Thiswastheworld.

Thebluewater s of the M editerranean wereat the heart of it. Theworld wastheidandsin this sea and thelandsthat
ringed its shores. Journey was by water, acr ossthe sea, and up theriversof fresh water that fed it.

Thiswastheworld wherebold warriorsbattled with bronze swords. Without bronzethere could be no warriors—just
aswithout tin there could be no bronze. Copper alonewastoo soft to make awarrior'sweapon. Thereforeno journey
wastoo difficult, no effort too great, to obtain thetin that transfor med the abundant and malleable copper into noble
bronze.

Only the boldest warriorsdared to voyageto the ends of theworld, to venture up theriverstofind thistin. Only the
bravest dared to go beyond the land-rimmed sea, out through the narrow straitsinto the storm-filled Atlantic beyond.
Tosdil north in the cold fog, totheicy idand in the ocean wher e, with her oic effort, thetin could befound.
Thiswastheworld onethousand and five hundred year sbeforethe birth of Chrigt.

This Isawork of fiction. All the charactersand events portrayed in thisbook are fictional, and any resemblanceto real
people or incidentsis purely coincidental.

M aps copyright © 1983 by Tom Doherty Associates. Drawn by Jacques Chazaud

Copyright © 1972, 1983 by Harry Harrison and Leon Stover Portions of thisbook were formerly published as Stonehenge.
All rightsreserved, including the right to reproduce thisbook or portionsthereof in any form
A Tor Book

Published by Tom Doherty Associates, 8-10 W. 36th St., New York City, N.Y. 10018

First printing, September 1983

I SBN: 0-523-48073-3

Printed in the United States of America

Distributed by Pinnacle Books, 1430 Broadway, New York, N.Y. 10018

for

our wives

Joan Marion Harrison

and

Takeko Kawai Stover

who built Stonchenge

with us

BOOK ONE
[
Britain, 1480 B.C.

Thewind swooped out of thewooded hillsto the north, driving a scud of fine snow beforeit. It rushed through thetall,
dark treesof theforest, rattling the bare twigs and bending the tops of the evergreens. Hereand therein theendless
forest it crossed clearings, man made, with short stubblein the frozen furrows and squat buildingsleaking feathers
of smoketo be snatched away by thewind. Over aridgeit moved and down into an open-ended valley well cleared of
trees. Herethewind pressed closeto the ground and moaned about the squat sod buildings and tor e fragments of



reedsfrom ther roofs.

Lycos of Mycenae walked with hischin bent into hischest to keep the stinging snow from hisface, wrapping his
whitewool cloak moretightly about him. His conical helmet of rowsof boats tusks offered protection from sword
blowsbut not from theweather. He stopped under alow lintel and pushed open thedoor of thelast building. Theair
inddewasascold and damp asthat outside, and it stank.

+* What happened?" Lycosasked.
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"Wedon't know," Kozasaid. A gray-haired and scarred warrior, hisbronze half armor borethetraces of much hard
useasdid hissharp-pointed bronze helmet. He squinted in the dim light ashelooked down at the man who lay
bubbling and moaning on thedirt floor of the hut. " One of the boys saw him at the edge of the forest and told me. He
was unconscious, just likethis. | dragged -him in here A short, compact man in stained, brown gar ments. Dying.

" Do any of them know who heis?" Lycosasked from the doorway, not interested in entering the foul-smelling hut.

"He'snot one of them, hé'san Albi," Koza said. " That'sall they can say. They'refrightened. One of them thinkshe
may have seen him before, but he doesn't know hisname. They'reall stupid." The small boys crouched together in
the boxlike bunk, among the matted furs, looking on fearfully, their eyesround white splotchesin their dirty faces.
They shrank even further when Kozatalked about them.

Kozadid not likethis. He poked histoeinto the man'sribswith no effect. The man'seyes stayed closed and a pink
froth dribbled from hislips. Fresh maoss had been pressed into the great wound in his chest, but it could not stop the
flow of blood that oozed out and snaked in thick streamsdown hisribs. Koza had fought in a great number of battles
and had seen many men die, soit wasnot thefamiliar presence of death that troubled him now.

"Leavehim," Lycosordered and turned to go. He halted and pointed at the boys, who shied away at thegesture. " Why
aren't they working?"

" Oneof thetin streamshasbeen flooded," Kozafel into step to theleft and dightly behind Lycos. "Wecan't digin it
until thewater goesdown."

" Then put them to work on the charcoal kilnsor to pounding or e, ther € splenty for them todo."
K oza nodded agreement, uncaring. They werejust 8

Donbaksho boys sold into bondage by their parentsin exchangefor afew gifts. Thewind whirled the snowflakes
about them; spring was coming latethisyear. The sun was a glowing cold eye closeto the horizon. They strode
through the half-frozen mud and long drifts of white ashesto the welcome heat that surrounded one of the fur naces.
Under thelean-to a pile of burning char coal, mixed with the ore, had been heaped into a cupped depression in the
ground. It needed aforced draft, and when L ycos appear ed the two boys, who had been half-heartedly leaning on the
pair of belows, began to apply themsdveswith great ener gy; sparksglowed and scattered wide. The bdlows, each
made from alength of wood fastened to an entire pigskin with itslegskicking in the air, squealed with restored life.

"Thisonewill befinished soon/' Lycos said, squinting into the pile of red coalswith a professional eye.

"I don't likethat Albi coming herelikethis, wounded. None of them livethat close. Why. ..."

" They fight with each other and die. Hasnothing to do with us."

Thiswasdismissal enough. Koza reductantly |eft the heat and went to his own quartersto get hisbronze-studded
shield and sword. A dagger and half armor wer e safeto wear in the security of the settlement—but nowhereese. A
foot beyond the protective embankment aman had to be armed and walk with caution. Therewerebearsout therethat
would attack if they were disturbed, and wolves, often in packs, that considered men just another welcome sour ce of

meat after thelong winter. Boar s, savagekillersin thethick brush. And men, the most dangerouskillersof all. A
stranger was an enemy. Once you left the home circle all men were strangers.

Mirisati was sitting on hishedlsjust below thetop of the embankment that had been thrown up to seal off the etvd of
thevalley, hisheavy shield at hissidewhile hetraced circlesin thedirt with thetip of hissword.
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"1 could havekilled you!" Koza growled. " Squatting down like you'r e enjoying a good bowe movement/'



"No, you couldn't/" Mirisati said with the indifference of the young for the concer nsof the old. He sat and stretched,
then climbed to hisfeet. " | heard you coming one hundred paces off with your kneejoints squeaking and your armor
rattling."

"What have you seen?"

K oza squinted through thethin curtain of falling snow. Theland before him wasbarethe full width of the narrow
valley that held the settlement, tufted with grass now brown and dead. Beyond thiswer e heather bushesbacked by the
dark curtain of theforest that covered theldand of the Yerni from east to west, from the sea-washed beaches of the
south to thefogs and swamps pf thefar north. The valley waswrapped in silence. The only movement wasa flock of
crowsthat rose up and swept away out of sight.

" 1've seen just what you are seeing now. Nothing. No oneis coming here. | wish they would. Butchering a few of these
savageswould beachange.

" Nothing? What about the one with the holein hischest the boy found?" Thedying man's presence till troubled
Koza.

"Who knows? Better, who cares? They just liketo kill each other. And | can understand that. What elseisthereto
doin thiscold land?"

"TheAlbi don't fight."
" Tdl that to thedying one. If you want totalk to me, tell me about the sun-war med stones of Mycenae. What a
disance we havetraveled from that happy place! My armsachejugt thinking about it, but | would start rowing

tomorrow if it meant we could return. Fifteen days acr ossthe green water of that cold ocean to the Pillar s of
Herakles. Thirty days moreon thebluewaterstothe Argolid. Thefirst oliveswill beready for the pressing by then."

1* Well leavewhen we'reordered to leave," Kozagrum-10

bled. He had no morelovethan the other for thisldand of the Yerni. Thewind drew thefalling traceries of snow aside
for amoment and he saw the dark silhouettes of the birds settling down into the forest. They wereroosting for the
night—but why had they moved? Had something disturbed them?

+'You better go back and start the boysin the hut working again. Ordersfrom Lycos. And when you see him, tell him
that the underbrush isgrowing up hereagain. We'll haveto clear it back."

" Alwayslooking for new labors, Koza?' Mirisati wasin no hurry toreturn tothe camp.

"Wevehad attacksherebefore. The Yerni stay away now becausewekilled all of theonesthat tried. And they'll try
again someday. That brush isprotection for them. Men could lie out there, get close.”

"You havebad dreams, old man. My dreamsare of a superior sort, of warm sun and olive grovesand cool wine. Fine
Epidaurian wine, so rich you must thin it twenty timeswith water. And then a girl, not one of these Don-baksho duts
whosewr appingsyou haveto cut away to be sureit isn't aboy or an old man, but a honey-skinned girl who smells of
frankincense."

"You won't find any of that out here" Koza said, gesturing at the shadow-filled forest.

"No, I don't think I will. Isit all likethis—thewholeidand?"

"The parts|'ve seen. We went out theretwo summersago; L ycoshad dealingswith thetribes. Forest everywhere, too
thick to get through except on the high downs. Almost a five-day march toreach thetribeswherethebig stonesare.
Dig likemales, these Yerni, circlesand banks and hillsand burial mounds, then stand these stones around, great
ugly things."

"Why?"

" Ask them. Thisonetribe, Uala's, where wewent that time, they have them in a big doublecir cle, blue stones
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with their tipspainted red like big pricks stuck in the ground. Dirty-minded people. ..."

"What wasthat?" Mirisati pointed hissword at a clump of heather in the darknessbelow the beach trees.



+'] didn't seeanything." Koza stared hard, but nothing was clear in thefading light.

“\Wedl, | did. A fox, perhapsadeer. We could use alittlefresh meat in the stewpot.” Heclimbed to thetop of the
embankment to see better.

" Get back herel It could have been anything."
“Don't fear the shadows, old man. They can't hurt you."

Mirisati laughed and turned to jump back down. A sudden, whispering sound cut theair. The spear buried itsef deep
into the sde of hisneck, hurling him over and down with a clatter. Hislegs were spread wide, hiseyeswider with
aurprise Hereached up for thewooden shaft and died.

"Afarm\" Kozashouted. " A/larml" over and over, beating his sword againg hisshield.

Therewereno more spears. But when helooked cautioudy over thetop of theridge, he could seethe men running
forward now from the shelter of theforeg, slent and fast aswolves. Naked, even in thisweather, except for short
leather kirtles. One man, ahead of the others, held a spear which he hurled at Koza, who dodged it easily. Therewere
no mor €, they used spearsonly for hunting. The otherscame on, round shieldson their left arms, brandishing stone
battle-axesin their right hands. Some had dagger sabout their necks; all had whitened hair and iff white
moustaches. Therewerea great number of them. Asthey reached thefoot of theridgethey cried out, Abu-abu\,
piercingly, a scream meant to drivefear into their enemies so they would flee. K oza stood firm.

+4Yerni! "Hebélowed it out and heard the alarm being shouted behind him. They would fight now. Hisheart beat
strongly in hischest as he saw more and more of the
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near-naked men emer ging from the shelter of thetrees. The snow had stopped and he could seetheir mass
gretching thewidth of the valley. Never before had he seen so many of their warriorstogether at onetime. Thiswas
an entiretribeor more.

Heavy running footsteps sounded behind K oza and he knew hewasno longer alone. Wéll, then, thiswould be a battle.

When thefirst of thewarriorswere puffing up the dope, heleaped to thetop of the embankment and shook hissword
at them.

" Sonsof goatsl Come meet a Mycenaean!"

Heraised hisshield so the battle-ax bounced from it, then plunged his sword into the man's ssomach. Not too deep; he
wastoo experienced for that. A twist and a pull had it out. Even beforethefirst Yerni had dropped, Koza's sword was
chopping the neck of another man, his shield pushing aside an ax. Then another and another, until theblood ran
wetly from hissword onto hisarm. Something struck sharp pain through hisleg so that healmogt fell; with the edge
of hisshidd heknocked that attacker away. But other swer e behind him. M~ ny of them. Too many of them. They ran
by on all sdes, howling in high voices.

Hefdl only when hislegsweretoo butchered to support him, and even then herolled and chopped upward with his
sword, wounding and killing those he could, only stopping when hishemet wastorn away and an ax crushed in his
skull. A dagger was pressed to hisneck, sawing through it, severing his head from hisbody.

M oreand more of the screaming tribesmen ran by, and the snow wastrampled by many feet and soon sained and
splashed with red.
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Mycenae

In the gray dawn the city wasas sharply etched as a silhouette againgt the sky and the blur of distant hills. Its
presence commanded the valley all about it; the paths between thetreesand fidldsled toit. The hill on which it sat
was gently rounded at the base, but angled up steeply at thetop to the thick-walled and impregnablecity. Asthefirst
light colored the stone, the great gate under therampant carved lionswas swung open by invisible hands. Threads of
smoke from the many cooking fireswithin the wallsrose straight up through the motionlessair. A boy leading a



goat came dowly along therutted road between thefields: men and women with baskets of produce appear ed down the
lanes. They halted when they reached theroad, stopped by the sound of sudden hoofbeats, staring with dumb curiosity
at thetwo-horse chariot asit rumbled by them.

In the open gateway high above, the guar dslooked down with interest asthe hor ses clattered on the stones of the
ramp leading up to them. The charioteer wasin agreat hurry. One of the horsesdipped and nearly fell; therider
lashed it forward. Sincethe sun was only newly risen the man must have been riding by night, a danger ousthing to
do, and onethat evidenced a most unusual need for haste. Onedidn't hurry in Mycenae; the seasons came and went,
therain dampened the earth and crops sprang up, the animals wer e daughter ed and the young onesgrew. Therewas
no reason for unseemly haste by night, noreason torisk crippling and killing a sacred hor se.

"1 know him now," aguard called out. He pointed hisbronze-bladed spear. " It is Phoros, cousin of theking."

They drew aside, raising their weaponsin saluteto hisrank as Phor os came up. Hiswhite cloak was black with
blown spittle from the ssumbling hor ses, and he appear ed
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no lesstired himsdlf. L ooking to neither right nor left he drove the exhausted animalsthrough thetall opening of the
gate, under the carvedjions, and past theroyal grave circleinto the hilltop city of Mycenae. Saveshurried out to hold
the hor seswhile Phoros climbed tiffly to the ground. He stagger ed at fir <, hislegs so fatigued from theride, and
had to lean against the great ssonewall. Theridewasa nightmare better forgotten; hewasno charioteer and he
entertained a secret fear of the noble beasts. But he had driven the creatures, despite thisfear, just ashe had driven
hisrowersthat last day along the coast, for cing speed from them despitetheir exhaustion. The king must betold.
Therewasatrough herefor the horsesand he bent wearily over it and filled his cupped hands again and again,
splashing thewater over hisfaceand arms. It was ill cool from the night, and it washed away the dust and some of
hisfatigue. Water dripped from hishair and beard, and hewiped at it with thetail of hiscloak ashe climbed the steep
ramp totheresdential part of the palace city. The musclesin hislegsloosened as he went along the paths by the
kitchen gardens, past the workshops and houses wher e the peoplewerejust stirring. They cameto their doorways
and looked on curioudy ashehurried by. Then hewasat the great palace itsdf, climbing the smoothly dressed stone
stepstotheentrance. Thedoor with itshammered bronze covering was open, and the oldest house dave, Avull, was
waiting, bowing and clasping hisknob-knuckled and shaking handstogether. He had already sent a daverunning
with word to theking.

Perimedes, war king of the Argolid and master of the House of Perseusat Mycenae, wasnot at hisvery best this
morning. He had dept fitfully the night before. The wine perhaps, or the dull ache of old woundsor, more surdly,
Atlantis.

" Oh, thebagtards" he muttered to no oneand to everyone, dumping low in hisgreat chair and reaching for
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thefigsin the basket on thetable before him. He chewed on one, and even itsrich sweetness could not sweeten his
mood. Atlantis. Thenamealone stung like a thorn or a scorpion'slance.

Around him theday'swork of the great megaron was already beginning. With theking awakeno onedeegps. There
wer e occasonal hushed voices, no one dared to speak too loud. On the devated round hearth in the middle of the
chamber thefirewasbeing built higher to cook the meat, thefire he himsdf had kindled year sbefore when the
palace and this megar on had been first built. Thethought did not warm him today, just asthefigs could not sweeten
him. Under a near by canopy histwo daughter sand some house daves wer e car ding fleeces and spinning the wooal into
thread. They stopped talking when he glanced their way, turning their attention more closgly to their work. Though
hisfacewas st in anger, Perimedeswas till a handsome man, heavy browed, with a thin-edged nose above awide
mouth. Hewaswell into middle age, yet hishair and beard were gill asbrown asin hisyouth, and therewasno
thickening of hiswaist. The white scars of old wounds made patter nson the tanned skin of hisarms, and when he
reached out for another fig it was obviousthat the last two finger sweremissing from hisright hand. Kingship was
something hard won in the Argolid.

Thedave, Avull, entered at thefar side of themegar on and hurried over to him, bowing low.
" Wdl?ll

"Your cousin, thenoble Photos, son of. .. ." * " Get him in here, you son of a chancred goat. Thisistheman | have
been waiting for." Perimedesalmost smiled asthe dave hurried away to usher in the ship'scaptain.



"Weneed you, Phoros. Come here, st by me, they'll bring uswine. How wasyour voyage?'

Phoros sat on the edge of the bench and looked at the
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polished marbletabletop. " Uncle Poseidon in hismight drove our ship quickly all the distance.”

"1'm sureof that, but it isnot details of the seafaring that | care about. Y ou havereturned with theingots of tin?"
"Yes, but asmall amount, lessthan a tenth of a shipload.”

"Why isthis?" Perimedesasked quietly, a sudden premonition darkening hisvision. " Why so little?"

Phoros gill stared at thetable, ignoring thewinein the gold cup that had been set before him. " Wearrived during a
fog; thereismuch fog off the coast of theldand of the Y erni. Then wewaited until it had cleared beforewe could sall
along the coast to the mouth of theriver weknow. | beached the boat thereand left men to guard it, then followed the

overgrown path to themine. We cameto the place wherethetin isstored, but therewereno ingotsthere. We
sear ched near by and found some, but almost all were missing. Theingots are kept closeto the mine."

Phoroslooked up now, staring squar ely at the king as he spoke.
"Thisisnot theword you wish to hear. The mineisdestroyed, all thereare dead.”

A wave of quick whispersdied away asthose nearest in the megar on passed the word backwar dsasto what had been
said. Then therewas silence and Perimedeswas silent aswell, hisfists clenched, the only movement a heavy pulse
that beat beneath the skin of hisforehead.

"My brother, Lycos, what of him?"

"1 don't know. It washard totel. All of the bodieshad been stripped of armor and clothing and had been there many
months. The animalsand birdshad donetheir work. Therehad been hard fighting, a battlewith the Yerni. All the
heads gone, not a skull. The Yerni take heads, you know."

" Then Lycosisdead. Hewould never surrender or be 17
captured by savageslikethat/

Anger burned aknot of pain in hismidriff and Peri-medeskneaded it with hishand. Hisbrother, thelog tin, the dead
men, the Atlantean ships, all coming together; these weredark, unhappy days. Hewanted to shout aloud with this
anger, to take hissword and kill something, someone—fight back. He might have donethis once, when he was young,
but awisdom had comewith theyears. Now the anger stayed insde of him and he squeezed it with hisfingersand
tried instead to think what should be done. The pain did not go away.

"Isit true? My kinsman Mirisati isdead?"

Perimedeslooked up at the angry man beforehim. Qurra, first among the chalcei, theworkersin metal. He must
have come directly from hisfurnace when he heard the news, because he waswearing hisleather apron, burned by
many sparks, and soot was on hisarmsand smeared acr oss his forehead. For gotten, the stubby tongs wer e il
clagped in hisright hand.

" Dead, certainly,” Phorossaid. " Everyone at the mine must be dead. Mycenaeans do not become daves.”

Qurra, an emotional man, shouted aloud in pain. " What ruin isupon usl Themineisgone, our peoplekilled, my
kinsmen dain." Heshook histongsangrily. " Mirisati isdead, to whom you promised your younger daughter when
shecomesof age. ..." Thewordsended in afit of coughing. The chalceus always coughed from breathing hismetal
fumes, and many died because of it.

"1 did not kill him," Perimedessaid. " Nor my brother Lycos. But | will seethat they are avenged. Return to your
furnace, Qurra, you serve usbest there"

Qurragarted away, but called back over hisshoulder.

" And tell me, noble Perimedes, how long will my furnace burn with the mine closed?"



How long? Thiswasthe question that gnawed at Perimedes vitalsthe most. Had he been too ambitious? Perimedes
thought. No, there had been no other cour se open
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to him. Aslong asthe Greek cities of the Argolid warred onewith the other, they remained weak. L er na fought
Epidaurus, Nemea sank rhe shipsof Corinth. While at the sametimethe ships of Atlantis sailed freely wherethey
would and grew rich. Only the united power of the cities of the Argolid could challengethat ancient power. Therocky
plains of home had been tilled and borefruit, but never enough. Acrossthe sea wer ethetempting riches of many
lands, and hispeople already had ataste for theseriches. Bronze-ar mored warrior swith brazen weapons could take
what they willed. Bronze made them. They ate bronze and drank it because they would be nothing without it. Soft
golden copper was everywher e, but that wasnot enough. With a technique known only to them, the chalce blended
the copper with thegray tin in the burning throats of their forges. Theresult was noble bronze. Of thisbronze
Mycenae for ged weaponsto conquer, moreweaponsas giftsfor the other citiesof the Argolid to bind them all
together.

Without bronze, thisloose union would fall apart and they would war with one ancther asthey had alwaysdone. The
sea empireof Atlantiswould ruleasit had alwaysruled. Atlantishad all thetin they needed. Their campsand mines
wer e along the Danube. Mycenae had tin; not asmuch, but they had tin. They had totravel thelength of thewarm sea
tothe cold ocean beyond, to that distant idand, to get it, then bring it home the same distance. But they had it, and
Mycenaehad bronze.

Mycenae no longer had bronze.
" Themine. We must reopen themine."

Perimedes spokethewor dsaloud befor e he saw that another had joined them, a short, brown man. Inteb the Egyptian,
now wearing arobe of thin white flax instead of hisusual rough working clothes. Gold thread was set into the edge of
therobe and therewasa collar with precious stones about hisneck; hisblack hair was oiled and glistening. L ooking
at him, Perimedesremembered.
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"You areleaving us

"Very soon. My work hereisfinished."

*'|t isawork well done, you must tell your Pharaoh that. Here, Sit, you will eat with me beforeyou leave.”

Thewomen quickly brought plates of small fish fried in oil, cakes drenched with honey, salty white goatsmilk
cheese. Inteb picked delicately at thefish with a gold fork taken from hispouch. A strange man, young for hiswork,
though heknew it well. He came from a noblefamily, soin a sense hewasthe ambassador for Thuthmosisli|, not
only a builder. Heknew thingsabout the stars, aswell, and could read and write. He had supervised the building of
the new, massive outer wall of the city. Asif thiswerenot enough, through hiscraft, he had erected the great gate
and mounted aboveit theroyal lionsof Mycenae. It waswell doneindeed—nor had the price been too high. Therehad
been agreements. Thuthmosis|I1, busy with hiswarsin the south, would no longer betroubled by the Ar-golid
raider swho sank his shipsand burned his coastal towns. An arrangement between kings.

"You seem troubled?" Inteb asked, hisvoice bland, hisface emotionless. He freed a fish bone from between histeeth
and droped it tothefloor.

Perimedes sipped at hiswine. How much had the Egyptian heard about the tin mine? There should beno stories
going back to Pharaoh of Mycenaean weakness.

" A king alwayshastroubles, just as Pharaoh hastroubles; that istheway of kings."

If the comparison between theruler of thisbrawling city state and the mighty ruler of all Egypt troubled Inteb, hedid
not show it; hetook a honey cakein hisfingertips.

"1 am troubled by the dung-flies of Atlantis," Perimedessaid. " Not satisfied with their own shores, they come here
and cause dissension among us. Their shipsappear along the coast with weaponsfor sale, and our little squabbling
princesareonly too eager to buy. They know little of loyalty. Mycenaeisthe armory of the Argolid.
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Someforget that. Now thereisan Atlantean ship at Asinein the south, a floating bronzesmith's shop, doing business
in our waters. But it will not betherelong—nor will it bereturning to Atlantis. My son Ason led our men againg it
assoon aswe heard of itspresence. Y ou may tell Pharaoh of this. You have my gifts?"

" Safeaboard my ship. | am sure Pharaoh will be pleased.”

Perimedeswasnot so sure. Hetalked of equality among kings, but in hismaost innermost thoughts he knew the
truth. He had seen Egypt, the cities of the dead and living, the teeming people and the soldiers. If that power were
turned against Mycenae, hiscity would ceaseto exist. Y et therewas power and power—because Egypt was so great it
did not follow that Mycenae became small. It wasthefirg city of the Argolid and the mightiest, and that was
something to be proud of.

"Wewill walk together beforeyou leave," Perimedes said, rising and buckling on the squar e-shouldered royal
dagger of Mycenae. Graven on itslong and narrow straight-edged blade wasthe scene of aroyal lion hunt, incised
with gold and silver and nidllo. Itspommel, a peculiar rounded cap of solid gold upon a golden sem— ancther royal
insignia, thisone vegetative.

They walked sde by sde, with the davesrushing ahead to open the coffered door s of bronze. It wasnot by chancethat
they passed by theroofed mushroom bedsjust insdethe palace walls. Perimedes paused and looked on with a critical
eyewhilethe gardeners prepared a fresh bed, laying down thelayer of cow dung, then scattering thetreebark over
it. Asthey moved on, Perimedes bent and picked a mushroom, twisting it in hisfingersashewalked. It waswhite
crowned and pale semmed, with lacy edges. He broke off a piece and sampled it, extending someto Inteb. The
Egyptian also ateit, although hereally did not like the musty flavor. He knew everyone else thought it delicious.

"Thisishistory," Perimedessaid, pointing to the dung 21

and the mushroom beds, and I nteb, being a diplomat, managed not to smile. He knew that the mushroom washedd in
great esteem here. Mycesthey called them; they shaped their sword and dagger hiltsto their form and had even
named their city after them. Mycenae. Though hefound it hard to under stand why. Per haps because of the maleness
of the shape of thethings, alwaysan important concern with these kinds of peaple.

"Theroyal mushrooms," Perimedes said. " Per seus found them growing here and named the city for them. We have
along higtory, just like Egypt, and like Egypt we have thosewho can read and write and keep our records”

Perimedes paused before a wooden door and hammered on it until it screeched open. The dderly dave peered out,
blinking into the sunlight, a soft clay tablet in hishand. An Atlantean, from thelook of him, no doubt captured; so
much for Mycenaean culture, Inteb thought. He, who had visited often at thelibrary in Thebes, with itspapyrus
scrolls neatly shelved in a complex of roomslarger than thisentire palace, pretended interest in thetottering piles of
basketsfilled with unsorted tablets. Hetried to ignorethe squashed oneson thefilthy dirt floor. Probably vital
records of cauldronsand winejarsand firetongsand footstoolsand other things of equal importance. He doubted if
hewould tell Pharaoh of this.

But beforethey could passthrough the doorway, therewasa cry, and they turned to seetwo men in armor half
carrying athird man between them. Hewas coated with dust mixed with blood, hismouth gaping in the agony of near
exhaustion.

* '‘Wefound him thisway, crawling on theroad/' one of the men said. " He hasword; he is one of those who mar ched
with Ason."

Once again the coldness possessed Perimedes. He could almost hear the wor dsthe man would speak—and hedid not
wish to hear them. Thiswasaday of evil. If therewereaway toremovethisday from hislife, hewould. He seized
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the man by the hair and crashed him againgt thewall of the ar chive building, shaking him until he gaped likea fish
drawn from thewater.

" Speak. What of the ship?"
Theman could only gasp.

Oneof thedaves camerunning with ajar of wineand Perimedestoreit from his hands and dashed the contentsinto
the exhausted man'sface.



" Speak!" heordered.
“Weattacked the ship—themenof Asine, there. .. ." Helicked at thewinethat streamed down hisface.
" Asine, what of them? They fought by your side, they are of the Argolid. The Atlanteans, tell me."

"Wefought. ..." Hechoked thewordsout oneby one. " Wefought them all. . . .Asinefought with Atlantisagainst us. .
..They weretoo many. ..."

"My son, Ason, in command. What of him?"
"Hewaswounded. | saw him fall—dead or captured "
" And you returned? To bring methisword?'

Thistime theking could not control the anger that flooded through him. With a single motion he drew his dagger
and plunged it into the man's chest.

3

Tirynswasalready dropping behind them, with only the tops of the buildings set on the hill behind the seaport still
vigble. The seawas smooth herein the Gulf of Argos, and the ship moved easly on itsway under the quick dip and
pull of the oar s, echoing in their motion the dow beat of the drum. On the starboard side the coastline dipped by,
bright green with new growth. But thetouch of the sun was welcome, gentling the mor ning coolness of the air.
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Inteb leaned againg therail, saring unseeingly at the bubble of foam and rush of water beneath the counter,
unawareaswell, of the brawny form of the steer sman a few pacesaway. It was spring, and the storkswould be crying
in thereedsalong the Nile, and he would soon be home. Home after threeyears absence, to the heart of theworld and
of civilization, away from thedirt and the petty bickering of the bar barian Mycenaeans. He had done hisduty, as
distasteful asit had been at times. Some men wer e great generalsand fought wars, serving their Pharaoh in that
fashion. Though violent death wasthe usual reward, it was till an easy thing to do. Soldierstended to be smple men
because of this, and alittle brutal, which wasonly natural, considering that butchery wastheir trade. Thuth-mosis|||
had need of thesemen. Yet healso had need of Inteb. Victories can bewon without war s, and they both knew it. It was
thisknowledge, despite hisnatural feding of revulsion, that had for ced him to bow to hisking'swill and voyageto
the barbarian world. His per sonal cost may have been high, but the victory had been a cheap onefor Thuthmoss.
Inteb did not begrudge him that victory. For the services of one noble—a few daves, a handful of gold, some gifts—a
war had been averted and the coastal raidson Egypt sopped. Mycenae wasthe stronger for hishaving been there; but
hefdt that these year shad been plucked from hislifeand lost to him.

But not completely. In all those months of musty wine, winter rainsand scor ching summer sun he had found one
thing, onememory that it would not be a digtinct pleasureto for get, one man whom he could call afriend. The
friendship had been perhaps one-sided, snce Ason knew him only asone of the very many who dwelt in the palace,
and gave him no pride of place. Strangdy enough thisdid not bother Inteb; love did not haveto bereturned to gill be
love. He had been happy to sit at the feasting and wine drinking, sipping his own while the other s swilled, watching
them grow nobly drunk. They werearough, unruly,
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violent group of men, the nobility of Mycenae, and Ason could hold hisown with any of them. Y et he was something
more, aman destined to bea king, who had inherited hisfather's sharp turn of mind, whowasmorethan just a
foul-mouthed barbarian. Perhaps|nteb had imagined all this, but even that did not really matter. It had madetheyears
bearable. Though he had not said so, he had been as shocked by the news of Ason'sdeath ashad been Perimedes. The
strength of Atlantishad brushed asidethisgreat warrior and crushed him like an insect. It wasfaintly disturbing
that hewould soon bein theland of hisfriend'smurderers. Aroused by thisthought, he saw that Tirynshad now
fallen from sight astern and the gulf had opened out. They wererising and falling in the heavier rollersof the open
sea. The captain had just emerged from the cabin and he signaled to him.

"What isyour heading?"
"We change course east into therising sun, lord, as soon asthat idand you seethereisabeam. Beyond that is

another and yet another, the Cycladesthey are called, though | don't know the names of all of them. They reach all
theway to the coast of Anatolia; wearenever out of sight of land, though alwaysin deep water . After that we follow



the coast. Therearefew hazardsaslong astheweather iscalm, and there are many friendly portswe can reach if
therearestorms.”

" Neither my safety nor comfort isunder discusson at the moment, captain. Do not presume. | have done my share of
sailing, soit holdsno horrors.”

"1 did not mean—forgiveme...." Thecaptain'sfistswere calloused and scarred; the crew lived in fear of hisready
blows. Yet now he moved hisshouldersin greater fear of thisnobleman, friend of the Phar oah.

"What | would liketo know iswhether wewill passthe Atlantean idand of Thera on this cour s£?"

"Yes, surdly, it will beclearly off to starboard after 1osfallsbehind us; it isone of our landfalls."
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“Wewill gothere."
" But jugt thismorning you told me Egypt; those order syou gave me—"

'* Werefor the earsof the men of the Argolid who report back everything that issaid to Perimedes. You sail the
ship, captain. | will deal with kings. Set sail for Thera.-

The ship heded over asthey reached Spetse, and itswake cut a great whitearcin the bluewater. Perimedeswould
not know that hewas on hisway to the court of Atlantis, son-killing enemies of Mycenae. Hewould beangry if he
discovered it, and theyearsof labor to effect the friendship with Egypt would bein danger. Thereforethe politeruse.
On theother hand, Atlas, sea king of Atlantis, might be dightly annoyed if he discovered that his Egyptian visitor
had recently been dining with an enemy. Hewould probably be more astonished at the bad taste displayed. Thetiny
warring stateswer e like fleabites on the thick hide of Atlantis, to be either scratched or ignored. Singly or together
they did not pose any threat to the countless shipsor the homeidands of Atlantis. Atlantean vessdls sailed where
they wished in these seas, along the mainland shore, trading asfar away as Egypt. It waseven said that the glories of
ther court wereon a par with those of Egypt, but Inteb would believethat after he had seen it for himsdf. Asmuch as
hewanted to return home, he had welcomed the messagein the boxed scrall that the captain had given him. Itswaxen
seal had been impressed with the cartouche of Thuthmosisi I, fifth king of the Eighteenth Dynasty, by hisown hand.
Theordersweresmple: astatecall at the court of King Atlas, arenewal of theties of friendship. Therewere gifts
aboard the ship for theking, long elephant tusks of ivory to be presented with great display, aswell asfinetextiles
and potsof spices, gold work and scar abs, and little blocks of white veined alabaster and amethyst from which court
artisans cut the official sealsof the far-flung Atlantean bureaucracy. Of moreimportanceto both Atlasand Egypt
werethebalesof papyrus, smooth
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and white. It wasonly theyear beforethat thefirst papyrushad been sent to Atlantis, along with scribeswho knew
the practiced use of reed pensand ink. By now the Atlanteanswould be awar e of the superiority of papyrusover the
clumsy clay tabletsfor record keeping and would welcome the new supply. But giftswer e a two-way thing, and I nteb
had instructionsto mention in theright placesthat timber would bewell received in tredess Egypt, cypresswood in
particular. Thiswould bedone.

On thethird morning theround bulk of theidand of Theralifted out of the sea. Inteb had dressed carfully in his
best whiteflaxen robe, jeweled collar, and gold bracelets, then had sat quietly asthe dave had oiled and combed his
hair. Thiswasto be a gate occason. The captain waswearing a clean tunic aswell, and had made someattempt at a
rough tailet; clotsof blood spotted hisface where he had shaven with a none-too-sharp blade.

"Haveyou sailed herebefore?' Inteb asked.
" Once, lord, many yearsago. Thereisnothing likeit in thewholeworld."
"That | can believe, if thereportsaretrue.”

Theidand wasa green gem rising from the blue sea. Groves of olivetreesand date palmsmarched in ordered rows
down to the shore, with freshly planted fields set between them. The white buildings of the villages could be seen
among thetrees. A fishing village stood on the shore, in a cove with red sand beacheswher e small fishing boatswere
drawn up. For amoment, in agap between the hills, Inteb had a glimpse of a city on ahill far inland, colorful
buildingsrisng one abovethe other. Then the helm was put over asthey headed west around theidand.



" Down sail," the captain ordered.

Therewasan ordered rush at thiscommand. Some of the sailor suntied the lineswher e the bottom cor nets of the
lar ge squar e sail were secured to the siderails; it spilled thewind with a great flapping, and the ship dowed. Others
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had released the hor sehair -and-hemp hawser that ran to the masthead, that had acted asa backstay tothemast. This
ran through a greased holein thetop of the mast. When they had eased off the hawser the sail lowered in great
flapping folds. After it had been tightly wrapped about itsyard, then laid the length of the deck, the captain ordered
that themast be ungtepped and taken down aswell.

"What isthereason for this?" Inteb asked. He had never seen it donebefore at sea.
"Theidand, lord; you'll see." Hewastoo busy to say more, and I nteb restrained hiscuriosity and did not bother him.

M assive oaken wedges kept the mast securein its socket, and they had to be knocked free with heavy mauls. There
was much shouting, aswell asa good deal of cursing in avariety of languages, beforeit waslower ed safely and
secured in place besdethe sail. In the meantime, the ship wallowed in thetroughs of the waveswith a decidedly
uneasy motion that produced equally uneasy sensationsin Inteb's middle. He muttered a quick prayer of thanksto
Horuswhen the men finally clambered back to their rowing seatsand unshipped their oars. They wereunder way
again and turning arocky headland of theidand when a great cleft in the shore cameinto view. It wasasthough a
god had struck it with a giant war-ax and cleaved the soil and stone. Itssidesrose straight up, and deep intotheland
it ran. The captain stood by the steering oar, guiding them around the headland and into the cleft itsalf.

Thethin clear note of a horn sounded above the hissing of the waves asthey broke againgt the stones of the channel
wall. Inteb shaded hiseyeswith hishand and could make out the forms of helmeted soldierson the cliff high above,
dark againgt the sky. L ookouts certainly, to herald the approach of any ships. And morethan that. It took very little
imagination to seethe rows of boulder sthat could belevered over tofall on any unwanted shipsin the channel
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below. There might be buckets of burning pitch, aswell. Atlantis could defend her sdif here.

Another turn and the sharp dliffsfel away suddenly, asthough they had passed a barrier, and the channel became
narrower and very straight. Thereweretilled fields close by on each side, and the peasants sopped work, leaning on
their mattocksto gape at them asthey glided dowly by.

1'A canal?" Inteb asked. The captain nodded, looking ahead and resting one arm over the steering oar.

"So| haveheard said. They brag alot, these Atlant-eans. But it could betrue. That cleft through thehills, they
couldn't have donethat, but this part would be easy enough to dig, given enough timeand men."

Straight asan arrow'sflight the channel ran, towardstherising hillsinland. Therewasno sight of the city now, but
ancther ship cameinto view in the canal ahead. Seeingit, the captain ordered in the oarsand steered for the bank.
Theother ship approached swiftly, until they could clearly seethejutting hor ns above the bow and the glare of the
ydlow eyes painted beneath them. It wasan Atlantean triremea full 40 paceslong, its banks of white oar sdipping
and rising in perfect unison likea great bird'swings. Then it was upon them, sweeping alongside, towering over
them. The drum waslike a heartbeat, the oarsmoving in timewith it. There must have been fifteen or moreoarsin
each bank, far too many to count asthe ship did by. A sailor in the prow looked at them curioudy, asdid two moreon
themast, but otherwisethey could have been invisible. The officers, magnificent in bronze armor st richly with
enamelsand gems, with high plumes on their helmets, ignored them completely. Asdid the fat mer chants sitting
under an awning on the ster n deck, laughing together, lifting golden cupswith jeweled fingers. Wealth and strength
on easy display. The high stern and great steering sweep moved by, then a flurry of foam marked the ship'swake. It
was past and gone, and they rocked in thewavesraised by its passage.
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“Tend off that bank," the captain shouted, and the ship wasunder way again. He pointed ahead. " There, lord, you see
why we unstepped themast."”

A black hole opened up in the hillsde beforethem. The canal ran intoit and vanished. Therowersbecame awar e of it,
too, and looked over their shoulder sand muttered together and missed the beat. The captain raised both fistsover his
head and sworeat them in a har sh voice that could have been heard thelength of the ship during the most savage



sorm.

" Sons of nosalesswhor es, lice upon the stinking hide of beetlesin a sun-blown corpse! Tend your rowingor I'll flay
every one of you alive and makea sail of your poxy skins. Weare coming to atunne, no more. | have been through it
and it runsgtraight, but isnarrow. Watch your rowing or you'll be breaking oars, or worse. We'll be through
quickly enough if you don't fear thedark."

Theblack mouth swallowed them up. It wasmost frightening for the men who wer erowing becausethey saw the
tunnel entrancefall behind them and grow smaller, all light vanishing with it. The earth could be engulfing them, the
underworld consuming them. The beat of the drum echoed from therock around them, rolling and fading with the
sound of thunder.

From therear deck, thefar entrancewasclear oncetheir eyes grew accustomed to the darkness; a bright beckoning
disc. The captain steered for it, shouting encour agement to hismen, but stopped when his voice echoed back like mad
laughter.

The moments of entombment passed quickly enough, and they did out into the sunlight again, amused at their fears
now that the tunnd was behind them. Inteb blinked in thelight, and all but gaped at this scenethey had bur st upon so
suddenly.

They had entered acircular and land-locked lagoon. Inteb realized for thefirst timethe complexity of theidand.
Therawasreally a hollow mountain, perhapsan ancient
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volcano that vomited out itslava and left an empty center for the ocean tofill. But therewasacircular reef within the
crater—they had penetrated it in thetunnd. And here, at the heart of everything, lay alagoon. It wasrimmed by low
hillson all sidesthat ran down in gentle lopesto thewater. Grapesgrew richly in this sheltered bowl, and the green
shoots of the spring-sown cropswer e already high. Porticoed villasaswell assmpler dwellings wer e half shielded
by thetall trees. In thelagoon was an idand, connected by bridgesto the shore, almost filling it so that the lagoon
became a moat of surrounding water. Moored on thisidand werethe ships of Atlantis, row after row of them, almost
too many to count. Triremesand beaked war ships, fat-bdlied merchantmen and swift galleys. Behind the shipswere
the busy docks and war ehouses, while beyond them rose up the hill and the citadd that Inteb had only glimpsed for a
moment from the sea.

Thiswasthe metropolisand royal city of Atlantis.

Therowerssopped, gaped, the ship drifted, and I nteb felt the same awe and wonder that they did. Up the Sde of the
conical hill the buildings climbed in wave after wave of color, tier upon tier of neat three-storied cubical mansions.
They werefaced with decor ativetilesin a dizzy mixture of blue and whiteand red, luridly trimmed with shiny
horizontal bands of precious metals, roofed with sparkling white cupolas. All of these nestled at thefoot of the palace
that held mastery of the summit, itslengthy bulk colorful and dazzling in the sun. Brilliant red pillars, tapering
downward in the Atlantean style, rose aboverank after rank of stepped-back loggias. Therooflineand porticoed state
entrance wer e ador ned with outsized bull-horn emblems, glinting a blazing metallic red. They wer e sheathed with
orichalc, that noblealloy of gold and cppper.

4'"Who arc you and what isyour businesshere?'' a, hoaist voice called out in bad Egyptian. " Speak!"
Inteb looked down over therail at a guard boat which 31

had approached unseen whilethey were gawking at the city. A dozen rowersdumped over their oarsand on the high
stern deck werearmored and greaved warriors, aswdl asan official in awhite but badly stained smock. He had some
bronze badge of office about hisneck that wasalmost completely hidden by a straggling gray beard. Hishead was
bald and sun-reddened, and he squinted up out of a single eye, the other being only araw wound in hishead. Ashe
opened hismouth Inteb spokefirst, leaning over therail so hisjewelsand gold bracelets could be seen. Hehad heard
Atlantean davestalking in Mycenae and the language was not too differ ent from Mycenaean, so he spokein that
tongue.

"'l am Inteb of the household of Thuthmosisthe Third, Pharaoh of Upper and L ower Egypt. | comehereat hisbidding
to bring hiswordsto your master. Now you will speak.”

Therewas morethan a hint of anger in these closing wordsand it had the desired effect. The man abased himsdlf as
best he could on thetiny deck, whiletrying tolook up at the sametime.



"Welcome, welcome, lord, to these water sand to these sacred precincts and the court of Atlaswho isking of
Atlantis, master of Theraand Crete, Milos, losand Astypalea and all theidandswithin a day'ssail, and of all these
shipsin thesewaters. If you will follow, | will lead you to a berth for your ship."

Hemuttered somethingto hisrowers, and the guard boat darted away with the Egyptian ship following dowly behind.
Around theidand they went, towardswhat appear ed to beanother tunnd. Only when they had entered it did they see
that it wasa channd cut through theland and roofed over with heavy timbers. Barsof sunlight lanced down from
uar e openingsin thewooden celling above. The captain pointed up at them.

“More defenses. They have bouldersup there, right at
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the edge. A ship tryingto get through here getsholed and sunk/'

Thispassagewas shorter than thefirst tunnd, and the other end was close at hand. From abovethey could hear the
rumble of chariot whedsand the clatter of hooves and stamping feet. Then they emerged into yet another ringlike
body of water that sat likeamoat around theidet that wasthe heart of Thera. They tied up at a mooring where great
sepsof black and red stoneled down into thewater. Standing above it was a color ful wooden canopy, shidding the
landing from the sun. It was painted a bright crimson, and in the center apair of enormous, gilded bull'shorns
stretched out, stylized like those atop the palace building. Inteb saw thewaiting ranks of warriorsand thelitter chair
and knew that theword of hisarrival had been passed swiftly ahead. Asthe mooring lineswerethrown, he spoketo
the captain.

" Break out the giftsfrom Pharaoh and have davesbring them after me. Don't let morethan half your men ashore at
onetime. If you must drink and whoreyour sdif let it be known aboard whereyou are.”

"How long will it be beforewe sail, lord?"
"I don't know. Dayssurdy. | will send a messenger when | am ready.”

Morehornsroared likethe god of bullfrogswhen Inteb stepped ashor e, blending with thethunder of great wooden
drumswith the hides of bullsacrosstheir ends. Hewasbowed to and led to the palanquin, which waslifted by eight
daves as soon as he was seated. Therewererunning soreson their shoulderswherethe poles cut, and their skins
dripped with sweat asthey climbed the winding steps up the hill, but Inteb noticed none of this. Hewaslooking at the
peopleand the buildings of thiscity so different than any he had ever seen before. Thebeswasgrander, but ina
different way. Atlantiswasa clash of color that almost hurt the eyes, of brilliant paintings on white plaster that
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made a jungle of unreal birdsand leaves. Therewereliving creaturesin thisjungle aswell, bluish-furred monkeys
climbing on therooftopsand por ches. I nteb had seen these strangely human beasts before, but never ones of that
color. From wheredid the Atlanteansimport them? Other animalstoo, donkeysbearing loads, catswatching from
the open windows. Mogt curious of all wer ethe eephants, which seemed to roam at will. They weretotally unlikethe
great African war dephantsthat he knew; thesewere assmall ashorsesand far lighter of skin. The people made
way for them and occasionally would reach out to touch their thick hidesfor luck or for blessing.

Then they were on the summit of the acropalis, and the soaring white masonry walls of the palacerose before him in
amajesty that did indeed rival that of Egypt. Ashischair touched the pavement, thelofty state door s of bronze svung
open and hewas bowed through by servitorsin royal bluerobes.

Within was a vast colonnaded hall lined on both sdeswith ranks of ebony-black Nubian guards, another Egyptian
export, holding upright spearsand dressed in leopard skins. Ahead, another great hall that ended in a broad
stairway, all dimly lit with soft light that filtered down from clerestories above. Therewas chantingin the distance
and the smdl of incense and a half silence broken only by the bur den-heavy steps of the daveswho followed him.
Strolling by were dim-hipped men, dressed in tight-fitting short garments, who looked at him as curioudy ashedid
at them. On thewallswer e fr escoes of these same youths clutching the horns of charging bulls, dancing in the air
abovethem. More paintings of odd fish and many-armed squid, aswell aswaving underwater plants—then flowersand
birds. Women passed, as strangdly attractive asthe men, wearing many-colored skirtsarranged in tiers, tiny hats
perched high on their eaboratdy curled and combed hair, their bare breastsfull and cupped out beforethem, nipples
tinted blue. Therewere other women whowere
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dressed for the hunt; theroyal hunting preserve waswell known, and they would be on their way there. They wore
calf-high leather bootsthat werebrightly painted, and short green skirtsending abovetheknee and held at thewaist
by awide, bronze-studded leather belt. A supporting strap from each side of the belt crossed in the middle of the chest
and passed over each shoulder. Sincethey woreno upper gar ments, thisserved to outlinetheir bare breastsand draw
attention to them. Inteb thought it dightly disgusting. Then therewas sunlight again asthey emerged into the
rooflessmegaron at the heart of the palace.

Word of Inteb'sarrival must just havereached King Atlas, who appear ed to be holding court, seated on a high-backed
alabaster throne against the far mural beyond the hearth. Clerkswith clay tabletswere being hurried from his
presence whilea prisoner in wooden fetter swas being pushed out by hisarmored guards. Inteb drew back intothe
shadows until the disorder ceased, to makea proper entrance as befitted hisrank and mission. The prisoner, naked
except for abreechclout, was bruised and filthy with caked-on blood. One of hisguardsthumped him in theribswith
thepomme of hissword to move him fagter, and the prisoner sumbled, then looked back over hisshoulder to curse
theman.

Inteb stood stunned and unmoving.
It was Ason, son of Perimedes, prince of Mycenae.
Thistimetheguard hit harder and Ason dumped and was half dragged from theatrium.

3B
4

"Thisisavery finewine, my dear Inteb," King Atlassaid, patting him on thearm at the sametime, asthough to
assure him of thetruth of thewor ds he spoke, hisfingersringed and jeweled, fat and white and swollen likethick
sausages. " It isfrom thefidds on the south slopes behind Knossos. The skinsareleft in the ferment to providethat
rich purpleaswdl astheindescribableflavor. It must bethinned by water ten times, that ishow strong it is."

Thetall amphora, half ashigh asa man, wastilted so thewinewould pour out dowly, not taking with it too much of
theail that floated on itssurfaceto seal it from theair. A beaten golden bowl decor ated with scenes of the capture of a
wild bull wasfilled part way, then one of the serving daves bent over it with a spongeto sop up the golden globules of
oliveail. Only then wasit placed on thelow table beside Atlaswho, ashonor to hisguest who sat at hisright hand,
pour ed the cool water into it himsdf and then filled a cup for Inteb, who sSpped and nodded.

" A pleasuretodrink, royal Atlas, and doubly pleasurabletaken from your own hands."

'"You shall have somefor Pharaoh. Ten amphorae—no, twenty—a mor e significant number and onewith greater
power."

