-up until high noon through the woods. The day was beautiful, with
  a golden autumn sun on red leaves and the most amazing, heady scent in the air of fresh-fallen leaves  the perfume of Artemis, Laodon called it.


  I remember that I spent a good deal of time worrying whether he meant to rape me. Just to give you an idea of what Laodon was known for.


  He was an excellent hunter, though, and his eye for the field sign was without error, and while I dont remember why I was allowed to accompany him, it certainly wasnt my looks. I
  was fit  we all were  but you can look at my profile on coins, cant you? I am not a handsome man, and my friends called me Georgoi or Farm Boy.


  If it was a privilege, it was a scary one. I was on my guard, never within reach of his arms. Thats pretty much how we lived our lives  just so you know.


  Noon came, and I was ravenous. What boy isnt? Wed been mounted since dawn, and up and down from our mounts, looking at fewmets and tracks and traces and rubs, and then up again
   riding down steep hills, up rocky defiles, or over the downed trunks of ancient trees that had stood like towers when Hector fought Achilles.


  We came to a muddy ditch where the trail crossed a stream  the passage of men and animals had worn the end of the trail into the ditch. Laodon dismounted, handed me his reins, and looked
  into the ditch for a long time.


  A great many men passed this way, he said, and scratched his beard. His eyes were alive, of a sudden, and he moved his head slowly around like a hawk does when searching for
  prey.


  Then he shrugged. Im getting old, boy, and I see bandits behind every tree. What have you packed us to eat?


  I had a leather bag full of cheese and bread, and a pottery flask of good Nisean wine. I laid it out for him and stood back  pages dont eat with knights.


  He nodded curtly, ate some bread, drank some wine and grinned at me.


  Thats good wine, young Ptolemy. He drank another sip from his horn cup and nodded.


  I probably flushed with the praise.


  Sit, boy. Eat. He indicated the food.


  I guess my fears were obvious. I sat too carefully.


  Laodon laughed. Like lightning, his hand was on the back of my neck, locking me to the ground. If I wanted you, he said with a snort, youd be mine. He
  snickered. Not my type, boy. He slapped my rump and picked up his horn cup, which hed somehow set aside without spilling its contents while he put me on the ground with one
  hand.


  I was shaken, but I managed to eat anyway. Oh, for a moment of that youth now! Beans make me fart, milk curdles in my stomach and too much wine goes to my head. At fifteen, I could go straight
  from fear and terror to eating without passing through any intervening stages. I remember how good the cheese was.


  Have some wine, virgin, Laodon said, handing me his cup. He got to his feet. Im going to look around.


  I sat on a big rock by the stream and drank wine from his horn cup. He was an important man and a famous warrior, and to be allowed to drink from his cup was a compliment. My father loathed him
   which, at fifteen, can make a man more appealing.


  I was wondering whether his permission went as far as a second cup of wine when a hand came over my mouth and I was dragged off the rock.


  Dont make a noise, virgin, Laodon said. Theres an Illyrian raiding party on the other side of the ridge. Can you find your way back to camp without me?
  His hand came off my mouth.


  Yes, lord, I said.


  You are absolutely positive? No horse shit? He turned my head. Swear by Zeus?


  By Zeus, god of kings, and my ancestor Herakles, I said.


  Good boy. Go! Warn the prince! he said. He helped me mount to save time. Never take lunch by a stream, he said, shaking his head. You cant hear
  anything.


  Are they after us? I asked him.


  He shrugged and slapped my horse on the rump, and Poseidon sprang forward.


  Almost immediately I faced a quandary. I was not lying  I knew how to get back to camp. But wed come a great half-circle north and west around the high hill, and the only way back
  to camp that I knew for certain was to cast all the way back. Or I could cut the circle and ride north and east. Camp had to lie that way  across the shoulder of the high hill, maybe eight
  stades or a little more. But
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