Atlasnodded, smiling, and sipped at hiswine, pleased with himsef. A great, quaking jelly mountain. Asayoung man,
I nteb knew, he had been a bold sailor, taking his ship to the Golden Horn and into the Eastern Sea beyond, and up the
river Danubethat ran intoit, further yet tothe north wherethetreesgrew high and closetogether and blocked out
the sky. Where men fought with stonesand wer e covered with fur and had tailslikeanimals, or soit wassaid. If that
bold warrior was hidden somewher einsde the present bulk, therewasno sign of hisexistence. Rolls
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of doughy flesh, white asthat of a drowned cor pse, hung like wattles below hisneck and drooped from hisforearms.
Hewas hairless as a shaven priest, lacking even eyebrows and eyelashes, and hiseyes, almost hidden behind the
swelling fat, wer e of a color between green and blue. Hismouth smiled alot, though hiseyesnever did. Hislipsdrew
back into red-painted bows, disclosing a dark mouth containing only a few browned sumpsof teeth. Asafinal touch,
asthough the gods had shaped thisman in some mysterioushumor of their own, hischeek and one ear were colored
an inflamed reddish purple, though luckily thiswas hisleft side, now facing away from Inteb. He must have surely
been one of the bravest, when young, to have survived with these multiple marks of heavenly displeasure upon him. In
Egypt, even though of noblebirth, hewould never havelived, but would have been cagt adrift on the Nile soon after
birth for the most sacred crocodilesto diminate.

"Tel meof Egypt,” Atlassaid, looking dyly out of the corner s of his eyes, then quickly away.
I nteb was sipping hiswine, and he smacked hislipsloudly afterward to show hispleasure. And thought quickly. Just

because thisman was aswhite-lar ded asa sacrificial swinedid not mean that histhoughtswer efatty too; he had
ruled the sea empirefor three decades. Few men had ever donethat. He knew something, or he guessed something,



which meant that truth would bethe best concealment. Inteb waswel versed in court intrigue and took pleasurein
dippingintoit once again after all thedesert years.

"1 donot havemuch totell, royal Atlas, | have been traveling and have not seen my homefor many months."
"Really? Very intriguing. You mugt tell me of these travels"

" They would boreyou, for | wasamong barbariansmuch of thetime."

"Tdl mein any case, for therearepleasuresand in-37

terests everywhere. Rough winesare good on the hunt, fresh-killed boar finewhen roasted over acampfire” The
cold eyesflicked sideways again. " Y oung boyswith sweet round bottoms good anywher e, hey? And big-bellied,
big-breasted girlsalmost asgood.”

Inteb had speared up amorsd of meat with hisgolden fork, dipped it into the savory sauce and was chewing on it. The
truth, therewasno way to avoid it.

1 'Mog of the monthswer e spent in rock-girt Mycenae on an errand for my Pharaoh/'
"Building their walls high to battle Atlantis, Inteb?"
Hedid know, Inteb thought, and hasbeen leading me on.

" Surely not to fight Atlantis, great Atlas, who rulesthe seas and the shoreswherever shewishesto venture. You can
certainly havenointerest in thismiserabletribe on a sun-baked rock, who rear up wallsonly for battlewith the
other tribesand squabbling villages. But you know of thisalready. Y ou mugt have the godlike eyes of Horus."

" No, only spieswho can be bought for goat droppings. Y ou would be surprised of theword they bringme."

" After thegloriesof thiscourt, nothing could surpriseme," Inteb said, bowing his head as he spoke. Atlaslaughed
and seized up an entireroast chicken, dripping with honey.

"Your Pharaoh iswdl served, Inteb. | wish | had men in this court who would do my bidding just aswell." Hetorethe
chicken in half with a single pull, then chewed while he talked, bits of meat falling from hislips, honey running down
his chin. " Perimedes can sting like a hor s&fly. Y our Pharaoch waswiseto buy him off with great wallsand gatesthat
Mycenae sown daveshad tolabor to build. His shipsraid elsewher e now because of this."

" But not in Atlantean water s?"

" Of coursenot—I did not say hewas stupid. So | am not troubled by your laborsin Mycenae. Though | surdy hope
you bathed well after leaving that cesspit. ..."
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" And anointed mysdlf with sweet oilsand burned the soiled clothing | used ther e before venturing to mighty Atlas
court.°

They both laughed at this, and I nteb fet relieved—but till on hisguard. Theyoung Atlaswho had been captain and
warrior was still concealed inside the gross bulk beside him, the only sign of his presence the coldness of thosetiny
eyes. But now he wielded mor e weaponsthan smpleforce of arms; therewasa smell of intrigue about the megar on of
Atlantisthat wasfaint, yet clearly detectable. Therich merchantsand shipownerslolled at ease on the
cushion-cover ed stone benches set against the walls of the room, beneath a colorful and realistic fresco of sportive
dolphins. They bent forward casually to takeadrink or abite of food from the tables placed before them, calling aloud
to each other. Yet they were never relaxed. Likelionsresting after the hunt and thekill, they were ill ready to
pring up again at any ingant. And all thetimethey talked, their eyesmoved about so they would miss nothing,
returning time and again to the bulk of Atlason histhrone against the wall, the center of concern for them all.

Thehead clerk from the archiveswasreading alist of royal receiptsto theking, speaking loudly enough for all to
hear. No court poet in rich Atlantis, but a clerk instead to chroniclethelarder.

" ...and threeewers, six tripod cauldrons, and threewinejars, ail, barley, olives, figs, stores of wheat, livestock, wine
and honey; all these gifts of the mer chant, strong Mattis, just returned from alengthy voyage/"

Themerchant referred to—strong must have meant hisappetite, because hewasround asa meon—stood and bowed



towar dsthe king, who raised hiswine cup in salute. Thelist went on.

" Then six wine-mixing goblets, three boiling pans, one ladle, two firetongs, eleven tables, five chairs, fifteen
footgtools. ..."
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It wasendless, and Inteb paid no heed, although the other slistened with half an ear, nodding when something out of
the or dinary was mentioned. M or e food was brought to them in pretty dishes, thelatest of many. First had been the
flying things, tiny grilled birdsjust a mouthful each, aswell aslarger fowl, then meat from the chase. Now the ocean
was giving up her bounty: blue-black musselsin their shells, squid in their own ink, tiny grilled fishes, great boiled
ones, Fish wasa great favoritein this sea kingdom—and almost as attractive asthe women. The guestsfound their
attention divided. Some Atlantean women dined hereaswell, their barebreastsalittle sticky at timesfrom the
appreciative car esses of the diners. They were almost forgotten now asthe seafood cour sesarrived.

While Inteb waslooking at the diners, examining them, herealized suddenly that he wasbeing watched in the same
manner himsalf by the youth who sat to hisright: Themis, Atlas third son. Inteb smiled into hiswine cup and felt
himsdf already being enmeshed in theintrigues of thiscourt.

Themiswas a handsome youth and obvioudy knew it. Sim hipped and wide shouldered in the Atlantean tradition, he
wor e thetight, short wrappings about hisloinsthat showed the muscles of hislegsto their best advantage. His chest
was bare, smooth and hairless, yet strongly muscled aswell. Despitethis proudly displayed strength therewasa
sensitivity to hisface, thethin, arched nose and full lips, that showed he wasless of the animal and more of his
father'sson. A hammered-gold band held back hisstraight, dark hair and disclosed a well-formed forehead. When he
caught Inteb'seye, heraised hisdrinking beaker in greeting.

"You seem to be examining our court with critical eyes, lord Inteb. | imagineit must befar inferior to thefabled
gloriesand wealth of Egypt that you are so used to?"

"1 am more used to dung and rancid il of late—but you misunder stood. That wasadmiration in my eyes, even
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wonder. Without speakingill of Egypt | can still say that your city, thispalace, areamiracleto behold. Your
paintingsalmost shock my eyes. Welikeorder in our art and fed secure and rested by the formsand decorationswe
know. But your paintersdrown mein a sea of birds, flowers, plants, animals, fish—thereisno end to thevariety. And
there, those bull leapers, | fed they could spring down from thewall and turn cartwheelsat my feet, or that great
mottled bull might leap and goreme.”

"You have seen the bull dancersthen?"
"Never. | hopeto someday. You areabull leaper your sdf?"

"You can tell?* Themislaughed and shrugged his shoulder s so his muscles moved smoothly under his skin, well
conscious of Inteb'sadmiring eyesupon him. " And morethan that. | am thefirst boxer in thiscity."

" | do not know of this; even theword isstrangetome.”

" Then you must seethisnoble sport beforeyou leave. Imagine, two warriors, stripped, with their bodies glowing with
oil. They face each other, solid leather wrappings about their figts, strike and defend themselves from blowsthat
would kill an ordinary man." Themisdrank somewine, then picked up the conical beaker from thelow table before
him. " Do you know thisgame?" he asked, shaking the beaker so that it rattled loudly, then upendingiit.

"Wehaveit in Egypt, though perhapstherulesaredifferent.”

Themislifted the beaker to reveal thethreedice.

" A sx, athreeand atwo, not bad. Therulesaresimple enough. The highest number wins. The best you can get isan
Aphrodite, three sixes, and the lowest isa dog, all the ones. Shall we play?"

Before Inteb could answver he became awar ethat King Atlaswas addressng him, and heturned to him as quickly as
any other would in that great room.

" Look, my dear Inteb, haveyou ever seen a more unwholesome sight than that?"
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Inteb looked at the prisoner who stood before Atlas. Wooden shacklesweighted hisarmsand legs; aguard stood on
ether sdeof him. Battered, filthy, bloody, naked, aruin of aman. Ason, son of Perimedes, prince of Mycenae.

For the entire evening Inteb had been preparing himsdf for this. That single glimpse of Ason that he had had,
unknown to Atlas, had warned him of what would surely come. He knew that Atlaswould never resst the opportunity
to paradethisprisoner, whom Inteb would surely know, from the city he had left so recently. So Inteb'sreaction was
no sudden thing, but had been car efully consdered and weighed. He looked Ason up and down, and hisexpression did
not changein the dightest.

"It appearsto be Ason, son of Perimedes. I sthere any reason why a man of noblerank isbeing treated in this
manner, great Adas?"

Silence followed instantly asthe smile oozed away from Atlas lipsand hisface sank into cold and deadly lines. He
stared at Inteb, hisgaze asfixed asthat of a poisonous serpent. Inteb looked back no less steadily. Atlaswas Atlantis
and ruled supremely—but Inteb wasan Egyptian, sent in friendship by Pharaoh, and areminder of thiswasnot out of
order. Egypt wasat peacewith both Atlantisand Mycenae and was above any differencesthey might have. Atlas
seemed to realizethis, too, because he did not speak at once. When hedid the smile had returned ever so dightly.
Therewas, however, nothing except cold hatred in hiseyes.

" Noble? Noble cock on a mountain of stable sweepings per haps, but nothing in the eyes of Atlantis, my little
Egyptian. Yes, heisof that quarredsomehill tribethat wetalked about earlier. ..."

-* You—here!" Ason said in a cracked voice, recognizing Inteb for thefirst time. " Traitor. ..." Hetried toleap
forward but was pulled back and for ced to hiskneesby the
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guards. Atlasrumbled with laughter, hisbulk quivering with the strength of it.

" Dolook, Inteb. Thecreaturedoesnot even under stand what you say, that you attempt to takeitsside. That wasvery
brave of you, I nteb, but you waste your bravery on something likethis. Filth-ridden barbarians”

" Asgood asyour get of pigs!" Ason shouted, coughing, writhing in the grip of the guards.

Theroom roared with laughter. Thisdisplay wastoo funny for words, and even Inteb smiled dightly to show that he
was ascivilized asthey wer e, enough to appreciate a good joke. Atlantisand Egypt, they werecivilization, art and
culture, completely different from the animal people outside their gateswho scratched in thedirt for their food with
pointed sticksand who wereinferior in every way. Perhapstherockpile of Mycenaewaslord of the other rock-piles
and dungheaps—but that meant nothing here. With every angry word from hismouth Ason proved them correct, and
they laughed thelouder, and Inteb had to smileaswell.

"Kill. .. Ason spluttered.
"Kill swineaslong asthey arenot armed or armored,” Themisshouted, and they laughed anew.

" Good asany dog digging in the garbage heap," someone called out, and through thelaughter Ason tried toturnto
face hisnew tormentor, grating histeeth in frustrated anger.

"You. . .all of you. . .whoresond With my sword, I'll kill...."

"Sword?" Themisraised hiseyebrowsin mock astonishment. " Wewould give you a sword—but how would you hold
it with your paws?"

Thelaughter was overwheming now, and Ason tried to shout over it but hisvoice could not be heard, and the sight of
hisworking mouth and blood-engor ged face only sent them into greater par oxysms of pleasure.
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It ended suddenly. One of the daves, bearing a great glazed bowl of fish stew, passed down therow of diners. Ason,
fettered and bound as hewas, managed to get hislegsunder him and, asthe dave passed, he sprang forward
dragging hisguardswith him. The davewent down, the bow! struck and burst asunder, drenching Themiswith its
burning contents. Slave and guar dstangled together, and from their midst Ason bur &, falling acrossthe low table,
crushing it with hisweight and reaching asfar ashe could to lock hisfingersonto Themis neck.



Therewas shocked silence for an instant—then shouts of outrage bur<t out. Thetwo guardskicked the dave aside
and seized Ason, clubbing at him, tryingto pry hisfingersfrom Themis throat, wher ethey were sunk deep into the
flesh. AlImost unconscious, Ason still gripped tighter, until a wildly swung sword pomme caught him in thetemple,
and he shook all over and was <till. Then hewas dragged face down out onto thefloor and one of the guardsheld his
short sword in both hands, blade down, and raised it high in the air to plunge the point down between Ason's
shoulderblades.

"Wait," ahoarsevoicesaid, and the blow stopped.
Themisstood up, rubbing at histhroat while gobbets of fish fell from his stained clothing.
“Heisnot going to diethat easly. He attacked me, so heisminetokill. Am | right, father ?"

Atlasdrank hiswineand dismissed the entire matter with awave of hishand. The entertainment was over, and he had
had hisfill of the hill barbarian. Themisturned to I nteb, ill shaking with fury.

"You asked about boxing. Tomorrow | will demonstratethisskill to you. In the open arena, in fair combat, | am going
to beat thiscreatureto death beforeyour eyes."
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5

Ason awoketo darkness, not knowing if it werenight or day in the black hole where he had been imprisoned: not
caring. Thevariousachesin hisbody had now merged into one gigantic pain of outrageous proportionsthat seemed
to be centered about hishead. When he started to Sit up the agony leapt upon him like a waiting animal, dropping him
back to the unyidlding stonefloor. The next time hetried hewas more car eful. He now knew the pain asan enemy he
would defeat. Heran hishandsover hisbody and could find no new wounds, or rather none of any importance. Then,
with utmost care, hetouched hisfingersto the throbbing pain in histemple, to the contused swelling there.

Now he could remember, the banquet, the taunting— the attack upon the most annoying of those buzzing insects. He
smiled into the darkness. The head waswell worth it; what a pleasureit had been to lock hisfingersintothat throat.

It wasnight. It mugt be night if hewereimprisoned in the same place he had been before. The acrid reek of dung was
in hisnose. The same place, the bull pens. Thelion of Mycenaetrapped in the stables of the bull of Atlantis. But not
dead yet. He dragged himsdlf painfully acrossthefloor to thetrough of running water in therear. It was cool and he
buried hisfacein it, then hisentire head, holding his breath aslong as he could whileit leeched away some of the
pain. Then, a bit at atime, he managed to work himsdf up until he was sitting with hisback against the cool stone
wall.

Hemust have dept in this position, because mor e time passed, and when he opened his eyes again therewasaring of
light about the great wooden door and he could hear the scraping of the bar sbeing pulled back. Therewastimeto
close hiseyesand shield them with hisarm beforethe
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light lanced in asthedoor swung open. Heavy military sandalstramped in and he blinked up at the dim formsthat
stood over him. Therewasno point in resisting now, and he per mitted himself to be hauled to hisfeet and to be
dragged from the pen. Death was very close; hewonder ed vaguely why hewas till alive after thislength of time. But
thepain in hishead destroyed all capacity for thought and he went wherehewasled.

What happened next was most surprising. He had heard of the Atlantean baths—many storiesweretold of the
wonder s of thiscity. But thisoneat least proved to betrue. Well guarded, with two armed men beforeand two after
him, and one on each arm, hewastaken to a lustrous chamber wherelight filtered in through clerestoried openings
in thewallshigh above. A terra-cottatub, higher at one end than the other, stood in an honored placein the center of
thefloor. An attendant cameforward bowing and waving him towar dsthe tub whilethe guardsdrew back tothe
entrance.

"Here, dr, if you please, usethisstep." Hestripped Ason'sloincloth off with practiced skill and held hisarm while
hedimbed into theempty tub and sat down. The attendant clapped hishands sharply and adavebrought in an
immensejar of water, freshly heated and steaming, and set it in the holein the clay counter next to thetub. With a
dipper the bath attendant poured water over Ason in soothing streams, hiswords coming as steadily asthe water.



"Water, such perfect water. Atlantisisblessed with flowing springsthat are guided close by through channelsand
pipes, awonder to behold. Hot springsand cold, sir, which areblended here.”

Therewasa spongein anichein thewall which he used to scrub Ason with, ever so gently, removing thedirt and
clotted blood, then pouring morewater over him asarinse. Thewater cleansed Ason'swounds, and hisacheswere
washed away along with the caked-on filth. He stood
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when hewasingructed, climbed out to lieupon a cool dab of sonewher ethe attendant poured scented ail onto his
skin and hair and worked it in with supplefingers. The soreness was kneaded from his muscles while mor e oil was
applied to the gill-open cuts. Under thistreatment, thewor & of the pain had ebbed away by thetimethe man began to
shave him with a sharp obsdian blade, and he was half adegp when someone else samped into the chamber and stood
over him. Ason opened hiseyesto see a face of unsurpassed ugliness. The nose had been broken, appar ently many
times, one eyewas almost closed by scar tissue, both earstorn away aswell aspart of thelower lip, sothat theman's
clamped teeth peeked through. Hishair wasgray and cropped short enough toreveal even morescars.

" Do you know about boxing?" the man asked in a har sh voicethat exactly matched theface. Ason blinked, then
shook hishead no: hehad noidea of what the man wastalking about.

"No. | didn't think one of your kind would. Then you had better listen to old Aiasand everything he says. L earn fast.
If you don't make a good show out there, last awhile beforeyou arekilled, it will be my head aswell. Do you hear me,
stranger ?"

Ason did not bother to answer thistime but closed hiseyesinstead. A sudden agony of pain lanced through him and
hesat up, pushing the attendant to thefloor, clutching hisside and expecting to see a gaping wound there. Nothing
wasVvisible except areddening area of skin. Aiassmiled down at him—an ugly sight with the hanging flap of lip—and
clenched onegreat fist and held it out.

"That isboxing. Your first lesson. In boxing the hands ar e closed to makefistsand with your fistsyou hit the other
man. In the arena you will havetheleather saround your fiststo makethem harder and to protect the knuckles,
which break easily." Hisown wereknobbed, scarred, and deformed. " There are many good placesto hit aman, but |
have no timeto show them all to you. For you it will
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bebes totry for themiddle of the body or the head. Now—stand and makeafist and hit me."
“Givemeasword and I'll hit you."

" No swords here, mountain man. Thiswill be done the Atlantean way, and you will bekilled with great style by
Themis, whoisamaster of thissport.”

Hisfigt lashed out suddenly and caught Ason alight but painful blow on the point of hisjaw, rocking back hishead
and sending the pain surging through it again. Roaring with anger, Ason jumped for the man, swinging a power ful
blow that the boxer easily ducked.

"No, not likethat; you're not hacking with a sword. Throw your fist asif you werethrowing a spear. Better, better,
but <till not good enough. Don't leave your salf so exposed sothat | can do this. Hurt, didn't it? Themiswill doworse. |
hear that you poured hot food on him and tried to throttle him. Themisisnot a man to take an insult likethat lightly.
Hewill butcher you, mountain man."

Ason backed off, hisfists still before him, still wary.
1 '|sthat the man who wishesto fight me? Isn't he a son of Atlas?"

"Heis. But also a mighty boxer, which ismoreimportant to you at thistime. Do you wish to dieout therelikea
qguaking daveor likeaman?"

"I wish tokill Themis. Show memore."
Therewastoo much to learn—and notimeto learn it in. The guar dslooked on and laughed while Ason pursued the

sguat form of the boxer about the chamber, flapping and swinging hisarmslike a crane' swings, getting littleresult
for all hiseffortsother than an occasional lazy blow to hisribs. But the exer cise had cleared hishead, and when the



boxer left he poured ajugful of water over hishead, laughing when hisguards cursed at thewater dopping about
their feet. He made no protestswhen hewas once moredried and rubbed with ail. The attendant dressed himin a
high-waisted, tight-fitting breechclout of layered
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leather, then strapped on boots of the ssme hard leather that reached up to midcalf. Therewere no manaclesthis
time, but all the guardshad their swords out when they led him from the chamber.

" Put up your swords,"* he said to them. " We have the same destination. | wish to meet your wor m-infested princein
combat.”

He meant what he said. Hewould have preferred to fight with bronze dagger or sword, even thewar-ax these
Atlanteansfavored. But a weapon wasjust the meansto the end; it wasthe battle he lusted after. Therewasno
thought of defeat—or rather therewasalwaysthe thought of death. It wasnot to befeared or welcomed, but was
eternally there. You killed the man who fought you. If you wounded him deeply hewould diein any case, soit wasonly
right to finish the battlethat had been started. When two men fought; one died. Sometimes both of them. The weapon
was of noimportance. Thebattlewas.

For Ason theworld wasa simple place and his pleasur es equally smple. He seized the opportunitiesthat life
presented just asthey came, taking the same shar p pleasur e from the hunt and spearing of awild boar asfrom the
possession and embr ace of awoman. Both wer e over with quickly. He always had good friendsto drink with, who
would fight beside him. It wasin battle that he found the greatest pleasure of all. Nor wasther e any shortage of
conflict in the Argolid. Ason's earliest memorieswer e of screaming men outside thewalls, of wounded men, dead
men, and of blood-drenched bronze swords. Hisfirst toy had been a small sword—and it wasnot atoy. Hehad not had
it aday when he had chased and killed a shoat and brought its bedraggled body to hisfather in triumph. Soon there
waslarger and mor e danger ous gameto pursue, and finally, after he had come of age, the most danger ous game of
all. Hehad a spear, and he had poked it in utvdet thelip of an Epidaurian helmet and through theman's
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eye. Hisonly reaction had been surprise at how easily the man had died, far easier than some of the stag he had
killed.

Women found him attractive, asdid men. Hisblue eyeswereclear, hisskin unwrinkled. Hisbrown hair and beard,
when trimmed and combed asthey wer e now, wer e very much the color of amber. If hisnosewasdightly large, it was
no more a deformity than the beak of a hawk, which it did resemble. Histeeth werewhite and sound; they could be
little else on the smple Mycenaean diet. A jagged scar across his chin was one with itsmany fellowsthat lay a white
tracery over histanned body. In the past he had walked—and run—for aday and night, and had till been abletodo
battle at the end of that time. He had the musclesfor it, smooth, tough musclesthat moved easily under hisskin, that
werenot knotted and protuberant likethose of men well past their prime, that hewasinteligent could not be doubted.
In that hewaslike hisfather, Perimedes. But he used hiswit only to enable him to fight better. He never thought to
guestion at all why hewasfighting. Some day he would have to, when Perimedeswas dead and he wasking of
Mycenae, but asyet he had no reason to. Now therewasanother battle ahead, and hewalked to it aseasly ashe had
walked to any other conflict during histwenty-oneyearsof life. —

" Stand her e/ one of the guards or dered asthey seized him by hisarms. Therewas an arched opening ahead, through
which he could see alar ge courtyard covered with sand. Then the scarred boxer came up carrying a large handful of
leather straps.

At that same moment afar-off rumbling sounded, asif some monstrousanimal stirred deep in the earth. It shook the
ground beneath their feet. The wallsmoved, columnsquivered, and bits of plaster twinkled down in dusty motes.

Ason jumped forward, towar dsthe safety of the open air outside. Strong hands grabbed and pulled him back.
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" Don't befrightened, mountain man, you'renot dead yet." The guardslaughed while Aias began to lace the leather
strapsaround Ason'shandsin apracticed manner. " Atlantisistoo well built to fall down when Poseidon
Earthshaker causesallittlerumblingin theterrestrial guts. You'll liveto fight Themisand he will kill you, so your
moment of destiny is not quiteyet."

Their obviouslack of fear relaxed Ason for the moment. He knew that many of theseidands had quakesthat threw
the buildings down, even flows of molten rock that burs from the ground and buried them. These irringsin the



ground must not berareif they thought so little of it. He watched while hisfistswere sealed in a casing of thin
leather. Then alead plate wasfitted and bent into place over hisfingersand knuckles, secured therewith a broad
band of thicker leather.

"It'scalled thehammer," Aiassaid ashe put ancther strip of lead into place on the other fist. " Even with leather fists
it takes sometimetokill aman. Thisiswhen thehammer isused.” Shrill horns sounded from outsideand he
hurried tofinish thewrappings. ' That'sthesgnal. They want you now. Diewell, mountain man. Many would
congder it an honor tofall beforethefistsof a prince of Atlantis" Hesmiled atwisted grin ashe said it.

Ason'shands hung heavily, as clumsy asdumb hooves. He looked at them and thudded them together. Hewould have
preferred other weapons, but thesewould haveto do.

"Out," oneof theguardsordered, sepping forward and prodding Ason in the back with hissword.

Without turning, Ason swung one of hisfistsbehind him into the man'smiddle. The guard gasped and folded over,
hissword clattering onto the sone flags. Befor ethe others could move, Ason walked forward, alone, intothe arena.

The courtyard wasimmense. The palace surrounded it on three sdes, whilethefourth was cut off by alow wall with a
drop of somekind beyond. A large Sairway broke
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the central wall, flanked by bright red wooden pillarsthat werewider at thetop than on the bottom. Morepillars
framed the balconies and openings above, many of them adorned at the top with the gleaming golden double ax of
Atlantis. A colorful crowd, both women and men, wereat all the balcony and window openings, but Ason wasonly
digantly awar e of them. What he saw werethe sword and ax men around thewall of the courtyard, near every
doorway. And the man who stood alone on the sand.

Themis. Dressed just as Ason was, and shining with oil—with hisfistshanging at hissidesin swollen clubs. He
garted towar ds Ason, pacing dowly, and Ason went to meet him.

"1 shall not talk to you, just kill you," Themissaid and swung hisfist.

Ason jumped backward, lessening the for ce of the blow so that it bounced from hisshoulder. He swung hisown fist in
return, amighry blow that would havekilled a bull had it connected. But it whigtled, harmless, in theair as Themis
dodged it.

Then bright pain shot through Ason'sside, and he sprawled helplessy back onto the sand. Therewasthe distant
roar of voices.

" Stand up," Themissaid. 'That was only the beginning."
Ason rose shakily and the dow butchery began.

Blow after terribleblow struck him, bruised him, shattered him. He could not hit the wavering form of Themis, nor
could hereach him. just once hefel forward and managed to clutch the other man, to strikea single heavy blow in
hisside, then hewas hurled away and the hammering attack to head, arms, body, chest, went on. Ason had no way of
measuring thetime; it waslong, just long, and still he swung ineffectually, and the clublike blows struck in return.
Blood ran from hisfaceinto hiseyesand was salty in hismouth. Blood covered most of hisbody, and the yellow sand
stuck to it when hefell. Then ablow
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struck him down, even harder than the others, hit in themiddle of hisbody and paralyzed him so he could only lie
therelikeafish on the shore, gasping for air. Themisturned to the king and the crowd watching above.

"Thisisthesport," heshouted. " Every blow struck whereit wasintended and in the manner desired. But that is over.
Now it is thetime of the bone-breaker. | shall snap hisbonesas| wish, hisarmsand hisribs, and then | shall blind
him and destroy hisface and only then, when he knowswhat has been doneto him, shall | kill him.-

Hisfinal wordsweredrowned in the sea of hoar sevoices. Y es, they wanted to seethis, seethisskill and sport to
remember it and talk about it in yearsto come. Thiswasa very good day for them all.

All except one. Painfully Ason rolled over and pulled hiskneesunder him, fighting the pain and shaking the blood



from hisface, and rubbing hiseyeswith hisforearm so he could see. No way out. No way to bring this man down with
him. Thiswasnot how he preferred to die, and thisthought hurt morethan all the blows.

Under hiskneesthe ground shook, and he dropped forwar d onto hishandsto steady himsdlf. The voicesroared even
louder in hisears. Had he weakened that much?

When he saw a section of the great building tear loose and dideto the ground, herealized that the great sound was
outside of him and that the worId was shaking beneath them all.

Thiswasnotremor. Thiswasan earthquake of thekind that rocked citiesand leveled them.

Sill not comprehending completely, Ason blinked up at the shaking wall and crumbling columns. Peoplewere
screaming in panic, some dropping into the courtyar d, somefalling heavily from the upper windows. Brass sheathing
ripped and tore away, while pieces of stone cor nice brokefree. A massive length crashed into the sand near Ason,
broken fragmentsbiting into hisskin.

It was happening. All hesitation vanished in that 53

instant, and he sprang forward, getting hisclumsy fistssunder a carved length of stone aslong as hisforearm. With
all hisstrength he heaved at it, muscleshard astherock itsdlf, lifting it into the air and over hishead. Themiswas
coming towards him again, arm back to strike a killing blow.

But Ason struck first. Even theraised, padded fists could not stop thefalling stone. Down it came, crushing into
Themis head, felling him in that instant, stretching him out silent and unmoving, with the jagged end of rock buried
deep in hisskull. But even as Ason tur ned to flee he heard his name bellowed above thethunder and screams, and
looked up to see Atlasleaning from the balcony above.

" Kill him for me! Kill that Mycenaean!" he shouted, and a young noblein bronze armor sprang from the box, falling
heavily to the sand with theweight of all hismetal. He sood, drawing his sword, starting towards Ason. Two of the
warriorsin the arenawerealso running towar ds him—the other swerelost in the mob—and Ason did the only thing
he could do. Heturned and fled.

Thedark opening of a doorway was befor e him, and Ason fell through it. Cloudsof dust madeit difficult to see; he
stumbled over thefallen debrison thefloor. Around him the palace groaned like aliving thing. Therewere sharp
cracksasthe heavy beamsbuilt into the stone structur e bent and snapped. Rubblefilled the stairwell ahead, so he
turned and with hisclubbed handsfollowed awall that led to alarger room full of wreckage but clearly lit by the
sunlight that poured in through thefallen ceiling above. He cir cled the mound, climbing the wr eckage, looking for
an exit. Therewasnone. Therewasa harsh cry asthefirst of hispursuersappeared in the doorway, blocking his

escape.
Bronze helm with high, blue, horsehair plume. Bronze shoulder guardsand breastplate over heavy leather, a
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leather kirtleand bronze greaveson hislower legs. And a heavy, glinting, shar pened and deadly bronze sword raised
high to cut him down.

Bloodstained, near naked, Ason ran to attack.

Thewarrior stood waiting, coldly, then brought the sword down in a sharp cut that would catch Ason at the base of the
neck, half decapitate him, kill him.

Ason raised hisbareleft arm, asthough to ward off this unstoppable blow that had all the other'sweight behind it.
Thesword struck hisfist.

At thesameingtant, Ason'sright fist swung around in a hammer blow that caught the man on the side of hishead,
below the helm, felling him like an ox. He moved, tried to stand, and Ason struck again and again with hisright
hand—hisleft arm now hanging limp and dead—striking the same spot on the helm, bending and denting the solid
bronze until theman lay still.

Hescrabbled at thefallen sword with hisgloved hand, but could not pick it up. Hewastearing at theleather and laces
with histeeth when the other two men appeared in the doorway. Ason backed away dowly asthey came after him, one
dightly behind the other. Therewould be no escapethistime. With a sword hewould have fought them, but not fist



againg swords. They cameon.

The second man shouted aloud in pain, writhed and fell, and Ason saw that someonewasbent over him, pulling a
dagger from the man'sback. At thisthefirst Atlantean turned, uncertain, and Ason hurled himself upon him,
driving him down by theweight of hisbody, beating at him with hisright fist. Theman roared and struggled to pull
away, to free hissword, and managed towrithe clear. Raising hissword arm in just theright manner to allow the

already reddened dagger to dip up through hisside, between hisribsand into hisheart. Ason rolled over, ill ready
tofight, tolook up at the Egyptian.
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" Inteb!"

"Wehaveto get out beforeall Atlantisfallsabout our heads."

" Cut thesedamn thingsfrom my handsfirst so | won't haveto bear them to the gravewith me."

Inteb did not pauseto argue. Hisdagger waswell tempered and razor edged, dipping easily through the bindings on
Ason'sright hand. Theleather fell away, and Ason stretched hisnumbed finger s befor ereaching over and seizing
thewrist of hisdangling left arm. While he had been fighting for hislife he had forgotten thisarm. It felt asthough
it had been split down to hiswrigt. Which it might have been. The sword had hacked through the glove, and Inteb cut
thefew remaining strands of leather and pulled them away.

Thehand was swollen and inflamed—but uncut. Inteb held out thelead plate, which was deeply scored but not chopped
through. Thisand thethick leather had stopped the sword beforeit reached Ason'shand. Ason worked thefingers
back and forth, ignoring the pain this produced, but could find no broken bones.

A greater tremor shook the building. They heard thetumble of falling masonry and thin screamsin the distance.
More of theceiling tilesfell in on thefar side of theroom. Inteb quickly wiped hishand and the bloody dagger on the
tunic of a dead Atlantean, then pointed to themound of rubble.

' Wemight be safer climbing out hereinstead of trying to get out through the building, the way we came."

"Help meto get thisarmor off firg," Ason said, pulling at thethongsthat held the dead man'sgreavesin place.
"Wedon't havethetime. ..."

+'Thisisfull armor, the best. No onewill stop uswhen | am wearingit."

Therewastruth in this—and I nteb knew that argumentswould avail him nothing. Sothere, in the center of the
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toppling palace, they stripped the cor pses and Ason put on hisarmor.

"Here, takethisother sword," Ason said. " And the man'shelmet. Quick."

*% \What good to me? I'm nowarrior type."

"You killed thesetwo."

" From behind. Cowardice. | have no knowledge of thesethings. I've never killed anybody before.”

"Yet you followed me her g, fought beside me, saved me."

"1 didn't mean to. It'sjudt that. . .1 didn't plan anything. Sitting there and watching Themisbatter you to death. . ..
When you killed him, instead, and these men went after you, | went after them.”

"Why, why?"
Inteb smiled at that. " Why? Because| respect you, Ason. You areafdlow prince. You in your realm, and | in mine."
They climbed the mound of stone and plaster at itshighest spot. Inteb succeeded in bracing himself againgt a fallen

beam while Ason clambered on his shouldersand clumsily, one handed, pulled himsdlf through the opening. With his
good hand he easily pulled Inteb up after him. Around them wastheruined palace, walls still collapsing asthe quakes



continued. A hot wind blew through the skeletal ruins, while pieces of ash fell from the sky, burning their bare
skins.

" | have an Egyptian ship here" Inteb said. " If we can reach it weare safe”
1* Show metheway."

They weretheonly living thingsin theruins. The At-lanteans had fled, though an arm sticking from therubble and
the occasional crushed body wer e evidencethat not all had escaped. They scrambled through the broken remains of
the palace, avoiding the gaping holesthat dropped to lower stories, and finally reached the now deserted courtyard.
Sepsled down from it to alower garden wherered
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columnsand stylized bull hornslay fallen among the flower sand trees. From thisterraced garden, atop the hill of
theacropolis, all of theidand of Thera could be seen below them. Stretching down the hill wer ethe or nate buildings
and temples—now mostly fallen in ajumble of ruins—with smaller buildings below. Then thering of water of the
inner harbor wher e shipswer e pulling from the shore, coming together in the mouth of the canal that led through
theringlikeidand tothewider outer harbor. At thisdistance little damage could be seen ther e, though therewasthe
same jamming of vessdsinto the canal that led to the open sea.

From thefar northern dopes of theidand thererose up awhite cloud, a climbing mountain of smokethat was
already drifting overhead and dimming the sun. It billowed and rose, higher and wider all thetime, brightened with
rapid flashes of lightning. Thicker, evil-looking black smoke boiled about the base, bur sting with explosionsthat
sent arcing streamer s of white out in all directions. One of these smoketrails shot towar dsthe acropoliswith
powerful speed. Theblack dot at itstip, a gigantic boulder, grew to huge sizein an ingant befor e crashing down to
blast into morerubblethe already shaken ruinsof the buildings. Horrified survivorsran down the hillsde. Below
them harbor water swer e seething with fallen pumice.

Therewereother people here, in the docksideruins of thetown, dead in the streets, or digging out from their
collapsed houses. Through the crooked nightmar e streets of chaosthe two men ran, headed alwaystowardsthe
waterfront and safety. Otherswerealso fleeing in that direction, and at timesthey had to struggle through the jam of
peoplein the narrow alleyways.

The docksthemsdveswer e empty of life. All the shipsand boats had gone, and the people who had not sailed were
fleeing acr ossthe bridgesto the doubtful safety of the outer part of theidand.

"Wecamethisway/' Inteb shouted. " My ship ismoor-58
ed on the other sde of those buildings.”

Oneof thelarge buildings had fallen and completely blocked the main thor oughfare, and they had to detour around it,
climbing car efully through thetottering ruins of smaller structures. A small elephant lay crushed by a fallen wall,
almogt dead, just thetip of itstrunk moving helplessy from sdeto side. Then they wereback at thewater's edge by
the collapsed ruin of the great ceremonial mooring. Theroof had fallen in, and the gilded bull's hornsdrooped like
lowered spearsintothewater.

Themooring was empty. The Egyptian ship wasgone.
6
"There!" Inteb shouted " | seeit going into thetunndl, out to sea, thelast ship.”

It waslow in thewater, loaded heavily with passengers, and a sheen of armor wasvisibleon the sern deck. The
captain had fled without I nteb—or had been for ced to leave at sword'spoint. It did not matter which. Ason pointed.

"Tothebridge, then. Well haveto follow the others.”

Inteb raised hisfistsin impotent fury asthe stern of his ship vanished into the covered canal, then heturned to follow
Ason. They stayed along the shor e, which wasrelatively clear of nibble, lowering their heads and shielding their
facesagaingt a sudden fall of hot particles of ash. Thewind was blowing more strongly now and they leaned intoit.
Thereweremoansof pain and shrill criesfor help from a dock they passed, but they ignored these asthey had all the
othersthey had heard sinceleaving the palace. But one of the voicesrose abovethe other sand Ason stopped
suddenly.
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" Mycenaean—I call to another Mycenaean!"

Ason sumbled out onto the wooden dock towar dsthe wreckage of along, narrow galley. It was half underwater and
had been abandoned. The galley daves, damped to their benches, had been I€ft to die. It was one of thesewho had
called to Ason, who stood on the dock above, looking down at the man.

"You are Tydeus, son of Agdaos. We havefought together. "'

Tydeuslooked up, filthy and naked, thewater almost to hiswaist. He had to shout to be heard abovethewail of the
other daves, who were howling at Ason in a half-dozen tongues®

"1 wastaken at Asine, asyou were, and prisoned heresince. A wooden clamp isupon my right ankle; your sword can
cut it."

Ason drew hissword, but Iryteb pulled him by thearm and he stopped, angry. He could not leave a Mycenaean hereto
die. But Inteb wasinterested in morethan a singlelife.

"Thisgalley isonly half foundered. If it can be bailed out we have a ship."

t'Littlechanceof that," Tydeussaid.' "Wewereloaded, heavy, ready to leave, when great bouldersfell from the sky.
Thebiggest struck near the stern there, right through the bottom. They panicked and fled. Left ushere” He
laughed humorlesdy. " The over seer wasthelast one off, tried to get by me. | grabbed hisleg, pulled him back. We
choked him and passed him along to stuff into the hole. Not much of a man alive, not a very good plug dead.”

Inteb looked at the body that was submer ged up toits shoulders. The man'shead bobbed as small wavesrocked the
galley, mouth wide open and eyes still staring with horror.

"Heappearstobeafat man," Inteb said.

"A pig," thenearest rower said.
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" Then hewill closethe holewell, even better when he starts swelling up. And we can push clath in around him for a
better seal."

Word had passed in quick whispersand now all the daveswereslent, staring at I nteb, awaiting hisword.

" That seemsto have stopped the sinking. I'll take car e of the plugging, therest of you start bailing. We may havea
ship that can get usaway from here, at least to Anafi or |0s, the nearest idands. Shall we, Ason?"

" Of course. Ther€ll be no other shipsfor us"" Ason jumped intothe galley and let Tydeusguide hissword tothe
shacklethat held hisankle.

No timewaswasted now in freeing the other rowers. They bailed with their handswherethey sat. Tydeusran to the
ruinsof the nearest buildingsand retur ned with buckets, clay pots, anything that would hold water. He brought
flaxen sailcloth, aswell, from a looted ship's chandler; Inteb cut it into lengthswith hisdagger. He -wadded therags
and pushed them into place around the corpse. It bobbed and gaped sightlesdy at the hurried activity until finally it
fell over asthe galley wasbailed out. Some of the galley daveswer e dead; thosein the prow had been drowned when it
had goneunder, and onein thewaist had been brained by afalling stone. The surviving davesignored them and
bailed frantically, hunched over beneath thefury that exploded in the sky above. Theair wasthick with dust and
almost unbreathable. With painful downessthe galley rosein thewater whilethe hot wind sent it banging into the
dock.

"Enough," Inteb finally said. " Some can keep bailing. All the othersmust row now whilewe are till in smooth
rater."

Ason hacked the bow linewith hissword, then ran back ht length of the ship, between the daveswho were

unshipping their oars, to cut the one at the stern. Thefigure>f a man loomed suddenly above him and Ason raised
his
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sword until he saw the other was unarmed. Hisface and head wer e caked with dried blood. Ason dashed at theline.
*'Thereisroom for one moreaboard your ship, mountain man.

It was Aias, the boxer. Ason dashed with his sword but the man jumped nimbly back.

" Stay and die, Atlantean, wedon't need you."

" No Atlantean, but a davefrom By bios. U$ed asa punching sack by the nobility. | seedead men aboard. Let metake
one'splaceand row with you."

Thelinefél freeand the galley began to move out.

" Come, mountain man, | did you no harm cther than totieyour leather sand show you how to box. The palacefdl on
meand | wasleft for dead, but my head istoo hard for that."

AsAson turned away and the oarsdug in, Aiasleaped and fel sprawling on the foredeck. He grinned up out of the
red mask of hisface as Ason spun about.

"Kill meif you wish. | would bejust asdead if | stayed on shore.”

"Takean oar," Ason said, dropping hissword into itsdings. Aiaslaughed hoar sely and seized the nearest cor pse,
hurling it from the rowing bench to the deck, using it asafootrest ashe did the oar into its socket.

They werethelast ship toleave. The sky wasdark as dusk now, the hot wind sending waves beforeit acrossthe water
sothat therowershad tobend all their strength to their oarsto movethegalley againg it. Only when they reached
the canal wasthefor ce of thetempest cut off. The galley moved quickly through itsdark length, whilefalling rock
crashed and rumbled on thewooden covering abovetheir heads. Then they wer ethrough and out into the choppy
waves of theouter harbor.

It waslikethe after math of a naval battle. On thefar shorethree shipshad been beached, half sunk, holed by falling
rock. One had been careened already and men were
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working desperately on repairs. A mast projecting above the surface showed that at least one other had not been so
lucky. Further on, thelast ships, at least half a dozen, werejammed into the entrance tunnéd of the canal. Oars
crashed together and were broken asthey fought to reach safety.

"Sow thebeat," Ason called out when he saw what was happening, and Tydeus, who had taken the dead overseer's
position at thedrum, dropped the count.

They could do nothing until the shipshad struggled free of each other and opened theway for them. And with every
passing moment the volcanic eruption and earthquake wor sened. Stones of all sizeswerefalling almost continuously
now and thewater foamed with their impact. Still wor sewasthe hot ash now dar kening the sun and falling in
suffocating clouds. It coated the decks and formed thick mud in the bilges, making it almost impossibleto catch a
breath. Heavy sulphur fumesrodewith it, and the men coughed and spat asthey breathed it in.

""Look!"" someone shouted, and they turned to see a fat-bellied mer chant ship destroyed in an ingtant. It had pushed
itsway forward by weight alone and was at the mouth of the tunnd when therock descended, half the size of the ship
itsdf. In that brief moment, asthe unstoppable mass struck the ship and plunged into thewater, it wasturned into
broken fragmentsthat vanished from sight in the maelstrom therock'sfall had caused. A black wave of water
surged out, crushing the near est ships, bearing swiftly down on the galley. They werethrown up and up to its summit
then down into thetrough asit passed at rushing speed. Water poured over the sides. Then they werelevd again,
bailing frantically.

Therewerenolonger any shipsblocking the tunne. Wreckage and half-founder ed shipsbobbed and scraped against
therock wall. A single ship, low in thewater, limped into thetunnd and was gone. The galley went after it, pushing
through the wreckage and the cries of

63

drowning men. One man swam to the galley and clung to an oar, reaching up to the gunwale, holding on. The near et
tower, ill clamped in hisfoot stock bent double and sank histeeth into thefingers, ground down hard until they
vanished. Then they wereinto thetunnel and darkness closed around them.



" Thetunnd'sblocked, fallen in!" aman shouted, and Ason called out even mor e loudly above the panic-stricken
VOiCes.

"No—I can seetheother end. It'sthe ky that isdark, but thetunnd is till there."

They went even dower, feding their way when the oar tips brushed therock walls. Then a gust of mephitic air laden
with ash blew over them, and they knew they werealmost through. Finally the canal opened out ahead, and beyond that
the safety of the open sea.

Themen at the oarsdid not seem to mind what was happening now, and Ason took no notice of the bankson each side,
but to I nteb thiswasin many waysthe mog terrible part of a nightmarejourney. For therewere peoplethere, whole
families, lining the banks. They had comerunning from the farmsand the villages seeking some escape. Their
wailing waslouder than the thunder in the clouds above asthey reached out their hands, clutching towar dsthe ship
sailing by so closely, so unreachable. While all the time the volcanic ash fell in silent torrentsfrom the sky until
each of them, man, woman, child, was coated with it, until they wereall the same: dusty, yelow figurestransformed
into living statues. Mothersheld their children out to betaken; the ship continued on by. The other Atlantean ship
was ahead of them in the canal, and therewerewails asit, too, passed them by. Some people hurled themsdvesinto
thewater toreach it, but few could swim. Only one man was afloat when the galley reached him, but an oar struck
him full in the face and he vanished from sight.

On and on they went, between the endlessrows of star-
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ing, yellowed figures, some gill shrieking, othersstruck dumb with despair, and Inteb tried not to see them, longing
for the escape of thedark cleft in the hillsahead. Waveswer e surging and splashing against therock walls here,
while the ocean beyond would be even rougher.

"Stop theoars,” Ason ordered. " Step themast and break out the sail."

They did it quickly. The sail wasnot alarge one, meant moreto aid therower sthan to movethe ship by itsdf, but it
would bevital in the open sea. Assoon asit wasrigged, the beat started again, and they sailed from therift into the
seaand away from Thera.

Into agrowing storm. Therewasrain now mixed with the volcano ash; the sky wept thick mud upon them. Thewind
increased and they had a fier ce struggle with the mud-coated sail, taking in two reefsto keep it from blowing away.
Behind them Thera belched out ash and ssoneand thundered at their escape.

' Thewind iswrong," Ason said, hammering hisfist on therail. " From thenorth. It will wreck uson Creteif weare
not car eful, and we'll all bedead or back in Atlantean hands.” He squinted at the sky and at the dimly visible disc of
thesun. " It will help if we sail northwest, or even west. But we'll havetorow aswell."

By sunset thewind had not lessened; if anything it had increased. Half the men rowed while the othersdept,
sprawled in themud. The ship had been wdl provisoned and nothing had been touched when the crew and passengers
had fled. They drank water, pouring it down their dry throats, ate bread, cheese and dark green olives. Ason

collapsed on the cot in thetiny cabin and lay, unmoving and exhausted, while I nteb rubbed sweet oil into hiscutsand
bruises. Now exhaustion and pain overwhelmed him; hisleft hand was swollen likea melon, thefingerslike
sausages. He cradled it againgt hischest and dropped instantly into the black well of seep.

He awoketo darkness and the frantic movement of the
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ship; the creaking of thetimbersaround him and the howl of thewind outside. A hand was on hisshoulder and Inteb
gpoke, shouting to be heard.

1'Wearecloseto shore. Thebreakers, we can hear them on therocks. Therowersare exhausted, | don't know how
much longer we can keep on."

Ason shook hishead, trying to drive away the dulling pain and fogginess, then stagger ed to hisfeet and felt along the
wooden ribsfor theamphoraelashed there. Hisfingersfound thesilver cup tied by a thin chain to the handle of one of
thetall containers. He plunged it in and drank deep. It waswine, not water, but hedrained the cup twice and felt the
better for it.



On deck thewind struck likea hammer. Therain seemed to have stopped, but the wind was stronger, tearing off the
tops of thewaves and sending the scud flying beforeit. Nothing could be seen in the enshrouding dar kness, but
between gustsa distant booming could be heard off to port.

"It seemsto belouder now," Inteb called out.

"Isthesail ill holding?" Ason asked.

"Wehad to lower it beforeit blew away."

"Raiseit again. Oarsalonewill never hold us off that shore."

Oneman waslost over board when they raised the sail; there was a singlewail asthe wind caught him and hurled him
into the ocean, then nothing more. That ishow closethe end wasfor all of them, just the strength of their armsand
thethin wooden hull of the ship keeping them from the hungry sea. A singlereef wasall that could belet out of the
sail, but it helped. Thisand thelabors of the oar smen kept them off the unseen shore.

The night was endless. The men rowed to the point of complete exhaustion, then rowed till more. When therewasno
srength left in their armsto pull the heavy oar s, they bailed until they were ableto row again.

Dawn came upon them unawar e. Because of the layers 66

of clouds, therewasno color in the sky, just a growing awar enessthat forms could be dimly seen. Then, in shades of
gray, thewater-logged galley appeared to view with the men dumped over ther oars. Far fewer than had been thereat
sunset the night before. Tydeus stood solidly at the steering sweep, wher e he had been all night. Aiaslooked up from
hisoar and grinned his hideous gap-lipped smileat Ason. For all hisyears, he was one of thefew men still rowing,
dowly but steadily.

Off to port, no morethan 20 stadia away, the dark bulk of Creterose out of the sea. Behind them it wasblack and
jagoed and ill topped at the horizon, but ahead it seemed to be cut off abruptly. Inteb looked up from bailing when
Ason called to him, pointing off the port bow. I nteb blinked to focus hisred-rimmed, totally exhausted eyes.

"There, isthat theeastern tip of theidand?"
Inteb joined him on the deck, trying to make out detailsin the half light.
"It'shard totdll. It might just bea headland. W€ ll know soon enough.”

* 'Onceweclear it wewill have sea room and we can run beforethewind if we must. No chance of being wrecked on
that shorethen."

Even ashe spoketherewasa sharp crack, and thelinethat raised the sail and acted asa backstay broke and snapped
loudly over their heads. It had bornetheincreasing pressure of thewind all night againgt the sail. It had finally been
too much. Without this support the mast bent dangeroudly, pulled over by the bellying sail.

It happened in an ingant, and therewasa stunned moment befor e the exhausted men could react. Ason wasthefirg.
Hepulled hissword and ran for the bar-tight linesthat secured the foot of the sail. Before he could reach them there
was a plintering crash asthe mast snapped like a dead stick and began tofall.

Ason hurled himsdf aside and the mast crashed past 67
while the sail buried himin itsfolds. By thetime he fought freeit wasall over.

Themagt, though ill attached by thelines, plunged over the side of the ship, pulled by the weight of the sail,
splintering therail and crushing onerower asit went. Now, with the sail gone and the rowing stopped, thewind was
carrying them down towar dstherocky flank of Crete wherethe spray from tall waves could already be seen leaping
highintotheair.
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Once more, from the depths of their strained bodies, they had to find the ener gy to seize the blood-stained handles of
theoars. Torow again. Thewind wasdriving them towar dstherocks, and now they could nolonger count upon the
sail for any aid. They rowed. Thedead weight of the mast and sail in thewater dowed their progress—but also made
it moredifficult for thewind to drivethem ashore. They Ieft it all there, hanging clumsily over the side, and bent to
their oars.



They rowed. Heads down, pulling, not stopping, rowing for survival. They were moving dowly along the shore—yet it
was rushing closer towardsthem all thetime. Details could be seen: rocks standing out in the surging surf, trees
over hanging the edge high above. They rowed. One, then another, falling from exhaustion, unconscious, only to
awake and seizethe hated oar again. The headland reached far out into the sea, a gray arm waiting to seizethem, and
thefinal few minuteswerethewor st. They wereactually in the surge of breakersfrom therocks, white foam all
about them, when they struggled by.

Ahead wasthe open sea, with theidand of Crete cutting sharply away from them in an immense bight, curving out
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toadistant, smaller headlead. They could weather that one easly.

*'Ceaserowing,” Ason called out, hisvoice cracking with thedryness of it, too weary toriseand get adrink.

" And now, mountain man?' Aiasasked from the seat opposite, where heleaned on hisoar. " Weareboth along way
from home"

"Now?" Ason stood and stretched hisaching muscles. " Now we drift. Unlessyou can think of something better."

Aias shrugged and looked at hispalms. Even hisleathery handswer e blistered and bleeding after the night of effort.
" I've had enough rowing for awhile, I'll say that much." Heleaned over thesdesand let hishandsdrop wearily into
thewater.

They ateon therear deck, mixing thewinewith water, then drinking it greedily. Someone had brought up a pithos of
olives, which they dipped into and ate by the handful, and therewas a whed of hard cheese that they tore chunksfrom
and chewed. Basic fare, no moreand no lessthan they wer e accustomed to. They ate greedily. Even Inteb had his
share, hishunger masking for the moment the pain of hisflayed palms. Tydeuswasrelieved at the steering sweep
and hedropped down beside them on the deck, sprawling asexhaustedly asthe others.

"You arethe seaman, Tydeus,"” Ason said. " Your father, Agelaos, had a great ship; you must have sailed on it?"
Tydeusnodded, hismouth filled with cheese. " What isour course—and what do we do next?"

Tydeus squinted at the sky and thereceding shore.
"Wedon't return to Mycenaethisway," hesaid.
"That | wassureof. What liesin thisdirection?"
+'Deep water, monster sthat eat ships, nothing."

"Thereisalways something. Wecan't even row to Creteto surrender—if we should want to—we arewel| past the
isand. What other islandsliein thisdirection?"

"None"
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Theword was coldly said and drew aresponsive shiver from thecircle of listening men. To sail a ship meant to sail
along acoast or, asin the closdy spaced Cyclades, to sail from idand toidand. Oneidand was alwaysin sight ahead
beforethelast one dropped astern. At night, or in case of storms, the ship could be pulled ashor e on some beach.
What esecould bedone? The ocean wasa vast waste, mor e empty of landmarksthan theemptiest desert. If you
sailed out upon it how could you return? A man could tell directionsfrom the sun—but what happened on cloudy
days? To leavethe security of a shorelinewas madness. And now they wer e leaving Cr ete behind, the undying wind
forcing them away from itsshores. If a man wereto look ahead he would see nothing except heaving water, nothing at
all.

'Thenwearelost,” arower said. " And will dieout here."
"Thewind will diefirst and we can return/'
" And if it doesnot?"

" A moment," Inteb said, and their voices gtilled. Hetook out hisdagger and knelt, drawing on the wooden deck with
itspoint.



"1 am no ship'scaptain, but | do know about the partsof thisworld. | am learned in mathematicsand geography. | am
also an Egyptian, and | sailed from Egypt, and | will show you how it wasdone. We sailed along thisshoreherg,in a
linelikethis. Past citiesand idandsuntil wereached the Argolid and the port of Tirynshere" He had scribed a half
loop upon the deck, a half circle, and now he pricked the boards at the center of theloop.

"From Tirynswe sailed to Thera, and now we have passed Crete and aregoing in thisdirection, into the emptiness of
the sea/" They watched in slenceashedid the bladefurther on until it touched the spot where he had started.

"Thereyou seeit, Egypt and the Nile, Thebes. They areall there, somewhereon thefar side of thewater, in that
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direction.”" They followed the direction of his pointing knife, saw nothing, and turned back to him with widened eyes.
" But—how far?" someone asked. I nteb shrugged.

" Forty skene, eighty skene. | don't know. But if we continued south far enough we shall cometothat shore. And it
seemswe have very little choicein the matter. We cannot return, even to Crete and the Atlanteans, not againg this
wind. Cretewill soon be out of sght—and then what do we do? Ride beforethe storm, that isall, and instead of
praying for thewind to diepray that it blowsuntil wereach the African shore."

Therewasnothing else they could do. The sea wasrough and the storm continued with frequent heavy rain squalls
passng over them. But the sail and broken mast acted asa sea anchor in thewater sothat they rode easily beforethe
wind. Ason sayed awake with afew others, to steer and bail, whilethe other sdept wherethey dropped. Theday
passed, and the night, until by dawn of the second day thewind had fallen and the seasdied down. Ason was till
awake, leaning on the steering sweep, when the sky lightened in the cast. Star sappear ed through riftsin the
scudding clouds. Inteb came on deck a few minuteslater, blinking at the strangered light that lit the sky and bathed
everythingin a bloody glow.

"What isit?" heasked. Ason shook hishead.

" Sunrise. But | have seen nothing likeit before.”

In the growing dawn the entire sky was aflame. Not only in the east wher e the orange globe of the sun wasrising
abovethe horizon, but wherever itsraysstruck. The disappearing cloudswereon fire, burning and vanishing in
their own combustion. They all watched silently, and only when the sun was higher in the sky did the consuming
display lessen and disappear .

"1 have seen something likethat once, in thedesert," Inteb said. " It wasduring a sandstorm and the sun wasasred
asthat coming through the clouds of sand. Perhapsthe
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dust thrown up by Thera. But so much, impossibleto believe."

“] believe what the godswill, they will. It istheir sky/* Ason drooped tiredly, half supported by the sveep, the
phenomenain the sky forgotten in hisweariness. I nteb looked at him, concer ned.

"How isyour hand—and thewounds?"' he asked. Ason flexed the fingers of hisleft hand. The skin was purpleand
black, but the swelling had died down.

" Better, everything better. The cutshave caked in their own blood the way they should, and even my head does not
bother methismorning. Thereare other thingsto think about. Nowind."

"Wc can begin rowing then."
“In which direction?* Ason asked.

“That isfor you to decide. Thereare gill light airsfrom the north. If wereturn we must row againg them all the
way. Towards Crete. While ahead lies Africa.”

“Howfar?'

“] can only guess, no oneknows. Further, closer, who can say? A decision will haveto be made."



#| have already decided. We go south.”
With the sun to port they began thelong row.

Thetangled mass of sail and mast was cut away and drifted astern. Watcheswer e assigned and an inventory of their
suppliesbegun. If themen had any doubt about the wisdom of thisdecision to go on they kept it to themselves. Half of
them wer e daves and the sons of daves, capable only of taking orders, knowing nothing else. Therest werefighting
men, warriorsfrom all thecitiesand countriesthat bordered on the sea empire of Atlantis. Men from the Argolid,
Mycenae, Tiryns, Asine, from thefar idandsof Ikaria and Samos, and even moredistant By biosand Tyre. They
spokedifferent tongues and wer e of different races, alike only in one thing: Each of them had fought Atlantisand
been defeated, captured and endaved, shackled to thisgalley. Destined to labor hard on poor food for afew
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yearsuntil they sickened and died and wer e cast overboard. Ason had freed them from thisand saved them from
destruction on the exploding Thera. In doing thishe becametheir leader and, being smple men, they would smply
follow where heled. Spitting on their palms, they bent to their oars.

Inteb sat in the open doorway of the cabin and scratched marksonto a fragment of broken pottery, recording his
inventory of the ship's supplies. Sitting here he could also keep track of the galley's cour se, marking how the
shadowsfell acrossthe deck outside, telling him both thetime of day and thedirection of their sailing. When they
ventured too far totheeast or west hewould call out instructionsto the steer sman to point them south again. Ason
had dept well and now sat inside with hisbronze sword and a whetstone, working out the nicksand putting a better
edgetoit. A cup of winemixed with honey sat nearby, aswell assomeraisns.

"Raisns" Inteb said, ticking off hisligt. " Barley meal and cheese, olives, olive ail, and somedried fish with the
worm in it. Wewon't starve. Wine and water, though some of thewater isbeginningto sink already. Thereare
ship'ssupplies. thread, cloth and needlesto mend the sail we no longer have, tar for caulking and wood for repairs.
But thereisnothing we can do with them until wereach a shore. The over seer has swallen nicely and is till making
afair plug, though heisbeginning to smell morethan thewater, and no onewill sit near him when they row. Some
cheststhat belonged to the bronzesmithswho had deserted, and to the captain.”

"What'sin them?"

" The chalce'stoolsfor working bronze, the usual thing. Somejewdry, alot of clothes, then a chest with a seal that |
broke. It hasthree swordsand four daggersin it, part of their stock in trade. Nothing else of real importance.”

Ason looked into hiscup. " How much wineand 73

water ?" heasked.

"Wewon't bethirgty for awhileyet."

"How long?"

" 1f weare careful ten, maybetwelve days. But thefish will have eaten away the over seer and we'll have sunk by then.”
"You arein acheerful mood today, Inteb. Will wereach land beforethat happens?”

"Hawk-billed Horus may know, or your godswho watch from Olympus—but how can | tell? The sea may betoowide
tocraoss, wemay goin circlesforever, a storm may comeand swamp us. Could | have some of that wine? | fed aneed
for it."

Ason handed over aslver cupful and Inteb buried hisnosein it, drinking deeply, hoping the strong fumeswould burn
thethoughts of death from hisbrain. He stared into its depths, seeking some omen there, then drank again. Ason
looked up at him, awar e of the sudden sadness.

"Doyou fed theend so close? Y et you wer ethe onewho told ushow we could go on,"

"To speak of adecison in theabgract isonething, todoit isanother matter. When | am asked to build awall or a
tomb | draw aplan. | do not haveto build thething mysdf. | may even turn my design over to another builder and go
away. Hewill seethat it isbuilt. | do not haveto be personally involved with what | design. Soto design a voyage that

has never been done beforeisonething, | am very good at that. To takethe voyage is something completely
different.”



" That isa new way of looking at things."

" Different from yours, strong-thewed Ason. Toyou, | imagine, thethought and the deed arc one; the thought of the
battle beginswith the battle."

"You begin to sound like my father."
" Perimedes leadsthe Argoalid, aswell as Mycenae, because hethinks of morethan just the battle. He thinks of
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alliances and high wallsand bronzefor the swords men mug fight with." Sudden memory struck Inteb, and he
looked up. " Your father'sbrother, Lycos, | heard of him beforel left thecity. Heisdead.”

"How could you know? Hewasfar away—I cannot telJ you where."

Inteb glanced out at the deck, then shouted a cour se changeto the steer sman befor e he answer ed, wondering how
much of thetruth he should tell.

1* Y ou have known mefor threeyears, Ason. Do you call mefriend and think of measafriend of Mycenae?"
"Yes, | supposel do. But you werein Atlantis. . . ."

" Sent by Pharaoh, on hismission. | told them nothing of my work in your city."

"1 believeyou. My belief is strengthened by thetwo men you killed to aid me. But why areyou asking this now?"

t'‘Because| know far moreabout your city than you may realize| do. The megaron of your father coversall Mycenae.
People gossip and talk; nothing issecret long. | know thereisa mineon adistant idand in the cold sea and that all of
your tin comesfrom there. Your uncle Lycoswaskilled there and the mine destroyed. Perimedes did not takethe
loss lightly."

"No, hewould not. My father isamaker of mighty plans. Hisholy bronzeisabig part of them. Poor Lycos, what a
cold and wet placetodie. | sailed with him, when hewent back there, but | returned on the ship with thetin. He stayed
on, swearing no one could root thetin from the earth ashe could, but it looked smple enough. Therewereothersto
dothework. Did many diewith him?"

"All. Your cousin Phorosreturned with theword."

" Old K oza, he showed me how to usethe sword. Miri-sati, wewer efriends. They should be avenged, ten to one at
leadt, put thewholeidand to thesword." Ason thought deeply about it, for getting even the wine while the shadows
lengthened.
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They rowed all that day and into the early evening when the star s came out. Inteb pointed out the guide starstothe
geersman and told him to keep them alwaysbehind him, but the sky clouded over soon after and they had totakein
the oars. Then, except for the man on watch, they dept, and wer e awakened at dawn by heavy seasand rain. This
sorm lasted for two days, and it wasall they could do to stay beforethewind, bail out the galley and keep it from
foundering. On thethird day the storm blew itsdlf out, but the seaswer e still high and the sky clouded over. A feding
of despair, asdark asthe clouds above, hung over the galley. That waswhen Ason had to kill the dave from Aleppo.

Hewasadark man with olive skin, asdark asan Egyptian, with long black hair that he kept tied in aknot on oneside
of hishead. Where hewasborn therewas nothing but hillsand ariver, with dry desert beyond, stretching away tothe
end of theworld. Until the Atlanteans had captured him, he had never seen the sea, and until thisvoyage had never
been out of sght of land. Therewaswine mixed with thewater now—he had never tasted that beforeeither—and it did
strangethingsto hishead. When they did not row, and water poured over the sde and soshed over hislegs,
something seemed to swell up inside of him, bur sting out of his mouth asa scream, driving him to hisfeet.

"Row!" heshouted. " Go back. To Crete, the Atlanteans. Wewill diehere"

" And which way isback?" Ason asked, looking down on him from the deck above. " Wewill row only when we know
which way to go."

" Now, we mug—"



"No."

Theman from Aleppo jumped to the walkway and swung the heavy bailing bucket at Ason, catching him on thethigh
and sending him staggering back. Ason was unarmed, hissword in his cabin, but Inteb was close by. He seized the
Egyptian'sdagger and, when theman raised the
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bucket again, hereached out the dagger like a shining deadly finger and droveit into the man'sthroat, twisting it so
that the major blood vesselswer e severed. A push sent the man over theside, and only hisblood rose again tothe
surface. Ason went and put on all hisarmor and sword and did not take them off again.

That day wasthewor &, becausethe sky did not clear. But soon after dark the starscame out and they rowed, looking
at the starsthat marked the north abovethe stern, and told each other how to find them, shouting at the steersman
and cursing him thor oughly if he strayed from the proper course.

The over seer's cor pse lasted two days mor e befor e its obvious sate of decay becametoo intolerable. And the holewas
beginning toleak around the edges. A thin and broad-shoulder ed young man named Pylor from theidand of Kea said
that he had much diving experience after the spongesthat grew offshorethere, and hevolunteered to look under the
galley. A linewastied under hisarmsand hedived and came up quite soon after.

"Lotsof fishes' hereported. " And not much of that whoreson left below thewaist, except for hanging bones. He's
been used up.”

Tydeus, who had experiencein patching shipsat sea when they could not be properly careened on a beach, showed
them how to make a mat that could be dung outside the hull. They took thelargest piece of sailcloth they had and
sewed rope ends and ragstorn from good clothing to oneside of it. Lineswer e attached to thefour cornersof this
and, with much shouting and pulling and a number of diveshby Pylor, it waspassed under the galley and over the hole
and thetruncated cor pse of the overseer. Theragsand rope endsfaced the hull and would mat together toform a
temporary patch. Oncethiswasin place, all that remained wasto pluck the cor psefrom the hole and put a wooden
cover insdethe ship. Boardswer e cut and shaped for thisand held together with bronze pins, but therewere
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few volunteer sto remove the noisome plug.

"1'll take one arm—wha'll havethe other?" Ason asked. Some of the men actually leaned away when helooked
around at them, and I nteb managed to be out of sight in the cabin.

Aiaslaughed at their squeamishness, and pushed them aside and went to stand beside Ason. “Tve hugged women and
boysand sheep to my body, mountain man," hesaid. " Thiswill bethefirst timefor a stinking corpse, but | havea
mind totry it to seewhat it islike."

A singlestrong heavedid it, and the over seer's cor pse bobbed astern in aflurry of fish, while Ason and Aias washed
their armsover thesde. Very littlewater camein around the patch, and the wooden cover was quickly secured in
place and sealed with pitch. After that only a dight amount of water leaked in. No onewanted to think what would
happen to these makeshift repairsin case of a storm.

Oneday wasvery much likeanother after thisand Inteb recor ded their passing by making markson theinner wall
of the cabin. He measured out thewater and food himsalf while Ason stood close by, or dept in the doorway so no
other could enter. Therewasno more open rebellion, though sometimes the men whispered together after dark. One
of them tried totalk to Aias, but the boxer struck him on the sde of the head and he was unconsciousthe best part of
theday.

Thewater began torun low and tasted increasingly foul and Inteb mixed moreand morewinewith it, of which they
had a greater supply. Mogt of the men wer e unused to this, and with the heat of the sun many babbled and other sfdll
down and had to be propped over the bencheswith their faces out of the bilges so they did not drown.

It wason thetwelfth day that they sighted the dark line of what might be cloudslow on the horizon beforethem. They
rowed then, all of them, without being told, and theline grew darker and larger and wasnot cloudsat all.
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"Thecoad, it must be" Inteb said, and the galley rocked wildly asthe men stood to seefor themselves. Ason settled



hissword in itssingsover hisshoulder for thefirst time since the man from Aleppo had been killed. They were as
oneagain, drinking and laughing together, and any thoughts of mutiny wereleft behind in that tracklesssea. There
wasa shoreahead, land, any land, it did not matter. The endlessvoyagewas over and the boldest wer e alr eady
bragging about it to each other. They were already remembering it asbeing twice aslong asit had been, and their
memorieswould improvewith age.

It was Tydeus, at hisaccustomed pogt at the steering sweep, who first saw the sail. A dot to begin with, perhapsa
rock, but asit grew clearer hecalled to the others. They crowded up to look until Ason ordered them back tothe
oars. But Aiasremained on thedeck, staring at it asthough it wer e a face he remembered, even tugging away the
drooping scarred flesh over hiseye so he could see better.

* 'That dark sail, theway it isset. | know them. The men of Sidon."
"1 know the Sidonioi," Inteb said. " They aretraders, slver bowlsand finetextiles, I've bought from them myself."
Aiashad the scarred rocks of hisfists clenched, crouching forward.

"Yes, they tradewith Egypt," hesaid. " And Atlantis— because they haveto. But we know them in By biosand they
areknown all along the shor es of the sea wher ever they sail. Trader swhen they must be, pirates by choice.”

" They'll butcher usfor the stores of the cabin and thewood in the hull.”
79
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The ship moved swiftly towar dsthem, swooping down to the attack likeadark bird of prey. Thiswas something that
Ason fdt he could take care of. No armored fissshere, or sinking shipsto deal with, but the straightforward threat of
armsthat could be met in the sameway.

" Inteb, open the bronzesmith's chest and give weaponsto those who know how to usethem. Therest of you, quickly
now, bail water into thisship.”

They did not stop to ask why but did asthey weretold. The or der swer e definite, and asthe dark ship camecloser the
galley sank deeper in thewater. The men with the swordsbent low and hurried to conceal themselvesin the stern
cabin and under the narrow foredeck, whilethose who had the dagger s sat on the rowing benchesand hid the
weapons beneath them. Aiasrefused the offer of a sword and held up a clenched fist.

"My weaponsarewith mealways," hesaid, dropping onto the bench nearest the cabin. " What will you have usdo?"

"Takethem by surprise," Ason said. " Put your anklesback into the stocks and close them, asthough you were
locked in. Takein most of the oars. L ook sick, that should be easy enough. L ook dead if you are afraid to play-act.
Themast and sail are gone, the ship waterlogged, you are daveswho have been deserted. L et the men of Sidon seea
ripefruit easy for the plucking so they will be unprepared. When | call to you wewill all attack at once. Wewill not
stop until they are dead. One ship will leave here, onecrew alive. It will beours.”

Aias, perhapsfrom hismany battlesin the arena beforethe crowds, gave a fine perfor mance. He had boxed with
nobleswhom he could have dain in moments, yet had managed to loseto them, and in doing so proved their superior
skill. Now he collapsed on the bench, calling
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hoar saly to the appr oaching ship, whilewhispering at the sametimeto the men in the cabin.

" They're coming on steadily, using oar swith the sail furled. Men hanging over the sides, pointing and shouting.
Hems on some of them, but noarmor that | can see, swordsand spears. They'retaking in the oar s now, drifting
close™

Therewereguttural shoutsfrom thedark ship that loomed abovethem, drifting down upon them. High stem posts
roseforeand aft, darkly painted, and just asdark wasthe sail now furled, angling acrossthe mast in the high lateen
rig. Therewasmore shouting and laughter, and then the galley shudder ed asthe ship bumped againgt them. Feet
thudded onto the cabin roof whileanother Sidonioi jumped down to the foredeck with aline, bending totieit securely.
Othersboarded once the two shipswer elashed together, tall dark men with black hair and beards, their hair held
back by a circlet about the head. And Ason gill waited. Until now they had ignored the galley daves, and hewanted as



many of them aboard as possible before he made any move. Then aman appear ed in the doorway whose robewas dyed
purple, unlikethe plain white of the others, and he held arichly decorated sword in hishand.

Ason plunged hisown sword into the man's middle, kicking the body out of theway asit fell, seizing the sword from
thelimp fingers, roaring thelion roar of Mycenae.

Therowersroseup and killed the men nearest to them. Aiaslashed out afist asa dark-bearded warrior turned
towar dshim, hitting him so hard that he crashed into the next man, toppling them both over; beforethey could
recover Aiashurled them both into the sea.

After thefirst surpriseattack the men of Sidon rallied and stood back to back with their weaponsdrawn. They were
bold fightersand did not retreat, but shouted instead for help from their ship. More men climbed over thesidestojoin
them, and thefighting becamefierce and deadly.
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Ason's sweeping sword cleared therear deck and then, instead of joining the battlein the ship below, he mounted the
rail and clambered up the sde of the black ship. A spear stabbed down, but he lowered hishead and it glanced from
hishelm. Beforeit could bedrawn back for a second blow he stabbed upwar dswith hissword, impaling the man, then
pushed hisbody asideto climb to the deck above. Seizing up the spear to usein place of a shidd, he shouted aloud
again so everyone could hear him, then, likeafarmer cutting grain, began to scythe hisway sowly down the deck.

A warrior in full armor cannot be stopped. Another armored man may fight him, and the better will win, but no one
else. Spearsrebound from his chest, swordsfrom his helmet, the solid bronze of his greaveskeep hislegsfrom
being cut from under him. Ason was madefor killing, asmethodical and unstoppable aswaves crashing on a shore,
looking from under therim of hishelm and putting hissword into the soft and unprotected bodies of those who stood
beforehim.

Hethrust and cut and moved steadily down the deck. The men who had attacked the galley tried toreturn to save ther
own ship, but wer ccut down from behind when they did. A wail of despair went up from the survivors, yet they did not
sop fighting. Power ful men and good swordsmen, they fought on, singly and together, fewer and fewer of them, the
last man fighting as ably asthefirst, dying with guttural curseson hislips.

It wasfinally done, thelast drop of blood shed, thelast cor pse stripped and heaved over the side. The men of the galley
had suffered, but not heavily. Thesmpler cutswerewashed with oil and seawater until they closed. But a heavily
bear ded, slent man from Salamishad been cut deeply in the somach, and he held thelips of the wound together to
keep hisingdesfrom falling through. He made no attempt to stop the blood. Bleeding to death wasthe least painful
way to dieand they all knew it. They brought
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him wine, although he could only touch it to hislips, and sat and talked and joked with him until hiseyesfinally
closed and he dumped.

Ason had mixed thewine himsdlf and saw toit that they att had some. Then, whilethey wer e till laughing and
cursing, filled with victory, he called to them from the high rear deck. Hisown mind had been made up ever since
they had first sighted thisship, and he had waited only for thismoment to tell them.

"I know thisshore," hecalled out. " | sailed hereonce. In that direction, some days sail, isEgypt. You can go thereif
you want to, you can haveyour shar e of what wefind aboard thisship and thegalley."

Therewereexcited shoutsaat this, because lootershad already plunged into the holds and come up with cloth and
flasksof ail, even ivory carvings, which wer e highly valued everywhere. Ason could fed therise of their emotions,
and at itspeak he called out again and pointed hisdripping sword in the opposite direction, west along the shore.

"You can do asyou will—but | am going that way, to thewest, and | ask the best of you to comewith me. Past the
Pillarsof Heraklesto the ldand of the Yerni, to avenge my uncle and my kinsmen who werekilled there. We will
bring back tin, enough tofill a ship, tin that ismor e valuablethan gold or silver—and you will haveyour share. So
now | ask you, men who sailed the ocean where no one hasever gone befor e, who battled and killed the men of Sidon,
areyou afraid of anything? Will you sail with metothe landsfew men have ever seen—to return homerich? Whois
with me?'

Therecould beonly oneanswer, aroared cheer, again and again. How could they refuse? They could do anything,
they knew it, anything! Ason dropped hissword to the deck and threw the spear into theair with hisother hand,



catchingit asit dropped in hisright, drawing it back farther and farther. Then hethrew with all hisstrength,
hurling the spear west towar dsthe low afternoon sun. Up
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it arched, thrumming asit flew, with the sun driving golden light from its bronze head, asthough it would reach the
aun itsdf. It was only a speck when it hit thewater and vanished, and the men wer e sill cheering.

Ason bent to pick up hissword, and when he straightened up he saw Inteb looking at him with a half smile on hislips.
"You planned this, didn't you?" heasked.

"Yes. | have been thinking about it ever sinceyou told me about Lycosand the others. A ship will haveto go to avenge
them and get thetin—and we have a ship right here, along with a crew. It would take weeksto return to Mycenae and
set out again, and why should we? Wearewell on our way to thewestern sea. My father hastalked enough of tin, so
even | know that Mycenae must haveit and now, soon, at once, while Atlantis still licks her wounds. They logt many
shipsand warriorson Thera, perhapseven Atlas himsdf isdead, though that istoo much of a blessing to expect. Now
we mug fight them—now we can fight them. For that we must havethetin.”

"When you say that you sound like Perimedes.”
"Heisthekingand | am hisson. But what about your sdlf, Inteb? | don't think | heard you cheering with the others."

"You will alwayshave my cheers, Ason; they do not haveto be delivered at certain times. Weare close now to Egypt,
wheremy homeis, and | have high honorsduefrom Pharaoh. Shouldn't | return there?"

" Should you? Y ou could comewith us. Y ou have becomelike my right hand, and | loveyou likeabrother."

"And | loveyou, Ason, but not likeabrother." Hetook him by theforearmsand leaned his cheek against Ason's
rough cheek, damp with sweat and specked with drying dropsof blood. " | loveyou and | will go with you wherever you
wish metogo."

&4

BOOK TWO
1

Thetreesand thick undergrowth cameright down to thewater's edge, green and damp, breathing a moist breath
upon thelaboring men in the ship whenever atrickle of breeze penetrated thejunglebarrier. Skirting the cliff,
crawling along like a great water bug, the black ship madeitsway against the current. The oars spraddled out likea
waterbug'slegs, driving it painfully forward. The great sail wasfurled, sncewhat littlewind therewasblew in the
wrong direction. They pulled at the oars, grunting and cursing when they had the breath, saying asclosetothe
shoreasthey could wher e ther e wer e backwater sand wher e the current was not as strong.

Acrossthewidth of gray channd, north of them, thererose up the even grayer and sky-touching rock of the Pillar of
Herakles. They had been amazed when they first saw it, had crowded therail tolook and shout and describeit to each
other. Now they were sick of thesight of it. Strain asthey would, hour after hour, the brooding shape dropped
painfully dowly behind them. Ahead wer ethe cold water s of the western sea, and they rowed with all their srength to
reach them. A bucket over thesidewould bring the
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water inboard to bedumped over sweat-drenched skin and heads burned by thesun. It was colder water than the sea
they knew, and not as salty, but it wasa mighty labor to reach. None of the voyage, sncetaking the Sidon ship, had
been thishard. Now they sweated out the easy daysand therich food they had consumed. Sincethat firs day thewind
had been fair. They coasted Africa, watching it dip by them, pulling up on shorein the evening to get fresh water, to
deep. Many timesthey had hunted thereand dined on meat. Ason'sarm wasthe strongest, hisaim the best. He could
bring down a deer with a spear cast none of them could approach. It had been an easy voyage, without equal. At night
they could laugh at all the old talesthey had heard about the danger sand labor s awaiting shipsthat sailed these
waters.

Then thewind had failed them. Just asthe current turned againg them, so did theairsthat moved aboveit. For three



daysthey had remained ashorewaiting for thewind to change; it never had. Likeit or not they had torow.

They wer e getting very little pleasurefromit. For an entire day, from dawn to almost dusk, they labored at the oars,
until they werethrough that channd of rushing sea water and into the open sea beyond. Herethey could usethewind
totack acrossto the opposite shore. Just before sunset the breeze died completely and they rowed, much moreeasly
now, until they found a sheltered bay on therocky coast. The men ate hungrily, for thefirst time sincethat morning,
and wer e adeep soon after.

In the cabin, Ason poured oliveail into the stonelamp, floated awick upon it and lighted it. ' "We must now think
about our course" hesaid.

"Without charts?' Inteb asked.

" Lycos had no charts, but hefound dtye way and explained it to me. From the Pillars of Her akles we sail north along
the coast until theland ends. ..."

" And theworld aswel—and we sail into chaos."
"You arein good spiritstoday, Inteb." 87
"1t comesfrom leaning on the steering sweep while everyone else rows. L et me pour you somewine."

Ason smacked hislipsover it and then stretched mightily, hearing hisjoints crack. Hehad rowed with the othersall
that day. " Get a piece of that broken pot, and thething you useto scratch on it, and we'll makea chart.”

Inteb placed the articles on the table before him and looked up expectantly. Ason made afist of hisright hand, then
opened it out partway and stuck histhumb up in theair.

"Thisisit," hesaid.
"Isit aproblem of somekind?"

"No, achart." Heplaced theback of hishand againg thefired clay surface. " Now scratch around it, outlineit
clearly."

When it wasdone he admired theincised lineand tapped it at the bottom, near the base of his smallest finger.

"Thisisthe gtrait of the Pillars of Herakles. Thethumb pointsnorth. Sofirst we sail west along the base of the hand
until we cometo the knuckle of thelittle finger. Then weturn north and sail along the outline of thefingers. The
knuckles of thefingersarethe mouthsof great rivers. Therearefour of them, just astherearefour fingers, and we
must passthem all. After thelast we cometo alarge headland, and that iswhereour courseturnseast and we sail
along thetop of the hand to the base of thethumb. Still following the hand, weturn north again, and asthethumb
curvesout so doesour course dowly change from north to northwest. It isall herein the hand.”

" And when thelimit of thethumb isreached?"
"It istimeto crossthe seatotheldand of the Yerni. When the coastline tur ns away from the direction it has been
following, to the east again, weleaveit and sail north. Thereisa small idand there off the coast, Uzend isitsname,

and we sail between it and the mainland whenever thereisafollowing wind. North, duenorth, for just oneday and one
night if thewind isgood and the sky
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clear, and then we cometo the ldand of the Yerni and theland of the Albi."
" Different tribes?"

"Very different, but you will see."

Ason took off histunic and lay on his ssomach while Inteb poured ail into hishandsand kneaded the great muscles of
Ason's shoulder sand back. Ason was snoring long befor e he was finished.

The pleasant voyage continued with littleto mark oneday from another. They passed the mouth of alargeriver and
saw asmall craft of somekind fleging up it, but did not bother to follow. The country looked mountainousinland, but
wasfertile enough along the shore. They filled their water skinsat streams, then hunted the deer and wild pigsth?*



cametheretodrink.

Oay oneadditional time, in all of that long voyage, did they see any trace of other men. It wasa pale column of smoke
that rose straight up into the cloudless sky. They bached their ship and stalked their human quarry in s ence, as
they would any other wild game. Thefirehad t *en madein thelee of alargeartificial mound twice ast ill asaman,
which concealed their approach. A family .athering on a picnic feast was grouped about thefire, coasting a whole ox
beforeawall of sone dabsfacing that sde of the mound, and they all ran shrieking with fear when the armed men
burst upon them. Ason and hismen roar ed with laughter asthey dragged the ox back to the ship, laughing even
louder at thetimid faces peeping out from the surrounding brush. Therewas nothing wr ong with the voyage, nothing
at all.

When the north-south coast ended, Ason car efully followed the chart they had made. It took them along the coagtline
toan immense bay and to the headland beyond.

"Thisistheplace" Ason said." | remember the shape of that idand. Thereisa stream therewith a sandy bay where
we landed and filled all the skin bagswith water. Then we sailed away from land."
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"Wehave had enough experience of that/" Inteb said. " And for afar longer distance."

Although the men wer e not anxiousto leave the comforting presence of the shoreling, they did not worry too much
about thislagt stage of thejourney. Sincethe day they had captured the Sidonioi ship the sailing had been good, with
fair windsand smooth seas. Therewaslittlerain thistime of year. The voyage had been easy—and richeswere
waiting at theend of it.

For saven daysthewind blew from thewest and they remained in thetiny bay. Thedrinking water wastaken aboard,
therigging checked, theworn linesreplaced. Any open seamswer e caulked. With all thework donethat could be
done, one of the men made netsfrom twine, and they trapped thefat birdsthat roosted in thetrees. They atethem
baked in mud in the embersof their fire. On the morning of the eighth day Ason awoke befor e dawn and went on deck
tosmdl theair. Aiaswasthere, on watch, leaning againg therail. He dampened a finger in historn-lipped mouth
and held it high.

" From thesouth," hesaid. " Isthat thewind we arewaiting for ?"
"Thevery one. Rousethem up."

Once again they pulled away from a shoreinto an empty sea, although thistimeit wasdone ddiberately. The

steer sman faced aft so they would sail away from land. Inteb car efully noted the sun's cour seto be surethey were
heading correctly. The sea was easy, with long swellsthat they rode up and over and down. White-winged ocean birds
followed them out from shor e, screaming sharply and diving for fish in their wake. They sailed briskly beforethe
wind, paying no heed to the thin, high cloudsthat sprang up in the afternoon. It was only towar ds dusk that the clouds
thickened. But the setting sun could be clearly seen, and they kept it car efully to port and sear ched the empty sea
ahead for the sight of land, wagering asto who would seeit firgt.
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At sunset, with littlewar ning, the storm struck. Thewind increased and clouds quickly covered the sky; the sea
rose. Thesewaveswere akind they had never experienced before, so from the very beginning they werein danger of
foundering. Thelow-sded galley would have gone down at once, and even thelarger and mor e seawor thy Sidonioi
ship could do little mor e than run beforethe storm. With the smallest amount of sail possible she ill plunged her
bow deep into thewaves, whiletherigging hummed and creaked.

Tydeus stood at the steering sweep, squinting ahead through thelashing rain to see the white-foamed tops of the
waves asthey rushed by, steering by thefed of the ship and thewind. Ason was beside him when Inteb came on deck,
working hisway to them along therail to keep from being blown overboard.

" Get into the cabin!" Ason shouted, reaching out hisarm to steady the Egyptian. Inteb held to him so hewouldn't fall.

"It'sworsein there. The ship creaksand groansasthough it weredying. | expect it to go to the bottom at any
moment."

"Wearedill beforethewind, and aslong aswe keep bailing we'll keep abovethe water."



1*Your sword,” Inteb said, realisng that it was strapped over Ason'sshoulder for thefirst time sincethey had been
at sea. But hewasnot wearing hisarmor. Inteb took sudden fright. ' "You would never go on a voyage without your
swor d—even to theunderworld. You think that we are going to drown, don't you?"

"I think thisisavery bad night."
"Isit theend?"

" Only Zeusknowsthat. Hewill show us soon enough. We haverun beforethewind for all of the day now, and part of
thenight. Thewind blowsto the Idand of the Y erni and we have no way of turning asde. Now go to the cabin.”
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"No. | must say here”

Asfrightening asthe deck was, with the black wavesrising up suddenly, foam flecked, to break hissng down the
sdesor todisappear back into the darknessfrom wherethey had emerged, the cabin wasfar worse. Thereevery
heave and falling away of the deck fdt like the beginning of thelast plungeto the bottom. It was unbear able. I nteb
thought of the sunlight and warmth of Egypt and of all that he had left behind. If hewerelogt at sea, how could his
body be preserved and entombed so he could voyage after death tothe Western Land? It could not, that iswhat the
priestssaid. Tobelost at seawasthewor st kind of death to suffer. He used to laugh at the priests, but that was easier
todoon salid land, during the day. Hewas not laughing now.

The end was sudden. The only war ning they had was a sudden booming, louder than theroaring of the storm, and the
quick sight of white spray leaping high beforethem. Then the ship struck therocks, wasimpaled, broken, destroyed.
Themen thrown into the sea or trapped in the crumbling wreckage.

Before he could realize what was happening, Inteb was hurtling through theair, falling into theicy ocean. Hetried to
scream but hismouth and nosefilled with water, water all around him. Hewas drowning. Hedid not know it. He
rolled onto hissde spewing out salty sea water until together and hewas awar e of the other man'sform close by.

I nteb coughed and choked thewater from histhroat, sucking in a great lungful of air. Something dark and large
rushed upon them, striking him acrossthe side of hishead.

After that he had only the most confused memories. Ason wasthere, or someone, holding hisarms, hisclothing, and
something hard dug in under hisarms. Thewater wasover hishead much of thetime, and he breathed that in as
much ashedid theair, coughing, weaker and weaker each time. Then it all ended in aflurry of white
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water, spray, and something hard tearing and tearing at hisbody asheturned end over end, finally sopping
struggling and sinking down to die peacefully in the darknessthat now rose up to overwhelm him.

2

Inteb awoke, coughing again and again, unableto stop, until histhroat wasraw and his eyes closed with the pain of it.
Herolled onto his side spewing out salty seawater until hewas empty, drained. After thishewastoo weak to even
open hiseyes, although he remained conscious, feding the hard ground under him and awar ethat he was shivering
with cold and exhaustion. His eyeswere grainy with sand, thelids so stuck together that he had to rub to open them.
A gray sky, low overhead, with blowing clouds. Helay jn rough ground tufted with clumpsof grass, in a small hollow.
Hislast memories had been of the seg, the orm, thewater closing over him. How had he come here? Certainly not
by himsdf. Ason?

"Ason," hecalled aloud, struggling to hisknees, and :hen in near panic, " AsonV

Could hebe dead? Inteb stood swaying, then climbed helow ridge. From here he could see a retch of beach vith the
waves gill rushing strongly up it, then bubbling >ack. Not far offshore the black wet backs of a bank of agged rocks
brokethe surface of the sea. He knew what tad happened the night before. But how had he cometere? He shouted
again and heard an answering hail from [own the beach. Ason appear ed, dragging something long nd dark, and waved
to him. They met on the damp mds. Ason threw down the broken piece of driftwood nd seized him by both arms. " It
wasa bad night, Inteb, but wearealive, and that is 93

something to beglad of."

"Othes. .. ?"



" None. The ship hit thoserocksout thereand flew apart at the blow. Wewent into thewater together, and the
steering sweep almost took our heads off coming down on top of us. But | used it to save usin theend. It held usup
until wewashed ashore. | called; therewasno onedse. | pulled you up there out of thewind and searched, out in the
water asfar asl dared go. Nothing. They must have all gone down with thewreck. Not many could swim, | suppose.”

Hedropped heavily to the sand, leaning hishead forward on hisknees. He had not dept and wasvery tired. He had
been theleader and captain and responsiblefor the crew. And now they wereall dead. Hismusclesached and the
sword was a cold weight across his back.

"Doyou know whereweare?' Inteb asked.

" On the coast somewhere, I'm not sure. We sailed along it last time | came, and one place looks very much like
another. No sign of people here, or villages. Or food. Nothing came ashor e from the ship. Just broken wood. Wehad
better start walking." He climbed to hisfest.

"Which way?"

" A good question. Until the storm it seemed we had a good following wind, but it could have veered after dark. Walk
ead, that mugt beright.”

Ason gave onelong look around at the deserted beach and fang-tipped rocksthat had destroyed the ship, then turned
left and led theway down the shore. The sand was soft and easy on their barefeet: their sandalshad been torn off by
the sea. Inteb followed, down the beaches of thetrackless coast. They had only walked a short timewhen they cameto
an inlet that wastoo deep to cross. Turning inland, they followed it away from the ocean. I nteb had a sudden thought,
and bent and filled his palm and tasted the water.
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" Just brackish," hesaid. ' 'Thismust bethe mouth of astream. If wefollow it upstream, there should befresh
water/

The stream twisted and narrowed until clear water wasrunning over maoss-cover ed stones. They lay on their
stomachsand drank their fill. Ason sat up, wiping hismouth on hisarm—and was suddenly still. Inteb saw him draw
hissword.

"What isit?" heasked. Ason pointed.

L ow, wooded hillsrose up from the downland, and through the branches could be seen a bar e hilltop beyond. On the
summit of the hill wasarounded construction of somekind. Therewasno onein sight. After amoment Ason led the
way there, sword ready. They passed through the grove, following an over grown path, and emerged on the hillside
beow theraised hummock of the structure. It was made of heaped earth, and aline of stone dabswerevisbleat one
end. The biggest onein the center appeared to be a sealed doorway.

"It looksvery much likeatomb," Inteb said.

Ason nodded agreement but kept hissword in hishand asthey mounted the hill, only dipping it back intoitsdings
when they realized that they werethefirst vistorsherein avery long time.

"Itisatomb/' Ason said. " I've seen thiskind before" He bent to peer around the edge of the central dab covering
the entrance, but could see nothing except darkness. " Therewill bearoom in there, aburial chamber formed by
upended bouldersthat hold up the big ceiling Jabs. Dried bones, grave offerings, gold perhaps.” Hepulled at the
heavy stone.

""Very much like Mycenae, in afar cruder way. Must you open it?"

"No, noreason to. L et'sget back tothe beach.”

Thesun burned through the dlouds and felt warm on their backs. They walked on until it wasnear midday. It
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was | nteb who called a halt, pointing to the cur ved beach ahead of them. Hedrovea gick into the sand and peered at
itsshadow quizzically.

"Weseem to haveturned north," hesaid, " and if thisbeach keepson asit doeswe shall soon be walking west, back



in thedirection we came from. Could we be on a peninsula or aneck of land?"

" Possibly, but | don't remember any shaped likethis. But thereisalot of coast; it'sabigidand. It goesnorth no one
knowshow far. Thiscould bea part of theland | haven't seen.”

"1'm going to seewhat liesahead," Inteb said, scrambling up a grass-tufted dune, tired of walking and only too aware
of therumbling emptiness of his ssomach. Hereached thetop, looked around—then bent over and did quickly back
tothebeach.

" Someone coming along the shore. | dropped down assoon as| saw him—I don't think he saw me."

"Just one?" Ason asked, dipping hissword from the dings.

" Absolutely. | could seethelength of the beach. He'salone."

" Thereisnothing to fear from oneman."

Sword swinging easily, Ason strode down the sand. Inteb, feeling none of this same self-assurance, lagged behind. He
caught up with him asthey cameto arocky spur that ran out into the sea, and Ason stopped there. Therewas
splashing as someone moved out into thewater. They heard grumbled cur sesas a high wave surged up and broke
againg therock. Inteb stepped back—the splashing gre\* near. Thetendonsin Ason'shand stood out as he closed
hisgrip on the pomme of the sword. A man waded around the end of therock and faced them—as startled asthey
were A familiar, scarred and battered man.

" Aiad" Ason shouted and plunged his sword into the sand before striding into the water to embracethe boxer.

"Wel met!" Aiasshouted in return asthey clasped 96

each other, therein the sea with green water surging about their legs.

"1 thought you dead with all theothers' Ason said.

"You arereturned from thegrave. If | did not fed your solid flesh | might think you a spirit. But therearethree of us
now—unlessthat Egyptian on the shoreisawraith come back from hisWestern Land?"

Inteb began to laugh with the other suntil hewas struck by a sudden and terrible thought. How had the boxer come
here?

"Aias" hecalled out. " Have you been walking along the shor e?"

" Ever sncethe sun opened my eyesthismorning. | wasalone on the sand. No one ese. Thirsty and hungry. Still am.
Started walking along the beach and have been walking ever since. Not that | found anyone. ..."

" Did you turn back?"

"Never." They waded ashoreand stared down at Inteb who had dropped to the sand looking deathly ill.

" Then you realize what thismeans?" Inteb said. " We have been walking, too—in the opposite direction.”
Ason under stood at once.

" An idand. We have been wrecked on an idand."

"And adesolateoneat that," Inteb said, some of the same desolation in hisvoice. " We met no onealong the shore,
found nothing except that stream."

" Then you found morethan | did. If you know wherewater is, show metheway."
"Wefound atomb aswel," Inteb said, sanding. " Thisisan idand of thedead.”

" Theremay bepeopleinland.” Ason dipped hissword back intoitsding and led theway down theshore. " If there
are, wewill find them. Theremust be people here”

Therewerenone. Inland among thelow hillsthey found mor e tombs, even a group of older moundswith the earth
partly weathered away, exposing theroof dabs of the stone burial chamber swithin. None of them spoke aloud again
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thewords|Intch had spoken, but the wor dswer e easy to hear, even unspoken. Anidand of the dead. From the highest
hill they could seewater on all Sdesand adark bulk on thedistant horizon that might have been the mainland.
Nothing else. When the shadows began to lengthen they retur ned to the stream beneath thefirst tomb they had found
and lay down todrink their fill of the cool water, again and again, in an attempt to allay the hunger.

"What dowedo?" Aiasasked, and they turned to Ason. He shook hishead dowly, staring out towar dsthe dar kening
sea.

*'| imagine we shall die/

After being plucked from the sea likefish and thrown on the beach?"' Inteb said. " It seemsa strange destiny to
surviveall that only to diefrom an empty gut.”

* 'Wecan eat." Aiaspulled along stalk of grassthrough hisfingersand looked at thefew wild grainsthat lay on his
palm. " Not well. But | have eaten wor se. Eat these seeds. Catch birds"

" Fish perhaps" Inteb added. " Water and food, we can survive."

"Why?" Ason asked. " Wecan live likewild animalswithout fire or shdlter, drinking thiswater and chewing these
dry seeds. Why? Death will comein the end no matter what wedo."

In the silence he spoke aloud again I nteb'swords.
"Thisisan idand of the dead.”
3

Aiaswalked, head bowed to the sreaming rain that ran from hishair and beard and dripped into hisalready soggy
clothing. Hetrudged along at the water's edge dragging the driftwood after him, a length of splintered branch that
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he had found on the shore. Thewaves broke, hissing up the sand and around hisankles. Therewastherumble of
unseen breakerson therocks offshore. Aiaswalked on, turning inland from the beach on the path hisfeet had made
during the many journeysback and forth here. The path wound up through thebouldersto alarger jutting overhang
of stone, with anatural shelter under neath it. Stuffed in here wer e the pieces of driftwood Aiashad found: limbsand
logs, branches and a singlelength of carved thwart from the wrecked ship itsdf. Thisand the steering oar werethe
only reminder sthat the ship and thedrowned crew had ever existed. Aias pushed the pieces of wood aside and made
room for himself out of therain.

Hewasnot exactly surewhy hewas collecting thewood here. Therewas nothing big enough to build a raft with, nor
even any creeperstotieit together with. They could burn thewood if they could find away of striking up afire. No
outcrops of spark-making pyrites, either. And they would need afire or they would surely die during the coming
winter on thisdesolateidand, thisfar north. Winter would kill them quickly; summer was making too dow ajob of
it. Helooked down at the plaited leather thong about hiswaigt, at the bends and creases on the hanging end where he
had shortened it, day after day. The grassand sedge weedswereno diet for men. Thefew birdsthey had managed to
snarewereonly feathery memories. How long had it been? Herubbed at the new beard on hisface. A longtime. The
Egyptian would know, a man of learning who mugt still keep track of the dates even in thisbarren place, mumbling
and marking hieroglyphson alittlewooden tablet. He had worked it out that it wasthe month of Mesori and that the
Nilehad already risen. Asif that mattered here. Asif anything mattered except staying alive. They wereall getting
weaker and the Egyptian wastheweakest of thelot. Probably diefirs. Wdll, that would mean meat for awhile. He had
eaten man-meat beforeand did not likeit. But you could liveon it, yesyou could.
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After atimetherain stopped falling. Aias* legs had become gtiff. He climbed out and stretched, hearing hisjoints
snap, hismuscles aching from the damp. Water dripped from the bushes, the gray sea wasthe sameleaden color as
thesky. Heturned hisback on it and walked back through thelow, rounded hillsto their tomb. A fit dwelling place
for men who would soon be dead, though he never thought of it that way.

Thiswasthefirst tomb that they had found, the biggest on theidand and high enough to stand erect in. The opening
sealed only by asingle large dab of stone. They had levered it asde befor e hesitatingly entering this home of the



dead. An ugly statuette of a goddesslay in therear. Therewere bones everywhere. The older oneswere crumbling to
dust, while some of the mor e recent ones ill had bits of mummified flesh clinging to them. They had cleaned house
by kicking ail of the bone and rubbletothefar, dark end of thetunnée-like grave. Mixed with the boneswer e golden
grave goods, collarsand pins, usdess decor ations that meant nothing on thisidand, though they would have been
well received anywhere else. At first they had kept them close by, but they werein theway in the cramped quarters
and had soon been thrown in with therest of therubbish. Aias ill woreagold armlet, but only becauseit offered
some cheer in the grayness of theidand.

Theother two wer e already therewhen Aias crawled through the entrance. They were bent over something.

"Look!" Ason called out, holding up a brown bird whose legs had been caught in their snare. It fluttered helplesdy,
terror initslargeround eyes.

"How shall you divideit?" Aiasasked squatting down, aseager now asthe others.

"Wearethewrong number," Inteb said as Ason drew his sword and whetted the edge againgt histhumb. " Remember
thetroublewith thelast bird. If we weretwo we could half it, quarter it for four."
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" And afeather each for four hundred/' Ason laughed.

Three grown men on the edge of starvation, bent over a mite of a struggling lifethat could provide only thetiniest
amount of nourishment. But their beliesgrowled for it. The sound must have been in the air for sometimebefore
they became awar e of it, drowned out by their voices. It was Ason, the hunter, who cocked hishead suddenly to one
sde—then held hisfinger to hislips. They froze, motionless and silent, and the distant moaning could be clearly
heard.

If it had been night they would have been surethat the spiritsof the dead they had expelled from thetomb were
coming back toreclaim it. Therewasa dirge of death to the sound, the wailing of the dead, and like dogsthey felt the
hairson their necksand down their backsrise. Inteb shivered, not from cold.

"Voices" hewhispered. " It must be people, chanting.”

Voices, getting closer, louder, and soon wor ds could be heard. Ason strained to makethem out, then nodded hishead.

"Listen. You can under sand thewords. It isthe old-fashioned language of the bards, not quite the same, but you can
make out what they aresinging."

Thesamephrases, over and over again, aritual chant. Clear now, louder and closer, coming towar dsthem up theside
of thehill.

Back, back to thewomb of the mother Insde, indde, the earth and the hill Dead, dead, degping insde you Born, born
again out of thetomb.

Ason had hissword in hishand, crouching, ready to defend himsdf against any attacker, human or inhuman. Aias
closed hisfigts, and hissmpler yet equally deadly weaponswer eready. I nteb huddled wherehewas.

Thebird fluttered wildly on the sandy floor and, before anyone could reach it, freed itswingsfrom the snare.
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Peeping loudly, it flew by them, the woven grass strandsdangling, and out of the opening of thetomb.

Therewasa sudden slenceasit burst from the opening and the chanting stopped. For along, long instant Ason
endured thisthreatening silence—then scrambled forward bellowing like a bull. Whatever was out ther e was better
faced in the open. He swung hissword in short arcsbefore him and jumped to hisfeet outsdewith Aiasjust behind
him.

Screamsand cries, thudding feet, the sudden sight of people running, brown backs vanishing from sight. In a
moment all except two of them weregone. And thelong bundle dropped at their feet. A man, old, gray haired, brown
garbed from head to toewith the hood of hiscape down over half hisface. Hewas shouting distractedly, resisting the
young girl who pulled at hisarms. Sheleaned away in panic, yet would not desert the old man.

" A funeral procession/' Inteb said peering from thetomb's mouth, pointing to the fallen cor pse sawn into un-cured



hides.

4 And morefrightened of us" Ason lowered hissword. " Not awarrior among them." He stalked down to stand
beforethe old man. Thegirl stopped tugging and stood helplesdy beside him now. Her hood had fallen back in her
strugglesand her rich black hair hungto her shoulders. Her eyeswere asdark, her skin olive, her lipsred and
trembling. Ason reached out and lifted the man'shood that concealed hisface. The old man cried out.

"Whoisit? Who isthere? Naikeri—what has happened?”

Ason took onelook and let the concealing hood fall back into place. Something sharp and heavy had been crashed
intothe old man'sface. It had destroyed the bridge of hisnose and hiseyes, blinding him, leaving only an inflamed
scar thewidth of hisface. When Ason did not speak, the girl whispered, hoar sewith fright, into the old
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man'sear.

" Oneman, three men, coming from thetomb. They arearmed with bronzeswords. .. ."

"Whoareyou?' Ason brokein.

Theold man straightened up. He might have been awarrior in histime, because hewaswell muscled though dight of
build.

"| am Ler of theAlbi. If you area bronze-sword man you may know of me."
'] know thenameof Ler of theAlbi. It wastold to me by my uncle L ycoswho said your peopleaided him at the mine."

Ason kept hissword ready and looked about. He knew nothing about these strange people—they might bethevery
oneswho had destroyed the mine. Ler wailed in sudden agony.

" Oh, dead, all of them dead, daughtered likeanimals, riversof blood." He shook hisfistsat the sky and writhed in
torment, tearing at hisclothing. Ason turned tothegirl, Naikeri. She was standing quietly now that they had been
revealed asmen, not spirits.
"What isheraving about?"

"TheYerni. They attacked us, killed all themen, my brother on the ground therewasthelast, and he was many
monthsdying. My father wasblinded. They killed your peopletoo, everyoneat the mine."

Ason dropped hissword intoitsdings; they appear ed to sharea common enemy. Now that the sudden emer gency had
ended, the significance of the funeral processon wasdriven hometo him.

These people had cometo thisidand from some other place. The survivor s of the shipwreck would not die on the
barren idand.

"Wheredo you comefrom?' Ason asked. Naikeri pointed back over her shoulder.

" From home. We always comehereto bury our dead, at
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least our dead of rank. We must come a long way, yet we still come. The distance does not matter, sincethisidand is
sacred to us because one time long ago our peoplelived here. Many are still buried herein thesetombs." Shegrew
angry with sudden memory. " You havetorn thistomb open and goneintoit to steal the offerings—likethat!" She
pointed tothegold armlet Aiaswore.

"You havea ship?' Ason asked. Naikeri began to shout.

"Thievesand tomb robbers. ..." Shegasped and wassilent as Ason reached out and seized her jaw in onehand, his
corded finger shiting deep.

"Doyou have a ship}"

She stepped back when hereeased her, rubbing at the white markson her skin wher e hisfinger shad clamped down.



"Wecomein coracles. Werow along the coast and then out to thisidand."

"You have brought food with you?' Shenodded. Ason smiled and dapped at the hollow of hisstomach. " Call your
peopleout of hiding—wewon't hurt them. Then wewill have somefood and after that you can bury your brother. We
arehungry and heisnot. He can wait."

Aiaslaughed aloud at thisand even Inteb smiled, coming all theway out of the tomb and joining them. But Naikeri
wasangry. Thelinesabout her eyesand her tight-clamped mouth showed it, though she said nothing. Turning her
back on theintruders, she murmured softly to her father, quieting him, then sitting him on the ground beside the
skin-wrapped cor pse. He huddled there, swaying with grief, touching the body, as Naikeri turned and went away down
thehill calling out to the hidden people. They emer ged one by one, frightened women and girls, dressed alikein
brown cloth. A few men, all old, limping hesitantly and blinking up at the stranger sthrough rheumy eyes. No
warriors, noyoung men. Asthethree stranger s came down the hill, they moved aside and did not look at them
direcdy, but peeked ingead around the edges of the
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hooded capesthey all wore.

" Takeustothese shipsof yours" Ason ordered, and Naikeri led them to the beach. Therewereten round dark
mounds, shaped like beehives. They wereall well abovethereach of high tide. The girl went to the nearest.

"Likenoboat | haveever seen,” Aiassaid.

Inteb wasinterested and helped Naikeri turn oneover. It waslight enough tolift, a hemisphere of sawn-together
skinsthat had been stretched over aframework of thin willow boughs. They werewoven and tied together toform a
latticework structure. The skinshad been painted with pitch to water proof them. On the sand beneath it wasthe
coracle' scargo: bundles, baskets and wide-mouthed jars. Naikeri held out one of thejarsand Ason pulled out a
sausage aslong as hishand and almost aswide.

"Meat!" heshouted, and bit into it whilethe otherscrowded close. It wasrich beef, smoked and dripping with fat.
Leathery and ddicious. They chewed and chewed until the grease ran down their chinsand coated their hands. When
Naikeri left they scarcely noticed.

They poked through therest of the cargo, sipping the brackish, tarry water in the skins, then trying the sticky
lumpsof cold, cooked grud. Therewas even a paste made of crushed berriesand nuts. They thought everything
delicious. Sated at lagt, Inteb and Aias stretched out on the sun-warmed sand, patting their rounded stomachsand
laughing at the sharp painsthe unaccustomed feast brought on. Ason stood, looking out acrossthe sea. Hisfirst wild
happinesshad died down and now he could think about what lay ahead. Whilethey had been trapped on theidand
therehad been nofuture; just existence and the avoidance of death. That wasover now. These clumsy-looking
coraclesmust be seaworthy or the Albi would never havereached theidand. They would beleaving soon. Hewould
take up again the mission that they had all sworn to with such enthusiasm that day.

They would land on theinhospitable shore, asdimly 105

seen as a cloud on the horizon. Then he must reopen the mine that was so vital to Mycenae, and avenge the
Mycen-aeans slaughtered there.

And do all thiswith asingle Egyptian who knew nothing of battle. And a scarred boxer who preferred hisfiststo a
sword. Ason reached to touch the pommel of his sword. He had that. With it in his hand he feared no man. If Zeus had
wished his death he would be dead by now, as dead as his companionsin the sea. Instead he had reached this shore
and would soon reach the land over the water, the Island of the Yerni.

With his sword.
The savages there would soon discover what even one Mycenaean could do.
4

From the first moment that the coracles put to sea Inteb was sick. The clumsy things bobbed up and down on the
surface of the water, spunin circles, leaked. Loaded with a small amount of cargo, each coracle held two people, three
at the very most. Ason and Aias soon managed to learn to control the stubborn craft, though at first they simply spun
about in one place when they chopped at the water with the stubby paddles, laughing at their own efforts. Inteb never
even touched a paddle; as soon as the bobbing craft [eft shore his insides heaved and he hung over the side voiding



his stomach. After that he was carried as cargo, slumped in the bottom and awash with water, with the rowers feet
sometimes resting on him when they moved. Not that he cared. Pain, even death would have been arelief from this
rocking sickness. The sky spun and moved overhead, and he closed his eyes to keep it from sight.

The crossing—from the Ide of the Dead to the western-106

mogt tip of theldand of the Yerni—took the better part of a day, even though they left at dawn. After that they dowly
worked their way east along the coast, rowing most of every day and pulling into shoreat dusk to eat and deep.
Guided by the old men, they stopped at a series of campsitesthat must have been in usefor generations, mostly
isolated beaches, cut off from theland beyond by high cliffs, accessible only by sea. The Albi wer e secr etive by
nature, not particularly afraid of other people, but preferring to go their own way.

Oneday blurred into another, strenuouswork by daylight and exhausted deep at night, until even Inteb lost track of
how long the voyage wastaking. It wasonly alittle after noon one day when they put into shore at the mouth of awide
stream.

"What iswrong?' Ason called to Ler, who was being helped from hisbeached coracle by hisdaughter.
+'Thisisthelanding place. We are closeto home now."

The coracleswer e quickly unloaded and inverted, their cargoes divided up among theyounger girlsand children.
Oncetheothershad been loaded with their burdens, the stronger women and the old men lifted the coracles, holding
them on their backs, almost vanishing insdether rounded forms. Aiaswanted to carry oneaswell, but his offer was
turned away; their habit of keeping to themselveswas not easily broken. In singlefilethey started up abarey
discernible path alongside the stream, towar dsthe dark curtain of the forest.

Rain had been threatening since early mor ning and the sky waslow, pressing against the treetops until thetallest of
them vanished in the mist. Dark, alien treeswith flat and pointed leaves. Thick oak for the most part, broken by
stands of beech and the occasional white arrowsof bir ch trees. The ground beneath them wasalmost impassable, a
tangle of undergrowth and hedge thick with the spikes of thorn. Thetrack they wer e following wound along the
grassy bank abovethestream, rising and falling, first to
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avoid themarshy land at thewater's edge, then theimpenetrable forest. They walked on without stopping, silently,
bent under their burdens, whiletheland itsalf rose steadily. At one point the stream gushed over arock ledgein a
small waterfall and broke onto therocksof arapid. Therewasa giff climb hereand the coracles wer e passed up
from hand to hand. Theland above changed suddenly, giving way from unending forest to cleared downsand meadows.
The path was mor e clear ly seen— and therewasthe smell of woodsmokein theair. But little could be seen after that
because the migt turned torain. They plodded on, soon soaked and chilled.

It was nearing dusk when thefirst of the great moundsloomed up out of therain, rising like a small mountain from
theflatness of themoor. A burial tomb, but much larger than the ones on theidand wherethey had been wrecked.
Theline of marcherswound around it, then past another mound, and the houses cameinto view. Their gabled,
thatched roofsreached almog to the ground and theraised earth bank that surrounded them. Thewattle-and-daub
werewallsheld up by logswith their bark sill upon them. Small tilled fields wer e behind the houses, divided by piled
stonewalls. Smoke seeped out from openingsunder the gables of the buildings. Asthey approached, someone
whistled, high and clear with a peculiar warble on thelast note. At thissignal people appear ed in the doorways and
moved down towar dsthem. Without goodbyesthefile broke up asthey went their separ ate ways. Ason stopped and
waited until Naikeri and Ler had reached him.

"How far istheminefrom here?" heasked.

'The mineof Lycos? Not far," Naikeri said. " You can walk thereand back in half aday."

" Someone mugt show usthe path."

"Inthemorning. It istoo late now and it israining. You will haveto stay thereall night, and thereisno shdter.”
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"Wewish to go now/'

" Speak for yoursdf," Inteb said, sneezing and rubbing at hisnosewith hisknuckles. " We have been so long on this



voyage that one more night will not matter. And | find thethought of a firemost comforting."

Ason would have gone on had he known theroad, but he could not, in theface of theresistance of theothers.
Reluctantly he permitted himself to beled to Ler'shouse, one of thelar gest. He bent over to enter through the small
doorway. A firewasalready burning, a clay pot wasbailing in the embers. They seated themsalves on low wooden
benchesnear it todry out, whilean old wman hobbled about with bowls of grud. It wastasteless, but hot and filling,
and they spooned it down. Ler sucked at hisand sat afterwards, rocking, his Sghtlessface towar dsthewar mth of the
fire. When he had finished he called for beer, and a great covered crock was pulled from a holein the ground. Only
after hehad dipped out and drained a cupful did Ler wavetheotherstothe crock. It wasfermented milk, sour and
sharp with a bitter aftertaste, yet still it contained the same seeds of drunkennessasdid wine. Herein hishome, his
sorrow softened by beer, Ler wasmor e of the man he once had been.

""You will gototheminein themorning,” Ler said. " It was once our mine, but L ycos gave us many giftsand we let
him useit. We will useit again now, for thereisalso copper there."

"No," Ason said without hesitation. " It isa Mycenaean mine, you just told methat."

"You have no need now for itsrich metal. Nor do you have any boysto work the minefor you. They areall gone now,
mogt of them dead, and it will be hard to find othersto go back there"

"If Lycosdid it—then socan |."
Ler smiled wickedly, forgetful in hisown blindnessthat the others could see.
" Then you do not know. It is| who found the boysfor 109

Lycos, children of the Donbaksho in the forest out there. They cometo usfor their woodsman's axes. We make it
possiblefor them to clear their forest fidlds. Lycos gave mea gold cup and many other thingsto get the boys. Do you
haveagold cup?'

"You will haveagold cup, even moreif you can find the boys”

"1 would liketo hold that gold cup now. | cannot seeit, but | could touch it with my fingersand fed itsweight. When
can | hold thiscup?"

" Soon."

Ler, half drunk now, cackled with pleasureand groped under hisbench until hefound what hewanted. First a

har dwood ax handle, then the double-edged stone ax-head, drilled through neatly from top to bottom. " Hereisancther
kind of ax, a battle-ax, thekind wetradetothe Yerni. They don't know wheretofind rare sonelikethis. Far better
than anything they 'can make. Worth taking to the after life. Here, seefor yoursdf, seehow sharp it is. You seemy
ax. Now | will seeyour gold cup." Helaughed again and belched resoundingly.

Ason turned thejadite blade over and over in hishands; but therewas nothing to say in answer. He had no cup, no
treasure. Nor any warriorsto fight beside him. Nothing. Yet he had to open the mine—and find and kill those who
had murdered his people. Thisold man could help. These Albi had no leaders. But Ler wasold and respected, about as
closeto aleader asanything they had. If he could be persuaded, why then something might be done.

More beer was passed around. The men began to sweat comfortably in the heat of thefire, then tosing. Old Ler sang
theloudest of them all. Therain beat on thethatched roof in a continual hushed roar. Ason sipped at hisbeer, sared
down intoit, trying to see the future through a haze of fatigue and heat, memoriesand hatreds. One man againg an
entireland?
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Ler'svoice dwindled and vanished ashe dumped and fdl off the stool. The old woman hobbled over and dragged him
to alockbed built into onewall, then rolled him into it with Naikeri'said. Naikeri had sat slently in the shadows all
evening, listening but not speaking so they wer e scar cely awar e of her presence. Aiasleaned back against therough
wall singing to himsdlf with hiseyes closed, drunk to extinction but happily unawar e of it. I n-teb swayed when he
sipped at hismug and looked at Ason over therim of it.

1'Wearehere, Ason, after ajourney nonewill believe."

"Thereisnoonetotdl it toin thislost place."



" Perimedes will send a ship and you will have men to aid you in reopening the mine/

"How can | besureof that? My father will send a ship—but when will it be here? Will it comeat all, through the
dangersof the deadly seas? Must | simply sit and eat pap and drink soured milk until it doesarrive? These questions
aretearing at me, Inteb, and | seeno answers. | am a prince of Mycenae, awarrior of the Argo-lid, ready tofight and
win, or die. But how can | fight without warriorsand with one badly nicked sword? How can | get aid without treasure
for gifts? You arethewise man, my friend, can you answer these questionsfor me?"

Inteb'shead bobbed loosdy and his speech wasthick. " Count upon me, I'll help you, always help you, Ason. My love
for you will aid you. | could bein Egypt now at Pharaoh'sright hand watching the bountiful Nilerise— but look
wheremy destiny hasled me. Yet | am not sorry, not sorry." Hebegan to weep, and weeping fell adeep.

Thefireburned low, and the air wasthick with the smdll of fermented milk and smoke; Ason could not bear it. There
wasa pressureingde him, aknot of desireto fight someone—but whom? Ther e was no one he could fight. Still
clutching the sone axhead, he rose and pushed out through thedoor, jarring hishead on the low doorway as he went
through. Outside, therain was till falling and
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therewastherumble of thunder in thedistance. He stood therein therain, facing up intoit blindly, not knowing
whether to cursehisfateor pray for aid.

Ason was suddenly awar e of a motion near by, of someone standing close by him. Heturned about swiftly and stood
ready, the axhead raised. Lightning crashed in theforest and in itsquick flare of light he saw that it was Naikeri. He
shook hishead asthe darkness descended again. Was he now afraid of women?

"1 can help you," shesaid in alow voice, coming close.

"Goaway," heanswered, turning hisback on her.

"1 know you Mycenaeans," she said, moving to stand before him. " Women must be sick creaturesin your land, the
way you despise them. Y ou must make your sdf under stand that isnot true here. Among our peoplewomen arelike
men in many ways. Since my father'sblindnessit is| who speak in hisname. | can beof aid toyou."

" | want nowoman'shelp.”

"You'll get no other kind here," she shouted angrily. " Keep your prideand the minewill stay closed, your
countrymen unavenged. Decide now. Which will it be?"

She spokethetruth, Ason realized. Hewasfar from the Argolid. Strange lands bred strange ways.

"Why do you want to hdp me?" heasked.

"1 don't. | need you, asyou need me, to exact my own vengeance. | want you tokill Yerni. My peoplewon't doiit. All of
my peopleareweak. My father isblind. They want to go farther intotheforest, avoid any moretrouble. | don't. | want
to stay here. We have alwaystraded in peace, even with the Yerni. Wewill do it again—when the oneswho did this
aredead. Your enemiesaremy enemies. | will aid you in their destruction."

"Theminemust comefirst. You will get theboysto work there?"

"Yes. Will you havewarriorstokill the Yerni?"

"Many. They areon their way now. Men who do killing of akind you have never seen.”
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'Then reopen the mine—and kill Yerni!"

Her shouted wordsweredrowned in the closer rail of thunder asthelightning blazed again through therain.
Darknessfel ingtantly, but her image was burned into hisbrain. Head back and wild eyed, therain streaming from
her glossy hair, soaking her clothing so that it clung tight to her full woman'sbody.

His handswent out to hold her—and he could fed her musclesgrow hard under hisgrasp. Shedid not struggleashe
forced her tothe ground, but her voicewas cold and sharp asa knife'sedge.



" If you take me, you must take me by for ce, brave prince. I sthisthe only way noble M ycenaeans know how to make
love?"

"No," hesaid, pushing her away angrily, sending her sprawling into themud. " All | want from you arethose boysto
work themine. Seetoit."

He dammed back insde, out of therain. Disturbed and annoyed and not really surewhy.

5

Ason wasawake at first light, yawning and stretching as he pushed out into the misty dawn. He could hear the pigs
snorting after acornsin thewoodland that began just beyond the kitchen garden. Abovetherising mist the sky was
clear, with thefull disc of the moon riding high above. A good omen perhaps, Artemis keeping watch so early after
dawn. Therewasa tir in the house behind him, then smoke began to rise from the opening in thethatch, asthe
hearth wasfanned to life. The day had begun. Perhaps morethan just the day: thefuture. Themine.

Hewent back indde and shook Aiasawake. Theboxer just groaned and rolled over. Ason planted a solid kick in
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hisribs. Aias stumbled to hisfeet, swaying and cursing, blinking about for someoneto hit with his clenched fists.
Ason left him thereand went to Naikeri, who was bent over thefire.

'Til need some sandalsfor my feet,” hesaid. " They are bleeding from therocks

" Therearenone herebig enough for you, but 1 can make somethat will fit. When are you going to the mine?"

" Now, thismorning. Be quick with the sandals. Wewill need someoneto guideus.”

" | will show you theway."

By thetime preparations had been madefor thejourney, most of the other swereawake. Ler'ssnoresvibrated loudly
from thelockbed, while Inteb still dept exhaustedly among the blanketsand tumbled furs. Ason left him there, gave
Aiasastonetreefdling ax to carry, and followed Naikeri from the house and down the path between thefields. They
left the Albi settlement and passed through the outlying clearingswher e long-hor ned cattle grazed, watched by dark
and silent boys. Thetrail entered theforest, rising and falling asit followed the ridges between thetrees. By thetime
the sun had climbed halfway up the sky they wer e sweating heavily. Aias groaned.

"Thisisnoway totreat asick man," hesaid.

"You aresick from thedrinking."

"Thecauseisnot important, just thefact that | amiill, perhapsdying.”

Despite his complaintshe kept up with the others. When they stopped for adrink at a stream which widened into a
pool by abeaver dam, hetook one sip of thewater, sghed—then fdl full length into thewater. The beaver sdapped
their tailswith alarm and disappeared. When Aias emer ged, streaming and shivering, he claimed to fed much better.
They went on, Naikeri keeping her eyes carefully on the 114

trail they werefollowing, going dower and dower until she stopped and pointed at the ground. Ason knelt and could
make out a broken twig on alow bush, aswdl asother signsthat someone had passed here. ' There are Donbak-sho
not too far from here" she said. ""We could seethem now, find out about the boysfor the mine, they could tell

othersy'

Ason wasreéuctant toturn asde. Hehad come so far and hisdestination was so close. " Why must it be boys?' he
asked. " We can find peoplelater towork themine. Or daves."

She shook her head, not knowing what hewastalking about.

"Who esewould do thiskind of work except boys? Thereare many of them and they arenot needed. What areyou
saying?"

They werewagting time. Perhapstherewereno davesin thisland. Nor had he gold to buy any, or soldiersto capture
and guard them. Likeit or not, hemust follow wherethisgirl led.



" All right. Do what you want."

Naikeri appeared not to hear hisangry toneand led them into thethicker forest. The sunlight vanished asthey
worked their way through the under growth and around the boles of thetall trees. It was hot, with all movement of air
cut off, with insectshumming irritatingly about their heads. Their path took them down a steep hillsdeinto a valley,
through athick stand of massive-trunked oak trees, gnarled and ancient. It was cooler here, and they went more
dlently on the damp mosswhere a spring oozed out of the hillside, so quietly in fact that they surprised a boar
rooting and snuffling for acornsin thefallen leaves. Helooked up and snorted, as surprised asthey were, yellow
tusksflecked darkly with loam, small eyesred and angry. Alas shouted and threw the ax, but the boar whirled on his
shar p-hooved feet and vanished into the under growth with alast flick of histail. The ax missed and Aiascursed ashe
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groped about under thethick bushesfor it.

When they reached thevalley floor they could hear a sharp thudding from ahead, regular asa heartbeat. It stopped
and the slence was broken a moment later by the crackling descent of afalling tree. They went on, along a
well-marked trail now, until they reached a clearing in the endlessforest. On the hillsdewas a low, rush-r oofed,
squar e building with mud-dabbed walls. It was surrounded by small fidldswhere knee-high, green-tasded grain
rustled in the breeze. Three women wer etilling between therowswith sharp deer-antler picks. They were bent
double, baretothewaist in the war m sunshine, wearing only leathern skirts, their pendulous breasts swinging as
they worked. They looked up and gaped at the newcomers. One of them called out in a high-pitched voice.

"Wait here/' Naikeri said. " | can talk tothem better if you arenot close by."

Ason and Aiasdropped to theground in the shade and looked on, as children tumbled from the house and stood
sucking at their fingersin thedooryard. Therewereanumber of them, of all ages, alikeonly in their lack of clothes
and thesmearsof dirt on their pallid skin. On the dope, high above, there was a sudden motion astwo men burst into
view, running heavily and carrying their sone-headed axesin both hands. Their shoulder-length hair blew free. Like
thewomen, they werenaked to thewaist and drenched with sweat. When they saw therewasno danger they dowed to
aplodding walk, looking congtantly at the two stranger sasthey came up to Naikeri, whom they knew. Thewomen
watched from a distance asthetwo men and the girl squatted and talked. She was being for ceful and they grunted in
response, shaking their heads and scratching deep under their hair with their thick fingers. In the end one of them
sood and went to the house and pushed the children asideto grab a boy. Hedid not want to come but the man cuffed
him, then dragged him by the ear back down the dope. Therewasmoretalk until they all
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stood and Naikeri left them, the men looking stolidly after her asshewalked away.

"They arehard to talk to. Some of the boys came back, but otherswerekilled at the mine."
"1 didn't notice any shortage of replacementsin that house," Ason said.

" Thereareenough boys, hereand in other places. But the cost will be high. They have broken one ax thisyear and
want a new one. That will take months of grinding. This one even wants a copper adze head if heisto get the boysfor
us. Wehavethemold and | think thereisenough copper, but my father will not likeit."

" But you will ill doit?"
" Of course You know that."

Ason believed her. Helooked at the solid width of her thighsand flanksas sheled theway out of the valley again, her
musclesworking steadily under the brown strands of her skirt. With her hair and skin shelooked like one of the
peasantsat home, shorter perhaps, one of the workersin thefieds. But her e she was something e se, a per son of
rank among her own people, ableaswell to talk to the Donbaksho men and make them listen. Just ashe had listened
and been convinced. Thingswerevery different in thiscountry, so far from the Argolid. He must learn the new ways.
Hewould have preferred tolead hisarmored men into battle and take what was needed. No men, no armor. A way
would gill befound.

It wasnearly noon, theair thick with the heat of the day, when they emer ged from theforest again. Thistimeat the
mouth of avalley. Small shrubswere growing here, but the tree sumpsand high grass showed that thisarea had
been cleared once, and not too long ago. A dirt palisade sealed the mouth of thevalley. Though it had been six years
and he had been only aboy, Ason recognized the place at once. Themine,



Now he pushed the othersasde and climbed the dopethat heremembered only asraw earth. Where heand the

117

othershad labored and sweated, digging and carrying dirt to heighten this defense. From thetop he could seethe end
of the small valley where L ycoshad worked so hard, torn so much wealth from the ground.

Ruin. Thebuildingsjagged burnt shellswith fallen-in r oofs, weed-grown and already sinking back intothe earth.
Theraw gash in the ground was ill there, aswell asthe heaps of usdless stone and dirt. But even thesewere
already sprouting with grass and weeds, would soon vanish from sight. The hollow logsthat took the water from the
stream and carried it under the palisade had jammed with leavesand dirt. Thewater, nolonger ableto escape, had
formed a marshy pond reaching back ailmost to the diggings. A pair of ducks, frightened by his sudden appearance,
flapped heavily up from thewater and flew away.

Ason did not noticethem. He was seeing this place ashe had known it before, busy with activity. Hewastrying to
remember everything. Hisuncle, proud of what he had built, had taken him by the hand and explained it all tohim. He
remembered being bored, wishing he could go hunting instead with the men who went out for deer. But he had

lear ned despite himself, watching what the boyswer e doing, working alongside his uncle when he char ged the
furnaces, thefinal vital step that he would allow none of the othersto do.

Herewasthetin stream, like a captured rocky rivulet in the soil. L ycos thought much about thisand had taken him
up to thehillsde above and chipped off a chunk of thereddish rock, pointed to the black granulesit contained. There
wastin in therock here, but it waseasier to godown. Tofind it in thedry stream below whereit had been washed out
of the softer, weathered rock by therains of untold years. It was closeto the surface, even on the surface at the
narrow top of the sream, but thisarea had been picked clean year sbefore. Now they had to dig beneath the soil where
the hidden stream of black stonesand sand fanned out. Thewooden tyewas till ther e, though badly
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rotted and in need of repair, ill with heavy granulesof tinin it wherethedirt had been dumped and thewater of the
brook had washed thelighter soil away. Not that all thetin wasthiseasy tofind. Most of it was sealed in larger
chunks of rock which had to be broken with hammersto free it; the groovesand holesin the outcr opping of rock
whereit had been pounded wereclearly visble.

And the furnaceswere ill there. That wastheimportant thing, because the secret of their construction was
unknown to Ason. They looked ssimple enough, each one a cone-shaped holein the ground, with a smaller holefor the
bdlowscut in from the Sdeto meet itsbase. But Ason had no idea of how they had been made, or what the hidden
design that had shaped them was. But they wer eintact—and he knew the art of charging them. Thetin could be
mined and smelted; it could be done. Perimedeswould send a ship, sooner or later, to reopen the mine. They would
find it in full working order again, with arich harvest for Mycenae.

"Killed them all," Aiassaid, and Ason realized for thefirst time how many bonestherewerein the camp.

Human bones, skeletons, most of them with the skullsmissing. No armor or weapons, though sun-bleached scraps of
leather and cloth fluttered hereand there.

* ThereareMycenaeanshere, hecried aloud. ' * Wewill avengethem." In sudden anger at the bitter ness of the
death of hiskinsmen, so far from high-walled Mycenae, hetorehissword from the dings on hisback and whirled it
brightly over hishead.

"Vengeance!" hehowled, over and over. " Vengeance!" and hislipscurled back with the hatred that filled him, and he
clenched histeeth until they grated together. Men would die, many, many.

On thehilltop, high above, the man squatted in the shade of the stand of beech trees. Hisbody was concealed by the
under growth and only hishead wasvisblethrough
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an opening in thewall of shrubbery. He made no movethat might be seen; hisface appeared part of thelight and
shade of theforedt.

Silent asa painted statue. His skin painted white with chalk, and chalk rubbed aswell into hislight blond hair until
it waswhiter gill. Although his cheeksand chin had been plucked smooth, the hair on hisupper lip had been allowed
togrow into agreat drooping moustache. It had been combed out on both sdesand worked with clay and chalk, until



it was &iff and hard, whiteasan animal'shorns. Or aboar'stusks. Under the solid moustache hislipsparted in a
grin and helicked them greedily. He had come along way and waited along time, until he had almost given up all
hope of thetreasure he had been promised. Now it would be his.

A tall, well-muscled man clad only in ashort leather Kirtlethat stopped above hisknees, decorated in front with a pelt
of fox fur. Heworea bow on hisback, a clutch of arrowstied in with it, and held a hunting spear in hishand.

Helaughed deep in histhroat ashedropped dowly from sight and turned and made hisway back through the
under growth. Once among thetreeshe stood and began running east at a seady, ground-eating pace.

HisnamewasAr Apaand hebeonged to theteuta of Der Dak on the high downs.
6

Tired, running with sweat, limping from a stone cut on hisfoot, sumbling from the effort of walking and running day
after day, Ar Apacamewithin sight of thewalls of hisdun latein the afternoon. Two half-grown boyswer e close by,
driving homethe cattle after a day'sgrazing on the
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down. Thedight of theanimals great eyes, smooth musclesand deek hides quieted him and made him forget his
fatigue. Hewalked among them, calling by hame the ones he recognized, rubbing his hands on their warm flanksand
feding the hard strength of their long, sharp horns. They were deek and fat now, recovered from their nearly fatal
winter leanness. He amiled at the beauty of them. One of the boys, running to head off a straying calf, got in hisway,
and Ar Apadapped him so hard on the side of hishead that hefell and rolled, sumbling to hisfeet and sobbing ashe
ran on. Ar Apawaved totheother boy, who cameforward hestantly. His eyeswerefrightened and suspicious behind
themat of long blond hair that fell to hisshoulders, half covered hisface.

"Water," Ar Apashouted. " Or you'll get twicewhat | gavethe other one"

Thewater washot and foul after aday in theleather bag, but he only spped alittleto wet histhroat, then poured more
into the palm of hishand to mix with the chalk he had pulverized there. His mustaches wer e bedraggled and broken
and hehad towork the fresh pasteinto them to smooth them back to their original firmness. He sat on theground
and grunted while heworked at them, then rubbed the remaining whitewater through the alr eady stiffened mat of his
hair. The cattle had gone on to the enclosur e of the dun walls, their seaming dung the only mark of their passing. He
broke a nearby clod with histoe: well formed, solid—they were eating well. Very good. Wiping hishandson his
kirtle, hetook up the spear, the bow and arrowsthat had fed him during hislong vigil, and followed the cattle.
Breaking into afast trot as he came within hailing distance of the wattled walls, shouting so they could hear him.

" Ar Apacomes, what aman, what arunner, what a hunter! He hasrun a hundred nightswithout stopping, killed a
hundred deer without stopping, drunk only their blood and eaten their raw flesh without stopping. What a
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man. Ar Apa, Ar Apa!"

He smiled happily, almost believing himsalf, so well did he shout, trotting down into the ditch that fell below the chalk
embankment that surrounded and defended the dun, taking a short cut directly to the entranceto hisown apartment.
If anyone had heard hisboasts, they made no sign* but sncethey had been mostly for hisown benefit hedid not mind.
It was doubtful if even theloudest war screamer could have been heard over the evening bedlam insde Dun Der Dak.
Striding through the doorway from hisroomsinto hismother's, helooked out from the woman's second-story
balcony onto the scene below.

Cattlemilled about, the cows lowing with the weight of their full udders, whilethe sheep, their red wool whitened by
chalk dust, moved bleating between their legs. Women wer e milking the cows and ewesinto squat clay pots,
screaming at the younger children who ran among the animals, seeking out lumps of dung to use asmissilesto hurl
at each other.

Ar Apanodded appreciatively at therich scene, the bursting life, and only turned rductantly away when he
remember ed the urgency of hismessage. He put on hishair belt and dipped the handle of his stone-headed battle-ax
intoit. Then he dowly made hisway along the high chalk bank that encircled the dun. Thisgave entranceto all the
men's quarterson the outside of thering of apartment dwellings, an unbroken ring except for the main entrance.
Der Dak'sroomswer e here, panning the entranceway, first in pride of place, where he could look down and seeall
those who came and went. But hewasnot herenow. Ar Apa peered into the darknessand called, but therewasno



answer. Hewent even dower asheretraced hisstepsback along thetop of the bank, around the outside of the wicker
work of the apartment wallsand past the openings of the other men'squarters. Ther e wer e voicesinsde many of
them. Outside the next doorway, adegp on awolfskin, wasa man named Cethern. He was getting old
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now for awarrior, ready for marriage, but gill agreat fighter. Cradled under hisright kneewasa man's severed
head, yellowish and shriveled beneath thefilm of cedar oil that it had been soaked in, stinking a good deal despitethis
embalming treatment. Cethern opened his eyes, which werered and inflamed, and smacked hislipsmany timesas
though trying to get rid of ataste hedid not enjoy. He had been drinking ale all day. Hisbreath declared that, if not
thediscarded pot and hissquat littledrinking cup. Ar Apasat down on hishedsby him.

" Ar Apa hasbeen away many nights," hesaid. " Running all thetime, killing boar and hunting deer ."

" Cethern killed a champion from Dun Moweg," the other called out hoar sdy. " Chopped him down after battling
fifteen nightswithout a stop in the middle of the Stour River, cut off hishead, hereishishead, haveyou ever seen a
head likethat? M oweg's champion.”

Ar Apahad seen it too many times, and helet Cethern talk on while he pulled over the pot and saw that therewas till
somealein thebottom. Hedrained it. " Der Dak isnot here" hesaid.

Cethern shook hishead and grunted no, sghing ashedropped down.

" And theother, theone, whoisthere. ..." Hedid not speak the name, but shrugged hisshoulder in theright
direction.

"Heisthere." Cethern said, showing no desireto talk too much about him either. He closed his eyes again.

Therewerethingsthat had to bedone. Ar Apabreathed out heavily and stood, brushing his hard moustacheswith his
knuckles, clutching hisax. Even more dowly now, hefollowed the walkway in a completecirclearound to thefirst
door on theother side of the entrance, the place of honor next to Der Dak's, and looked ingde. Itsinterior was
invisible now, with the sun gone and night upon them.

"Comeinsde, srong Ar Apa," avoicesaid from the 123

darkness, speaking with a strange accent and awet lisp. " Y ou have come with something to tell me, something
important totell me?"

Ar Apahed even moretightly to the haft of hisax and blinked about the darkened chamber. Ther e wer e hangings of
cloth hereand chests, aswell asa sweet smell that he had never known before. And an even darker movement in the
rear. A person, aman, theonethey called the Dark Man whenever someone, drunk enough, dared to speak hisname
aloud.

'Thegift. . .," AraApasaid, thewordsnot coming easly.

"1 have many gifts, rich gifts, giftsyou've never seen before. And | have a gift for you if it pleases me. But you must
pleaseme, Ar Apa. Do you please me? Y ou took a gift from me, an amber discrimmed with gold, made by the
wonderful craftsmen that aervein great Dun Uala. « And you told me you would go to thewest, to the place whereall
themen with swordswerekilled, to wait thereand seeif anyone came back. Have you donethis? Have you seen
anything?"

"1 havedonethid | haverun a hundred nightsand dain a hundred boar and eaten a hundred deer, all thisl have done!
| have gonetothevalley." Boldened by the sound of hisvoice, hetold all thethingshe had done, or wished that he had
done, or heard that othershad done, or even imagined might be done. The Dark Man listened in silence. In theend Ar
Apafinally told him about thetwo men and the girl who had cometo the bur nt-out settlement, how one man had waved
hisbronze sword and sworn so loudly that, on the hill above, Ar Apa had heard him clearly. Then hisvoiceran down
and hewassilent, coughing and spitting onto thefloor and looking back over his shoulder through the doorway
wherethefirst starswerenow appearing.

"You havedonevery, very wdl," the Dark Man finally
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said. " You havetold methat which | wanted to hear, and you havetold mewhat agreat hunter and warrior Ar Apais,



which | wanted to hear aswdll, sincel am honored to be among such great warriors. Now—hereisyour gift."

Therewasarattle of boltsin the darknessand the squeak of hinges. Ar Apa walked forward with hishand out,
everything elseforgotten in hisgreed, and fdt a cool hand, soft asa child's, touching his, and something cooler was
pressed intoit.

"Itisgold, all gold/' theDark Man said. Ar Apahurried out and looked at thewonder in hispalm, clear and shining
in the moonlight. Solid gold, heavy and precious. Already fixed to a necklace. A haft and an ax in gold big enough to
cover hispalm. A wonder beyond bdlief.

Filled with thejoy of it, Ar Apawent down to thegreat hearth in the center of the dun, down to the sound of much
shouting and loud talk, with the flames of the high-leaping fire casting moving light upon thering of pillar stones
that embraced the scene. Ashe stepped into thecircle Ar Apa brushed hishand againg hisown red-tipped pillar
stone, higher than hewas by several heads. He gained strength by the touch. An ox had been killed and had roasted
most of the day until now. The skin wasblack and crackling and gave off a mouth-watering odor that hungin theair,
heavier than smoke. Urged on by much shouted instruction, some of the newly initiated warriorsstruggled to lift the
endsof thegreen pale. It had been thrust down the steer'sthroat and out itsbottom. They stagger ed with the
steaming car cass, until the pole rested between two wooden hurdles. The older warriorswerealready calling out and
boagting asto who should havethe honor of cutting the meat and taking the choicest piece. Cethern would cut it ashe
alwaysdid, but not beforethe othershad their say.

"1 am achampion,” Nair said, jumpingto hisfeet and beating hisax against hisshield. Thereweresharp cries
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which heignored, shouting even louder to drown them out. '7 claim theright to carvetheroag. In theraid against
Finmog'steutal cried out in the night outsidethe dun. When thewarriorsran out | killed thefirst ten with my ax,
killed the next ten with my ax and took their heads, and another ten and ancther ten. ..." Hisvoicerosewith each
repetition, and hejumped and stamped on the ground until Cethern himsdf began to howl and beat on hisown shield.
Hewashungry and out of sortsthisevening. Hewanted to eat without the extended ritual of boasting that would last
until themeat was cold.

#'| am Cethern, | am thebest, | am thekiller of men, the stealer of cows, thedealer of death, with death in my hand,
and death in my ax, and death wherel go." Carried away, he spun in acircle, swinging hisax so that themen iathe
front had to fall back shouting angrily, and Nair growled in histhroat and went to sit down in the back.

" Cethern thekiller; ahundred men dead in an eye-blink, and all their headsat my belt; a hundred timesa hundred
dead in anight, and all of their heads making a pile ashigh asmy pillar stone; and all their cows my cows, and all
their bullsmy bulls, and all their deaths my deaths. The strongest, Cethern, thekiller, Cethern, themurderer, the
blood-letter, theterrible.

'Thegreat empty skin of air," Ar Apa shouted.

Therewereappreciative criesat this, and somelaughter, and Cethern howled with rage and looked about for the man
who had insulted him. Ar Apa pulled a shidd away from theman next to him and pushed through the crowd. He had
listened to Cethern boast before and had been asangry asthe other men, but likethem had kept his silence because
heknew that Cethern wasasgood as hisboast. But not tonight. The glow of the golden ax still burned in hiseyes, and
any man who could win an ax likethat was as good a man asthisbragging fool.

' 'Boagting fool!"" he shouted aloud, and the men roar ed with answering shouts. Thiswas going to be a battle. 'Til
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cut the meat. / am the champion. | ran a hundred nights, killed a hundred deer, beheaded a hundred boar—all in a
singlenight." Hecircled about Cethern, who was growling and spitting as foam collected on hislips.

+At Apa'sfather waswitless, hehad no mother, heis noman, hehasnoballs. . . ." Hechoked on hisown sputum and
Ar Apa shoufed back.

' 7 amtheKkiller, | havean amber disc bound with gold, | have atwo-headed gold ax, | talked with the Dark Man, |
cannot be stopped!”

He swung hisax around in a swirling blow, but Cethern jumped back and raised hisshield so that the ax bounced
from it. Everyonewas shouting now. Speaking the Dark M an'sname aloud wasvery bold, and they appreciated it, and



30 did Cethern, who moved away again to dodge a blow. Thewomen and children wererunning up to huddle behind the
seated men and watch, their eyesround. Silent figuresin the darkness.

"Ar Apaisaliar," wasthebest Cethern could say, swinging a blow himself that the other dodged.

+Took, look!"" Ar Apa shouted, seizing hisax haft in histeeth ashe backed away, reaching for hisbelt and the small
bundle pressed againgt hisskin there. He unwr apped the necklace from around the golden ax and held it high, to
glow redly in thefirdight, then plunged it away again at the appr eciative shouts. Cethern rushed at him and caught
theblow on hisshield and spat hisown ax into hispalm.

After that the seriousfighting began. If Cethern wasthe better axman, hewas past hisprimeand had drunk alot that
day. Ar Apawasgrong and angry, pushed into fer ocious attack by the golden ax, dated at how the othershad cheered
at thedght of it. Herained down blows upon his opponent, pushing at hisbody and trying to tangle hislegs, all the
time hammering with hisax asif hewere chopping atree. It wasall Cethern could do to keep hisshidd up to catch
the blowsthat crashed upon it. Hewas
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never ableto freehisown ax from the pressure of Ar Apa'sshidd. They went around thefirelikethis, thundering
and straining, shouting wor dless cur ses at each other. Almost in desperation, feeling the flames at his back,
Cethern pulled hisax away and swung a shar p quick blow up under the other'sguard that caught Ar Apaon the
thigh, drawing blood. Ar Apa sprang back, and the men shouted even louder.

Still possessed by anger, Ar Apawas not bothered by thewound for it infuriated him even more. Hefdt the numbness
in hisleg muscles, and saw hisown red blood, and shrieked with fury, an ear-splitting blast that silenced all the
others. Even Cethern hesitated a moment and peered over thetop of hisshidd.

Ar Apathrew hisarmswide, hurling hisshield away from him so hard that it flew over the men and fdl among the
squealing women. Then he seized hisax in both hands, raising it above hishead, leaping in at Cethern. Hedid it all in
an ingtant, unthinking, possessed by fury that overwhelmed him. Cethern crouched and raised hisshield, drawing
hisown ax back for a counterblow that he knew the other could not avoid.

The ax came down with such forcethat Ar Apa'sfeet left the ground. Striking the hide-covered wooden shield,
splitting it, driving through with such for ce that the shield struck Cethern on the forehead and hefel. Hewas half
stunned, and rolled about trying to get back to hisfest.

Henever did. Ar Aparaised the ax high again and brought the polished shar p weight of the blade down on Cethern's
forehead. Through theboneand into hisbrain, killing him ingtantly.

All thewarriorswer e shouting again, pummeling each other with eation while Ar Apa strutted beforethem, waving
hisbattle-ax around and around hishead with such joy that bits of goreflew from it and spattered them. Then he
threw hisax asde and stood over Cethern, straddling him, pulling the man's bronze dagger from his neck-
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lace. A rich object this, one of the very few owned by any warrior in thewholeteuta, and sharper than anything else
was sharp. Clutchingit in both hands, pressing and sawing through the dead man's neck until he had severed his
head, and the ground beneath was soaked with blood. Then he stood and tucked thelong hair into hisbet sothat the
severed head dangled there, thelast blood draining down hisleg.

Numbed by success, hewalked stiff-legged over totheroasted ox and with the dagger, till dripping with gore, cut
from it the champion'sportion for himsalf.

7

"I'm sureit'sready now," Ason said. " See, there'snomoreoreon top of the coals" Hebent over to peer intothe
glowing mound, squinting into the shimmer of rising heat that was clearly visiblein the war m sunlight.

" Patience," Inteb advised, brushing at the charcoal smudgeson hisarmsand hands. " Thewalls of Mycenae wer e not
raised in aday, nor istin drawn from stonein a few brief moments. That wasthefault thefirs timewetried this.
Don't you remember that the coals wer e ill glowing when weraked them aside?"

"How can webesure?"

"We cannot. But it doesno harm to wait."



Ason did not havethe patienceto sand idly by and watch while the smelting continued. Histemperament was
completely different from that of the builder Inteb, who could wait quietly while sonewasworked to hisdesign, while
buildingsand wallswereraised. L eaving the Egyptian by the furnace, Ason walked over tothetin stream where Aias
lolled on the grass near by, apparently adeep.
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That hewas not was proven when the two boysfell to whispering and stopped their digging. Aiashad a small pile of
rocksto hand and a good aim; the boys shrieked asthe missiles hit them, then fell to shoveling again with deer
shoulder blades. They scooped the gravel to one side, then filled their basket with the degper sail that contained the
gray-black nuggets. When the basket wasfilled, they pushed and dragged it to the doping wooden duice of thetye
and dumped it in. Thewater from the spring ran over the muddy mixtureasthey girred it with their handssothe
lighter particleswould bewashed away. Thereweregtill not enough boys. These should havereturned to their
digging while other s picked out the black pebbles, while gill otherspounded them into fragments. The boysworked
faster under Ason'sgaze, putting the wet oreinto baskets before hurrying back. They would break up the
walnut-sized lumpslater.

Everything about the oper ation was makeshift, but wasthe best they could do with thelimited labor available. If they
had had treasure, bronze, gold, they could have bought moreboys; only Naikeri'shatred for theraidershad carried
them thisfar. Therewererough lean-tosfor deeping, just danted roofs of boughs and branches. They cooked over
an open fire; they drank plain water. But they were mining ore. The earth-cover ed mounds of the char coal-making
fireswereburning well. And if they had char ged the fur nace correctly thistime, they would havetheir first tin. Ason
ressted thetemptation toreturn to thefirst furnace and went instead to help Inteb with the dirty work of charging
theother furnacethat they had prepared. It wasjust around depression in the clay, doping toward aholein the
center the size of two cupped hands. A mound of char coal had been heaped in there, topped with pulverized ore, then
ignited. The bellows boy was called over to pump air intoit, leaving the other furnaceto burn itsdf out. Lycos had
smdted tin thisway, and Ason remembered how he had doneit. Sofar all they had produced wasan
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evil mixtureof charcoal and dag. And tin waswhat they needed, tin. Through his har sh thoughts he was awar e of
someone calling hisname, and helooked up to see Naikeri standing on top of the granite-studded wall of earth that
sealed thevalley.

Shewaswet with perspiration, her hair matted and moist, her mouth gaping asshetried to catch her breath.

'The Yerni have been seen near my father'shome and heisfrightened. Hewill not stay any more but istaking
everything and fleeing to our peoplein thewest. Heisvery afraid that thistime hewill bekilled and all of us
destroyed. Hethinksthe Y erni have gone mad asrutting deer and hewill not stay wherethey can reach him. You
must comewith meand stop him."

"Let him go. It meansnothingtoushere”

"Nothing!" She spat theword and clenched her fistsswith anger. " How isthis mine open, why areyou digging for
tin? It isall my father'swealth that did this. Hisgiftsto the Donbaksho brought the boys here. He providesyour food.
Even a copper adze head. | made him cast it in hisblindnessto get what you needed. And now you scorn him. Where
arethedead Yerni warriorsyou weretoKkill in your vengeance? Wherearetheir heads? Y ou take everything and
give nothing—and then say my father isnothing."

Ason turned away from her and folded hisarmsand looked at the mineworkings, not hearing her. If shewerenot so
important hewould have silenced her. But he could not. Neither could helower himsdf totradeangry wordswith a
woman. Hewaited until her voice had stopped, then turned back.

"What can | say to Ler that would make him stay?"

" Say that you will protect him, that you will kill Yerni. Talk to him of vengeancefor hisdead sonsand murdered
people. Perhapsyou can anger him to vengeance; | cannot. Hewantsonly torun."

Ason did not likeit. Hewas needed here at the mine.
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Therewould belong argumentswith Ler and promises madethat he might not be ableto keep. Endlesstalk and no
action; hehated this. Yet hehad todoit. If talk could take the place of warriorshewould haveto talk—because he



had noneto stand behind him.
'TH come" hesaid reluctantly. "'l must tell Inteb what is happening.”

Therewasno other courseopen. With along last ook at the dying furnace heled theway out of the camp and along
theill-defined path. Hewent at hisfastest pace and could hear Naikeri behind him panting to keep up, which made
him smile.

Weéll away from the minethetrail dipped downward from the open heathland, to pass by the edge of a thicket-ed

mar sh. As Ason wor ked hisway down the dope hefelt, with a hunter'singinct, that therewere eyesupon him. There
wasgamein thefenland, deer and boar to be sure, but mainly water fowl and small game. But thiswas different. He
looked ahead and stopped, pulling hissword from the dingsashedid so. Naikeri nearly ran into him.

"Why do you stop?' Shehad to gasp out thewords. Ason pointed down the dopewith hissword.

At the bottom, at the very edge of the boggy thicket, in the sedge grass, stood a man and a hulking, wolflike dog. Both
asunmoving as sone. Theman was short and dumpy, with a pasty white skin that wasrounded with fat over the
muscles below. They wer e close enough to seethat hewor e only a breechclout of red fox fur. Hislegs were encased
up over thekneesin water proof boots made from the skin off the hocks of awild horse. Gripped in one hand wasa
thin spear tipped with a bone point, with a pendant snare below. At hiswaigt, hanging in a net, were a gutted hareand
abrace of dark-feathered duck.

"Who areyou?' Ason shouted, brandishing hissword. At the sound of hisvoice, the man splashed back into the
depthsof the bog. Naikeri shouted a har sh, strange-sounding word and pulled at Ason'sarm.
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" Put away your sword," shesaid. " It isoneof the people from the deep fens, the Huntersthey are called. They trade
with usand do not makewar likethe Yerni. Heisherefor areason. Let megofirst and talk to him."

Ason lower ed his sword—but did not return it toitsdings—as Naikeri went ahead. The dog growled deeply and
showed itsfangs as she came close. The Hunter hit it in theribswith the haft of his spear, pushing the beast behind
him. Naikeri sat down on her knees, and the short man, after looking up at Ason, stepped up on the grassand sat
down on hishedls. They talked for along time, and Ason was getting restless before Naikeri called out to him.

" Put your sword away and comedown, dowly. Hehasmuch totell us"

TheHunter and hisdog looked at Ason with identical suspicion ashe approached and sat down crosslegged on the
ground three pacesaway.

t Thisman isChaskil," sheexplained. ' 'l have met him before many times, and he speaks our tongue aswell as his

Chaskil seemed reluctant to speak any language. He stared at Ason, dark eyes peering from beneath fatty eydlids.
Hisfacewasflat and his nose was depressed without a bridge, hishair black and lank. After along while he turned
away from Ason and looked into the distance. When hefinally spoke, hiswordswer e heavily accented but

under gandable.

" | am Chaskil and sheisNaikeri and you are Ason, or so shehastold me. | am Chaskil of the Hunter swho have
hunted hereforever and wetalk about it. We hunted herewhen it wascold in all seasonsand wetalk about it. The
Albi cameand wetalk about it. They cameto the moor sand they do what they mug do, and we do what we must do, and
wetalk about it. Then the Donbaksho cameto theforest with their tree-killing axesand wetalk about it. Then the
Yerni cameto thedownswith their cowsand
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man-killing axes and wetalk about it. Wetalk about atreekilling ax." Hefdl silent and fingered his hunting knife,
arow of tiny, delicately flaked chipsof flint set in a shank of antler. Naikeri had experience with these solitary,
hidden people and knew how to speak with them. Ason was baffled and thought the man mad.

“Wetalk about it," shesaid. " Wetalk about the Yerni and wetalk about theax. Do wetalk about your ax?"

Chaskil stirred at her words and shifted hisweight so he could lift hisleft foot. Under the sole of hishor se-skin boot
was a broken piece of greenstone, thetype of rarejaditethat the Albi ground and polished for the making of
battle-axes, aswell aswood-working axes and adzes.



" That'sa piece of broken axhead,” Naikeri said. " An Albi axhead. Isit your axhead?' Henodded. Shewent on: ‘'The
Albi arefriends of the Hunters. We give them ax-heads so they can make dugout canoes. So they can go fishing
along the coast. They giveushelp. They guideusin our trading travels. They tell usthingsthey have seen. Haveyou
seen something?"

“Wetalk about the Yerni. Wetalk about my axhead."

“Y ou will have a new axhead as soon as one can be made. Y ou will cometo my father'shouse asyou alwaysdo, and we
will talk of it there. But you do not go to my father'shouse, but instead meet ushere. Why isthat?"

“Wetalk of Yerni."
Ason had a sudden thought. " Arethereany nearby?' heasked. Chaskil turned tolook squarely at Ason.

“Wetalk about Yerni whokilled a Hunter. Who watch the place wher e you dig in the ground and make smoke. We
talk about Y erni who hideand watch. ..."

“'Waiting for meto leavel" Ason shouted, springing to hisfeet. " They have been watching, they know my sword, they
waited for metoleave. ..." Then hewas pounding up the hill and over it, back toward the mine. Naikeri talked briefly
to Chaskil, then hurried after him.

After thefirgt burg of anger, Ason dowed down and 134

forced himsdf to go at a steady run that would take him back to the minewithout stopping, without exhausting
himself. Ashejogged through the shadows of the high treeshefound himself smiling with anticipation. If the Hunter
wer eright thiswashis chancefor revenge. Y erni—that was something to look forward to! He hastened to the
meeting with all hisheart.

When he neared the mine he dowed down and went mor e car efully. If they were hiding nearby he did not want to
disturb them. Ashe approached the base of the hillock that sealed the valley, one of the boysburst over thetop of it.
Running asif death were at hisheds—and at the same moment Ason heard a high shrieking.

"They areherel" Ason shouted in return and ran ashard ashe could, sword ready. Thevalley and the mine opened
up before him, changed dragtically in the short time since he had | eft.

Therain shetersover the furnaceswere knocked down and burning. The boysweregone. And Inteb'sbody lay on
theground, half in thewater running from thetye. Near him wasthe body of a stranger; further up thevalley was
another.

Howling with anger, Aiasstood halfway up the valley wall where he had climbed, hurling ssonesdown at three Yerni,
who weretrying to climb up after him. They wer e shouting even louder at thisunnatural way to fight and weretrying
to get up high enough to reach him with their ssone-headed battle-axes. One of them climbed ahead of the othersand
ingtantly regretted it when Aiasleaped down beside him. L ong befor e he could swing hisax around, the boxer'sfist
lashed out againgt the side of hishead, and hefell and tumbled down the hillsde. Then Aiashad scrambled higher
again, calling back insults. He had not gone unscathed himself; hischest and armswer e wet with blood.

Ason ran quietly and was almost upon them beforethey were awar e of him. Thelast man Aiashad knocked down
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the hill was stumbling to hisfeet and groping for hisax. He saw Ason coming and shouted a warning. Heraised the
ax but died amoment later when the paint of the bronze sword tore out histhroat. The other two spun about to attack
Ason. Heamiled and let them come.

He could havekilled them quickly, but hewanted them to die knowing who hewas and why hewas doing this. The
sweat started out from their facesand they swung wildly ashe cursed them. Onetried to rush him, and Ason dashed
hislegs so badly that he could do no morethan riseto hisknees.

When he had told them what he wanted them to know, Ason attacked and killed each of them quickly. Then went back
tomake surethat the other two Yerni weredead aswell. Both had fallen victim to Aias fists. The nearest onelay
with hiseyes open, agreat bruise on the sde of hishead, which wastwisted around at an odd angle. Hisneck had
been broken and he appeared to have died at once. The other lay on hisback, rolling from sideto sde and clutching at
hishead. Aiasmust have hit him squarely on the nose, breaking it all over hisface, and hewasjust regaining
consciousness. He shook all over, and hisbloodshot, blackened eyes opened when Ason pushed hissword againgt the



base of the man'sthroat.

"Whoareyou?' Ason said.

The Yerni looked wildly about him and reached for the sword, but dropped hisarmsback when Ason pressed harder.
"Nair," hegasped, choking under the sharp pressure.

"Whereareyou from?'

" | am—of theteuta of Der Dak."

It meant nothing to Ason. He shook hissword angrily and kicked the man in the stomach. " What are you doing
here? Why areyou raiding this place?"

" Theman—Dark Man-gifts—the Dark Man."
Herolled sdeways suddenly, dapping at the blade at the sametime. Ason lunged but his sword only stabbed
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into the ground. Before he could lift it again, Nair was upon him, grappling him and pulling a bronze dagger from his
necklace. Ason grabbed the man'swrist beforethethrust could go home. Hisown sword arm pinioned the same way.
They strained, faceto face, Ason smelling the man'sfoul breath, the reek of hisunwashed body. Over hisshoulder
he saw Aiasrunning up, hisfist drawn back for a decapitating sweep.

"No," Ason called out. " Heismine."

Aiasstopped, but stood ready. Ason did not try to bring hissword around for a cut; it wasa clumsy weapon at these
closequarters, but instead bent all hisstrength to turn the dagger aside. Slowly, shaking with the effort of the
struggle, the point wasturned away from hisown skin and for ced back towar dsthe midriff of its owner. Nair looked
at theapproach of the blade, hiseyes starting from hishead. He put all of hisstrength againg it, but ill it turned
and turned until the point wastouching hisskin. He never thought to release the dagger, but instead held it in his
own figt as Ason fought againgt him until, with a single convulsive effort, he plunged the weapon home deep up under
Nair'sbreast bone. Ason held it therefor along moment asthe man writhed and died, then stepped away so the body
could fall.

8

Inteb wasnot dead. His head was bruised and raw wherean ax had struck him down, but hewas gill breathing.
Naikeri had arrived in timeto seethelast man dain, looking on with pleasureat thisfirst payment of the vengeance
she had worked so hard for. She now sang softly to her sdf as shetended I nteb, bathing hishead with cool water from
thestream.
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Ason sat down heavily next to the cor pse, stretching the strained muscles of hishand.

' '"They came after you l€eft,”" Aiassaid. ' They must have been watching. They cameyelping and howling up the valley,
very sureof themsalves. They knew who was here. Inteb was unarmed, tried to run. They chopped him down. | broke
that man'sneck beforethe Egyptian could bekilled. All theboysran. | threw my club at one of the Y erni then hit him
in thenose. Another onehit me. | ran too. Up the dliff there. Then you cameback." Hegrinned through the blood and
bent for a handful of water to wipe hisface.

" Round up the boysand get them back towork," Ason said. " Put up new shdters" Hewent over tolook at I nteb, who
now had hiseyes open and was blinking dazed-

ly-
""Yerni...," hesaid weakly, then tried to look around.

" All dead. But one of them talked to me before hedied.” Naikeri looked up when he said this. " What istheteuta of
Der Dak? That iswhat he said.”

" Der Dak isabull-chief of one of thetribesof the Yerni," Naikeri said. " Oneof thefivetribes; fiveteutathat fight



againgt each other all of thetime. If the Yerni have any allegiance at all it isto their bull-chief. Der Dak'steutaisthe
one closest to us. These men must have comefrom there; Dun Der Dak isfour days walk to the east. Why did they
come? Did Der Dak send them?"

"Hetalked about someonecalled a Dark Man. Isthat oneof their chiefs?"
"1 havenever heard of him, or anyone by that name. Perhapsit isone of their gods."
Inteb groaned and sat up. " You cameback in time, praisesHorus," he said weakly. " Arethey dead?"

" All of them, and no thanksto Hor us. A man stopped us, somekind of hunter from the forestsaround here. He saw
the Y erni watching us."

Ason turned about to face Naikeri. " And why weren't 138
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your peoplewatching out for raiders? Y ou seem to know when your own placesarethreatened, but not when themine
is”

"My people have other thingsto do than spy for you. Wework hard and must defend our selves. And what about my
father—you said you would see him?"

"Your father! Your people! | cannot defend him and them and thismine, and smdlt tin, not one man by mysdf. | am
needed here

" I1f you do not help my father, you will have no morefood, or boys—or amine. What do you choose?'

What could he choose? He had to havethe help of the Albi. But how could he guard them all from the murderous
Yerniraiders?

"Why don't you stop theraids?" Inteb asked, answering his unspoken question. Ason turned to lisen. " Thegirl told
you that the Yerni have never acted likethisbefore. Apparently the different tribes of the Y erni makewar on each
other and tradewith the Albi. A sensible arrangement. But someone has stopped being sensible and is sending out
theseraiding parties. Find out whoit is, kill him. Thetroublewill stop.”

"But whoisit?"

"Der Dak!" Naikeri said. " Who dse could it be? The men of histeuta do not makewar without hisorders. They
fight alone, that they do any time. But they would not comethisfar, all together, unlesshetold them to do so. Goand
kill him and thetroublewill be over."

" Battle my way through hisentirefollowing of loyal warriors? | can fight one man, but not all of hismen."

" Perhapsyou won't haveto," Inteb said, touching the side of hishead and wincing. " Thisarrangement of theteuta
with its bull-chief and warriors sounds much like one of your cities of the Argolid—"

"You dare compare noble Mycenaeor Tirynsto these stinking savages!"
" Patience, kind Ason, | compare only thelines of
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authority. | have dwdt in many placesand | find that people arevery much the sasme everywhere. They haverulersand
gods, and among the peopletherearethose who kill and thosewho arekilled. Those who lead and those who follow.
L et usprofit from thisexperience."

"1 could call thisDer Dak out and kill him and that would stop theraids." Helooked at Naikeri. " Do they speak as
your peopledo? Would they know what | wassaying? Theonel killed seemed to understand me."

"Their talk isalittle different, somewordsaredifferent, but they will under stand you. | can tell you somewords so
they will under stand you better."

"What isit that they aremost proud of?" Inteb asked.



Naikeri thought for amoment. " Their fighting ability; they alwaysbrag about that, and how bold they are, and how
fast they can run, and how many beaststhey havekilled. Oh yes, and how many cowsthey own. And have stolen. They
lovetheir cattle morethan their women, | have heard. And their jewdry—the gold toresand bronze dagger sthey get
intrade. They arevery vain."

"If I leavein the morning will you show metheway?"' Ason asked.
+'With all my heart. If Der Dak's men killed my people, | want to betherewhen you day him."

Aiascame up and called to them. He had two battle-axesin each hand, threetwisted gold barsaround hisneck and a
bronze dagger hanging thereaswell.

" From thebodies" hesaid.
" For theming" Ason said. " Wewill not haveto depend upon Ler'sbounty now."

"1 will taketheaxes" Naikeri said. " They are Albi made. You takethetoresand the dagger. Wear all of it. Only that
much treasurewill giveawarrior high enough standing among the Y erni to challenge a bull-chief.”

"Thefurnace" Inteb said, climbing dowly to hisfeet. " We have for gotten, and it should befinished by now."
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ashesaway from thelittle pit underneath. Hepried intoit, but could see nothing but the crumbled ash. Ason grabbed
up asinged length of fur sopping with water and wrapped it around hishand. He groped about in the bottom, drawing
something out with a great hissing, dropping it asit burned hisfingers.

A disc of slvery crackling metal, convex on the bottom and flat on top, thick and heavy.
"Tin,” Ason said. " At last. It can benothing ese.-

Naikeri and Ason left Ler'shouse at dawn the next morning. At first the old man ignored them and wasintent upon
moving hisown belongings at once. Naikeri shouted and pleaded with him, and after atimeheligened. In his
blindnesshewould really prefer to stay in the place heknew, soin the end they prevailed. If Ason defeated Der Dak,
theraidswould cease and he could livein peace. Hewanted to believe that and they convinced him.

Therewereanumber of wooden cheststhat had been dug up from under thedirt floor. Herooted through one of
these, heaving aside a small boulder carved all over with shapesfor the open-casting of varioustypes of copper axes
and adzes. He came up with a bronze skullcap, its plume socket empty. It waslined with padded leather, profit of a
trade of yearsprevious. It wasnot the hemet of a nobleman, but it would do. Ason also had athick hidetunic that
might help turn ablow, and he had one of theround Yerni shields. And hissword. That alonewas moreimportant
than all therest together.

Ther path took them acr ossthe high moors, along atrail marked by generationsof travelers feet. It had rained
during thenight, and theair wasfilled with the pungent smell of loam, damp earth and heather. A hawk moved in
silent circlesover a copse—then folded itswingsand dropped like a rock, soaring high again with some small
animal in itstalons. The sun waswarm but theair cool, aday for doing things. Ason hummed tondesdy to himsdif.
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Naikeri led theway, carrying a backpack filled with the food they had brought. Shewalked at a steady, tireless pace,
her legs moving smoothly, thethrust of her buttocks visibly working between the open spaces of her yarn kirt,
strands of brown wool that ran from her narrow waist to tight bandsthat gathered them together on her thighs. Ason
looked at thisand felt a stirring, a desire long unsatisfied.

When the sun was over head they tur ned off thewell-marked path and went down the bank of a small stream, to a place
wherethey could eat and drink. Wordlessly, shetook a piece of sun-dried meat from her pack and gave it to Ason. He
chewed it and cupped water from the stream with hishand to wash it down. They sat in silence, but when shelooked
up shefound hiseyesupon her. Helooked away.

Many thingsabout theworld Ason knew, many morewere mysteries. The doings of women would alwaysbea
mystery. Naikeri, who had pushed him away in the night, now called him to her in the heat of theday.

When hewas donewith her hewent to wash in the stream. Naikeri dowly pulled her clothing back into place. Ason
wanted to leave, but shedid not rise from the spot wheretheir bodieshad pressed thetall grassflat.



" Doyou haveawifein thisfar-distant land that you comefrom?' she asked.
"Itistimetoleave”

'Tdl me"

"No, nowife. Thisisnot thetimeto talk of thesethings."

"Thisisthetime. You arethefirst man who hasever had me. If you want me—"

"1 want you when | want you, nothing more. Put any other thoughts away from you. When thetin ismined | shall
return tothe Argolid. When | marry it will beawoman of a noble house. That istheway it must be. Now get to your
feet."
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Shewasangry and did not stand, pulling away from hishand when hereached for her.
+'My lineistheoldest of the Albi—you saw our tomb. If we had queens| would beone. . ?/,

"You arenothing/ Ason said har shly, dragging her to her feet. When she spoke now all emotion was gonefrom her
voice

"Then | will not beyour queen. But | am your woman; no other shall have menow. | am strong, you know that. | can
help you, warm your bed at night."

"'If you wish." Ason was already moving off towar dsthetrack they had left. Naikeri looked grimly after him, then
shouldered the pack and followed in hisfootsteps.

Thefirst dayswerethe easest. They would rise before daybreak, and as soon asit waslight enough to seethe path
they would set out, stopping only with darkness. But on thethird day, Naikeri led them off thetrail and up through a
stand of silver birch treestothetop of the hill. They had to forcetheir way through thethick undergrowth, and at the
top they crawled thelast distanceto peer out from under the hedgesthere. Just below them the open downs began
again, avag plain, covered with grassfor themost part. A herd of dark cattle grazed her e, watched by someboys. A
man lay deeping near by with an axe and shidd closeto hand. Beyond them wastherounded form of a circular
building.

"Yerni," Naikeri said. " They must be of Der Dak'steuta because hisdun isthe closest, out there. Hispeople are on
theplain on all sdesof thedun wherehehashiswarriorsand cattle. If we are seen hewill know about it quickly
enough, and you will haveto fight all of them at onceif you arenot herefor trade. They do not like strangerson their
lands"

"Wemust get closeto the dun without being seen, sothat | can call out their bull-chief. How will we do that?"
"Moveonly by night."
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Aslong asthey avoided the widely scatter ed booliesand circular cow-penstherewaslittle chance of being
discovered. A dog barked when they passed oneisolated homestead, but dogsbark at alot of thingsand they werenot
seen. Thewaning crescent moon rose later, and by itslight they moved faster along the cow-paths. Naikeri had been
thisway befor e, by daylight, and seemed to have no difficulty in finding her way by night. Well beforedawn she
pointed to a curving shadow on the plain ahead.

"Dun Der Dak," shesaid.

Following afold in the ground, they crept close and hid behind the earthern mound of atomb, no morethan aspear's
throw from the dun. The dun was surrounded by arubbish-heaped ditch. Thisditch had been the sourcefor the
embankment of chalk rubblethat rosefrom itsinner edge, shining whitein the moonlight, high asaman. The
wooden part of thedun had been built againg this chalk ring. Ason could make out only a length of overhanging roof
and the dark blank of thewalls beneath.

'Thosearethewarriors quarterson theoutside," Naikeri said, pointing to the building. " There are doorwaysinto it
from thetop of themound. That iswherethemen live. The cattle are kept insidethe dun, and the women and children
liveinsde aswell—on the other side of the men'sapartments.”



"Isthat the only entrance?" Ason asked, pointing tothedirt ramp that crossed theditch to an openingin the
structure.

"Yes. It isclosed with barsat night sothe catdewon't stray. Der Dak isthere, abovethe entrance.”

Ason grunted and settled down in the gulley to keep hisvigil until dawn, hisdrawn sword in hishand.
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When thefirst gray light tempered the darkness, Ason took out the jewelry removed from thedain Yerni. Heput the
biggest torein place, then hung the bronze dagger about hisneck, Yerni style. Naikeri handed him the skullcap
helmet that she had rubbed with sand during the night. It shone and glinted when it reflected the gold of therising
sun. Hetook the shidd in hisleft hand, the sword in hisright, then turned to facethedun.

" Stay herewherethey cannot seeyou,” he ordered, glancing back at her. " If | am killed you must return and tell the
others. If I win | will send someone out for you. In either case, you will not let your self be seen unlessyou are called
by name. A herowith asinglewoman for afollowing is something to belaughed at, not feared.”

Ason then turned away to facethedun and did not look back again. Hewaited, silent and till, until the sun had
cleared the horizon. Sounds of morning bustle ar ose from insde the walls befor e him and he could see people moving
about. With the naked sword in hishand he strode forwar d alone, against the dun and all thefighting men inside of it.

No one noticed him until hewasafew paces away from theentrance. A woman and some of theolder boyswerethere,
tugging at the barsto let the cattle out for theday. Shelooked up and squealed, and Ason stopped.

"Der Dak!" hebelowed at thetop of hislungs. Then " DerDak" again.

The boysand thewoman ran away while shouted voicesraised questionsinsdethe dun. Warrior s wer e coming out of
the door s on the mound abovelike ground squirresfrom their holes. A dog, a great dark animal with matted fur,
caught Ason'ssmell and ran at him, barking and showing itslong fangs. A single dash of thesword droppeditina
silent, dirty heap. Ason raised hisvoice again.
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" Comeout, Der Dak, so| can kill you as| havekilled your dog. You will beeasier tokill than your dog. You area
cowar d made of dung, awoman wearing a stolen goat's pizzletied to your filthy loins. Come out and face Ason, the
man who will kill you."

Therewasaroar of anger from thefirst doorway, drowning out all the other voices. Der Dak leaned out, clutching
the sdes of the opening in hishands as he peered down. Hishair rose high in a giff white-chalked mane, and his
moustacheswer ejust aslong and white, reaching down to hisshouldersand curling outwar d. He had just awakened,
naked, bailing with rage.

"Whoisit that invitesa quick death like this?"

"1 am Ason of Mycenae, first son of King Perimedes, my father. Come out, murderer of my kinsmen, and facethe
man who hascometokill you. Come out, cowar d—to your death."

Der Dak was chomping hisjaw with rage now at theinsults; afroth of salivawet hislips. Plunging back into his
quartersheprepared for battle.

Ason had no thought of the others, but Naikeri waswell awar e of them. From her hiding place shewatched with
concern asthewarriorsemerged one by one. M ost of them carried weaponsbut did not appear ready to usethem.
They gathered on thetop of the mound, shouting loudly to oneanother and pushing for a good position to watch the
coming battle. Nonethought tointerfere. They looked forward happily to the contest and shouted for the women to
bring them mead. They called out loudly when Der Dak emerged ready for battle, hisshidd on hisarm, a great
sone-headed ax in hishand. Hejumped to the ground, and when he came forward Ason saw what he wore on hishead.

A Mycenaean helmet. Dented and badly cared for with most of the high-ar ched plume of hor sehair missing, but a
Mycenaean helmet nevertheess. It could have comefrom
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only one place. The massacre at the mine. From hisuncle, or one of the others.
Der Dak howled wordlesdy and rushed in. The battle began.

Thebull-chief was a power ful man. They wer e evenly matched. He had fought and killed many men, and their heads
now sat above hisdoorway. His axhead wastwicethe sze of any other and he had the strength towidd it. Wearing
armor Ason would have been immuneto any attack and would smply have cut the man down when he came close. But
now it wasthe Y erni who worethe bronze helm and had his shied before him, asimpenetrable asany bronze.

Ason thrugt, but the shied pushed his sword aside. Then he had to draw back and raise hisown shield to catch and
deflect the ax. It struck with aboom likethunder, and pain torethrough hisarm.

They circled each other, spitting cur ses, swinging their weaponsin ruthlessattemptsto batter through the other's
defenses. It wasawild battle with no quarter given, no quarter asked. Soon they had no breath for cursing, gaspingin
air, their bodiesrunning with sweat. And blood.

Der Dak drew first blood with a backhand swing of the great ax that glanced from Ason'sshield, dashing himin the
upper arm, grazingthe skin. It did not hurt much and was no hindrance, but the blood ran fredy and thewatchers
shouted happily at thesight. Der Dak grinned and intensified hisattack. Ason gave ground, glancing down at the
blood, gaped, lowering the shied asthough the arm wer e weakened. Der Dak saw thisand pushed even harder,
sweeping hisax down with a forcethat would strikethrough the lower ed shield.

Ason had been waiting for thisblow and wasready. Instead of trying to avoid it or raise hisshield, he held hissword
abovethe shidd to catch the blow.
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It did, just below the axhead. Beforethe ax could touch the shield or drive pagt it the axhandle struck hard on the edge
of thesword.

Bronze cutswood.

The handle was sever ed, the axhead thudding to the ground, and Der Dak was | eft with the usdesslength of wood in
hishand. Ashegaped at it, Ason's sword point whirled around and up like a swooping bird to find itsnest in the pit of
the bull-chiefs somach. Sliding in deeply until the point rested against the man's backbone.

Der Dak threw hisarmswide, his shield bouncing and rolling away, and gave a singlelast hoar se shout of pain
beforehefolded forward and died.

Ason stood over the dumped body and hurled hisshied away aswell. Naikeri had told him about the customs of these
people. They took heads. Severed them with a bronze dagger kept only for that purpose. Sawed off dowly: aman's
neck isavery strong thing. Hewould show them a better way to do their butchery. In a screaming ar c the sword came
down, driven by thestrength of both hisarms.

Der Dak'shead rolled away from hisbody.

Thecold anger till possessed Ason. Hethrew hisbronze skullcap to the ground, bent and pulled the Mycenaean
hdmet from the severed head and put it on. The iff moustache made aready handle. He seized Der Dak'shead by it,
then gtrodetowar dsthewarriorson the mound. Those who wer e armed made no movetoraisetheir weaponsashe
sood beforethem.

"Der Dak isdead!" heshouted. " Your bull-chief isdead. Whoiisit that will take his place?"

Thewarriorslooked to oneanother, each waiting for another to speak. They all knew theritual by which a bull-chief

was chosen, everyone knew that. Explaining it to thisangry stranger was another thing altogether. Ason shook his
bloody sword in the direction of the nearest of them and the man muttered, " It will bedone. Thereisaway of
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doing these things."
" Good. Then it isno concer n of mine. Lead menow tothe Dark Man. Heisthe onewho next seesmy sword."

It wasadoor likeany other in thedun. Ason kicked it open and strodein, ready for anything. But the room beyond
was empty. Someone had left in a hurry; household objectswere strewn about, a clay jar lay broken on thefloor,



nothing ese. A heavy odor ill hungin theair and therewasno other sign of the occupant. Ason poked hissword in
among thejumble of furs. Nothing. Ashisanger seeped away he became awar e of hiswound for thefirst time. As well
asthefact that hehad not really planned anything other than the death of Der Dak. What now?

Thewarriorsmadeway for him when he came out and went to Der Dak'srooms, till swinging the former owner's
head. Therewerewithered human headsand arotting boar's head—uwith polished stonesfor eyes—on aledge above
the doorway. Ason swept them all down with a single cut of hissword and kicked them bounding into the ditch. Then
he put Der Dak's severed head in their place and sat down under it.

" Bring mefood—and somethingtodrink," hecalled out.

Therewasslencefor amoment, and he kept hishand on his sword, then one of thewarriorsrepeated the command
to awoman nearby. Ason relaxed histense muscles and took up a piece of fur to clean hissword with. Naikeri stood
before him.

"You should havewaited," hesaid.

" | saw what happened. Y ou havewon. My people have been seen here before, and thesewarriorspay no attention toa
woman."

" Sit in theback out of sight.”

"What areyou going to do now?" sheasked, moving past him intotheapartment. " It stinksin here."

"l am goingtoeat."

" And after that?"
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Heonly growled in response because he had no answer . A serving girl sidled up, put down two bowlsand hurried
away. One contained pungent fermented milk and hedrained most of that beforeturning to a bowl of soft cheese. He
was scooping it with hisfingerswhen one of thewarriors came and stood before him.

"1 am Ar Apa." Assoon ashesaid it he sat down on hishedls. Hewasslent along time. Finally, when Ason did not
speak but continued eating, he struck himself on the chest. " lamakiller, | am a hunter, | ran for a hundred nights
and killed ahundred deer, | killed Cethern after a battlethat lasted ten nightsand hishead isabove my door."

" Did you kill my peopleat themine?' Ason asked, coldly, tired of the bragging. Ar Apa spread hisempty hands.

" Der Dak did that. And others. Many from Dun Uala. They were given rich giftsthen went all together to the mine.
Many did not return.”

" Did Ualalead them?*

" Ualaled them, but that wasnot why they went." Helooked uncomfortable. " He gavethem gifts, even beforethey
went." For all hisbragging, Ar Apawasloath to speak the nameand only pointed hishead over one shoulder.

"TheDaxk Man?"

Ar Apanodded and began boasting again. Ason did not listen, the wor dswer er epeated after awhilein any case. But
hedid hear Naikeri'swhisper from behind him and he nodded agreement. Herepeated her wordsaloud.

"Y ou wish to be bull-chief?"

Ar Apadid not answer the question directly; if hedid so he might appear to be challenging Ason, and he had already
seen mor e than once what the bronze sword could do.

"Theremust beabull-chief," hesaid.
"That istrue. Therewill be abull-chief."
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BOOK THREE



With summer past, the nightsgrew cooler, and most morningsthe hoarfrost silvered the blades of grass. It wasnow
just past dawn and the sun shone between thetreetrunksaround the clearing of the mine, casting long shadows
acrosstheground. Theair was till and thefirgt trickle of smokerose straight up from thefire, pointing a gray
finger at the cloudlessblue sky. Aias hunched down closeto the flames, putting dry wood on it and gtirringit tolife
with a stick. Yawning, then scratching under hisarm with the other end of the same stick. Hisface was ill loose
with deep and historn lip hung even lower.

Therewasthe squealing of wood on wood and I nteb came out of the reed-thatched hut built to replacethelean-to,
bending low to get through the door. He had a blanket clutched tightly about his shouldersand he hurried over to sit
acrossthefirefrom the scarred boxer, crouching so closethat the blanket smouldered and the reek of singed wool
filled theair. Inteb shivered, hisdark Egyptian skin now a grayish blue.

* 'Not yet winter and already my bonesar e beginning to ache with cold," he mumbled. Aiassmiled crookedly.
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'Thisisnothing. Thedaysare gtill warm, sun hot. But thewinter will bring snow, white and cold. Ashigh asyour
head perhaps.”

“May Rain hiswisdom melt it beforeit falls, then guide a Mycenaean ship here well beforethat season of snows.
Thisisnot akind country."

" Kind enough to me, Egyptian. Far kinder than your land isto a dave. Handful of grain, hot sun, dieyoung. | have
meat to eat here, every day. Morethan in my entirelife before. And women. That onewho cooksfor the boys. Thighs
and rump asfat asa cow'd" Heclapped hishandstogether with pleasure at the memory. " What handfulsof flesh to
hold to. Lowslikea cow, too, when | put it to her. A fine country."

Inteb widened hisnostrilswith distaste and pulled hissmouldering blanket end from thefirebeforeit took flame.

" Stay then, Aias. Take no insult, but you are a coar se man and fitted for this coar se country. Therearecother
pleasur esthat you will never know. Perhapsyou are happier never to have sasmpled them. Good wine, finefood, sweet
friends, civilized pleasures, all thethingsthat | long for. Thereare headier pleasuresin thisworld than that
fat-rumped cow you service/'

" Someof uslikethat kind of thing." Aiasbelched deeply, asthough to make the point.

"1 am sureyou do. But asawise scholar said: aman for love, aboy for pleasure, awoman for duty. | fed no duty
towar dsthewomen here, and the boysarefilthy and would give no pleasure.”

Hedid not add that only a great love could have brought him to this place. But that was not to be discussed with this
scarred dave, hawking and spitting into the fire before him. The sun cleared the lower branchesand the face of Ra
shonewar mly on hisshouldersand head. An early breeze firred the treesabove; an oak leaf floated down to fall
almost at hisfeet. Inteb picked it up and
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admired its many-pointed shape and the burning fall colorsit held within it. Behind him the hut door squealed once
again and Ason cameout to join them by thefire. The smell of Naikeri'sflesh was till warm on hisskin. Inteb
turned away from it, picking up a piece of wood for thefire.

4 Good sailing weather /' Ason said, squinting up at the sky. " Smooth sea and easy rowing/'
The ship. Thoughtsof it wereforemost in their mindsthese days. He spokefor all of them.

"WEIl havetin for it," Aiassaid, looking towardsthe abandoned lean-to wherethey now stored the silvery disks.
Over 480 of them, the shining evidence of their labors since the middle of summer.

"It must beonitsway now," Inteb said, seeking reassurance.

"You know that better than | do,” Ason answered. " Y ou wer e there when the message was brought to my father. My
memory isfilled with hisendless stories of theimportance of tin to Mycenae. We can be surethat Peri-medes
dispatched a ship just as soon as he could. Weather hasdelayed it. We have seen what the ocean can belike. It will be
here, and when it arriveswewill havethetin for it. Therewill be chalceus aboard to work the mine, warriorsto



protect it. Our job will bedone.

"Then wecan return in it—when it returns" Inteb said, unawar e of the yearning in hisvoice. Ason hesitated before
heanswered.

" Of course. Isthereany reason toremain in thiscold place at world'send? Thereiswinein the Argolid waiting to
be drunk—and Atlanteansimpatient to bekilled. | would do both. Thereisnothing herefor me."

Heglanced up at the hut asNaikeri emerged carrying a short-legged tray. It wasladen with bowls of thin aleand
gripsof cold meat from the deer they had roasted the night before. Thetray was set on the ground next to Ason, who
helped himsdf first. Aiasleaned over and took a
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bowl, sipping loudly, breathing out happily afterwards. I n-teb chose a piece of the lean meat and chewed dowly on its
end.

"Thetimeof samain ishere" Naikeri said.
"1 know nothing of this" Ason mumbled through a mouthful of meat.

"1 havetold you. Thisisthetime of year when all the cattle are brought into the dunsby the Yerni. Someare
daughtered. My people go thereand trade, while otherscomefrom far away totrade. It isthe most important time of
theyear for all of us.'e

" Go and watch the cow butchers, I'm not inter ested/"

" Other important things happen. Thisiswhen thereisa new bull-chief. Thisisthetimewhen Ar Apawill become
the new bull-chief/

Ason was silent, chewing thetough, sweet meat. Ar Apa. Hewould expect Ason to betherewhen he became
bull-chief—he might not even become bull-chief if Ason werenot there. These bar bariansknew nothing of kingly
strainsand noble succession. Therewasno order in what they did. They seemed to pick their chieftainsfor the
biggest mouth and strongest arm, if they picked them at all. It would be best if Ar Apawerethe new bull-chief. Ason
knew him, and heknew Ason. Knew the strength of Ason'sarm and feared him. If heruled thedun therewould beno
Dark Man to causeraids on themine. Ason had fought in enough battlesto know the value of the flanksand when to
protect them. The dun and thegrazing lands of Ar Apa'steuta lay between the mineand the other Yerni tribesto the
east and north. Raiding warriorswould haveto passthrough them on theway to themine. It would bebest if Ar Apa
wer ethe new bull-chief. The mining and smelting would continue while Ason was gone so thetimewould not be
wasted.

"1 am going to the samain gathering," hesaid aloud.

"You cannot go alone," Naikeri said.
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"What | doisno businessof yours, Albi woman. I'll not betaking you, that isfor certain."
She gazed back asfirmly asheglared at her, unfrighten-ed by histemper.

"I will gowith my people, we alwaysgo to trade at samain. But you areagreat chief and they have heard about you. A
great chief doesnot travel aloneat atimelikethis."

Therewastruth in what shesaid, but hewould not tell her that.
" Perhapsyou should comewith me, Inteb. It soundsa sight worth seeing.”

"It soundslikeaboring bloody day in a butcher'sabattoir—but I'll go with you. A king should haveretainers. More
than one. Aiascan beyour sword bearer and Til beyour seneschal.”

" Aiaswill be needed hereto keep the boysworking."

" They won't work very hard without you hereto supervise. Wemust all goto show the Yerni that thelong arm of
Mycenae gretchesthisfar. Remind them not to forget that. We'll go armed and ar mored—and who isto know that |



fleeat thefirst sound of battle? Or that thisscarred hulk throws away hisweaponsto beat peopleto death with his
fists? Doweall go?"

"1 supposewedo. Though someone should stay with the mine."

"Why? If the boysrun away we goto their parentsand havethem dragged back. Thetin isusdessby itsdf sothe
discsareassafeasrocksjust lying there. No one on thisidand knowswhat it isgood for; they think usmad for
miningit. | have seen some of them biting it and looking at their toothmarksand wondering what it is. Too brittle for
weapons, too dull for jewery. They have no way of knowing that we useit to makethe bronzethey covet so—and even
if they did know they areincapable of smeting the metal themsdves—" Ason had a sudden thought
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and interrupted him with alifted hand.
"What if the ship comeswhile we are gone? We must stay.*'

"My people arealong the coast/' Naikeri said. " They will know when the ship comesand they will tell those aboard
whereyou are. And take them to thedun if you havenot returned.”

"Then wego?" Aiasasked.

"Wehaveto," Ason answered.

" Butchery and coronation,” Inteb said. " Blood and drunkenness. Fighting and feasting. Repulsive.”
" Soundsgood," Aiassaid, hissplit lip twisted into atooth-revealing grin.

2

They set out in the early morning. Ason wore hissword and freshly painted leather armor, theround shidd with its
polished bronzebolts on hisleft arm. Hisbronze dagger hung about hisneck in the Yerni manner. The dents had
been hammered from the recaptured Mycenaean hemet, but the missing tufts of hor sehair could not bereplaced in
thisland, wherethe only hor seswer e stunted, soft-maned poniesthat wer e hunted for food whenever they werefound.
But Ason had killed wild boar with hisspear, fast dark brutes even moredeadly than the boar of the Argolid, and
their hair wasthick enough tofill the gapsin the helmet'screst. Nor wasther e shame attached; thewild boar wasas
respected here asthe noble hor ses of home. The Yerni warriors stiffened and whitened their long moustacheswith
clay toresembletheboar'stusks, stiffened their hair for the samereason. Therewas no shame and much honor in
bearing that boar'screst.

Aiaswasimpressiveaswell in hisleather armor and 156

bronze skullcap, the onethat Ason had first worn to battle against Der Dak. Hisleather half armor resembled
Ason's, though of coursewasnot aseaborately decor ated. Among the effects belonging to the dain leader they had
found a bronze-headed ax of thetype used for chopping down trees. But it could be used for chopping men aswell, was
carried with that intent.

Inteb, theleast warlike, wore smpleleather and carried a plain wooden shield covered with heavy hide. But hisstone
ax waswdl made, asgood asany the Y erni boasted. He had a small pack with food dung over one shoulder, while
Aiasborethelarger bundlewith giftsfor the new bull-chief.

By nightfall they weretired and did no morethan eat their food and roll into their cloaks, their feet towardsthefire.
I nteb woke just once during the night when Aiasgot up to put on morewood. Theair wasso cold it burned hiseyes
and he had to blink to clear away thetears. Above him in the black bowl of the sky the sharp pointsof thestars
reached down clear tothehorizon. A shooting star burned itsarc acr ossthe darkness and vanished soundlesdy
beyond thehills. In the distance an owl hooted likealogt spirit. Inteb shivered and drew closer to thewarm bulk of
Ason, breathing deeply and regularly besde him, drawing strength from his presence. But for thisman, hewould be
Pharaoh'sadvisor in court at Thebes, in hisrightful placeinstead of here on thisfreezing ground in thislost land.
What folly had brought him here? He smiled at the thought and dipped back into deep, the smiletill on hislips.

By midafternoon of the fourth day they saw the chalk mound and the wattled walls of the dun rising from theflat plain
ahead of them. Twicethat day they had passed herds of cattlebeing driven in that direction; the herd boysand cattle
both rolling worried eyesin their direction. Keeping well out of the path of the armed men. The guarding Y erni
warriorsscowled and fingered their battle-
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axesasthey passed. Now mor e cattle wer e visible ahead, milling about in temporary pensthat had been thrown up
around thedun, raising clouds of dust in great billows.

The path they followed wasthick with cow droppingsasit wound between thelow She M oundsthat surrounded the
dun. Herewereburied warriorsfrom theentireteuta, returned to the Earth Mother, awaiting She of the Moundsto
escort them tothe Land of Promise. Thiscemetery wasthelife center of thetribe, wherethe annual assemblieswere
held and all other great events. the planning of cattleraids, theinitiation of new warriors. And theraising up of
bull-chiefs.

When they had passed the last cattle-pen they saw that alarge crowd had gathered outside the walls of the dun. Some
sort of ceremony wasin progress. Ther e was a high-pitched wailing that set theteeth on edge. A man'svoice could be
hear d shouting above this sound.

It wasaburial, that much was clear when they drew closer. The death house had been built, a wall-less structurethat
was no mor e than a pitched roof made of small logs, leaned against alow ridge pole. Just high enough and long
enough to hold a single body. Women and boyshad been laboring for daysto loosen the earth around the death house,
hammering in deer antlersto pry thehard chalk up in lumps. Now their work wasfinished and thewarriors, already
drunk, listened in appreciation to thetall man, impressivein along white tunic, who was chantingin aloud clear
voice. Hishair wasgray and shoulder length, hisbeard full. But the hair had been plucked from hisupper lip so he
had no moustache; only the Yerni warriorshad these. At hisfeet wasthe decapitated cor pse, the head car efully
tucked beneath theright arm, glistening with oil and draped with aboar's skin. Next to him aman sat squat-legged,
blowing strongly into a wooden mouthpiece that wasfitted to an inflated skin. He puffed ener getically until hisface
grew red, blowing the skin up like atin-smelting bellows. But the stream of
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air, instead of serving some useful purpose, was blown through a hollow length of bone that had been pierced with a
row of holes. Thisproduced a continuous squealing noisethat rose and fell in pitch—but never ceased—asthe
sweating man opened or closed the holeswith hisfingers. Supported by this sound the shouted chanting could be
clearly heard.

''Heled thewarrior'slife, the good lifethat never ends. Died hein battle, shouting hedied, battling hedied, died as
the Good Striker made man to die. Dying thisway he cannot know death but instead has put hisfoot along the
warrior'spath that leadsto Moi Méel. Now we send him to Moi M el and She of the M oundswill make his path easy.
Now he goesto the place of youth forever, wherethereisno pain and thereisno death, wherethereisno sadness,
wherethereisno beginning and no end. Wherethereisno envy, wherethereisno jealousy, wherethereisno pride,
wherethereisnofear. It isa place of plenty he goesto, with flocksand herdsasfar ascan be seen and to them there
isnoend. Thereisapiglong-roasting there, so big that forty men cannot lift it, and hewill havethefirst cut from
thispig. Therearebeakersto drink from, which arenever empty. Thisiswhere he goesand thisiswherewe send
him."

Theboneand bellowsthing squealed louder. Thewarriors shouted until they were hoar se asthe corpsewasdid into
the death house. As soon asthelast logs had been put into placeto seal it, they began to shove theloose chalk with
theflat shoulder blades of deer, each trying to outwork the others. The mound of chalk rose until the house was
covered, thewarriorsreding with exhaustion and drink. Ason found it wonderful to watch and turned reluctantly
away only when Ar Apa appeared besde him.

"You arehere/' the Yerni warrior said, and therewas morethan atrace of reief in hisvoice. Apparently the
succession to bull-chief was no easy thing. Ason's presence might assurethat station for himself.
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1'Who arethey burying?' Ason asked, hisattention still on the ceremony.
" Der Dak. Samain isthetime when a bull-chief isburied.”

Ason looked at the completed mound, now crowned with a stuffed bull, with renewed interest. " It was summer when |
killed him. | thought he must haverotted by now?"

" Our druidsknow many things. They know what hasbeen and what will be, and they heal thesick. They painted the
body every day with cedar oil soit isfirm just asyou saw it now. You must comeand drink."



Ason would have stayed to listen but Aias smacked hislipstogether loudly while Inteb turned hisback on the crude
ceremony. Thisrough embalming borelittle resemblance to the sophisticated Egyptian technique he was familiar
with, which rendered a corpse asimperviousto corruption asa block of wood. They went past along rack of flayed
sheep car casses and through the entranceinto the dun.

Noise, confusion, color: protesting animals, shouting people. Theinside of the great, spaciousdun wasariot of
activity astumultuous as any feast day in Egypt or funeral gamein Mycenae. The Yerni warriorswerehere,
srutting through the crowd with their axesand shields, touching their knucklesto the proud, white stiffness of
their moustaches. Their women were here, aswell as numerous children, the smallest of them naked, all of them
dirty, playing underfoot, rolling cylinder s of carved chalk. But therewere stranger stoo, dark Albi with their packs
and trade goods, Donbaksho staring about with wide eyes, bearing poles on their shoulder shung with plump hares
and fowl. And other stoo, blond men of a kind Ason had never seen before. They werewarriors, that wasclear from
their cow-horned bronze hemetsand thelong dagger sthat dapped against their legs. Heavy gold bracelets hung on
their wrists, and huge gold link-fasteners closed their cloaks. Yet they carried great basketson their backslike
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daves, while their women bore even larger packs. They were setting these down, but none had been opened as yet.
Ason wondered with interest what goods they might contain. Then a pinch-waisted beaker was put into his hand and
helowered his head thirstily to the ale.

"Look therel" Aias called out, eyes wide with wonder. "I've never seen that before."

A strangely dressed man had jumped up onto a bulging wicker structure made of intertwined small branches and
willow wands. The women who were still weaving it screeched at him, but he dodged their grasping fingers and
worked hisway out upon it to the center of the structure that bent and creaked beneath him. His leather kirtle was so
long it reached almost to his ankles, his cape so short it was just afringe at his shoulders. Almost a mockery of aYerni
warrior's thigh-length kirtle and long cape. Black mud or charcoa was smeared on his hands and face and rubbed into
his hair, which had also been worked up to a black point above his head. He fell and rolled on his back like agreat dark
beetle, black-soled feet kicking in the air, and everyone watching roared with laughter.

"The druth, the druth!" the crowd shouted, and people came running from all directionsto see the fun.

The druth rolled easily back to his feet and then howled with mock pain and hopped about on one foot, holding the
other in hishands and licking at it with histongue like a dog with athorn in its pad. One of the women reached for him,
but he evaded her hand and fell onto all fours, and barked and panted and howled at her, until the crowd howled
answering laughter and she ran away. In quick succession, then, he did realistic immitations of a bull, then a cow,
finally acalf looking for its dam and awarrior looking for the calf. Thislast drew shouts of appreciation, even from the
warriors, who saw everyone but themselves in the strutting, swaggering, moustache-twisting ,,image. When the
laughter had died down the druth rooted about in his sagging kirtle, extracting a number of carved wooden
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apples. They had been painted red and ydlow and glistened brightly when hetossed them into theair. One after
another, hethrew them high above hishead, hurling up a second before he caught thefirg, then another and another
until thewatcher sweredizzy at the sight. They gasped with wonder at the number he could keep in theair at the
sametime. Ason and Aias shouted with pleasurealong with therest, and only Inteb, who had seen thisand more
besidesin the court of Thuthmosis, was silent, sipping at hisale.

When they had finally tired of thedruth's performance, Ar Apaled them to thefire pitswherethe smoking

car casses of sheep and cattle gave off rich odors of fat and meat. The women wer e hacking off stripsand chunks of
meat with their flint knives. These wer e seized ingtantly by the many grasping hands. Ar Apa pushed and cuffed the
crowd asde, then directed the dicing of the best cutsfrom the flanksfor Ason and hisfollowers. When they had
their meat heduginto hiswallet and produced a handful of white crystals, mixed with crumbsof dirt, and held it out
tothem.

" Salt," hesaid proudly and sprinkled someonto their meat. Ason felt the saliva flow in hismouth as he chewed.
Some of thevistorsmust have brought the salt for trade; he had to get some before hereturned. The salt meat
brought back histhirst, so then therewas more ale. He was beginning to find out why samain wasthe event of the
year.

Angry barking and fierce growlsdrew their attention. They clutched their cupsand followed the othersto a crowd on
thefar side of the dun, pushing through to sand in thefront rank.



" Arethosedogs?' Inteb asked, keeping afirm grip on hisax.

They werefierceand unruly beasts, heavily pelted with curly dark fiir, and large asbears. Ason had heard of them,
but never seen them before. Y erni wolfhoundsthat had
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been bred to hunt wolvesand wild boar, brought herefor dog racing in the funeral games. Now the two hounds wanted
each other, pulling at their collarsso that it took all their masters strength to hold them back. Their lipswere
drawn toreveal bright red gumsand the polished ivory fangs of their teeth; spittle flew asthey howled with rage. The
two owner swer e shouting wager sand cur sesover the growling roar of theanimals, and finally agreement was
reached. Thewatching circle pushed back and the great beastswerereeased. They flew at each other.

They wer e evenly matched, savagein their rage. They locked in a growling tangle, then fell apart, snapping and
darting at each other. Then they clashed again, muzzlesburied in thick fiir, worrying through to the flesh below.
Thiswent on until one of them managed to dash the other'sleg open with itsgreat fangs. Blood spattered the dust
now, and the fight would only have resulted in the wounded beast'sdeath if the ownershad not rushed in and called
for help to separatetheanimals. Ax buttsand spear haftsfinally drovethem apart; the wager swer e paid. Sharp yipes
of pain resounded astheloser beat hisanimal mercilesdy for the defeat.

Therewasalmost too much to see, too much to do. Albi tradershad come acr ossthe narrow sea from the green idand
of Domnann to thenorth, to bring their worked gold and bronze. The Yerni warriorscrowded about offering
everything that they had for the piecesthey valued the most. The horned men, Geramani they were called, from
acrossthe seato the east, had morethings of valuethan the precious salt. Warm brown lumps of amber, some with
miraculousinsectsburied in their depthsthat could be seen when held up to the sun. They also had well-worked
bronze daggers. Ason turned one over and over in hishands beneath the watchful eyes of itsowner, wishing that he
had something to barter with. In their packsthey had brought Egyptian beadsaswell, and Inteb laughed when they
wer e pointed out to him.
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"They and | arealongway from home," hesaid, holding one of them in the palm of hishand and squinting at it. He
handed it back without saying any mor e until they were out of earshot of the Geramani. " Inferior work, badly glazed,
not fit for salein Egypt. M orethan good enough for thiscrude part of theworld.”

Thereweremany thingsto eat: fresh applesand plums, sweet pieces of honey ill in the comb. Y erni sausage that
they had never tasted before, asgood asany in the Ar-galid. Rich with lumps of fat and meat, sharp with salt and some
kind of seeds, smoked over thefireuntil it had grown hard and nourishing. And mead that had been flavored with
hazel nutsto drink, fermented from honey, fermented heather-berry juice, and more ale, and more and more. Before
the sun touched the horizon their ssomachswerefull, their eyesfull, aswell, of strange sights, their ears deafened
by sound.

"Look!" Aiassaid, painting at a crowd gathered acr ossthe dun, a sudden light of happiness appearing beneath his
sagging eyelids.

Two men weregrappling on acleared circle of sand, each straining and sweating to tossthe other to the ground.
They wrestled, trying for holds, pummeling each other with their fistsat the sametime. Oncethey broke free of each
other and swungin aflurry of ferociousfull-armed blows, most of which did not connect. Aiasgrunted in contempt.
Finally one of the big men—they wereboth tall and massive Geramani—managed to get agrip on theother'sleg and,
striking with hisfist at the sametime, succeeded in driving his opponent to the ground. Half of the watcher s cheered;
the othersmumbled whilethey paid their wagers. Aias shambled forward and called out hoar sdy, hiswordsclearly
heard by everyone.

" Great wet bladder sfull of suet, both of them! Thesetwo aren't fighters, just women with titson backwards. | spit on
them both." Hiswordstook practical form when he actually did launch two great gobbets of saliva at the
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Geramani, catching oneon the belly and the other on the side of theface. They howled with fury, and would have
leaped upon him had they not been restrained by their admirers.

" Angry, ate you? Want tokill me, doyou?" Aiasshouted back. " Come on then. Bath at once. Knock them both down,
| will—who wantsto wager against that?"



Therewereplenty of offers, and Inteb and Ason took them all. They would bekilled if they logt, for they pledged all
they had, aswell asa number of thingsthey did not have. But they had faith in thisstocky dark man, a head shorter
than hisgiant opponents. He srutted up and down in front of them while the betswere made and goaded the Geramani
togreater fury.

Thebattle began. At the shout to start the two Geramani lur ched forwar d—clawed finger s extended—and Aiasran
away. Therewerecriesof anger and catcallsashetrotted about the circle, with theangry men running after him,
reaching for him wildly. Silence descended when he stopped suddenly and onefist lashed out, fast asa striking
snake. It caught thefirst man in the pit of the somach. All theair went out of him with arush, and hefolded dowly to
theground and lay ill.

"Ong" Aiascalled out. " Come, you'renext."

Theremaining fighter was morewary now. He crouched low, moved in dowly, trying to grapplethe boxer before
those murderousfists could strike him down. A blow to the side of hishead rocked him, and another caught himin
theribs so that he staggered and almost fell. But hedid not, leaping forward instead and grappling Aiasto him. This
waswell done, and the fight almost ended there. The Geramani wasthe stronger of thetwo, and kept Aiassarms
pinned to hissides ashe bent him backwar dstowar dsthe ground, dowly and surdy. Aiasstruggled againgt the
unwelcome embraceand, just asit seemed hewould fall, managed towork onearm free.

That wasall that was needed. He smiled out crookedly 165

at the crowd, bunched hisfis—and droveit around in ashort hard arc that ended in the small of his opponent'sback
over hiskidneys. A shiver went through the man's great frame and he stagger ed. Befor e he could recover, thefist
gruck again in the same spot and the man bellowed aloud with agony, throwing hisarmswide. Aias epped away and
relieved the pain by griking him so hard on the side of the head that the Geramani was unconscious befor e he hit the
ground.

" Now they know something about Atlantean boxing," Aiassaid ashe stepped over thetwo unmoving bodiesto help in
collecting thewagers. There wer e some grumbles about the unorthodox manner of thevictory but these were stilled
quickly enough at thesight of a great closed figt. It wasa profitable day.

Nor did samain stop at sunset. Thefiresburned higher, their wavering light washed the walls of the apartmentsand
themilling crowd within the circular enclosur e of the dun. From the darker cornersthere came muffled squealsand
laughter aswomen, visitorsand Yerni alike, with no trade goods other than those they wer e born with, worked to
earn small tokens and gifts. Torches of burning reedslit up the displays of gold and jewelry, stone axes and fineflint
knives, bronze dagger sand amber discs—aswell assmpler offerings of gameand fowl, salt and sweet fruits. There
was something for everyone.

Moreimportant eventswerein preparation. A firehad been laid in thelargest pit in the center of the dun. Women
brushed the ground around it until it wasfairly free of animal droppings, then scattered oak and laurd leavesall
about the pit. Two post holes next to the firewere cleared of a year'saccumulation of debris, and a pair of upright
logs, each astall asaman, wereinserted in them under thefirst druid'sinstruction. They had been hollowed into a
semicircleat thetop to support a shorter log that was placed acrossthem to form a horizontal lintel.
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When thisfree-standing ar chway had been completed the druid himsdf applied athick wash of chalk water until the
wooden structure was aswhite asbone. While hewas doing thisthe Yerni warriorsbegan to arrive. They were
dressed in Albi cloth, wearing all their finery, fully armed. They sat themsdvesaround thefire. Even beforethey had
all arrived, one of them, goaded by impatience, wason hisfeet and declaimingin aloud voice what a fearlessand
dangerousfighter hewas. The choosing of the new bull-chief had begun.

By thetimeall thewarriorswerethere, thefire had leapt up higher and hotter, so that they sweated under itsgolden
light, shouting for ale and swaggering about to display their golden tores, braceletsand rings. The noise wasloud
and continuous, many times dr owning out the one who was speaking, but no one seemed to care. Theact of speaking
before the assembly wastheimportant thing, not the empty content of the familiar and repetitiousbragsand lies.
They shouted loud insultsat one another and, one after another, sprang to their feet to strut about thefire banging
their axeson their shields, boasting of their exploitsat thetop of their lungs. Thiswent on all night, without a break,
with somewarriorsdozing wher ethey sat, waking often to shout again and reach for theale. Ason pushed through to
theinner circlesof warriorsand called out insultsasloudly astherest at the most outrageouslies, and no one
thought to quegtion hispresencethere. Inteb watched from outside, spping the sweet mead which wasvery much to
hisliking, until hefell adeep. Aias, hiswallet bulging with the pr ofits of the day's explaits, fresh blood and new
woundson hisscarred skin, went seeking greater physical success among the women. He had been admiring the



tall, full-breasted and blond Geramani women all day and now managed to lure one away from thefireight with his
rich gifts. He gave her some solid memoriesto take back with her to her northern
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forests.

By dawn most of the Yerni warriorswere sprawled out, adeep in the dust, or nodding dazedly while Ar Apastrutted
up and down beforethem, calling out the glories of hisstrength of arm in aloud hoar se voice. He had husbanded his
energiesand had given only short speechesduring the night, saving himself for thisfinal effort that would impress
hisdazed and half-drunk warriors. It was succeeding. I n the small hour s of the mor ning he had risen and begun his
har angue, shouting down anyone who tried to interrupt him, even knocking back with hisshield one drunken
warrior whotried to speak at the sametime. His power sof oratory wereno better or wor sethan the others, but hedid
have an enviable staying power that madethem nod their headswith respect beforethey fell adeep. When the sun had
burned off the morning mists, risen clear of the eastern horizon, he was till being enthusiastic about the strength of
hisarm and all hisother matchlesstalents. He stopped for a deep breath, then shouted hiswar cry over their silent
heads.

"Ar Apa Abu! It istimefor thefire passage and the purification of the cattle/

TheYerni warriorsstirred and called back happily at this. They downed thelast dregsof alein their cups, then went
torelievethemsalves againgt the wooden animal pensuntil thereek of urinewas strongin the air. When Ason
awoke, Inteb and Aiaswereboth at hisside. They went to join the other soutside the walls of the dun, looking on with
interest asthe Yerni women and children joined the men in dragging out the two great wickerwork structuresthat
had been completed the day before.

Lying on their sidesthey resembled great open-ended basketstwice astall asa man, sagging and of irregular shape.
They werethrown down outside, one each side of the entranceto the dun, and ignor ed while five wr etched men were
dragged from some place of imprisonment in
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theanimal pensthat lined thewallsbelow the second story apartments. Their legs must have been bound, because
they staggered and fell until goaded to their feet at spear point. They rosewith difficulty, sincetheir handswere ill
tied behind their backs. They were Y erni warriors—that was obvious by their garb and whitened moustachesand
hair—though none whom Ason had ever seen before. Ason called out to a near by warrior who was shouting threats at
the prisoners; he had to spin him around before he could get an answer.

"Them? Thieves, creeping thieves. Cameto seal our cattleat night, but we saw them. From Dun Finmog—but they
won't be going back therel" Helaughed aloud at hisown wit and tur ned away to throw lumpsof cow dung at the men,
just asthe other sweredoing.

The prisonerswereled outsde thewallsand, guarded closely by spear and ax men, had their hands cut free before
they were pushed into thewicker structures, threeinto one and the remaining two into the other. Oncethey were
inside, the shouting Y erni fought for placesto grab at the upper edge of the open end until their weight was enough to
pull the basketlike structures upright. With the open endsflat on the ground, it was obviouswhat they were.

Heads. Bull'sheads. The nostril openings wer e painted red with ochre, the eyeswer e black circleswith red centers.
Long, naturally curved boughs formed the horns. And, crude asthey were, thewicker structureswereclearly bull's
heads. Pronged stakes pinned them immovably to the ground while armloads of wood wer e heaped around their bases.
All of thiswas or dered by thedruid who had presided at the funeral of the day befor e, asssted by two younger men
garbed in the samelong robes. The captives clutched at the branchesthat penned them, staring out wild-eyed at the
druid when he screeched at them. The crowd grew quiet.

" Silent snakes on your belliesyou came here. Creeping
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goatsin thewater you came here. Spirits of the night you came herefrom Dun Finmog—and we know why. The
cattle of Dun Finmog are scrawny and fall down sick and die, and your teeth chatter in your head with fear. You know
that thefinest cattle are here, thefattest cattle are here, the sweetest-fleshed cattle are here. So you cameto steal
our cattle—but our warriorsarehere, too!'* A loud cry went up at this, and therewasa great clashing of clubson
shidds, and arain of ocaths. Thedruid went on without pause.



" A hundred and a hundred of you came, and a hundred and a hundred of you werekilled, and your headsmadea pile
higher than the dun. But five weretaken becauseit wasright to capture some, becauseit was near thetime of samain
and the purification of the cattle. That iswhy you are here."

Thereweremore shoutsthat ceased instantly asthe druid drew himsdf up and dowly lifted hisright foot from the
ground until he stood balanced on oneleg.

"Onefoot," hecalled out and then raised hisarm even more dowly.
"Onehand,*' hesaid, much louder, ashepointed at the penned men.
"Oneeyel" hecried at thetop of hisvoice and cocked hishead ashe closed hisleft eye. " Die, burn, die, die, die!"

That wastheend of theritual, and the pleasurable part began. Warriorsran with burning brandsfrom thefires,
thrusting them deep into the dry wood ar ound the two great wicker figures. The men insde coughed asthe smoke
rose, then began to scream asthefirst flamesburned at their legs. They climbed up insidethe headsto escapethe
heat, and the watcher s shrieked with laughter until tearsran from their eyes. The women and boyswerethen driven
away from thisenthusiagtic scene and formed a doublerow to the nearest cow-pen. The gatesto thiswere opened and,
lowing with fear, the cattle wer e driven down thisroad and
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through the gap between the wicker figuresthat werenow burning fiercly. The men insdewerejust charred lumps,
no longer complaining. By thetimethe last of the chosen cattle had been driven through the purifying passageinto
thedun, thefireshad burned low and the excitement was over.

Oneby onethe Yerni warriors swagger ed back to the circle about the ashes of the council fire, picking shards of
meat from between their teeth, car eful only to avoid stepping on the bowls of milk placed in the dun entranceway to
feed and retirethe dead souls; it was getting chilly out therein the cemetery asautumn approached, and they always
wanted to come on homeat samain with the cows. Thewarriorscalled out loudly for ale. Ar Apa had arrived beforeall
of the other sand was standing now in front of the whitened arch. Thiswasno accidental location. When one of the
warriorscametoo close heraised hisax threateningly. The man hesitated—then went to sit with the others. But
when Ar Apa saw Ason hewaved him close.

"Will you sit by me?" heasked.

"What doesthat mean?"

' That you are sitting, you do not wish to be bull-chief your slf. That you are sitting by me, that you will support me."
Ason thought a moment before he spoke.

'] will support you now and you will become bull-chief. Y ou will not for get this?"

"'Never!" Ar Apa'seyeswerewidewith excitement and he crashed hisax againg hisshidd. "My memory isthe
longest, my arm isthe strongest—I will not for get.”

Therewere none opposed to Ar Apa's sdection as bull-chief—at least none who spoke up beforethat union of ax and
sword. Theword was quickly passed asto what was happening, and the crowd grew larger and larger. Ar Apa sat
before the henge drinking, nodding in agreement while the druid paced back and forth before him, extolling his
virtuesand repeating all the feats of strength and skill
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that he had ever done. Thisappeared to be very much of aritual, including therecital of agreat list of ancestors
going back into theremoteness of time. Ther e were mor e nods of agreement—and even a few cheer s—when events
came mor e up to datewith veiled referencesto Ar Apa'shandling of mysteriousblack for ces, perhapsareferenceto
theDark Man. Therewas a pause after thedruid had described Ar Apa's mighty companions of bronze, and at this
point Ar Apadowly roseto facethedruid.

'Tel us" Ar Apashouted. " Istherea special purposefor thisday? How can thisday be mor e favorablethan others?
What can it befavorablefor?"

Therewas hushed silence asthe druid closed one eye and squinted up at the clouds, spinningin acircle on hished
while hedid so, looking for some omensin their shape. He must have seen something, because he stopped suddenly



and clapped hishand over hisopen eyeasthough the sight had been aterribly strong one. Some of the braver
warriorssquinted up at the cloudsthemseves, though most did not, and the silence was absolute.

'Thereisashape" thedruid said, touching the upright of the henge lightly asthough to gather strength from it, not
looking at Ar Apawhilehedid so." A shape. A shapenot unlike a double-edged ax, perhapsa double ax of gold. With
darknessbehind it. If thisday awarrior of a double ax wereto stand as protector of hispeople, hewould surpassall
othersin battlevalor. But hislifewould be short, very short if hedid this."

All eyeswereon Ar Apa ashe shouted theritual answer.

"What carel?| haveadoubleax. What carel if | liveonly onenight and one day? All will remember me becausethe
memory of deeds donewill alwaysendure."

With dow and car eful motions, thedruid reached inside hisloose clothing and withdrew a short length of branch,
still with the golden leaves upon it. Oak leaves. Hereached up to brush the leave* againgt the crosspiece of the
wooden lintd, intoning thewordsin a deep voice at the
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sametime.

"1 touch the Good Striker, the Destroyer, | touch him."

Then heturned about and let theleavestouch Ar Apa'sforehead, calling out at the sametime, 'Ar Apa
UercinquitrixV

Thecrowd of spectatorsroared thewordsin response.

" Ar Apa Uercinquitrix!"

Now thelefthand upright was brushed by the leaves while he called out.

"1 touch the Magic One, heisour Creator—Ar Apa Uercinquitrix." Once again the spectator s echoed hiswordsin
response as heturned back to Ar Apaand touched the branch to hisleft shoulder. Ar Apa'shead wasback, hisfists
clenched, possessed by the power of hiseevation.

" And now | touch her, She of the M ounds, our Earth Mother, our Preserver," thedruid intoned ashetouched the
righthand upright, then Ar Apa'sright shoulder.

" Ar ApaUercinquitrix!" they all shouted over and over, their new leader, the new bull-chief, carried away by their
enthusasm ashe stood beforethem, bathed in the welcome wave of sound.

Thehand pulled again at Ason'sarm and he shook it away. When it clutched him again heturned angrily, ready to
grike Naikeri was standing there. She had to shout to be heard over theroar of Yerni voices.

" Oneof my peoplejust cameand told me. A boatload of large men with hor ns, they must be Geramani, cametothe
minetwo daysago. They left at once and aregone now.”

"What areyou saying? What doesit mean?' Ason had a sudden cold premonition. " Themine. ..?"

" They destroyed nothing, it isjust asyou left it. But they did take all of the metal discsthat you had I€eft there.”
Thetin.

Gone
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Thedaysgrew steadily shorter, until they were shorter than any dayshad ever been in the Argolid. The nights
seemed endless. Some daysther e seemed to be no day at all, when the clouds piled thicker and thicker in the sky and
wept a chill dampness onto the sodden forest below. Part migt, part rain, from dawn to dusk, so that the day seemed

only agray interval in an endlessnight. The small store of tin that had been smelted to replace the stolen ingots grew
with painful downess. In the continual damp the boys becamerebelious, running away when they were not watched.



The charcoal firesgrew wet and flickered out. Therewasno moredry wood to firethem with.

Sincethereturn from Dun Ar Apa, Ason had changed in many ways. Hewould not admit defeat, at least not aloud, and
kept thework of mining and smelting going with a cold ruthlessness. Before dawn each day hewasout in the forest
with their heaviest bronze ax, cutting wood for the ceaseless appetite of the charcoal kilns. He dept little, many times
spending the entire night tending the smelting fires, almost drawing thetin from the ore by the strength of hisown
hands. Hedid all the physical things needed to keep the minein operation, but he never talked about Mycenae or the
ship they had been expecting. With winter upon them they could no longer expect the ship. No onewould facethe cold
storms of the ocean at thistime of year. Without a ship their mining was a usdess|abor. Did Mycenae even still
exist? Had the union of Atlantisand the other citiesof the Argolid pulled down theremaining warrior s of Perimedes,
leveled hiscity? It was possible. Anything was possible. They could stay here, smdting their few miserable discs of
worthlesstin at world'send, until they grew old and died and that would bethe end of it. Ason would not talk about
thesethings, nor would he even answer when others mentioned them.
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Aias seemed happy enough with this new existence, but Inteb could never forget where hewas. Heworried at the fact
likea soretooth, hurting himself and wincing but not stopping for all of that.

"We could die hereand no onewould know or care—aterribleplacetodie."

He panted saying it, exercised with hisunaccustomed laborsat treefeling. In the past months he had gained some
skill with the bronze blade, chopping into thetreetrunksat the proper angle. He went now with Ason into theforest,
to help him—and to keep war m with effort. Therainshad stopped finally, only to be replaced by the white chill of
frozen snow. Therewasnot much of it. It fell from timeto time, lying in the hollows and making little hillocks
around the bases of thetrees. It was numbing to thetouch. Inteb could never get used toit and cameto hateitswhite
purity. " Diehere" hemuttered again to himsdf. Ason did not answer but stopped to wipe hisdamp palmson his
clothing, then resumed his chopping. Thetreetrunk squealed and snapped, and they stepped away asit fell with a
splintering crash. Ason threw down hisax and drank heavily from the crock of alethey had brought with them.

"1 havetalked with Naikeri'sfather, old Ler," Inteb said, hating the silence of the forest, willing to talk to himself if
no one dsewould. " Hemay beblind now but he hastraveled. Knowsall about thisidand and the other oneto the
north, Domnann, where more of hispeoplelive. And he even knowswher e the Geramani come from. He saysthat they
aretheoneswho tradewith Atlantis— and | believe him. That'swher e they get those Egyptian beadsand the other
things. They crossthewater from herein their boats, to a great river to the south, some outlandish namel can't
remember. That iswherethey comefrom, up theriver. Far up. Hesaysif you go up thisriver far enough you cometo
ancther river that runsdown to ancther sea. If heisnot lying, which he might very well

175

be—or making up the entire story—that could be the Danube running into the Eastern Sea. We know the Atlanteans
areall along that river, they minetheir tin there, and the Geramani know about tin. Why dsewould they steal it if
they did not? They havetraded our tin to the Atlanteans, no doubt. I they could do that—so could we."

Hedrew back when Ason turned to frown coldly at him, the only sign that he had been listening at all.

" No, Ason. Dear Ason, do not misunder stand. Not that we should sdll out to the Atlanteansand trade our tin to them\
just that we should return that way tothe Argolid. Smply return. We can do nothing here. Wetaketin from the
ground—but thereisnoneto useit. You want toreturn to Mycenae, | know you do. Wecan do that."

Ason'sonly answer wastheringing blow of bronze against wood as heturned to the next tree. Sighing unhappily,
I nteb shrugged his shouldersand turned to lopping off the branches from the newly fallen trunk.

It wasnearly dark by thetimethey had dragged the wood back to the clearing and dumped it by thekilns, for
stacking and firing in the mor ning. The boys, shivering with dampnessand cold, had been returned to their quarters
wherethey were securely locked in for the night. Aiasjoined them around thefireat the hearth, sniffing the
fragrant steam that rose from the pot that stood bubbling at the back of it. Naikeri, shapelessin her many layers of
cloth and fur, brought out thelarge crock of alewithout being asked.

" Only two more of theseleft,” shesaid tono onein particular. Thiswaswhat happened during winter in thenorth, as
the stored suppliesran out alittleat atime. Soon everything would be gone, and if the hunting wer e not good they
would garve.

"1 saw deer tracks," Ason said, histhoughtslikeall of theirson the same subject. " Thereis enough wood now
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for aday or two. | will go huntingin themorning."
"1 can come. Carry themeat," Aiassaid.
"Youwork here. | need noone."

Nor did he. He needed them for labor, and they did that, but for nothing ese. Naikeri cradled her breastsin her arms
and wonder ed why hedid not comenear her any more. In their closeness, and their apartness, they wereall feding
the samething. Aias spat through hismaimed Up into thefire. Inteb waslooking unseeingly at that samefire, seeing
awarmer land far tothe south.

“Theson of thesister of my father killed abear," Naikeri said. * Thereweretwo newborn cubsaswell. Now he has
three pelts. Warm ones." She gtirred thethick stew and licked at the wooden spoon. " | have also heard that the
warriorsof Dun Uala have madethelargest cattleraid on the cattle of Dun Ar Apa, and many aredead, and many
cowsarestolen.”

Inteb wasthe only onewho listened. These fragments of gossip and infor mation wer e passed on by the people of the
Albi who moved through theidand, winter and summer. They seemed to know a good deal of what was
happening—trueor not. Inteb would have preferred morecivilized gossip and talk, but settled for thisbecausethere
was no other. He didiked Naikeri intensdy, ther eforewould not answer her. But he could ill listen.

" Another boy ran away today," Aiassaid, and no one even bothered to takenotice of that. 1t wastoo commonplace.
Oneevening, after aday spent chopping wood, Inteb and Aiasjoined Ason around thefireat the hearth. Ason dipped a
bowl into the stew and blew upon it beforeraising it to hismouth. The other sdid the same. It was hot and good, dried
meat and grain with gobbets of fat floating on the surface. Thewind moaned outside and blew a whitetracery of snow
under theill-fitting door. Thelast gray filming of daylight was gone. Outside now therewas
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just darkness and the endlessforest that stretched out into the blackness on all sides. Therewaswar mth and light
only here, and without thinking why, they leaned closer to thefirewhen thewind blew hard.

Something rustled outside, barely hear d above thewind, and Ason lifted hishead with a sure hunter'singtinct. He
half rose, but even ashedid sothedoor burst open, crashing asde, half falling from itstorn leather hinges.

An armored man stood in the opening, poised to leap, full bear ded and bronze hemed. A long naked bladeready in his
hand.

4

Themen around thefiredived for their weaponsasother armed warriorspushed behind the man in thedoor, swords
ready—and all halted as Ason shouted a singleword.

" Atroclug!"

Thefirst swordsman gaped, lowering hisweapon dowly, blinking in the dim light of thefire until realization dowly
dawned.

" Ason—my kinsman—but you aredead!" He half raised the sword again and Ason laughed aloud.

"Harder tokill than you realize, Atroclus, my cousin. Itisatalelongin thetdling how | came here. But fir ss—what
of Mycenae and of my father? Sit and speak tome.

Atroclus came closeto thefire, shaking the snow from hiswhitewool cloak. Five other men followed him in until the
room was crowded, putting their swordsinto their dingsand calling out to Ason, who greeted them all by
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name. Naikeri silently gave them ale and withdrew to the shadowed alcove wher e she dept.

"You know of Thera?" Atroclusasked. " It wastold that you died ther e/



"1 escaped, asyou see. Wastheidand destroyed—and Atlaswith it?"

"Wewould all be happier had it been. Therewere many deaths on theidand, many shipsweresunk, but Atlasand his
court escaped to Crete. For eight daysthe ground roared and blew out flame and ash until theidand was cover ed with
it, but thereit ended. People havereturned and life goes on again, though we have heard that the ground till rumbles
with some hidden complaint. All of thishasenraged Atlas, who it is said fedsthe explosion was directed against his
person. Hewageswar all along the shores of the Argolid. His men have already sacked L erna and Nauplia. Perhaps
he seekstreasureor captivesto appease hisgods, we don't know. We know he battleswith usand Mycenaeissore
pressed. When he heard of your death, your father mourned and grew older. But when war came, Perimedes put aside
hismourningto lead usin thefighting. Ther e has been much blood shed, many friendsand warriorsyou will never
meet again. It waslatein the year beforea ship and men could be spared to come here. Wewerealongtimeon the
ocean road with thewindsand weather againg us. Twicewe had to careen and repair thevessd. Four men died in the
passage. But we have come. Now—tdll us of your self and your presence here?"

" Told smply enough, but a question first. You have more men in the ship and a chalceus among them to work the
mine?"

" Seventeen men moreand three of them chal-ce!"
" They will find the mine open, sometin, the smetersburning and char coal ready. We have not beenidle”
They talked lateinto the night. All of the alewasgone
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beforethe Mycenaeansrolled themsdavesinto their cloaksand dept on thedirt floor. Ason pulled the coveringsfrom
Naikeri and took her, brutally and suddenly, so that she made a small scream of pain. Helaughed and did not stop,
and Inteb, awake and hearing everything, pulled hisown blanket over hishead totry and cut out this sound he
loathed.

Ason was up before dawn. Assoon asit waslight heroused Atroclus, and together they went down along the stream
tothe sea, wherethe great ship wasbeached. Herethere were more gregtings and, wonder of wondersin thiscold
place, war m sweet wine from Mycenae, from amphoraelashed in the cabin. The ship had been hauled up far abovethe
highest tides, and now they took what suppliesand food they would need and Ieft two men to guard her whileall of the
otherswent tothemine.

"Thingswill bedifferent now," Ason said, leading theway along thefamiliar path. 'Therewill be moreboystowork,
mor e men to cut wood, and the chalcel to seethat the smeltteg goesasit should. By spring therewill beaload of tin
that will be so heavy wewill haveto throw all of the ballast out of the ship. Wewill return to Mycenae, the Argolid will
be united again, Atlaswill be driven into the sea and sent to itsbottom thistime

Themen of Mycenae complained mightily of the bitter cold, yet they worked. Ason put aside hisax for thefirst time
and directed the building of new huts, whilethe chalcel shook their heads over his smelting techniques and set about
their own operations. The dayswer e bright, but the sun had littlewarmth. Inteb and Ason grew closer once again,
talking of thereturn voyage, while Naikeri withdrew insde her salf and would speak to no one. Only Inteb seemed
awar e of thisand he smiled at her back. Thingsweregoing very well.

On theeighth day after thearrival of the Mycenaean ship, therewasan alarm from themen on guard at the mouth of
thevalley. Ason, in finearmor now that shone
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brighter than theweak winter sun, went out with hisnew and shar per sword to find out what thetrouble could be.
From thetop of the embankment he could seethree Yerni warriors standing hesitantly at the edge of the forest
peering up at the armed men abovethem. They must have recognized Ason becausethey came forward dowly when
he appeared. When they werecloser Ason saw that it was Ar Apa and two of thewarriorsfrom histeuta.

4 Ason abu," Ar Apa called out, raising hisax but looking uncertainly at the armed and armored Mycenaeansat the
sametime.

“My friendsarehere," Ason shouted back. " Thereisnothingtofear."

With thisreassurance the three men came on and entered the guar ded area of the mine. They squatted beforethe
firein the house and wer e"iven food. Ar Apa produced only atoken amount of bragging about their journey, before



speaking hismind about histruereasonsfor coming.

“ |t hasbeen abad winter. Therehave been many cattleraidsand many warriorsare dead. First by men from Dun

M oweg to the north of our landsand then from Dun Fin-mog far north of them. They do not raid each other, or Dun
Ualawhich isin between, but passinstead through the grazing lands of the other teutasto steal our cowsand kill our
warriors'

Ar Apabeat on the packed earth floor with hisax handle ashe said this, almost shouting thelast word, and the men
with him stamped their feet aswell and groaned aloud. The Yerni believed in expressing their emationsat all times,
and Ason, who had seen thissort of performance often before, waited patiently for it to end. Relieved of someof his
fedings, Ar Apabrushed at his giffened moustaches and finally continued.

“Now | know why thiswasdone. Now | know who arranged all thisand who sitsin Dun Uala, giving giftsto people
when they dowhat hewantsthem to. Now | know." Helooked up quickly at Ason, then away.
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“TheDark Man," Ason said, speaking aloud the namethat Ar Apa gtill found so hard to say. " Heisgtirring up
trouble again? How do you know this?"

Ar Apalooked up at the ceiling, examining with great interest the hole wher e the smoke escaped. Then he brushed at
his shield, scraping away a hardened bit of mud. In-teb camein and lisened silently in the background.

" Someone cameto me" said Ar Apafinally, reluctantly. " Uala himsdf camewith somewarriorsand did not want to
fight and wanted to talk instead. The druid made the hengesthat are made when bull-chiefs meet, and we hung them
with our treasureand wetalked. He showed me giftshe had from. . .the onewhose nameyou said. Wetalked. ..."

Ar Apa'smouth stayed open, but he had run out of words. Therewas a beading of sweat on hisforehead, perhapsfrom
thefire. But Ason now knew the path of the other'sthoughtsand spokethewords Ar Apawas unableto say.

" They are planning to make another raid on themine? Likethelast one, with many teutastogether. That'swhat it is,
isn't it?" Ar Apanodded and looked away. " Y ou wereright to tel meand not join with them. Whereisthe Dark
Man?'

" At Dun Uala."

It was so smpleand so right. The chalcel were herenow to tend to themine, freeingawarrior for awarrior'swork.
ThisDark Man, thistrouble maker, man or spirit, hemust be stopped, or therewould be no end to thetrouble of the
mine. Ason knew how to stop him.

"'l have armed men to follow me* Ason said. " Armored and unbeatable. | am leading them against Dun Ualatokill
the Dark Man. Will you bring thewarriorsof your teuta and fight beside us?"

"TheDark Man...." Ar Apawassotroubled by thethought that he spokethe namealoud.
" Ualaand hismen cannot stand before us. Wewill Kill
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them. Therewill be cattle, revenge, gold and treasure.” "Wewill join you,” Ar Apasaid in sudden decision, thinking
now only of thetreasure of Dun Uala, largest, richest, strongest of all the duns of the Yerni. Salivafilled hismouth at
thethought of all it contained, and he spat into thefire and laughed aloud.

5

It wasimbolc, the happy time, thefirst sign that the grip of long winter had lessened even the smallest amount. Inside
theduns, in their pensunderneath the women's apartments, the cattle and sheep wer efinishing thelast of the green
boughsand brush which had been cut for them in thefall. Thefirst grasswasbeginning to appear. Lambsand calves
wereborn. Lifewas gtarting anew and that was something to celebrate. Therewasfresh milk to befermented,
something to celebrate with. The ale made from the grain of the previousyear long sincefinished, drunkennessonly
adim and happy memory. Now, drunk again, thewarriorscould liein the sun and watch thewomen carry out the
sheep and cattle. Theanimalswereweak and unableto walk after awinter of short rationsand immobility, but would
quickly restoretheir strength on the bright green grass.

Dun Moweg waslike all the other dunsof the Yerni, with thewarriors apartments on the outside overlooking the



ditch. Theembankment outsidetheir doorswasa fine placeto find the sun on the good days, and thiswasa good day,
with plenty of freshly fermented milk. Thewarriorslay there, with the bull-chief, M oweg himsdaf, sprawled in their
midst. Hewasbragging of past exploits, raids and daughters, when the armored men arrived.

They came quietly, for all theweight of metal they 183

carried, while behind them wer ethe white-haired, boar -toothed figur es of thewarriorsof Dun Ar Apa. It wasnot a
nicethingto see, or to have happen, and wasvery shocking. Imbolcisnot atimefor cattleraidsor warfareand
everyoneknew that.

"You areMoweg," Ason said, looking coldly from beneath thelip of hishdmet at the open-mouthed man on thedirt
outsde hisdoorway.

"Heis" Ar Apasaid comingup tojoin him. Ar Apadealt afast kick in Moweg'sribsthat brought him to hisfeet
bdlowingin pain. The bowl hewasdrinking from spilled. Brewed from milk from stolen cattle. Ason pushed Ar Apa
away before battlewasjoined.

M oweg needed very little convincing to change sdes. Hereally had loyalty only to himsdf. He had received fine gifts
from the Dark Man for theraidshehad carried out. That wasin the past. The futurelooked even brighter with a
victoriousassault on Dun Uala, thefat and therich, thelargest dun and the most power ful. How would even that power
stand againgt the might of all thewarriors of two teutas—led by these frightening men in their hard armor? He
remembered, and it wasnot a good memaory, how much killing just three armor ed men had done when they had been
attacked at the mine. And now therewer e one, two, three—mor e armored men, mor ethan on two hands, to fight with
them thistime.

They all sayed that night at the dun, drinking up every drop of the newly fermented milk. Aiashad littlework to do
now at the minewith the chalce in charge. He had comewith thewar party and had promised to use hissword instead
of hisfigs. Inteb wasnofighter, though hedid look impressivein hisborrowed armor. And hewould even fight if he
had to, to be here, with Ason, away from Naikeri'sinfluence. They sat together by thefiredrinking in moderation
whilethe otherstasted all the pleasures of imbalc.

"Thereisno doubt that wewill win," Inteb said.
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“ Wemust domorethan win. The Dark Man mugt betaken and killed. If he escapesagain hewill fleeto the other
teutas of the Yerni far tothe north. With histreasure hewill cause ustrouble, for aslong asheisalive. After this
battle! want him dead/

" 'What do you plan?"
Ason sketched a circlein the dust with hisforefinger.

"They say that Dun Ualaisliketheothers, just larger. Therewill be oneor two entrances, aswell asthewarriors
roomswith all their doors. Wemust takethem by surprise, from all sdesat once, and stop every one of thoserat
holes.

+"How will you do that? Come up by night and attack at dawn?"

' 'No. That would beimpossblewith thisgreat number of men. Wewould be seen or heard and the war ning would go
out. What we must doismovefast. They say it isan easy day'smar ch to thisdun. If weleave at dawn and go quickly
wewill arriveahead of any warning."

Inteb looked around at thedrinking men. " They won't likethat."

" That isof no concern. Fighting the battle and taking the dun isonly half of what must be done. | must havethe Dark
Man."

The sky was gill black when the men wer eroused up. Therewere groansand morethan onethud asthe drunkest
werekicked to life. Ason permitted them to eat and drink quickly, sothat they were straggling away from thedun at
firgt light. The Yerni complained bitterly about the sad state of their moustachesand hair. Ason promised that they
would havetimeto makerepair s beforethe battle. Then he set the pace, first trotting smoothly, then walking, never
sopping. Therewassomerain in themorning that added to their discomfort, but it ssopped by noon when they
crossed theriver that wasthe boundary between theland of the two teutas. The hillsrose up to a high down, flat and



sretching to the horizon on all sdeswith
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few treesto stop the eye. They reached the home of one of theretired warriorsof theteuta and hetried to run away
towar dsthe dun but was caught and cut down. Herethey madeabrief sop, atewhat food therewasin the house, then
hurried on. Distantly acrossthe plain could be seen thecircular wall of the dun with the smoke of cooking fires
risng up fromit. Therewasanother halt, much to Ason'sannoyance, whilethe Yerni chalked their hair and
moustaches befor ethe battle. Then they went on.

Thewarriorsof Dun Ualawereon top of theembankment and waiting for them; they had received thealarm. The
attacking Yerni sopped to shout insultsat the men abovethem, but Ason wastoo angry to wait for thisritual and
spread hisMycenaeansout in aline so no one could interferewith another'ssword arm. Heled them in the attack.
They went down into the ditch and up the embankment, shieldsraised when thewarriorsabovethrew a sudden
barrage of rocks. They each had a supply in a holder in the back of their shields. These bounced without effect from
armor and shields. Then the M ycenaeans wer e among them.

Thosewhotried to sand wer e cut down. With seady butchery the swords swung back and forth and men died. Even

I nteb, paces behind the other s, managed to reach past Ason with hissword and push the point of it intoa Y erni
somach. It went in easily, and theman dropped hisax and groaned in aterriblemanner and fell tothe ground.
Holding hismiddle with both handsthat quickly dripped with blood. Inteb fet alittlesick at thisand stayed behind the
others. Hewas almost knocked down in therush of their Yerni allies, who now felt inspired to deeds of violence when
they saw the enemy being killed so efficiently.

Thebattle spread into knots of fighting men who shouted and screamed at one another, werewounded and died. The
warriorsof Dun Uala werenumerous, morethan the other teutas put together, and they wer efighting for
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ther lives. They could easily havewon if the armored Mycenaeans had not donetheir butchery sowell. They fought
bravely but werekilled, and very quickly the survivorsbroke and scattered in panic. Some of them ran through their
roomsinto the women's apartmentsinsde the dun with the howling victor srushing after them. Ason stabbed at a
man, but only punctured hisback dightly, which made him run thefaster. They ssumbled through the degping
guartersand out onto the balcony beyond, with shrieking women running on all sdes. Thewounded Y erni vaulted to
theground below. Ason, in hisheavy armor, could only follow owly by climbing down the notched log. Onceon the
ground he pursued the man who was now cowering behind atall, bluish stonethat rose like a pillar from theground.
Wounded and in pain, thewarrior hurled hisax from him, then fell to the ground and begged to be spared. Ason
turned and saw that other war rior swere doing the same. Thefighting wasalmost over. Individual battlesdid
continue, in and around the double crescent of great stonesthat stood insde the dun. But when the other Dun Uala
warriorssaw what was happening they threw their axesaside aswell. Thefighting wasfinished.

"TakemetotheDark Man," Ason said tothewarrior on the ground before him, pressng the edge of his bloody
sword against theman'sskin. Thewarrior, hiseyesround and aswhite as his chalked hair, scrambled to hisfeet
and hurried out of the entrance of the dun with Ason just behind him. They pushed through thevictorious Yerni,
shouting with joy asthey used their dagger sto saw off the heads of the defeated. The women of the dun wailed with
anguish on all sdes. Onewarrior, unlucky enough not to havekilled any of the enemy, was exacting some small
victory by mounting one of thewomen on the ground among the dain and wounded. A circle of children stood close
by, chewing on their finger sand watching.

Therewasthe samedark doorway Ason had seen once 187
before, and the same alien scent. The same absence of any occupant, aswell.

"Hemust beherel" Ason shouted, hurlingthewarrior tothe ground and striking him in the face with the edge of his
shidd. Theman howled and tried toroll away, babblingin answer.

"Hewashere, | know hewas. But someonewar ned us, they saw you coming, told us, so wetook up our axes. Maybe
then heran away—don't hit me—| don't know."

Assome of theanger ebbed away Ason began to think again. The Dark Man could not befar away. There could not
have been that much war ning; he could befollowed. Wher e could he go? To the next dun to the north, Dun Finmog.
Therewas no place else he could find safety. He could be overtaken. Ason kicked the man to hisfest.

"Takemeon thetrail to Dun Finmog. The shortest way."



Therewasno placeto hide on the open plain. Ason ran, ignoring theweight of hisarmor, whilethe point of hissword
kept thewounded Y er ni running before him. They came over asmall rise, and far ahead three dark figures could be
seen moving steadily away from them. Ason shouted avictoriouscry. He bur s forward, knocking the Yerni aside,
running as he had never run before, forgetting hisfatigue and hisheavy armor, spurred on by the sight of thefleeing
people. One of them mugt bethe Dark Man.

Ashecamecloser Ason could seethat two of them werewomen, their skirtsflapping about their calvesasthey ran
clumsly beneath the burdenson their backs. One of them looked back and squawked in terror. The two women
stopped and screamed, dropping their bundlesto the ground and running off in different directions. Theman ran
after one, hesitated, ran back to thefallen bundles— then sopped. He bowed over, bent almost double, as Ason jogged
up breathing heavily. When he straightened
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up hetouched hishandstogether before hischest and spokein a high lisping voice.
"1 greet you here, oh noble Ason, son of Perimedes, someday King of Mycenae. All hail Ason.'*

Hewasold and fat, hisskin dark olive. Hisblack beard was shot through with gray, curled and oiled, aswashislong
hair, cut off straight above his shoulders. Hewor e a colorful and richly embroidered cap on hishead, brimlessand
tight fitting, while his ankle-length gown of dark blue was also embroidered in black. Thereweredark tasselson its
bottom and tasselsaswell on thelength of cloth wor n like a cape acr oss his shoulders. A richly decor ated sword with
jewels set into the pomme swung from hiswaist. Ason lifted hisown sword when the man reached for it. But the
Dark Man only pulled hissword freeand threw it from him.

"Who areyou? How do you know me?' Ason asked.
" All men know of Ason of thegreat deeds. | am Sethsus, hewho would help you."

"You arethe Dark Man who hasbeen raising the Yerni againg me. It isnow your timeto die" Ason swungthe
sword high and stepped forwar d. Sethsusfell back, hiseyeswidewith fear now, his skin ashen and drained of color.

" No, Ason, champion of the Argolid, you mugt listen. | have many thingsto tell you and | can help you. Thereisgold
and rich treasureyou can have." Hefdl to hiskneesby the nearest bundle and toreit open with trembling fingers,
pulling out a handful of golden jewelry that he held out to Ason. " Thiscan beyours, | can aid you."

' * Wheredo you come from—and why are you herewith your gold?"

Sethsuswas calmer now, with death withheld for the moment. He stood with the golden axesand discsill in his
hand.

"1 am asmpletrader, aman who buysand sdlsand thereby makesa small prdfit to liveby. My city isTroy, so
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digtant it painsmetothink upon it, but | am nolonger welcomethere. There are such thingsthat you, a mighty
warrior, should not bother your head with; politicsisone, and the strugglefor power, a curse. Othersrulethere now,
Sathsusisnot welcomeand mugt travel theendsof theworld to stay alive. | have voyaged far and havetraded with
many along therivers, in the campsand cities. | came heretothisland, to Dun Uala wherethetraderoutescross.
From the east and south they bring amber and bronze and finethings. Herejoinsthe path from the north that brings
the Albi, with their red gold from the green idand. Here |l stayed, usng what little skill | havein trading to stay
aive"

"You lieto me, great ball of grease from therotting wallsof Troy. | know the people of your city and their tongues
areastwisted asa snake sspine. Thetruth isharder for you to speak than theliesthat fall from your painted lipsas
rain fallsfrom the clouds. L ook at this—do you think meafool?' Hereached out and torethelittle golden ax from
theTrojan'shand. " The double-headed ax of Atlantis. You arehereon ther bidding."

"That | tradewith Atlantisistrue; one doesbusinesswhereonecan. ..."

"Morelies. You cameherefor gold, you just said that. Do you bring gold with you for that purpose?' Sethsuswas
wordlessfor the moment, and Ason smiled without humor, knowing he was coming near thetruth. " You werein Dun
Der Dak until I came. Not for trade—but to watch the mine. Of what importancethetin? What usethetin?' Anger
welled up with thememory of theraid, and he pushed out the sword until it duginto the Trojan's cheek, A thin



trickle of blood started forth.

"You had the minewatched, and when | |eft you told the Geramani, who then came and took thetin. Truth?' He
pushed the sword hard until it penetrated Sethsus cheek and grated againgt histeeth.

"Yed Great Baal saveme, | speak thetruth, only the
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truth! That | am wicked | know—do not kill me merciful Ason. | sold information to the Geramani so they could take
thetin which they value, knowing how towork it. Yes, | took presentsfrom Adantis, a poor man must takewhat he
wiil. They do not likethetin mine here being wor ked fot the good of Mycenae. Y ou cannot blamethem, can you? It is
amatter of policy. | waswrongto aid them, | seethat now. But | can change, awiser man crawls beforeyou, mighty
Ason. | can aid you, be of much aid, therearethings| know. .. ."

"No." Ason said theword coldly and swung hissword high. " Have you for gotten my dead kinsmen so quickly? The
Yerni did that because of you. Die, Trojan/

Sethsus screamed as shrilly asawoman and fdll away, raising hishand to protect himsalf. The sword dashed,
catching him in thewrist, severing thewrist so that hishand—still clutching the gold—hung dangling and spouting
blood. Helooked at it with horror, screaming all the louder, and stopped only when the sword swung again and
severed hisneck.

6

It wasdark by thetime Sethsuswas brought back to the dun. L eather ropeshad been tied about hisanklesso he
could bedragged, yet even in death the Dark Man till exacted a sense of fear from the Y erni who pulled theropes, so
they ran faster and faster, hauling him over the hard chalk of the plain. When his corpse was stretched out near the
council fireno one sat near it.

Thelooting wasin progress. Never had so much treasure been gathered in one place before. Thevictoriouswarriors
began to squabble among themsavesfor the gold; othersdipped away into the night with their wealth. Ason put a
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sop tothis, and hisarmored Mycenaeansdrove everyone, victor and vanquished alike, into thecircle of thedun.
Here, amid pained cries, he ordered the dumping of theloot. Theinvading warriorskept the headsthey had severed,
aswell aspersonal jewery removed from men they fought. Everything else was gathered in one place before Ason.
He sat crosslegged beforethefireon a great black bear skin, drinking ale, chewing on cold and greasy mutton. Inteb
sat beside him, exhausted by the day's events, looking on with disbelief asthe amber discsand drinking cups, gold
collars, armlets, tores, coiled wire, placques and lock-rings, copper daggers, pieces of bronze armor, beadsand
figurines, mounted befor e them.

" They work the gold and copper here" hetold Ason. " | wasin that round building, over thereagaing thefar wall,"
he pointed out through the broken circle of high blue stones. * Thereisaforge, tools, even aworkshop such aswe
havein Egypt, though not asgrand or well supplied, of course. They work stone, too; look there, one of thoselarge
standing stonesis still being dressed.”

Ason chewed on themeat. It had been a good day. The Dark Man dead, a host of the enemy dead, even Ualakilled, dain
in single battlewith Ar Apawho was now swaggering around with the head, bragging to everyone he came acr oss.
Ualawasold; it had been no great deed. So therewas no bull-chief for the dun, and thewarriorsand member s of
Uala'sfamily wer e already squabbling about the succession. It did not matter. Right now he, Ason, wasleader of all
the Yerni, chief of all the Yerni. They followed him—or they fought against him and died. Hewasat peace.

I nteb went over tothe nearest tall stone, standing out clearly in thefireight, and ran hishand over the surface. It had
been worked and smoothed, afair job on a gonethisbig. It reached high above hishead. Sat squarein theground
too—he closed one eye and looked along it—or at least squar ey enough. The upper, rounded end had been
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painted bright red, although thethick pigment had chipped and washed off in placesduring thewinter rains. Two
rowsof the soneswerearranged in the shape of adoublecircle, not quite completed. Yearsof labor here. The stone
didn't even iook local. With a builder's eye Inteb had noticed that the only stonethey had seen on their way herewere
thegreat dabsthat lay about on the plain. Grayish white, a different kind of sone altogether. Inteb walked around



theupright column and almost sumbled over the man who sat dumped againg it on thefar sde.
"What areyou doing here?' Inteb asked, sharply.

"My stone, ming" the man muttered.

" Comeout wherel can seeyou.”

Theman crawled around the stone, dragging oneleg, and fell once more against it. Hewasa Y erni warrior, one of
Uala'sdefeated men. His moustaches broken, hisfacedrawn. A club had shattered and bruised hisleg, it was black
with clotted blood. I nteb wascurious.

"What do you mean, your stone?"

1'Mine!"' the man answer ed, some of hisspirit returning ashefdt the strength of hisclaims. " | am Fan Falna, the
onewho killsbut cannot bekilled, who has eaten the bear, the deer, the wild boar, the hor sg, killed them all. My
sone. A warrior'sstone. When | took my first head it becamemy stone, and | put the head on it, hung my jewelry
from it, painted it mysdlf. Thewomen cringe beforeit and areafraid to look, becauseit is ashigand red and hard as|
am." Heclutched at hisgroin when he said this, then sighed wearily and dumped back again. " | am Fan Falna," he
mumbled, all spirit gonewith thememory of defeat.

"Do all thewarriorshavea stonelike, this?"
Hedidn't answer until Inteb took him by the stiffened hair and banged hishead againg the stone.

"Only thebeg, thefinest," hesghed again. " Uala, my kinsman, | saw him killed. Therewill bea burial, but hishead
will look down forever from somedifferent dun."
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I nteb went back and sat besde Ason who was staring into thefire, hiseyesgrowing red from the fermented milk.

"Weshall stay hereuntil spring, until the ship isready to return with thetin,” Ason said. Inteb lifted his eyebrows
but said nothing.

"The chalcel work themine, | am not needed there."

"You arecertainly needed here," Inteb said, putting hishand on Ason'sthigh, on the firm warm flesh. Naikeri was
far away and would stay far away. " You areaman of war and wageit asit hasnever been seen on thisidand. You have
captured aroyal treasure here. Now threeteutasfollow you. Y ou can do what you want with the Y erni and they cannot
stop you—in fact they cheer you. Stay here, keep them from more mischief. The Dark Man isdead, but they are il
great ugly children and capable of anything. Stay here."

Therewasawailing and shouting from the darkness, where a smaller fire had been lit; dim figures could be seen
slhouetted againgt it.

"What isthat?" Ason asked.

"Thedruid, Nemed. Heiscallingtothe Earth Mother," Ar Apasaid. "Heiscallingto her to takethedead, which are
hersnow. Thedead go to her and She of the M ounds guidesthem to Moi Mdll."

"Bringthedruid here" Ason ordered.

TheYerni warriorsdrew away and turned their facesto the darkness, acting asif they didn't hear him. The
My-cenaeanslaughed at this, and two of them went to drag the old man to thefire. Nemed came willingly enough— he
had no choice—but therewashatred in hiseyeswhen helooked at their hands upon him. Hewasgray haired and had
a good-sized belly that bulged through hiswhiterobe. A heavy gold lock-ring held back hishair, far better than the
leather bindingsthe other druidswore, and no one had dared or even thought totakeit from him. He stood before
Ason and looked over hishead into the night.
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"1 know of you/" Nemed said suddenly. Everyone closefdl slent. " Man from acr ossthe water s, with thelong bronze
knife. You havekilled the Dark Man and that isa good thing to do. Because of that | do not curseyou for what you
havedonehere. ..."



"You donot cursemeever/ Ason said in alow voice, leaning forward with hishand on hissword. " Y ou obey me
because | am not one of your boar-toothed warriors. | am a man who will let your gutsout in amoment if you cause me
any trouble.

Thedruid did not answer, but was silent, which wasanswer enough.

"Your bull-chief isdead. Thisplaceisnolonger Dun Uala, but Dun Dead-man." Thelistening circleroared with
laughter at therudejoke. Thedruid did not change expression and continued to stareinto space.

"Therewill beanew bull-chief," Nemed said. " Hewill befrom Uala'sfamily, and that ishow hewill be chosen; that
istheway wedoit here.

" That istheway you used to do it here, old man. Y ou will not doit that way any more. Perhaps|, Ason of Mycenae, will
appoint the new bull-chief. | may do that. Now go back to your wailing."

Thedruid wasangry. Hedrew himsdf up and stood on onefoot.

"Onefoot!" hecalled out, and silencefel through thedun. A prediction, a prophecy, a cur se, thiswastheway it was
done

"Onehand," hepointed.
"Oneeye...."

" And next you speak—but | speak first!" Ason shouted, jumping to hisfeet and drawing hissword at the same
moment. It stretched out straight to the bulge of thedruid'sbelly and stopped not thethickness of a leaf away.

" Speak, but think car efully what you say. | will not be cursed. Thissword has eaten men today and it will happily
consumemore. Your power isno power againg itsbite,
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druid. Remember that, then speak.”

Therewasalong silence whilethe druid stood, still poised immaobile on onefoot. Then he spoke.

* There hasbeen an ending in thisteuta. Now therewill be a beginning. Thisbeginning will have an ending too."
Ason smiled and lower ed the swor d.

"Well spoken, gray one. Just enough—but not too much. All thingsend, and that isright. Now go."

Thedruid |eft without looking behind and Ason dropped back onto hisfurs, smiling coldly.

'Themen aregetting drunk,” Inteb said. " And pouring seed into women on every side. There could betroubleduring
the night unless something isdone.”

"You areawiseadvisor, my Egyptian; | need you."
"| am happy to beneeded, my Ason," heanswered.

Therewasvery little deep that night whilethewarriors, filled with the enthusiasm of victory, drank and ate and
bragged about their exploits. The beaten Yerni weredefeated in spirit aswell asflesh, vanishing one by oneinto their
rooms, thewounded being nursed by their mothersand sisters. Ason sat with the bull-chiefs of the two teutas he had
led to thevictory, but they would only drink and brag and talk of nothing else until thingsweredonein the proper
manner. Thehurried attack on Dun Uala had been onething, taken on in amoment of enthusiasm and greed: awar
party, araid. Now mor e portentous matter swould be discussed, and therewasa correct manner for this, asfor
everything. When the sky began to lighten the chief druid, Nemed, was sent for, and hein turn ordered out the
wrightswho worked in wood. They cleared therubble from the post holeswher e the bull-chiefs henge was placed, and
when night had ended they put the uprightsinto postion. The bull-chief always sat in this place of honor, thefirst one
to betouched by thewarm sun of a new day, hisback to the setting sun so that the other swould haveto squint and
shield their eyeswhen they
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talked to him. Becausethe bull-chiefs of two other teutaswer e here, they would havetheir own henges—smaller
ones of cour se. Set to each side, with the mor efavor ed bull-chief to theright. Holeswere dug for these, and Jogs with
their bark removed weredragged from their place of storage under the second-story dwellings. They werethickly
stained now with animal droppings, but the white painting would cover that.

Inteb had dept during the night, while the other sdrank, and now sat awake with the two bleary-eyed My-cenaeans
who had been assigned the mor ning'sguard duty. He watched the construction of the hengeswith great interest. Up
until now all the buildings he had seen on theldand of the Yerni had been of the cruded, fit only for the construction
of Egyptian chicken coops. The dunsthemsdaveswere smple structures. Their wooden frameswere supported by the
main circle of heavy logs set upright in the ground. Theselogs gained support from the circular bank against which
they rested, and wer e spaced one apartment width apart. This none-too-secur e structure was held together by the
wooden flooring of the second-story apartments. The walls between the uprightswer e made of wattle, plaited withes,
which filled the space but added nothing to the supporting strength of the structure. Dun Uala was built in the same
manner, though it wasmuch larger. Asin all the duns, the bull-chiefsresidence waslocated in the large
second-story apartment that spanned the broad entrance. An over hanging roof gave some protection from the weather
and kept mogt of therain out of the building. In addition to the main construction of thedun, two circular buildings
sood inddethe outer walls. They wer e workshopsinhabited by the numer ous cord-wainer s, goldsmithsand wrights.

These peopleworked in stonetoo, something that none of the other teutasdid. Thework was of the smplest,
smoothly dressed stonesthat were sat into holesin the hard chalk, but even that was something. And they worked
well
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in wood. I nteb looked on with inter est whilethey shaped thelengths of timber that would form the henges.

Using their sone hammersand wedges, they split away one surface of each log until it wasflat, dressing it even
smoother with copper adzes. Whilethey did this, other wrightswer e busy shaping the ends of the uprights. One man
in particular, an old man with swollen knaobby joints, did the most skilled work. With quick, precise strokesof a
short-handled ax heworked around the end of thelog until a knob the size of aman'sfist wasleft. When thiswas
done he had thelog that would form the horizontal lintel of the hengerolled over to him. After careful measurement
he used a hammer with a sharp fragment of a broken bronze dagger for a chisd, to dig out a matching hole, into
which the knob of wood fitted aswell asa man'sfinger into hisear.

Under thewatchful eye of the druid, Nemed, the postswereraised for thefirst henge, with much shouting and
cursing, being secured with lumps of chalk that were hammered into the hole around them to hold them into place.
Thelintel crossbarson thetop required morelabor, so much so that alog platform had to be put together to enable
themen toraisethelintel of thelargest henge. The prepared log wasrolled onto this platform, and thewrights
climbed up besideit. Nemed prepar ed them, shouting the signalsthat directed them to pick it up, toraiseit above
their heads, tolift oneend after ancther the extra amount morethat enabled the projections of thetenonstofit into
the hollows of the mortise holes. There wer e shouts of victory when thiswas done, whilethe builder s strutted about,
feding very proud of themsdlves.

Whilethe construction had been taking place, the Y erni warriorshad begun to appear and watch the ceremony.
When thewooden troughs of chalk and water appear ed, they shoulder ed asde the buildersand grabbed up thetied
bundles of grass. Nemed pointed out which wer ethe henges of each teuta. Thewarriorsfrom each onebegan to
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industrioudy wash the structur es with white, shouting for possession of the grassbundles, at the ssmetimedipping
out handfiils of the white mixtur eto daub their own hair and moustaches.

When the assembly began, early in the afternoon, Ason madeit very clear who had won the battle. With a show of
ceremony heled Ar Apato therighthand henge, then with hisown handsdung Ar Apa'sshidd from the cross-piece.
M oweg was conducted to his gtation on theleft in the same manner. Now they were all watching the largest henge,
the empty arch of thedead Uala. Ason walked towardsit in a growing silence, drawing hissword ashe came close. He
turned oncein afull circlethen looked out at them. The Yerni warriors, hisown Mycenaeans, thedruidsand
craftsmen of the dun. Only then, with a sudden and power ful over hand swing, hedrove hissword againgt an upright of
thehenge. It bit deep into thewood and hung quivering when heredeased it.

“Mineg" hesaid, and sat down beforethe archway.

No one spoke up or made any moveto challenge hisright to St there, to speak for thewarriorsof thedun. He had
defeated them. Until a new bull-chief was appointed hisword would rule.



There wer e shouts of appreciation now from thewarriors, asthe bull-chiefs put their spoilson display. Therecently
sever ed heads of the defeated wer e placed on the crosshar of the henge, jewdry was hung from the postsin rich
profusion. Befor e sitting, each bull-chief dung hisax from the henge by hishair belt; the axeswere sharp, the
dagger s shining, thejewelry rich. And Ason'streasure wastherichest of all. Hisbronze armor hung from the
henge, hisshidd glittered from it, hissword impaled it. A flood of gold ran down the whitened wood to the ground.
And on top whereall could seeit, though they only looked with quick glances, then turned away, wastheround head
of the Dark Man, black hair now unkempt and blowing.

The ceremonieswent on for many days, scar cely dowing 199

at nightfall, or towar ds morning, since therewas alwaysonemorewarrior of rank who wasready to sand and boast
of hisvictories. Even thewarriorsof thedun had their turn, for the shame of defeat was over and they werewarriors
again. They even bragged of feats of armsduring that last battle; their recent enemies saw nothing strangein this.

Therewas squabbling over thedivision of spoils. Each teuta claimed to have donethe best fighting and ther eforeto
havetheright to the biggest share. When the tempersrose and insults began, Ason had only to point to thetwo
armored Mycenaeanswho always sat by him, a needful reminder of wherethefighting strength had lain. Division
was made dowly, counter claims setded, and one argument over a particularly handsome neck toremadefrom a
twisted bar of solid gold was settled by a bloody challenge of arms. Ason thought about the funeral games of Mycenae,
where matter slikethiswer e contested by means of chariot races, thewinner awarded the property of dain noblemen
by each local king. Hisfather had unified the Argolid that way, tur ning inter -city war efar c into sporting events,
redirecting all military action outward against Atlantis. Foot races might do thetrick here, but he doubted it. No one
bull-chief had the power to give such awards and make hisjudgment stick.

No onewas even certain of how many nightsand days had passed, when there came unwelcome interruption. It was
thewomen and children working near the gatewho started it first, shrieking and running. Their noise disturbed the
warriorsin the outer circles, whoturned and strained their necksto see what was happening, shouting inquiries.
Thisuproar penetrated to the center of the ceremonial ring, where Ar Apawasdemanding thereturn of thirty-two
cowsthat had been stolen from hisdun. He grated histeeth, samping with anger at theinterruption. The crowd of
people surged outwar ds and was sopped by thewar riors, who dowly moved apart to makea pathway
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for the two peoplewho came haltingly forward.

Naikeri wasfirst, her clothing dirty and scratched where she had thrust her way through the forest. She had athong
in her hand. The other end was clutched by the man who ssumbled after her. Hehad but the singlehand that gripped
thethong; the other, hisright hand, had been amputated. He had lost it quite recently, becausethe arm was till dark
with blood, which also coated the cordsthat bound the sump tightly at thewrist. He had been blinded aswell; the
blister son hischeeksand forehead showed that hiseyes had been burned out with hot pokers. Hisfeet werebare, his
limbs scratched. Hewaswearing only afew ragsfor clothing. It took Ason afew momentsto recognize him, and
when hedid he sprang to hisfeet and shouted the man'sname.

" Atroclug!"
The Mycenaean stopped at the shout and turned empty eye socketsin hisdirection.
" The Atlanteans have come," he said hoar saly, swaying asthough hewould fall.

7

Theblinded Mycenaean noblewastaken to Ason'srooms, the lar ge apartment over the entranceto the dun that had
bdonged to the bull-chief Uala. Ason would not permit another word to be said until they wer e behind the closed door,
with hisown men standing outside of it. Atrocluslay unmoving, his skin pale, hischest heaving asthough each
breath would be hislast. Naikeri had tried totalk, but Ason had silenced her with hisraised hand. Now he kndlt by
Atroclusand raised himin hisarms, put a cup to hislipsand urged him quietly todrink. Hedid, thirtily, and Ason
lowered him gently back to the soft furson the bed.
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"1 am going to die, my kinsman/* Atroclussaid in a calm voice.

4“Sp shall weall. But tell mefirst the name of the onewho did this."



" That ismy reason for being here. Thereisno placein thisworld for awarrior of Mycenae whose sword hand is
gone, whose eyesaregoneaswedl. When | havetold you what | know, you will put your sword intome." It wasnot said
asaquestion, and Ason responded in the same calm voice.

"That will bedoneasyou ask. What of our kinsmen at the mine?"

" Dead or endaved. Though it wasa good battle. It was some days after you left that we had the war ning from the Albi
who livein theforest. Two shipsof armored men had landed and wer e on theway to the mine. A man was sent towarn
you of what had happened, but it wastoo late. | saw him killed. We stood to armsand formed aline. The enemy

mar ched up to thedistance of a spear cast and we saw that indeed ther e wer e enough tofill two ships, and they were
three, four to our one. | called to the men to die bravely and to take with them asmany asthey could of the Atlanteans.
They shouted that they would, struck their swordsagaing their shieldsand stood ready. They fought well, even the
chalce, but all werekilled except one chal-ceus kept to work the mine. Thiswas done on orders, for they were so
many they could pick and choose whom they would kill or would save. They had many spear swhich they threw in
volleysheavy asrain. In theend wemadea circleand stood together behind our shields, and many of them died before
wedid. They would not let medie, but pushed mewith their shiddsand prodded with spear suntil | went down and |
wascaptured. | did not wish it that way. Then a spear wasthrust between my dbows behind my back and my arms
bound toit. | wastaken to theonewho had sat at a distance bearing weapons, but did no fighting. Hisnameis
Themis"
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'Themisthe Adantean, son of Adas, isdead," Ason said, looking at hispalms. " | killed him with these hands."

"No. Helives. He spoke your nameand said that you had struck him down oncewith a coward'sblow. When he said
thishisface becamered. He babbled, and therewasfroth on hislips. Hetook off hishem and pointed to hishead
which now hasno hair, it all having been removed, and to a gold plate that washeld in place by linen wrappings. There
wasmuch he said that | could not understand. But helives—that | can assureyou."

"Wasthewound here?" Ason asked, touching hisfingerslightly to Atroclus head.

"That istheplace.

" Then Themislives. The blow should havekilled him."

" He shouted much about that, about the pain, and how he now cannot box or battleand dragshisleg when hewalks,
and hasbeen madean old and near-dead man by you. Therewas much about the surgeons of Adantisand how they
drilled away the broken boneand removed it, but | could not understand all that he said."”

"1 should have struck harder. That blow would havekilled any ordinary man."”

"Would you had. What was done cannot be undone. | do not think that Themiscaresfor thetin he captured, or thetin
heismining. That ismerdy something to do while heremainshere. It isyou hewants. ..."

"1 want him," Ason said softly, and took Atroclusshand.

"...and all eseisnothingto him. Asthe son of King Atlashe commands ships, and brought them herethrough the
spring stormsto find you. Hetied me and tortured me, did the thingsyou see hereto make me speak. Though | am of
asnoblealineashe, and told him only thetruth. Hewould not believe me, threatened to cut off my sword hand if | did
not tell thetruth about you. |
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spokethe samewords again, and one of hismen with a great ax did this, then tied the cords about my wrist so | would
not bleed and dieat once. Sill hesaid that | lied, and | would no longer talk to him. When hecameclose, | bit my
tongue and gathered blood and spittlein my mouth, and spat it full into hisface. | would say no more. Then hedid to
mewhat you seeand told the girl to lead meto you, to carry the message that hewashereto find and kill you. Though
it ismy hopethat you will bethefinder, thekiller."

"1 will be!" Ason sworeand bent to kissthe burnt, blistered cheek of hiskinsman.

*+'Then what has needed to be said hasbeen said." Atro-clus swung hisfeet to the ground and struggled to stand
erect. " Your sword now, kind Ason. Y ou will tdl them in Mycenaethat | died well?"



"Nonehasever died better."

Ason drew hissword from the dingsand held it before him, guiding Atroclus fingersto the point so he would know
whereit was. Theblinded man raised hishead, hislipsdrawn back from histeeth, and shouted " Mycenae' loudly
before he hurled himsdf forward onto the blade. He was dead before Ason could lower him to thefloor.

When Ason came out of thedoor, he ordered the two Mycenaeansthereto remove Atroclus body and to ready it for
burial. Then he stood on the high mound and looked acr ossthe plain towar ds the blood-red disc of the afternoon sun
behind the gathering banks of clouds. Two black rooksflew by, cawing loudly to each other, settling in the ditch to
pick at therefuse. Therewasan omen here, but hedid not know how to read it. When heturned away he saw that
Naikeri was sitting againg thewall, waiting for him. She stood and with both hands pressed down her clothing so the
round fullness of her stomach could be seen.

" The Atlanteansfought only against your warriors. They have need of daves, they said, so did not kill us. If
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they had known | wascarrying your child they would havekilled me/

Ason started away and did not stop when she screeched after him and finally ran and held him by thearm.

"1 am surethischild matterslittleto you, but it is of someimportanceto me, do you hear?" Heraised hisfreehand
tostrike her but stopped when shereeased him.

"Ligten," shesaid. " Hear what | haveto say. | am awoman, which isnothing in your eyes, and also not a Mycenaean,
which makes me even less. But | can help you and will bear you a son who will beawarrior likeyou. Therearethings
about these Adanteansthat Atroclus does not know, that he could not tell you."

"Heisdead."

" Alivehe could not tell you. Therewas one man who camewith the Adanteanswhom | have seen before. Heled them
on the path from the beach and stood behind with Themisduring thefighting. Once before he camethat way with
othersof hiskind, no Adantean but atrader, a Ger-amani. Hewaswith the men who took thetin."

Ason swung about and clutched her by thejaw, pulling her to him.

" Do you know what you are saying?' he shouted. She smiled, her smilea grimace asher facewastwisted by his
fingers, but would not talk again until hereeased her.

" Of coursel know. Weall heard that Themiswastheretokill you, had come acrosstheworld to do so. He shouted it
often enough. Hewas guided here by the Geramani who had means of knowing whereyou were, just asheknew
wherethetin was."

"TheDark Man, Sethsus. | killed him too quickly. Thereare much dower ways of dying. Even dead he attacksme. It
was mor ethan thetin hetook, but thelives of all those who cameto mineit. Thetin went to Atlantis, asdid word that |
washere”

"I am with you ill," Naikeri said, putting her armsabout him. " You are till my king."
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"Themismugt die. Wemust retakethemine" Hewasunaware of her presence.

"1 can help. The Albi can watch them, tell you when they leave, or when their forcesareweak."

"1 have Mycenaeans. | havethe men of threeteutasto fight with me."

"You haveme"

"Wemugt attack. Now."

"1 will bewith you always."

He pushed her aside, unaware, and hurried away. Shefdl back againg thewattled wall of the dun and watched him
go. Wasthereno end to thiskilling? Would it stop only when every man in theland was dead?



Theravensrose up, calling loudly, and she shielded her eyesfrom the sight of them.

8

Thesummer sun washot, thewind that blew acrossthe plain as searing asthe molten breath from thetin smelter. At
night it was cooler, but only dightly, and therewasjust a brief while before dawn when a breeze came up that could
be called comfortable. Then thelight would wash the east again, the star sfade, and the great hot trembling sun would
lurch over thehorizon for another day. Therehad been norain for thirty days, the grasswasburnt yellow and the
streamswereonly atrickle. The cattle went twice a day to the narrow stream of the Avon nearby. They broke down
itsbanksand trampled in themud until it was only a bog, with a dow-moving, mud-laden surfacein center. The
women, when they went to get water for the dun, had to walk upstream along way beforeit ran clear. They returned,
sweating under theweight of thejarson their heads, complaining in high voicesthat reached Inteb
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wherehelay in the shade on the bank above. For the most part therewas silenceinsdethe dun. Theanimalslay
quietly chewing their cuds, and even the children were gtill. The copper worker s could not firetheir forgesfor the
heat, so they also lay in the shadows chewing on straws, talking to each other in low voices. One of the masons had
rigged some hideson a frameto give him shade, and sat beneath them smoothing the surface of a bluestone column.
Hewould raisetheround, ssone maul over hishead and bring it down to bruise away some fragments of the column.
Then hewould wait before doing it again. Thisdow thud, then a space, then another sharp thud wasthe only sound,
other than the congtant high whine of theflies. I nteb yawned and waved the insects away from hisface. Healmost
wished that he had gone with the fighting men to raid the mine. But Ason had wanted him here, to securethedun
until he cameback, and Inteb had readily agreed. He asno fighting man; hereadily admitted it. Not that therewas
really anything to do here. With thewarriorsaway, thelife of the dun went on asit alwayshad. Each day waslikethe
one before. A door squeaked and I nteb looked up to see Naikeri coming out of Ason's apartments, thelargerooms
over thedoorway that had been those of the bull-chief Uala. Now Naikeri stayed there and no one saw fit to complain.
Inteb turned away as she came near him. He pretended to be sudying the cattle being driven below. He heard her sit
closeand he closed hiseyes.

"Weshould talk/' shesaid. Hedid not answer.
"You hateme, | know that. Nevertheless, we should talk/

Inteb turned tolook at her with curiosity. A small, dark woman, cleaner than the Y erni women, not unattractivein
her brown clothesand gold jewery. Though heavy in the breast now, and swollen in the somach with the coming
child. -

"I donot hateyou, Albi woman. | fed very littleemotion at all about you."
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" But you love Ason. | have seen you kisshim and hold him."

"That | lovehim isno secret. That you talk about it isa defilement. Wewill speak of it no more.”
Being awoman, shetreasured talk of what isforbidden.

"You hatemebecause| love him too, in away you cannot. | carry hisson."

Inteb smiled at thisand dapped at afly. " You speak well for a savage from world'send, but thisisremarkableonly in
theway that atalking cat would beremarkable. Of interest in itsdf, of nointerest to people. Women arejealous of
men and men'slove. Wéll they should be, sincethey can never attain it. Bear a child in blood and suckleit to life, that
isyour function, and all you are capable of. Thesethingsareordered.”

"Not here, stranger,” she hissed thewords. " In some strange country wher e you come from that may betrue, but not
here. Among my people a person isa person, man or woman, and women of my blood are above all othersof the Albi.
My peoplelisten when | speak; they obey if | order. And wearehere, stranger, in thisland, and not back in your Nile
| hear you talk about. Ason ishere, too, and needs help. We can give him more hep together than apart and hating
each other. We could. ..."

" Do nothing. | will say thisjust once and close my eyesand you will go away. You areafemaleto bear calvesand give
milk. You should be out therein thegrasson all fourswith therest of the cattle, not herewith men making believe
you can talk."



Hedid close hiseyeswhen he wasthrough speaking— but kept onelid partly open to watch her, in case she should
try to strike him, since he had had experience with women before. She sat in silencefor awhilethen dowly stood and
went away. He smiled and would have closed hiseyesall theway except for the sudden shouting of the her dboys below.
They werejumping and trying to climb on the backs of their chargesto see better, pointing

208

towardsthe horizon. From hishigher elevation, he could easily seethedistant cloud of dust and aline of dark spots
moving towardsthedun. Men.

"Forus" heshouted, and banged on thedoor next to his. A grumbling voiceanswered. " Get on your armor. Thereare
men coming thisway."

Hewent for hisown armor and fumbled into it. Through the thin wall he could hear the Mycenaean breathing heavily
and cursing under hisbreath asherose. He had had hiskneecap shattered by a Yerni ax and wasin constant pain. He
and Inteb werethe only defensive for ce until Ason returned.

Armed and armored they stood together on top of the embankment, Forusleaning againg thewall to ease hisbad leg.

Bright sunlight shone suddenly from bronze armor. Hefelt a great thudding in his chest—they might be
Atlan-teans. Had Ason been defeated? Werethey all dead? Now the Atlanteanshad cometo kill the remaining few of
theenemy. The heat of the day drovethesefantasesinto hishead and madetheair shimmer so the approaching men
wer e unclear. Forus shielded hiseyesand grunted.

"Mycenaeans," hesaid and did down to a sitting position to ease hisleg. When Inteb was sure of this, he stripped off
the heavy armor and went out to meet them.

The Mycenaeanswer e alone—and fewer returned than had left. Their faceswer edrawn with exhaustion, and most of
them walked with their heavy helmets dung with their shields because of the heat. Ason camefirst and the others
followed, with Aiasbringing up therear and half-supporting one of the wounded.

"AretheYerni warriorshere?' wasall that Ason said when Inteb came up to them.
"You arethefirg."

Ason nodded and would say no mor e, but walked on stolidly and enterd hisown quarter swhen Naikeri opened the
door for him. Inteb felt a sharp stab of hatred for the
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women, then turned to Aias.
" Theotherscan help their comrade. Comewith meand I'll gi\c you some freshly made fermented milk."

"By thegreat horned bull, those arethefinest words| haveever heard," theboxer said in a cracked voice. Hisface
was cover ed with dust traced through with wet rivulets of sweat. Hetore off hisarmor in Inteb's doorway and dumped
an entirejug of water over hishead. Thefirst bowl of fermented milk wasdrained without stopping for breath, and he
dropped, gasping, on a couch against thewall and sipped at thenext. Inteb sat beside him.

" A lot of fighting, Egyptian/' Aiassaid. " All for not much good. Two evenly matched boxers, that'swhat it waslike.
Swing alot, do damage, no onewins. If we had twice as many men, we could have doneit. But every morningthere
werelessYerni than the night before. They had headsto bring back totheir duns, treasuretoo. They had been
fighting along time. And werein no hurry to impale themsalves on the Atlantean swords. Therewere only a handful
from each teutawhen wedid attack. They ran at thefirst sight of bronze. We couldn't break their line. Then wetook
cover in thewoods, when they came out we attacked. Drove them back. Nobody wins, nobody loses. In theend Ason
saw that, and wefor ce-mar ched here beforethewarriorscameback alone.”

Aiaslowered hishead after that and dept, not waking even when the bowl dipped from hisfingersand spilled the
sticky dregsacross hislegs. Inteb sat, staring acrossthe plain, lost in thought. He was still there at sunset when
Ason emerged.

"Aiastold me" Inteb said, standing and stretching hiscramped limbs.

" Therearetoo many Atlanteans, and the Yerni run. Thereislittlethey value at the mine, and they have no desirefor



swordsin their guts. It wasno victory.”
"1t was no defeat, either," Inteb said, trying to find a brighter sidetolook on, because Ason wasin the darkest
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of humors. Even ashesaid it, herealized that he was speaking only the truth—and the truth waslarger than ether
of them realized. Asthey walked to the council circleinside the doublering of blue soneshewassilent, lost in
thought. Only the smallest fire had been lighted because of the heat. They sat well away from it, Ason at the base of
hishenge, in hisproper place.

" We have been thinking too much of themineand only themine," Inteb said. " It hangs before our eyeslikeafog,
blotting out everything else.”

"Thereisnothing else. Mycenae needsthetin. Thetin is at themine"

"Your father'swords—and not wrong words. But thereismorethat can be said. Mycenaewill not fall for want of this
bit of tin, not at once. You will get it, but only by admitting that you have done something else, are something else.”

"You aretalking in riddlestonight, Egyptian, and my head is<till thick from the heat of theday."

+'Then think of this, and you will find your pulsefaster. Hereistheland of the Yerni, arich land, with cattleand
sheep, many people, grain for ale, honey for mead, sweet milk and good cheese, great centersfor trade where many
men gather from far away. Of al thetribesand peoplein thisland, the Yerni arethe most warlikeand rulewhere
they will—but oneteutaisstronger than all the others. And the dun of thissameteutaistherichest and thelargesL,
wherethetraderscross pathsand meet. And you, Ason, arekingin thisland."

" Say more, Egyptian,” Ason called out when Inteb stopped, and therewas sharp interest in hisvoice.

" Thereismuch moreto say. You could be bull-chief in thisdun and nonewould oppose you. Once you wer e bull-chief
here, you could do what your father isdoing with the cities of the Argolid."

"Makeall theteutas of the Yerni one?"
"It could be done. You could doit. Nolonger bull-211

chief, but king of thisland. Theking could take the mine away from the Atlanteans. Theking could rulearich
country, and asking you could bring theentireland to the aid of Perimedes. Give him an ally aswell asamine."

" Of what use? Thedistance. ..."

" Thedistancedid not stop Sethsusfrom doing Mycenae harm. In the same manner you could do her good. The
Geramani arefriendsneither of Atlantisnor of Mycenae but, like all men, befriend only themsaves. Perhapsthey
can get tin to Mycenae. Perhapsthey can guide you to the Adantean tin mines. Perhaps many things—all of them
possibleto aking. All yoursfor thetaking."

"1'll takeit!" Ason shouted, and laughed aloud. The Mycenaeans acr ossthefire smiled that their leader could bein
such spirits. Thefirg of the Yerni warriors, coming in from the darkness, wonder ed at the sound.

"You mugt unitethetribes,” Inteb said in arush of words, carried away aswell by hisvison. " Makethem all one
tribe, oneteuta, givethem a nation, givethem a city to hew to asthe Mycenaeans hew to the great walls of rock-girt
Mycenae."

Ason smiled at the thought.

"Weareboth far from home, Inteb, and thereareno Mycenaesor Theras, thereisno Thebesin thisland. A city of
rough wood isall wehave"

"Tear it down—they work stonehere.”

"Enough? You tdl me, if we used every stonein these two cir cles, could welay the foundation or build asinglewall of
acity?"

"No, you areright." Inteb laughed. " | saw Mycenae on thisplain. But if not Mycenae, agreater circlethen. Every
bull-chief has his stone, we could make a greater circle of pillar stones, circle within circle perhaps, likethe canals



of Thera, so every great warrior here could have hisstone. And the bull-chiefs stoneswould be here and they would
haveto assemble here, all the bull-chiefstogether, and you king over them all.”
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"1'll need my pillar stone."

" And so shall haveit, mighty king. The grandest, lar gest, most glorious stone these people have ever seen. They will
comefrom everywhereto gapeat it. I'll shapeit asoniy Egyptiansknow how to shape stone, and will raiseit behind
you hereat the council firefor them to stare at, right behind you."

I nteb swung about in hisexcitement and pointed to the bar e ground behind Ason, pointing between the uprights of the
henge. And stopped, frozen, hisjaw open. A dawning expression of ddight swept over hisfeatures. He clapped his
handstogether before him at the strength of it, bending to seize Ason by the shoulder s, to pull at him and beg him to
turn about.

"Look," heshouted. " Thisslly little arch of wood these people think so precious, white-painted and adorned, the
henge of alittle cow-chief. It isnothing. But look at it grow, watch it with your eyesasit swellsup higher and higher,
wider and stronger, reaching for the sky. Ashigh asone man, two, three—four even. Too wide to gpan, too high to
reach, too solid to move, a hengethat will drop their jawsto their chestsand start the eyesfrom their heads."
Hishandstraced the unborn shapein the sky, and Ason could almost seeit there.

" And not wood, either," Inteb said. " Stone, good solid stone, a henge of stone mightier than any. It will be your
kingdom and your city, Ason, right here.

"I will build it for you!"
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BOOK FOUR 1477 B.C.
1

Unableto contain hisexcitement, I nteb woke Ason at dawn, shaking at him until he crawled up from the depths of
deep. Naikeri looked on accusingly from the bed beside him, but said nothing when they left. Theair was till coal,
themorning star bright in the east when they walked out acrossthe plain. Inteb led theway to the area nearby where
the great blocks of stoneslay about in the greatest profusion. He hurried to the nearest and peered at it from all
sides, even dug like a hound to examineitsunderside at one spot. Ason smiled and sat down on the stone, yawning
broadly.

" What doyou see?" Inteb asked.

"'Stonef!

" Nothing more, and that isright because you areawarrior. But asyou see skill with asword in aman, or strength,
endurance, other warlike qualities, so can | look beneath the surface of a stone. Y ou know thewalls of Mycenae and
thelion gatethere, you have not for gotten?"

"Never. And | know who built them."

" | am theman who did that, so when | speak now, you 215

will know | speak thetruth. Noticethe way these great dabs of stone arethrown about on the ground asthough left
therefor our purpose.”

"A great mystery."

"Not at all, weknow the samein Egypt. Hard stone concealed beneath the earth, that isdisclosed when thedirt is
cleared away. Heretherain and wind have donethat, exposing thissonefor usto work with. Now noticethe shape
and the straight edges and thesellittlelineshere."

" They mean nothing."



"They dotome. Thisrock isgrained likewood and when worked in the proper manner will split just aswood does.
We shall takethetwo largest columnsand shapethem, bring them to thedun, wherel will seat them in holesin the
ground behind the speaking stone. Then we will work and raise up athird ssoneand placeit acrosstheir topshighin
theair. Everyonewill marve and will wonder how it was placed there."

"How will you placeit there?' Ason asked, looking doubtfully at theimmense size of the stone, awar e of its
incredibleweight.

"With skill, Ason, the same skill that raised and fitted the walls of Mycenae. We will begin today."

Ason lay back on therock, till cool from the night, dozing as | nteb scouted among the great white dabs of stones,
nosing in and out like a questing hound. Hefinally raised Ason with a shout, then led him through the stonesto a
long dab that rose chest high.

"Thisisit," hesaid, dapping it with theflat of hishand. Ason looked on doubtfully.

"You areamasger builder, Inteb, that cannot be denied—but what can you possibly do with thisgiant of a sonethat
bulksasbig asa ship, bigger than thelargest stonein the walls of Mycenae?"

Inteb smiled at the question and they climbed up onto thedab. It stretched away from them. Not only asbigasa
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good-sized galley, but shaped very much like one, bulging out towar dsthe center and narrowing at thefar end. Inteb
paced it out, and it wasfour paceswide at thewidest, and over ten paceslong.

" Ashigh asfive men, perhapshigher," Inteb said proudly. 'Thistop side, you will natice, isflat and will need little
dressing, and we mugt hopethe bottom will bethe same. Thetwo outer sidesmust be straightened and that great
bulge knocked away."

" Do we havethelifetimefor that?" Ason asked unbelievingly. " Do you proposethat all that soneberemoved here,
without thetoolsand instrumentsand devices| saw you employ in Mycenae? Can it bedone?”

"1 will doit, Ason, and if you wish | will doit today."

Ason cocked hishead with unbdlief, sear ching for thejoke or the lie—but therewasnone. When herealized thishe
roared with approval. Seizing I nteb by both armshe embraced him.

"1f you can dorthat, | can certainly do afar easier thing. | will ssizethisland and ruleit asmy kingdom. The Yerni do
not know it yet—nbut their future beginstoday.”

"1 will need alot of help, all the strongest men, aswell asthe stonecutter from thedun.”

" Takewhat you need. You aremy right hand in this. The ordersyou issuewill bethe sameasmine."

They returned to thedun, ate and drank whilethey madetheir plans. Naikeri served them on the mound outsidethe
door and listened but said nothing, not under standing what was being planned. When they wer e through Ason put on
hisnewly polished armor and went to get hismen. Inteb scratched diagramsin thedirt with a stick, then searched
out the stonecutter.

"Your name?' hesaid. Theold man glanced over hisshoulder and to both sidesto be sure hewas being addr essed,
then looked at the ground. Inteb spokemore
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sharply a second time and the man squeezed his swollen knucklesand reluctantly said, " Dursan.”

" Arethereany in thedun other than yoursdf who can work stone?"'

Dursan looked around for somereease from thisdark stranger, who spoke with such athick accent that many of
hiswor ds could not be under stood. But ther e was no escape. He pressed hishandstogether and mumbled answer s,
finally and reluctantly admitting that ther e wer e two other swho aided him in hiswork. Inteb sent for them. Whilehe

waswaiting heran hishands over the blue stonethat Dur san had been working.

"Wheredoes this stone comefrom?' he asked. “Tve seen nonelikeit on thedown."



" Far away."
"I'm sureof that or | wouldn't have asked. Now try hard and givemeallittle mor e detail than that."

Under verbal prodding Dursan told him how the blue stoneswer e brought from a distant mountain, wher ethey waited
to be seized by any warrior strong enough to dothat. The story seemed true enough; the man did not have enough
intelligence to concoct such a complicated lie. A warrior would take men with him, pull the stone down to the shore,
then onto araft of logs. It took alongtimeto paddlethisout of the harbor and along the coast, because the ocean was
wild there many times of the year. The sea voyage was ended when they reached the mouth of ariver. Apparently the
stonewas brought up theriver, across country and down ancother river. The Avon that passed nearby thedun. All in
all agreat labor. Inteb marveled at the thingsmen do to assuretheir own importance.

" But why thisparticular mountain?' Inteb asked. " Theremust be good stone alot nearer than that."

"'It hasalways been donethat way. They did it likethat beforewedrovethem out, in my father'stimeit was."
"They?"

" The Donbaksho. They used to keep cattle here, but 218

they don't know how to fight. Now we have the cattle and they give usthe grain we ask for. They used to trade
here—now wetrade here. They used to have someone always on the mountain wher e the stones come from, watching
for the Albi when they came from Domnann—you can see all theway acr ossthe channe from thetop there. Now the
Albi come herewith their bronze and gold to tradewith us, and we don't even need awatch on themountain." Dursan
snorted with pleasure over the superior fighting ability of the Yerni, then pointed to the lar ge stone almost
completely buried in the ground.

" Seethat, our speaking stone. Do you know how it got there? My father did that. It wasthe biggest standing sonethe
Donbaksho had, the chiefs stone, and they all wanted to comeand touch it. My father had the pit dug, pushed it over,
buried it. Now we gand on it, stand on the Donbaksho."

Then Dursan'stwo assstantsarrived, whilethefirst of the Yerni warrior swere already beginning to climb down the
ladder sand notched polesfrom the balconies above.

Very soon it waslikea disturbed ants nest. Thewarriorsmilled about, calling to each other, cradling their
battle-axes and smoothing their moustaches. The women followed behind, keeping their distance, yet curious, too, as
tothereason for thisactivity in the heat of the day. All they knew wasthat the M ycenaeanswer e going about the
outer bank and hammering on all the door swith their swords, calling thewarriorsto the council fire. They came.
Thosewho had pillar stonesof their own leaned againgt the cool soneor sat in their shadows. Then Ason appeared,
mar ching at the head of hisMycenaeansand, asalways, the Yerni stared in admiration at thisincredible sight. Men
in bronze from head to foot, eye-hurting shining bronze, bronze swordsin hand, brazen shieldson their arms. Ason
led them to the speaking stone, set into the ground within thering of bluestones; they stood behind it ashe stood
upon it. When heraised hissword the
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noise died away enough so that hisvoice could be heard.

+'| am gtanding on the speaking stone and | am telling you something. Today you will see athing that you have never
seen before. Today you will seeawonder that you will tell your children about. They will tell your children's
children, and therewill be no end to thetelling. Today you will see something donethat you know cannot be done. And
after it isdonel will tell you something that you never thought you would hear ."

Therisng hum of voicesdrowned Ason'svoice and the crowd stirred with excitement. No one knew what the wor ds
meant, but everyone knew that something incredible was going to happen. What Ason said hewould do hedid, they
had lear ned that much about the man. He called out again and they grew slent.

" Follow me/" he said, striding away from the stone, with his Mycenaeans behind him, and out of the entrance of the
dun. The Yerni warriors came next, pushing and jostling, shouting at each other, trying to stay close. Therest of the
inhabitants of the dun, women and children, metal and wood workers, even the druids, followed after. Ason led them
theshort distanceto thefield of jumbled rock and climbed upon the great sonethat Inteb had sdected. The Egyptian
clambered up beside him and reached down totake a heavy rock that Dursan lifted up to him. A hush fdl asAson
sooke.



' "Now listen to Inteb, who will do the promised thing forme."
Inteb rolled theround, greenish rock with hisfoot and pointed toit. Thewarriorsstrained to see.

"Thisisamaul," hecalled out, and they pushed and craned their necks asthough they had not seen stoneslikethis
in thedun every day of their lives. " It isa hard stone, harder than any other. Dursan and the other suse stoneslike
theseto dressthe stones of thewarriors. They doit like this."

Hebent and strained to lift the rock—it wasathird of
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hisweight—and struggled it as high ashiswaist before he dropped it. It smashed into the surface of the white stone
with thefamiliar dull thud. Inteb rolled it aside and scraped up alittlerock dust with hisfinger.

"Thisiswhat the maul does. Every timeit strikesthelarger soneit breaksoff a few grains. After many blowsa
stone can be smoothed or grooved, or even hollowed away. It takes many daysto smooth even the smallest sone, yet
that isall that can be done. But not any more. Today we are going to do something new."

He dowly paced the entirelength of theimmense dab and back; every eyewasupon him ashedid this. He pointed
down at theimmense bulk and they listened with unbelief.

! Today we aregoing to break thisstonein half, thewarriorsand I. It will become Ason's stone when we bring it to
thedun. Wewill shapeit and moveit and raiseit—and it will bethe mightiest warrior's stone ever raised. Therewill
bemoreafter that, but | tell you only of thissonenow. . . ."

Someone laughed and Ason leapt forward, pushing I nteb aside and stabbing hissword at the crowd so that the nearest
drew back in fear.

* 'Inteb speaksfor me/' he called out with a deadly anger in hisvoice. " Hiswordsare my words. If you laugh at him
you laugh at me. | will havethe head of anyonewho even smilesin my direction. Have you heard me?"

They had, well enough. Thewomen cover ed their facesand many of the children ran away. Thewarriors sayed—
they werewarriors—but their faceswer e as expressionless asthe stone beforethem.

"1 will need only the strongest warriorsto help me cut Ason'sstone," Inteb said in the silence. ' 'Each warrior will
need a maul, and the heavier it isand the stronger heis, the morehonor will be his. There are some mauls hereand
Dursan islooking for others."

Now it wasamatter of prideand strength. Thewarriors 221

put their axesin ther hair beltsand went, shouting and pushing, to find the biggest maulsthey could lift. Most of the
sonesthey found wer e the wr ong kind—only the hard green stone could be used—and they cursed and dropped the
stoneswhen they weretold this, and went to find others. One by one, sweating and grumbling in the heat, they came
back with the mauls. When there wer e mor ethan twenty warriorswho had them, Inteb called a halt.

' Thereisroom for nomore. Thehonor isfor thesewarriors, who will do what no onehasever done before.

They swagger ed about, then climbed onto the great dab with him, calling out boaststo the scowling warrior sleft
behind. They brought the maulswith them. With the aid of the Mycenaeans, I nteb pushed thewarriorsintoaline
againg thefar edge of the stone. Shoulder to shoulder, they stretched the length of the dab, listening with pained
attention as|nteb explained what they had to do. It was not complex, but they werenot used to working together, had
never doneanythingin unison beforein ther lives. It wasa concept they found difficult to under stand. He madethem
repeat the motions, over and over, many times beforethey got it right. Small stones, no bigger than a man'sfist were
passed up and they used these asthey practiced. Inteb had drawn two char coal linesthelength of thedab, a pace
apart, and hekept redrawing thelinesastheir shuffling feet obliterated them. Therewere mut-terings of complaint
over thestupid hot thing they wer e doing—but no one smiled. Inteb repeated theinstructionswith a voice rapidly
growing hoarse.

"That'sit, al in aline, your feet on that marked line. Not standingin front of it or behind it, but on it. Good. Raise
your mauls, ashigh asyour head, hold them there. . ./?0/dthcm until | givetheword, and all together, just for once,
drop them\"

Thesmall rocks clattered down, most of them on themarked linein an irregular fall, rolling about and some



dropping over the edgeto the ground. Thewatching
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crowd had been cleared back by the Mycenaeans, but small boysran forward toretrieve thefallen sonesand pass
them back up. They wer e enjoying themselves, if no oneesewas.

"No, leavethem there/" Inteb ordered. " And throw therest of the sonesaway. We'll do it now with the mauls.”

Therewereexcited shoutsat thisannouncement, and thewarriors called to one another asthey kicked the small
stonesaway and bent to pick up thewaiting mauls. It wasan impressive sight, thetall, sweat-drenched warriors,
shoulder to shoulder thelength of the great dab, with Inteb standing behind them. The crowd wasslent.

“'Lift!" Inteb called out and they bent and aripple moved down theline asthey straightened and the green maulsrose
intheair.

"Hold, hold!" he shouted, since some of thewarriorsweredower than the othersand one, cursing, dropped the sone
on hisfoot. Then they wereall up, high, higher. . ..

" DropthemV
Thegreat weight of hard stonefell with aralling thunder, and thewarriorsjumped back.
Nothing happened. I nteb shouted hoar se or der s above the growing murmur from the crowd.

" Not good enough, not at the sametime, not on theline. Dot right or it can't bedoneat all, you great hulking
dim-brained animals. Lift together, hold together, drop together. . ,drop\"

Again, nothing—but arising growl of anger from thewarriorsaswell asthe crowd. The Mycenaeansraised ther
weapons and shields, and Ason jumped up next to I nteb and paced behind thewarriors backs.

"Killersof dogs!" heshouted. " Thisisharder than killing. Thisis something you must do right—or | will day you
all. Thisyou will do."

By force of will he kept them there, shouting aloud now 223

in protest, raisng and dr opping the mauls again—with no result. With theflat of hissword Ason drove back the men
whotried to turn away, cursing them in three tongues, so that they once again grabbed up the mauls.

" Over your heads, you eatersof turds" hecalled out. " High, higher, hold them there, all of you, dowhat | tell you, do
it right, because thistimethey fall together and they fall on thelinethe correct way, bring them down. . .nowV

Shouting angrily, the Yerni warriors hurled the ssconesdown with a crashing roar, and the solid rock beneath their
feet shivered.

With a growing, crackling, rushingroar it sheared in half, fell away, a great broken dab that dropped and cracked,
spraying fragmentsout at the screaming, running crowd.

Dumbfounded, thewarriorslooked down at what they had done.
Theimmense dab of stone had broken alongitsentirelength, along theline I nteb had drawn upon its surface.

2

Thereare somethingsthat areunbelievable. Even when they ar e seen to happen, they cannot be accepted. The
warriorswho had donethisthing could not credit their labor with the maulsashaving had any connection with the
splitting of the great stone. It would have been easier to believethat lightning had struck down from the sky and done
thisthing; they had seen the car casses of animalsand riven treesthat lightning had struck, so knew its strength.
Jugt asthey knew their own, and knowing this could not believe what they had done. They jumped down and pushed
the crowd aside and stared with open mouthsat the fresh white surface of the sundered rock, bent to pick
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up fragmentsof it from the ground. Thesethey turned over and over and examined, tapping them, even touching them
totheir mouths asthough taste might reveal something the eye could not see. But they wer e bits of rock, good solid



rock, and could not be broken again. Sometried with the mauls, with no success other than a few bruised finger sand
crushed toes. The ssonewhich had given way and fallen apart beforethem was till stone; hard, intractable, enduring.

"Lisentome" Ason called out, sanding alone on therock abovethem. " Thisisa day that must be remembered;
what was done heretoday must beremembered. Ason'sgreat stonewas cut thisday. The council firewill be built
high, and sheep and cowswill beroasted, alewill bedrunk and all thewarriorsshall sit by me."

Thiswas greeted with roar s of approval. When the shouting had died away Ason said, " Tonight, beforethese
warriors, | shall be named the new bull-chief of thisdun, which will be Dun Ason now."

Thereweremoreshoutsat this, with dark looksonly from thefamily of the dead Uala from whoseranksthe new
bull-chief should have been sdected. They dared say nothing aloud, because the other warriorssaw only honor and
victoriesfor theteutaled by a man like Ason. Hewasthe strongest among them, the deadliest warrior, and now
commanded great stonesto be cleaved at hisword. Hewould be a bull-chief men could follow.

"Wecould cut theother facenow," Inteb said, the niceties of politicsfor gotten in the pleasur e of once moreworking
with stone.

"1 think not,” Ason told him. " Thereisenough wonder herefor one day. Thewomen must preparefor thefeast, the
druidshavether work aswell. Tomorrow will beaday for labors."

Whilethewarriorshad been away the Donbaksho had continued to bring their tithe of grain to thedun. Thewomen
had prepared it in the squat, wide-bottomed pots.
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Because of the heat it had brewed and matured with bubbling efficiency. Now great quantities of alewerecoalingin
shaded corners. A fat-flanked cow was dragged to thekilling area, bellowing at the sméell of blood, itseyesrollingin
agony. Thefirg butcher, an ugly bondman with a fearful squint and great-muscled arms, swaggered over in his
blood-drenched leather apron, hisheavy ssonehammer over hisshoulder. Whiletwo men hung from'the cow'shorns
hewaited, then swung the hammer with practiced skill againgt theflat of the beast's head, just beforeitshorns. It
collapsed to the ground, dead ingtantly, wher e the old women severed itsthroat with sharp flint knives, catching the
spurting blood in pottery bowls. Other beasts wer e dragged up, and the preparationsfor thefeast got under way. Well
beforedark thefirst warriorswere seated in their positions. Thedrinking had begun.

It wasthedruid, Nemed, who conducted the bull-chief rites. If he gill boreany ill will towar ds Ason hewas silent
about it. Now hewaswearing hisfinest robes, aswell asatall, cylindrical headdressthat grew narrower towardsthe
top. A wonder aslong asa man'sarm, made of beaten gold into which designs of linesand cir cles had been wor ked.
He stood between Ason and thefire, armsfolded, waiting asthe crowd grew quiet. When they weredlent he began
hischant in a high, toneless voicethat gradually deepened ashewarmed to the subject. Much of the material was
familiar, old linesrepeated and used in different ways. Thisonly increased thewarriors appreciation, rather than
lessening it. They nodded at the partsthey knew well.

Sound of thunder and rushing wind, A crashing, a breaking, Rock tearing, ground ripping, Such soundsto deafen
theears.
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The soundsthat | heard were men at war, Shield shock of shield against shield. Axes striking and breaking, Skulls
crushed.

What fighting was done then,

Deep voices of heroes

And battling warriors, raging with anger,

Grim wild men, great bull-chiefs.

Therewas Ason,

In the midst was Ason, quick eagle, Striking hound of gore, seeking blood, Man of the long knife, bellowing bull.

Then they met,



Then Ason struck.

Cleft Uala's head,

Drovethe blow to his navel—

Then a second cross-wise stroke

Brought him down in three pieces.

Nemed drew a deep wavering breath, loud in the silence, and shouted the remainder without stopping or even pausing:
Drenched with blood and gray with brains, He cut away

jaw from head,

head from trunk,

armsfrom trunk,

bend from arms,

wrists from bend.

fistsfrom wrists,

thumbs from fists,

nails from thumbs,

legs from trunk,

knees from legs,

calves from knees,
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feet from calves,

toesfrom fedt,

nailsfrom toes, And he sent theselimbsand parts Flying front and back like bees Buzzing about in the sunlight.
L oud shouts of appreciation followed this, and buzzing soundsthat would not stop until Nemed had regained his
breath and repeated the part about the beesagain. Therewasmorelikethis, often repeated, far moreinterestingto
the Yerni warriorsthan to Ason. He could seeno interest in the lying and the bragging that they all knew could not
betrue. It went on alongtime, and Nemed built thetension car efully until the moment when he spun about and
pointed at Ason.

"You haveaquestion?' Nemed shouted.

"1 haveaquestion,” Ason answered asheroseand stood before hishenge. " I sthere a different purposefor thisday?
How can thisday bedifferent from all the other s?"

Ashesaid this, two of the other druidsdragged up a man who struggled weakly in their grip. A captive, imprisoned
for what reason? Ason neither knew nor cared. The man was hdd with hisback to Nemed who was handed a sharp
bronze dagger. He nodded once and the prisoner wasreeased, the druids stepping back. Beforethe man could takea
step Nemed plunged the dagger into hisback. A hard upward thrust beneath theribsthat penetrated hisheart. The
captive shuddered all over and fdl, writhing for amoment on the ground ashetried to reach back for the dagger il
in hisbody. Then he convulsed again and died.

Ashefdl and writhed on the ground in mortal agony Nemed stood over him, hisface set and flintlike, reading omens
from histhrashing, then the positions of hislimbsafter hewasdead. The movements of aman already part way
through the gate of death arefar better augury than
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cloudsor theflight of birds. What he saw there must have satisfied him, because he sraightened up and pointed
carefully at Ason. He began theritual questionsthat would make Ason bull-chief. Thething was done.

"You risewith thefirst light, Egyptian,” Aiascalled out from hisperch on theramp above asinteb hurried by. Mist
gtill hung over the plain; the birdswer e waking and calling.

""Thefirst light of dawn can show thingsin a sonethat are not normally seen.”
"I know. It isin the shadows."

Inteb halted and looked up quizzically.

'Tor aboxer you seem to know a good deal about stoneworking."

"Asadavel learned alot about a number of thingsthat requirea strong back and littlethought. Boxing took me
from that. | have been in thegalleys, and in the tone quarry at Karatepe.”

"Kizzuwatna sandstone," Inteb snorted. " You can chew it with your teeth. Comealong and I'll show you what real
stoneis."

Asthedawn sun burned away themist it shone acrossthe stone. Inteb hurried from one end to the other, mumbling
to himsalf and marking quick strokeswith his piece of charcoal. Aias watched, scratching and belching deepily; he
had not dept that night.

"Thissdeshould beeven easier," Inteb said. " The stoneisthinner, for onething, and it will break cleanly away. The
Y erni now know that it can be done, so it might be possibleto get them to work together."

" A touch of thewhip made from the skin of thewater horse helpswith that."

" Only with davesand peasants, Aias. | wish | had afew here. An axin thehead iswhat | would get if | tried it with
these Yerni. When thetime comesfor thefinal shaping |
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will haveto find bondsmen, or perhapsthe Donbaksho from thefarmsfor that work. It issmple enough and requires
only strong arms and ther epeating of the same process from sunriseto sunset."

When the boysdrovethe cattle out to pasturefor the day they saw I nteb at the sone. Word was quickly passed. All
thewarriorswho were sober enough towalk hurried out, led by the oneswho had not had a chanceto work a maul the
day before. Laughing aloud they climbed onto the dab, smiling at Inteb when he cur sed them for obliterating his
marks, fingering the stone mauls, comparing their fine pointslike experienced masons. Therewasawarrior for
every maul, and a growing crowd pushing close soon afterwar ds. Aiaswent to bring Ason for the spectacular

moment.

"Onecut for each side" Inteb told him when he appeared. " Thisisecnomical of labor and time, but isalso a mark of
skill that few possess.” Therewas no conscious boasting in this, but only truth. Ason nodded agreement. ' 'The stone
shall bewide at the base and will taper on each sdeasit rises, much likethetemple of Ni-weser-re next to the Nile,
or thepillarsin the courtyard of Sahu-re. Thisisa much-admired ling, and onel much prefer tothe straight
angularity of thewallsand columns executed for King Khephren in histemple. That isnot for you—even if | had the
means heretowork stoneto that degree. Yourswill bealiving and warm stonethat takesitsunpolished form very
much from the earth from which it springs. Now we begin."

Thistimethewarriorslisened intently, straining to hear and under stand, remembering that it could be done. The
crowd of watchersmoved far back and climbed on other rocksfor a better view. Aiasheped Inteb to placethemen
correcdy and to order their movements. The practice with the pebblesdid not take aslong asthefirs time. Oneof the
warriorsshouted " Ason abu!" when they weretold to pick up the mauls, all the othersjoiningin thewar cry.
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High they held them, tensdly waiting theword, and hurled them down at the given moment.

With a sharp crack the stone split, and the great jagged piecefell away.



Thewatcher swere struck dumb for a moment, remembering the frenzied labor s of the day before, not expecting
anything yet. Then they bur< into shoutsand ran forward, pushing and milling about to examinethisnew wonder. In
the middle of the broken stone, fallen away dabsand for gotten mauls, Ason's column lay neatly shaped and ready.

'"Now to moveit," Inteb said. ' 'No excusestoday about banquets, thiswork must be accomplished.”
" Everything shall beasyou say," Ason agreed. " Though how you intend to move thismountain isbeyond me."

" But not beyond me, which iswhy | serveyou. In Egypt soneworking isolder than thememory of man, or his
writings. Theart we practiceisknown tono others, and | am skilled in that art. But | need the proper materialsand
labor."

"Labor thereisenough. Thewarriorsthemsdvesfight for positionsto help. They will tire of this, | am sure, but
therewill be othersto replace them, you have my word on that. What materialsdo you need?"

" Something unknown on thistreeless plain. Strong wooden beamsasthick asyour leg or thicker. Lengths of logs,
many of them, and rope, moreropethan | have seen anywhere on thisidand.”

" Thewood iseasy enough. The dun ismade of wood, and you will have every splinter of it if you need it."
"Not all, not quite yet—"

" Then take my apartment. Therearelengths of log that bridge the entrance that should suit you, thewallsand floors
aswel. Do you wish it now?"

" Assoon asit can be obtained.”
Thenew orderswerereceived with joy by everyone but the woodworkersand Naikeri. She cursed and threw things
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at the peoplewho came and began to tear at her walls, sopping only when Ason himsdlf cameto drive her out with the
personal belongings. Thewoodworkers, many of whom had helped to build the dun with great labor and time, thought
even lessof tearing down their handwork. But it was coming down, whatever they felt, so they moved in and guided the
dedtruction so it wasdonein the proper manner, thereverse of putting the building up.

Inteb stayed at the site and directed the digging out of cavitiesunder the stone. Here, aseverywhereelseon theplain,
thehard chalk lay just under the surface soil and could not easily bedug or shoveled away. Shar p-pointed deer
andershad to bedriven into it with rocks, then levered sidewaysto crack out a piece of chalk. Thisprocessrepeated
aslong aswas needed. When thefirst beamsand logsarrived, the pitswereready. Heavy sones had been pushed into
positions before them.

"Thisbeam isused asalever,” Inteb called out. " You do not haveto know why, but a lever increasesthe strength of
men and enablesthem to do thingsthought impossible. We will now usetheleverstolift thisstone. Thiswill be done
alittleat atime. Each timethe stoneislifted theselogswill be pushed under to prevent it from falling back down.
When it istilted enough, these other logswill be pushed all theway under it. That will bethefirst step. Wewill do
that now."

Oncemoreaided by Aias, Inteb ingructed the men on the great levers, putting their handsin the proper place,
explaining over and over what they wereto do. Aiasand two Mycenaeans manned the chocksthat had to be pushed
under when the stone waslifted, since thisrequired instant decision and action of a naturetoo technical for the
Yerni.

Therewer etwelve men on the threelongest poles, eight men on thefour shorter ones. They clutched thewood and
waited anxioudy while I nteb surveyed the arrangements. Then, on hisordered command, they threw their weight
onto thelevers. They of coursedid it unevenly, some
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hanging from the beams, other s pushing in the wrong direction. One of the poleswasr otten and cracked, dropping a
half dozen men into the dust, wherethey werelaughed at for their pains. Another pole wasfitted, more explanations
given, even ademongration by sx Mycen-aeansasto how a pole should be pulled on. The Yerni gpat on their palms
and went back totheir labors.

Thistimetherewereexcited screamsasthe great dab trembled and tilted ever so dightly. The chockswer e quickly



thrust home. All work stopped again as everyone went to stare at the black opening, laughing and grabbing up the
beetlesand disturbed insectsthat emerged. I nteb waited until they had all seen enough, then ordered them back to
work. Therock fiilcrumswere moved closer and changed for higher onesand, ever so dowly, theimmense dab of
stonetilted into theair.

' '"Enough/' Inteb called out. " Bring thelogs."

The Yerni werehesitant about coming too closeto the stone, surethat it would fall back to the earth, or perhapsroll
over and crush them at any moment. It was Aias and the Mycenaeanswho put thelogsunder the soneasInteb
directed, until they filled the space beneath completely. Their round ends projected along the sidein an unbroken
row of circles. The sun waslow, evening approaching, before Inteb approved of the arrangementsand was prepared to
lower the stoneontotherollers.

"Sowly," hecalled out, " a step at atime, thereverse of liftingit. If it breakslooseit will turn thoselogsto splinters
when it falls. Then wewill haveto start all over again.”

The creaking poleslevered up the unimaginable mass and, one by one, the supporting chocks wer e removed. When
thelast onewastaken away, all the weight came on the platform of loose logs, which groaned with theweight, and
some of them, over irregularitiesin the ground, wer e crushed with loud snapping sounds. But the othersheld.

I nteb would not per mit the excited Yerni to take more 233

timeto run around the sone and admireit. They did it anyway, kneding down and looking benesath it at thelight on
thefar sde. Under hisdirection morelogswere placed on the ground beforethe small end of the sone, toform a
solid mass of rollers. Inteb climbed up on thedab to direct the next step and Ason cametojoin him.

* "Wewill movethestone," Inteb said. ' 'Just afew pacestoday to seethat it can be done, so that in the morning we
can begin itspath to the dun. Polesover here.”

Thegreat beamswer e once more angled under the dab, but thistime at thelarge end, not the sdes. On the given
signal the men on the poles heaved and the great stone shivered.

" Again—harder!"

They pulled with all their strength, and the stone dab moved forwards over thefirst log, and then the second. The
position of the leverswas moved forward and they heaved again. Slowly, thelast log emerged from therear of the
gone. The stone had moved forward twicethe span of aman’'shands.

" Thebeginning of thejourney,” Inteb said proudly.
3

News of what was happening at Dun Ason spread quickly to the other teutas, then by word of mouth to the Don-baksho
farmersin theforest, on to theisolated Albi settlements. It wasthedry part of theyear; the cropshad been harvested,
theanimalswerewell fed. Therewastimeto seethisnew wonder in theworld, and many cameto do jus that. Each
day when thework began there was no shortage of observersand volunteer sif they were needed. And they were.
Bringing Ason's stonetoitsresting placewasa great labor.
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A track had to be smoothed acr ossthe open down to the gateway of thedun. Mor e of thewallswer e sacrificed to
obtain logsto be placed side by sidetofill in the muddy spotsand to level the ground. A smooth roadway now
stretched from thefield of broken stonesthe short distance to the dun—and along it the ponder ous stone madeits
voyage.

Everything was or ganized now. Every bit of leather available had been gathered from the hides of cattleand wild

hor ses, braided into ropesto tieabout the stone. These werethe anchor linesfor two thick, long leather cablesthat
gretched out ahead, well rubbed with fat to keep them soft and supple. Other leather ropesand plaited vineswere
attached to the stone near the front, so more men could haul at the sametime. The mass of the stone was so gr eat that
if any progresswereto be made, other than a smple crawl by usingtheleversin therear, agreat number of men
would be needed. When they finally assembled to begin the move, their numbersweretoo largefor the Yerni to count.

"My counting does not go that high either," Ason admitted. " Isall this needed?"



"1tis" Inteb said with a calmnesshe did not fed. Would it really be enough? His calculations wer e accur ate; he had
goneover them many times. " To move the sone easily, to keep it moving steadily up the small gradeshere, we will
need at least five hundred men on theropes.”

" A number beyond imagining,” Ason admitted.

"1t can beimagined. All thefinger sand toes on a man number twenty and the count of five men isonehundred. We
need the count of twenty-five men."

"Itisgtill avery large number.”

* "It will belarger gill. To keep the stone moving steadily we must have log men, two to each log, sincethey weigh as
much astwo men for the most part, and the count herewill betwo hundred. They mus seizethelogsasthey emerge
behind the stone and move quickly to thefront of
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the stone, to lay them down ahead of the other logs. They act again asrollerswhen their turn comes. All of thismust
be organized to a very high degree. | will supervisethe hauling team, Aiaswill make surethelogsaretaken forward
properly, while someone must ride the stone, superviseand order everything/

" That ismy position.”
" Thehighest, Ason, none other dar efill it. Shall we begin?"

Although they had started at dawn, the sun was nearing the zenith by thetimethe order to move wasfinally given.
Theropeswerelaid out along the ground by Inteb himsdf, to be positive that the pull would comein the proper
direction. Thelineof rollersstretched ahead of the stone, while men stood ready in therear to seizethem asthey
emerged. Inteb raised hishand and Ason called out loudly.

"Wewill begin."

Themen bent to seizetheir ropes, lifted them to their shouldersand stood there, awaiting Inteb's orders, asthey had
been directed. Inteb stood on arock to onesideto seethat they wereall in the correct position, then spokethe
commands

"Hold theropesfirmly. Lean forward. Do not pull yet, but lean forward so your weight ison theropes. Fed that
weight. Do not pull with your arms; your armsand handsarejust for holding therope—it isyour legsthat will do all
thework. Now, crouch forward, bend your kneesbeneath you so that you areready to push. Beready now. . ready ...
dowly asyou can, straighten your legs, push— PUSH!"

They did. Theropes stretched and grew taut, and thelogs beneath the massve stone creaked.

And then it shuddered and moved forward.

Assoon asit did, some people fell, other sturned to look—whiletherest kept pulling with no effect, theveins
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standing out in their foreheads. Ason called out for them to halt and they did. Theroutine wasr epeated.

After many false startsthe necessary coor dination was achieved, and the sscone moved forward with deliberate and
seady motion. Onelog after another emerged from therear to be grabbed by eager hands, lifted, and carried ahead to
await thearrival of the sone again. The men hauling on the ropes sweated and strained; Inteb kept them moving, a
dow step at atime—and Ason rode his strange stone ship through the entrance of the great dun and acrossits

spaciousinterior tothe prepared pit next to the council fire. When the signal to halt was given, some of the men
dropped to the ground on the spot, while otherscalled out for aleto daketheir thirst.

Ason rested too, sitting in the shadow of the great stone, fedling it against hisback, a part of him, eating the food that
Naikeri brought to him. Shewanted to talk about their new roomsbut hewaved her away. The stonefilled his
thoughts.

"Dowegoon?' heasked the sweating I nteb, who crawled up out of the pit and dropped to the ground next to him.

+ At once, while everyoneiswilling. | was making a final check of the dimensions, and all isasit should be, the stone



will fit. You will noticethat Dursan and hisassistants have pounded the base, rounding it dightly. Thiswill enable us
to position the stone exacdy, after it isin the pit, rock it back and forth, and even turn it if we must.”

1 By what magic will the goneenter the pit at your bidding?"

"Nomagic. Art. You will seethat thisside of the pit iscut in adoping ramp. Thefar sdeisstraight up and down.
Those lar ge stakes have been put in position againg it, so that when the stone dideshomeit will not bring down the
chalk on the other side, destroying all our labors.
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What wewill do now isdraw the stone ever so gently forward so the base projectsover the sde of the holeand the
ramp. When moreweight isover theholethan ison therollers, the end will swing down and the stonewill didein
and seat itsdlf.°

" Leaving thisgreat handsomething standing at an angle half in and half out.”

"You can seein your mind likean artist, Ason. You arecorrect. When it isdown | will then bring it to an upright
position againgt the far wall. Wewill hold it therewhile chalk and rubble are quickly shoveled into the holetofill it
and securethe column. Your first sonewill bein place. Thefirst upright of the hengethat the druids call Mother
Earth, thefirgt planted.”

Inteb had prepared the stone for itsdescent into the pit in other ways. Asit had been brought closer and closer toits
resting place, he had arranged that larger logsbe used asroallers, so that the ssonewould be asfar above the surface
of theground as possible. Thiswasvital, as I nteb knew from experience, and he made many measurementsand
calculations before hewould allow the stoneto proceed, surveying it from all sdesand squinting along it. Hewould
not permit the operation to go on until the angle of approach had been moved dightly to oneside. Thisproved to be
harder than ralling had been, and there was much straining and cursing at the levering beams before I nteb was
satisfied. Only then weretheropes picked up once more and the signal given to take up the strain asdowly as
possible. Thestonerumbled forward.

Moving alongsideit, Inteb kept one hand on the stone, watching its progr ess car efully. The end was over the pit when
he stopped the hauling. Two heavy wooden stakeswer e brought up. Theseweredriven into theground at thevery
edge of the pit, after thelast log had passed that point and been pulled quickly aside beforeit fell into the opening.
Theforward movement was started again, and the pivot log crawled acrossthe ground to the stakes,
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whereit was stopped. But the ssone kept moving, scraping acrossit, and the crowd murmured and pressed back as
themassive end of the column moved out into theair, overhanging and shadowing the pit below. Further and further it
went until the men on theropesfet a shiver, sothat they dropped theropesand scrambled away. The sone hung
there, itsimmense weight pulling it down, the chalk on thelip of the cutting crumbling and falling away, moreand
mor e, the pivot log next toit splitting and cracking asit was crushed.

With a sudden swooping rush the great length of stone hurled itsalf intotheair, blotting out the sky, diding down
with a crashing roar to seat itself in the waiting socket.

Theground shook beneath their feet and a great cloud of dust rose up.
Tilted at an angle, like a giant'sfinger pointing at the sky, the stone was seated in its opening in the ground.

Whilethe others celebrated and danced around it, I nteb went back to work. Pulling out his helper sfrom the mob and
pushing them to their positions, with Aiasat hissidewhen alittle violent persuasion was needed. Shear legs had
been prepared daysearlier. They werecarried over and laid on the ground next to the straight side of the pit, opposite
theangled stone. They weresimply made, of four lengths of wood, but most cunningly designed. The shear-legs
themsdlvesweretwo tall treetrunksthat werewide apart on the ground but angled towar ds one another asthey rose,
sothat they crossed at the very top, and wer etightly bound together there. An arm'slength below thiscrossing, a
short crossbar had been lashed into place between the two legs. Another, longer one connected them at ground level.
The exact placement of these crossbarswas essential to its operation. Befor e the wooden framework wasraised, two
pitsweredug into thechalk for the bottoms of the legs so they would not be able to move about once seated there.
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Again Inteb did what no other could do, laying out theropesin the proper manner. A heavy log waslashed to the back



of theangled stonejust below thetop. Ropesran from the small crosshar near thetop of the shear-legsand over this
logtotheground. Theseropeswould first be used to lift the shear-legsinto position. But beforethiswas done, the
hauling linesthat would lift the stone wer e tied securely about the shear-legs, wherethey crossed at thetop.

Lifting the great wooden form from the ground wasalabor in itsdf. Two teams of men pulled on theropesthat ran
over thelog at thetop of the stone, while other sraised thetop of the frame, pushing with poleswhen it lifted above
their reach. Slowly the shear-legsrose until they wer e standing vertical next to the pit. Theropesthat had been used
to lift the legswer e now lashed secur dly to thelog behind the stone, and the lifting wasready to begin.

Onehundred seventy-five men picked up each line. They would pull thetop of the shear-legs away from the stone, and
thelinestied to the short crossbar would pull the soneto a vertical position. If everything went correctly, Inteb
ordered the dack betaken up on thelines, then walked about examining every detail beforeturning to Ason.

"Weareready," hesaid.
1 'Begin."

Therewasagreat creaking from the wooden frame when the pressure came on it, asthe men hauled with practiced
strength. Thegreat stone stirred from itsresting point— then dowly heaved free of the supporting ramp and roseto
thevertical. A

" Stop!" Inteb shouted when the stone pressed againg theflat wall of the pit. " Hold there, keep holding!"

They held, sweating and straining, as | nteb walked up to the stoneand pressed a strangeinstrument toits surface.
He had supervised its construction when thewrights had madeit; none other than heknew itsfunction. A half
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section of a small log had been hollowed out to make atrough, aimost a duplicate of thelarge chalk troughs, and this
was secured to avertical length of wood. Therewaswater in thetrough, and when Inteb pressed the trough and wood
tothe stone, he divined some mysterious knowledge from thiswater, perhapsasthe druidsread signsfrom the
tortured positions of stabbed prisoners. Everyonemarveed at this, even the gasping, straining men holding the stone
in pogition.

I nteb was awar e of thetension and knew therewasa limit to thelength of timethey could hold the strain, but the
column had to bevertical beforeit was secured in position. Thewater level told him all he needed to know. Hehad
scratched a deep grooveinto thewood, and when thewater level wasat thismark the surface againg which it was
resting was vertical. With car eful patience he made his measurementsand or dered the men on the polesto push at
thetop of the stone, soit rocked on itsbase, to align it vertically. They pushed from one side, then from the other,
then back to thefirst again. He shouted instructions at them, which Aias passed on with cur ses; the weakest men had
fallen from theropes, to bereplaced by others, before he was satisfied.

"Now/" Inteb called out. " Fill in the hole!"

Shouting with excitement, theworker s shoveled the dirt and lumps of chalk back into the hole, mixed with rocksand
broken mauls, anything that would fill the space. It rose quickly tothe ground level, wastamped down with heavy logs
and filled some more. When thishad been done the second time, the order wasfinally given, and the exhausted men
let go of theropes.

The column stood by itself, reaching up into theair, casting a great pointing finger of a shadow acrossthedun, a
shadow that had never existed before.
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Soon after dark the moon rose, shone down on the banquet that was already well under way. Thiswasa signal for
mor e admiring of Ason's sone—it had never been seen by moonlight before—and a pacing out of theimmense
shadow that the moonlight threw. The most venturesomewar riors came closeto therock and some even touched it;
Ason stood with hisback againg it and feared nothing. Alewasbrought to him thereand hedrank. Therewereno
women at the banquet, other than thosewho served thedrink, nor wastheir presence permitted at soimportant a
function. Ason ignored the woman's voice calling to him, but he could ignoreit no longer when Naikeri appear ed,
still speaking his name.



"Away," hecalled out, raisng hishand to strike her if she came any closer.

" Thereissomething you must know, something important/*

" Another time."

"It isimportant now. Shall | cometo you—or would you have mewait, away from the council ring?"

Ason jumped forwar d to seize her, but she escaped him. Angrily hefollowed her from thefire, until they werewell
away from the cir cles of men when sheturned to face him. Her belly waslar ge, pushing its mound up through her
clothing. When he saw thishelost some of hisanger, thinking about his son to be.

"1 haveword about the Adanteans,” Naikeri said. " Though perhapsthey areno longer asimportant to you asyour
stone.”

Heturned to admirethe column from thisnew angle, ignoring her waspish tones, women wer e often likethat. " What
haveyou heard of the Adanteans?"

1'They will march out of thevalley of the mineto attack you here. A kinsman of mineisleading them."
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For thefirst timein many daysthe ssonewasforgotten as Ason turned all hisattention to her. With the excitement of
the stone-raising, the Atlanteans had been out of histhoughts of late.

"Tel meall you know," hesaid.

" So how you have attention for me? Only when you need medo you even speak tome. At all other timesyou treat me
asthough | wereasdumb asthat soneyou havethere”

" Speak about the Atlanteans, woman," Ason said between histeeth.' * You can flay mewith your sharp tongue some
other time. What hashappened?’

In asudden change of mood shewent to him, her armsabout hisback and her face againg his. " | wish only to help,"
shesaid. "What | do, | dofor you, my king. Therewas no onebeforeyou, therewill be none other than you for me,
thisl promise. | carry your son and thisiswhat | want.”

Not untouched, Ason put hishand to her hair and felt its softness againgt hisribbed callouses. Standing close like
thisshetold him in awhisper everything she knew, everything she had done.

" Themen of Atlantisare stupid and think only of daves. M ogt of the near by Donbaksho are gone. When they capture
any now they put collarson them, lock them up so they cannot run away. But they know the Albi astraderswho can
help them, supply information aswell asfood and other thingsthey need, so they do not endave my people. Not yet. It
isthe cousin of my father Ler, aman named Turi—you saw him oncein my father's house—who has been helping
them. But hereportseverything that hedoes, so| learn about it. The man Themishasbeen asking him to guidea
force of men againgt you, but Turi hasbeen afraid of being killed. Now they have given him many gifts, and he has
agreed. Hewill bring them out—but hisfamily will go north as soon asthey leave, and other Albi aswell, because he
will take them through theforest to a spot
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whereyou and your men will bein hiding. Hewill be going ahead of the others, and you must let him escape. Then
everyone else can bekilled."

"When will thisbe?" Ason asked, speaking quietly despite the excitement he suddenly felt.

"Inthreedays time, in thevalley you know, beforethe hills, beyond the meadows of Dun Ar Apawherewerested
once. A kinsman of minewill meet you thereto show you the path that the other swill take, to point out the cousin of
my father so hewill not be harmed."

" No harm shall cometo him—but | will not say the samefor the Atlanteans. If we can sur prisethem, we can take
them one by one, wipethem out. We must leavetonight if wearetoreach the spot in time."

Ason returned to the banquet place and stood once mor e with hisback againgt his stone, his mind wor king steadily
ashethought about what must be done. The men of hisown teuta were here, but thereweremany other Yerni aswell.



Maklorbi himsdlf, thick-armed and gnarled, had come down from the north with eleven of hiswarriors. All had
helped in thelabor of the stone. Therewerewarriorsfrom Dun Finmog, while Ar Apa was herewith many of hismen.
If all thesewarriorswould fight together it would bethe largest striking force he had ever had. They would
accompany him, hewas sure of that. Hewould give the bull-chiefsrich presents now so they would want to come. He
would tell them all about thelong column of soldiersgoing through the forest, how they could be attacked and killed,
how their bronzearmor and bronze weaponswould be shared out afterwards. Not onewarrior in ten now owned a
bronzedagger for thetaking of heads—how they would value a sword! He knew that this could be done. Hewould tell
them how they would fight and win. They would follow him.

"Listentome" Ason called out, stepping forward. " Listen towhat | haveto say." Hewaited until they werequieter,
then told them what could be done.
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They reached Dun Moweg just after dawn, wherethey drank and rested. When M oweg saw all the men, heard what
was planned, he put on hisax and hair belt, took up hisshield. All of hiswarriorstheredid the same. They were
skilled hunters, so could appr eciate the differ ence between attacking a heavily armed enemy on hisown ground and
surprising a column of men strung out through heavy forest. When the attacking for ce mar ched out of the dun soon
afterwardsit wasmuch larger. They straggled out acrossthe plain, the armored Mycenaeansfirg, with the men of
Dun Ason jugt behind them. All of the other smar ched asthey wished, singly or in groups, sometaking paralléel
trackswhile other slagged behind, then hurried to catch up. A great sprawling, disor ganized mob of men, joined
together only by greed and pleasurein battle and killing.

They cameto the edge of the open down thefollowing day. There, at the forest'sedge, a small dark man waswaiting
for them. He came forward reluctantly to meet Ason, tremblingly awar e of all the axesand swords.

"1 am Gwyn, son of theaunt of Naikeri," hesaid quickly." | am the onewho waitsfor you."
'Thereisnothing to be afraid of—it isthe Atlanteanswho should befearful. Arethey on the march?"'

" A day behind me; they do not movefast in theforest. Along thissame path. Turi leadsthem, and he goesin fear that
hewill bekilled."

"Hislifeisin my handsand | will hold it safe.”

Ashisdisorganized army straggled up, Ason climbed to thetop of alargeboulder. They gathered around it, Aiasand
the Mycenaeans closest with the bull-chiefs, whilethewarriorspressed in on all sides.

"Thisistheway the Atlanteanswill come," Ason said. Themen stirred and craned their necksto look at the opening
intheforest wall.' 'Thetreesarethick here. Thereisthat hill aswell, which isdifficult to climb, a stream and
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a swampy area below. When they arrive, the Atlanteanswill be strung out along thetrail. Wewill bein theforest on
each side. They will march by usand will not seeus. You can do that because you are hunters, invisible if you wish to
be. You will liethere, but will not attack until the signal is given. Not because | will kill any man whoisgreedy and
attackstoo early—which | will—but because it isthe best way to surprisethe Atlanteans and to destroy them all.
They will pass between us, and when theleader sreach thisspot | will give my war cry and wewill attack. Every man
hearing the cry will shout it out himself and attack aswell."

Therewerecriesof agreement asaxeswerewaved in theair. Ason led theway into the forest with thewarriorsclose
behind. Thiswastheir work—and they knew how to doit well. They wereno longer boasting or swaggering; they
walked in silencelike great cats. Strong and deadly men, dedicated to battle and afraid of nothing. Thisgreat idand
wasthersand they ruled supreme. Now the men with bronze armor and weapons came and, though they respected
them, they did not fear them. For they did not fear death itsdlf in battle. They followed Ason and did ashebid, sinking
into concealment in the places he pointed out, moving off the path and in among thetrees. Down the hillsde Ason
went, with the men vanishing into the shade of the great treesbehind him, to the swamp at the bottom. Therewaseven
more cover hereamong thereeds Thewarriorshbent them carefully asdeinstead of breaking them asthey moved off
into the muddy water. Ason watched whilethelast of them vanished from sight, then started back up thetrail tothe
far end. HisMycenaeanswerein theforest too, spaced out one by onewherethey could do the most good by attacking
the Atlanteans singly. Drawing their attention sothe unarmored Yerni could cut them down.

Intheforest therewasonly silence. Thewind moved the
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branchesin thetreetopshigh above, but nothing else stirred. An army was hidden there, yet therewasno sign of it at
all. Silent asthetreesthemsdves, the Y erni waited. Aiasand Gwyn, waiting for Ason wherethetrail reached the
open down, wer ethe only onesto be seen. They moved off together between thetrees, then settled on the cool moss
behind thetrunk of a giant oak. Gwyn crouched down while Aias dozed, muttering in hisdeep, then jerking awaketo
look around. Ason sat with hissword in hishandsand listened to the small sounds of the forest. The day dowly
passed.

A distant shout.

Ason sat up silently, cocking hishead to listen better, wondering if he had heard it. But the other swere awake as
well, listening just asintently. Then it came again, a man calling out something and someone else answering, far
back down thetrail.

"They arecoming,” Aiaswhispered, fingering his sone-headed dedge. He had seen the cattle butcher using it and
had admired it, a short-handled heavy hammer of death. He had given a good copper pin for it. It wasbetter than a
sword, morelikeafist, moreto hisliking.

Thethree of them silently moved closer to thetrail, dropping behind athick tangle of hawthorn, looking out through
the heavy branches closeto the ground. Another voice could be heard and, a moment later, the shuffle of feet. There
wasthefirg flicker of motion down thetrail. An armored Atlantean cameinto view, walking just behind the
brown-dad form of an Albi.

"Thefirst oneisTuri," Gwyn whispered.

They wer e here—and unalar med. Which meant that the entire Atlantean column was strung out through the forest,
in themidst of the hidden warriors. Thetrap wasready to be sprung. Asthefirst Atlantean passed, Ason roseand
stepped from behind the bush, then ran forward.

Hewas halfway to thetrail with Aiasright behind him
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befor e one of the Atlanteans saw him and called a loud war ning—drawing hissword from itsdingsashedid. As
soon ashe spoke, so did Ason.

" Run, you foal, run!”

TheAlbi ran even before the wor dswer e out of Ason's mouth; he had been expecting theambush. The Adan-tean who
was guarding him was an instant dower, and hissword cut only air. He started to chase the guide, then realized that
Ason was almogt upon him and turned to defend himsdlf. Ason swung his sword down and shouted asloudly ashe
could.

" Ason abu!"

Then hissword struck the Atlantean's shield as he pushed the other's sword aside with hisown shield. Twisted his
sword up into abelly jab, hearing the echo of his cry sounding down through the forest. Ason abu. Asthewords
garted from one man'smouth, another picked it up and another, from both sides of thetrail. The attack was
launched.

"Asonisherel" the Adantean shouted, then choked asthe sword caught him in the ssomach, up under his
breastplate, toreout hislife.

Screamsand the crash of metal sounded from theforest. Ason withdrew hissword and turned about to fight for his
life. All of the nearest Atlanteanswereignoring the Y erni rushing towardsthem from theforest. They were
attacking him. Five, Sx of them at once. Swordsand spearsand a barrier of shields. Hedrew away, dashing at them,
until hisback wasagainst atree.

* Tome, tome!" heshouted, and hiscall wasanswered. Aiaswasthere, hisgreat hammer swinging, and the
warriorsof Dun Ason behind him. All Ason had to do wasto hold.

Hewasthe man the Atlanteanswanted, the man Themis hated, the onethey had come sofar to find. They attacked
him in overwhelming for ce, battering at him.
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Onewent down, then two—they were being attacked from behind, they could not hold out. A few insantsmore.

A few ingtantstoo many. A sword crashed against Ason'ssword, all theweight of the man'sbody behind it, pressing
him. Ason'sshield was up to block another sword.

The spear thrust in over the shoulder s of the nearest man, jabbing like a deadly fang.
Ason pulled hishead aside, but not fast enough.

The bronze speartip, honed and sharp, caught him full in thethroat and pressed home, through hisneck, pinning
him tothetree.

Blood filled histhroat; he could not shout.
Everything ended.
5

Againg thewhite-banked cloudsin the pale sky the pair of hawks moved, soaring in lazy cir cles, each one separ ate,
yet always closeto the other. The male saw a movement in the grass below and halted in midair, hovering motionless
under rapid-beating wings. He turned hishead from sideto sde until he saw the motion again. Therewas something
there. He closed hiswingsand fell downward like a stone, spreading hiswingswide only at thelast moment, with his
great clawed toesout before him. Never touching the ground, he beat hiswings and was up with something wriggling
in histalons, his mate soaring close to see the captive mouse. They swirled away into the distance over the gray down,
likeleaves beforethewind.

Therewereleavesaswell, turned red and yellow-brown, pulled from the branches by the cooler windsof fall. They
banked in the hollows, some even blowing far out across
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the plain to fall among the cattle cropping the sereremains of the summer'sgrass. To blow on again until they
lodged againgt the woven lattice wall of the dun that rose solitary from the plain. Thewind wasnot cold, not yet, but
therewasa crigpnessand a bitetoit that presaged the winter soon to come.

Even thelight touch of that moving air, the pale brightness of the sky, made Ason'sred-rimmed eyeswater. He
blinked away the obscuring tears. Thefiirson thelow couch on which he lay wer e soft and warm; softer furslay
acrosshim. Memories of daysand nightsand unending pain cameto him. Heremember ed waking like this, then
deeping again even before he knew hewas awake. It had been alongillness. Therewasalow crooning, and heturned
hishead with caution to look at Naikeri who sat, cross-legged, near by. She had thefront of her garmentsundone and
with her hand guided the fullness of her breast to the baby's mouth. It smacked industrioudy and madelittle
kneading motionswith itstiny hands. Sherocked dowly back and forth while it fed, humming the wor dless song.
Therewasa sudden shadow in the doorway, and I nteb bent to enter.

*'Awake, Ason?" hesaid, seeing that the other man's eyeswer e open. Ason nodded. He pointed to the cup of mead
near by on awooden chest. Inteb handed it to him and he sat up on hisebowsto drink it.

"You madeit tothedoor yesterday,” Inteb said, taking back thedrained cup. " Shall it be outsde on the balcony
today?"

"Heshould not moveyet," Naikeri said, shaking her shouldersangrily at thethought. Her breast fell from the
baby'smouth and he gurgled and sucked air, then began to howl with hungry anger.

"Hehasthevoiceof alion,” Inteb said. Thewailing cut off shar ply asthe baby began to feed again.
With Inteb'sarm about him Ason managed to climb to hisfeet. Everything swam in circleswhen hedid this, so he
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had to stand, leaning on the Egyptian's shoulders, until the motion stopped. Only then did hetakeafirst shuffling
footstep, then another. Hislegsfdt strange under him, and he knew that the flesh had fallen away from hisbody. It
would berebuilt. He must begin now. Sweat broke from his skin with the effort but he kept going, onediding step
after another, through the connecting apartment to theinner door. I nteb kicked this open and they went out into the



clear air, looking down at the center of thedun, at the hubbub of the daily activity. Thereweretheanimalsand the
playing children, the craftsmen laboring outside the door of their workshops, to catch thelight, the hundred and one
activitiesthat werethelife of thedun.

And something else, something new, that Ason had hear d about but had not seen until thismoment. Hisfingersdug
into Intch'sflesh and he pulled himsalf up straight, smiling with pleasure at the unbdievable sight.

Whereonegreat stone had risen from the ground the past summer, there now stood two. M atched and beautiful they
rose, white and glistening. Two immense columns planted deep in the earth, stretching up towar dsthe sky. At their
basesthey were closetogether, almost touching, but their sdeswereangled sothey grew narrower towardsthetop,
the space between them larger there. They were solid, strong, powerful; their presence spoke this message with firm
maj ety.

"Yes—" Ason said in arough, hoar se voice, hisfingersgoing up to histhroat, touching the edges of the great
puckered, red scar there.

Therewas morehewanted to say, much more, but the pain was gill in histhroat when hetalked. Only atiny memory
of theimmense pain that had bathed him for solong, but it was ill there. And hewastired. Inteb helped him ashe
did down dowly onto awooden chest. He sat with hisback to thewall, enjoying thelight, warm touch of the sunlight.

"Thereismoredonethan you realize," Inteb said, 251

pointing to the summits of the stones. " If you look at the tops of the columns, you will seethat they have been worked.
| had old Dursan up there on a scaffolding for so long that he said hefelt likeabird in atree. But heistheonly one
who can do thefinefinishing work. Helower ed the tops of both stones so that araised tenon remainsin the center of
each. Thiswill bebuilt just like thewood henges, they would do it no other way.'

Ason blinked in the strong light and looked again. Yes, there on the top, in the middle of each upright, wasthe salid
projecting bulge of thetenons, carved from the stonejust asthey were carved from wood.

"Thelintd isalmost ready to beraised, you can seethem working on it over there by thewall. It was squared before
we brought it in and now they are hollowing out the socketsfor thetenons. | had awicker form made—you should
have heard the women scream when we made them climb the scaffolding to the top—an exact duplicate of thetenons
on top and the distance between them. Dur san'smen are using the maulsto hollow out the sockets so that theform
fitsinto them. Thisisalmost done/!

+And by what magic. . .will you raisethat great soneinto theair ?"

" An important question.” Inteb paced thelength of the balcony and back, hisfingertipstogether before him. *'In
Egypt therewould beno praoblem. Onething my dear country has morethan enough of issand. Thiscan be shoveled,
carried, heaped intoamound, madeinto aramp or aroadway up which astone can bedragged. That isnot possble
here. Thiswhite chalk isalmost ashard asrock to break. Wewould labor for ayear getting enough for aramp.
Thereisanother way, but it would requirewood, immense amounts of wood, almost aforest.”

"Or adun?"

Inteb turned dowly, squinting in thought, to survey the apartmentsand walls of thedun. " Yes, thewood ishere.
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But | might need all of it. And your peoplelive here— what about them?"

" They can build houses nearby, just asthe old warriorsdo when they marry. Therewill be no hardship. But before
you tear down my dun, tel me, what isthe need?"

t'ltisatechniquewecall raising. It isused insdetombsand buildingsto lift large stonesor statuesinto place. | will
raisethe sonewith levers, just aswe do when welift a stoneto put rollersbeneath it. But instead of rollerswe put a
solid platform of logsbeneath it likethis" He held hishand out, flat, before him. " Now the stonerestson the
platform and it islevered up again. When thisis done a second log platform is placed acrossthefirst, going
cross-ways, likethis." Heput hisother hand flat on thefirgt, fingersgoing at right angles. " This makes a sturdy
support towork on, and thelevering up continues, with moreand mor e platformsbeing built beneath the stone, until
it hasreached thetop of the columns. It isthen pushed over and dropped into place. But, asyou see, a great amount of
wood isneaded.”



"You shall haveit. My entiredun if needsbe. Then | with have my stone hengeand | will call a meeting of thefive
teutashere. | will have my strength back, enough totalk to them about what will be done, and behind mewill bethe
strength of thestone. That will speak louder than | can." Hisface set suddenly into harder lines. " What about the
Atlanteans? Any reports?"

" From the Albi, nothing. They stay away since the Atlanteans murder ed many of them. Some even blameyou."
"Naikeri told methis. Shealso said that it isnot important.”

" Probably not, but it does shut off that sour ce of infor mation. But thewarriorswho go to the mineto throw stones at
them and shout insultsreport that the outer wall iseven higher, and that a wooden palisadeisbeing built
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" Defenseworks. They know Yerni can't get past something likethat." He hit hisfist against thewall in sudden
anger. " Thiswound. If | had not fallen wewould have gone on and surprised them at the mine, finished them all at
once."

*'Nonewould march without your leader ship. But don't forget that the Atlanteanswe trapped wer ekilled tothelast
man. Chased through thewoods and pulled down like stags. Therewere headsfor every warrior, armor and swords. It
wasyour victory, Ason, and they know it. They will follow wherever you lead now."

"1 will lead them. Thisquaking body will be strong again. When | am, | will bring the Y erni together, unitethem. But
will my henge of sone and wonder befinished by samain, when the cattle are brought in and thetradersarrive?"

"1t will be, even if we havetowork as| have donebeforg, in shifts. By tor chlight, someone alwaysworking. It will be
done”

" Then theword will go out now. The assembly of all theteutasof the Yerni will be held here. Here beforethe stones.
It will bethe beginning. Will they come?"

" They await only your word."
" Then giveit tothem."
6

Therewasaloud chuffing in the under growth, the sharp snap of twigs. The circle of men crouched low, spears
pointed and waiting, musclestaut, ready to jump instantly. When the boar came out it could attack in any direction;
fagt, low and dark. And deadly. Itswhitetusks could rip a man open with atwist of the massive head, dis-
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embowel him or strip the flesh from his 'cgs. Thiswas the deadliest creature in the forest. And now they had driven it
fromits forest refuge into the open down, to temporary safety in the large clump of bushes.

"He'swounded,™ Aias said, crouching and alert like the others, but carrying his hammer instead of a spear.

"A scratch," Ason said, panting heavily. The hunt had been a brief one, but his first since he had been wounded. He
was barely able to keep up with the others. His throat hurt as he gasped the air into his chest, but heignored it. He was
getting stronger, that was the only thing that counted.

"Boar, boar!" someone shouted from the far side of the bushes. There were excited cries and an angry squealing. More
crackling in the brush and then, like a dark thunderbolt, the boar hurtled from under the bushes at the wait-ling men,
towards the spears, twisting and dodging, its sharp hooves throwing up clods of dirt asit spun. With an angry squeal
it spun about and raced towards Ason, hooking its tusks at his legs.

There was not time to spear it, just to leap aside. Ason did this, felt the rough hairy flank brush against him and heard
the sharp cry from Aias, who leapt to meet the beast.

Fast as the boar was, the boxer was faster. The hammer chopped in a short arc and caught the beast in its shoulder
with aloud crack, bowling it over. For one instant it was on its back, black hooves waving, and Ason lunged. Asit
rolled back, the spear point caught it in the side and plunged deep, almost pinning it to the ground.



It screamed in agony and fear, writhing and trying to snap at the spear, itsred angry eye glaring at Ason. Then
another spear plunged home and another. It kicked spasmodically and died.

"Your tusks," Aias said as Ason dropped to the ground next to the beast, breathing as loudly as it had done.
"Thefirst blow. . .wasyours," he said between gasps. 255
'Thekill wasyours, oh king. What does a dave need with tusks? I'll have thetail, a morefitting part.”

Aiastook hisdagger and sawed thetwisted length of tail off at theroot and brushed smooth the tuft of hairson the
end. Then hestuck it in the back of hisbelt soit hung down behind. " Now Til be safein theforest," hesaid. " They'll
takemefor oneof them."

The Yerni howled with laughter and dapped their legs, hit one another on the back. Even Ason smiled dighdy,
breathing dower at last. Therewasthe sharp crack of stone on wood as one of the men chopped a sapling from a
near by grove. Another waslashing the dead beast'sfeet together with stripsof leather. Aias prodded the boar'sflank
with athick knobbed finger.

" Filled with acorns, rich with whitefat. | can tasteit already. M ead, ale, boar meat. Thisisa good land you rule, great
Ason.”

L eaning on his spear butt, Ason climbed to hisfeet asthey started back to the dun. The othersdung the boar from
the pole and followed behind, laughing and bragging to each other, comparing the fine white curve of their
moustachesto the sharp thrusts of the dead beast'stusks. And asthey always did now when they cameinto sight of
thedun, they marveled aloud at the changes. Any physical changewassorarein their livesthat something asmajor
asthishad to betalked about over and over tofix it intoreality.

It wasa change. The palisade of tall logshad been taken down completely, aswell astheroomsand apartmentsthat
werefixed toit. Now the dun wasjust acircular bank, cut by the entrance. The only building left wasthe workshaop,
which had not been touched. All about the embankment, in some cases pushed up against it, sood the buildingsand
shelterswherethewarriorsand their familiesand the many worker s stayed. There was some crowding, and
occasional fights, but noreal complaintsfrom the Y erni war-

256

riorsabout this. A new dun would be built, Ason promised that, and they wer e comfortable enough. None of thisreally
mattered. What wasimportant, the thing that made Ason different from any other bull-chief, made them better than
any other teuta, wasthegreat structurein the center of the dun. Thetwo stonesthat reached the sky, thethird
smaller sonenow rising intotheair, lifted by the Egyptian's magic. Once again ther e wer e shouts of amazement
when they saw the great creation, though therising balks of wood all but hid it from sight.

Inteb waswaiting at thefoot of the great timber congtruction when Ason cameup.
"Weareready/' Inteb said.

Ason led theway up thetall ladder tothetop, past layer after layer of logsthat were notched and fitted together into
an immovablewhole. On the platform that formed the top section lay the great sonelintel. Next toit and stting on it
wer etheworkerswho had raised it thisfar. Cut into the bottom of the stone, not visible now, wer ethe two sockets
that would fit over the upright tenonsthat projected from thetop of thetwo columns. Ason admired these
congtructions, running hishand over the smooth bulge of their surfaces, realizing how much stone had had to be
pounded away toleavethem here.

" Noticethetopsof thecolumns," Inteb said, coming up behind Ason. " Notice how they ar e scooped out so thelintel
stonewill settlefirmly into place. It will not beabletorock or shift in position.”

" A great work," Ason said with conviction.

Not too much of the summits of the great stones could be seen. Thelogsthat made up thetop threelayersof the
platform had been extended out to rest on thetopsof the columns, aswell asbeing held up by the platfor msbeneath
them. Using the stones as supports, the platfor m was now much bigger, extending out over the stones.

"Wewill movethelintd now," Inteb said, ordering up
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the leathern buckets of grease. Animal fat had been rendered down until it was thick as mud. Inteb himself threw down
thefirst handfuls.

"I want it here, all the way across the platform and on these logs. Not close to the edge or you fools will be diding in it
and falling off. It isfor the stone, not for you." He handed over the bucket and supervised the application.

When an even layer of grease had been applied, Ason and Inteb stood to one side while the workers grabbed up the
long levers. Holes had been chopped in the top layers of logs, and heavy stakes had been driven into them. A thick
log was placed against the stakes, running behind the back of the stone and leaving just enough room for the leversto
be inserted. They pressed against thislog and levered against the stone. When they were all in place, Inteb shouted
the beginning of the chant that kept them working in unison.

' 'Seat the lever, seat it deep.”

"Bu\" the workers shouted in answer.
"Weight on the wood and ready to pull."
ngk

"Pull now, pull, pull!"

e

Chanting together, they applied their strength, and the wood creaked beneath them. The stone slid forward a small
amount. The chant went on until they had moved it far enough to get a smoothed section of wood in between their
levers and the back supporting log. Asthe stone moved, more and more of the greased area came under it so that the
going was easier. There was grease about the platform now, and Inteb halted the operation while he sent down for
buckets of sand t© throw on it. The men needed a firm footing to work—aside from the fact that afall from this height
would surely be fatal. Then the work went on. Slower and slower as the lintel approached the correct position over the
supporting columns. Inteb ran back and forth peering under the stone, calling out in-
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gructions. It waslevered from one side, and then from theend, while I nteb crawled about it and hung over empty
gpaceto check thealignment. Hewasfinally satisfied and ordered a halt.

"Onelast step,” hetold Ason, wiping the sweat from hisfor ehead with hisarm, hishandsblack jwth greaseand
bark." A supporting timber isremoved from under each end of the stone, and in their place a stack of theseflat
boards, adzed down out of split logs, issubstituted. When the soneisresting on the stacked boar ds, we lower it just
asweraised it to thisheight—only in reverse. Oneend israised, aboard isremoved, it islowered onto the
remainder. Then the same processis repeated at the other end. Light asathistlethe great stonewill sink toits
resting place."

Hemuttered a prayer to some animal-headed Egyptian deity asheturned to direct thefinal stage. It wasthe most
delicate.

Oncetheweight was on the stacked boar ds the supporting logswere did out from under it, dropped to theground.
Then, with careful efforts, the sonewaslevered up again just enough to pull out a boar d before being dropped back
ontotheothers.

What vet went wrong happened very quickly. Thelinte had been lower ed so that thetips of thetenonswerejust
entering the socketsin the stone. Ten men hung from thelever that held the stone, while two other s steadied the
planksand athird man withdrew thetop plank.

Therewasthe sudden crack of breaking wood and someone screamed.

Themen on thelever fel in atangle, thelength of wood no longer supporting the stone. It dropped onto the pile of
boardsand the oneboard half removed, shuddered therefor an interminableinstant on the uneven support.

Splintering and crashing, the supporting pile bent and broke. The massive weight of thelintel dropped, fell heavily
onto the stone column.
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It struck with crushing impact and a crash asloud asthunder. Bits of stone flew out asthe supporting bulk of timber
swayed. A shudder went through the stone upright, Ason's stone, thefirst stone.

Everything moved, lurched sickeningly likethe solid ground during an earthquake. Men shrieked and dropped, one
falling from thetimbers, surethat everything was collapsing, crashing down to destruction.

Timeflowed dowly whereit had rushed a moment earlier. Instants passed with the hesitant quality of drops of water
falling from mdtingice. Theworld trembled and moved.

Then everything was gill. The horrified men stared into each other'sfaces, seeing their own terror mirrored there.
But the movement stopped and they looked around them, numbed.

Theboardsat one end weregone. Thelintd angled down from the pr ecarious balance of the boards at the other end,
tothe solid stone of the column on which it rested. Thetenon was out of sight and fitted neatly intoits socket. The
stones still stood.

Screaming, pained screaming drew them back. Inteb jumped forward.
" Supportd" heshouted. " Get them under here. Now. Beforethisother end goes. Jump, jump!”

The screaming went on. Ason saw that one of the wor ker shad been under the stonewhen it dropped, his body and
head smashed between the soneand thewood. Hewasslent. Forever.

But another man was till alive, shrieking in agony, over and over again asfast as he could fill hislungs. He had
been pushing theboard out of theway, and hisarm had been under the ssonewhen it dropped. It was gtill there,
crushed, flattened, trapped between the massive stones.

After the accident the men wer e unnerved enough; the screaming did not help them to do the exacting work needed if
agreater tragedy wereto beaverted. Ason
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Ason shook hishead. ' 'A victory iswhen the enemy diesor fleesthefield. Wekilled many—but even more ill live
and will pursueus."

" If wehad had moremen," Finmog said darkly. Ason agreed.
"If all thewarriorshad been ther e, the outcome might have been different. But many havenot arrived yet. We
attacked at night and we surprised the Atlanteans, that much we can agree on. But the attack was confused in the

darkness, so they soon fought back well. Our warriorslost their way in thedark, or stopped for loot or heads, so the
attack logt its push. Wewithdrew. The enemy till comeson. Wemust not deny these facts."

"It wasagood battle; hundredsdied,” Ar Apagrumbled, and the othersnodded.

"Thenext battleisthe onethat will betheimportant one" Ason said. They had to agree, although they did not liketo
doso. " It will befought here, in thisgreat dun of the Y erni, and many will die."

"'"Morewarriorsareon theway from our duns,* Ar Apasaid. " They will beangry that they missed last night's
battle, and will fight all the harder. Wewill all fight the harder for the great dun of the Yerni."

They werein complete agreement about that. It seemed to settle any differences of opinion. M ost of them wereadeep
within a few minutes, aswerethe other warriorswho had fought the previousnight. Ason's head was nodding too.
Inteb put hisarm about Ason'sgrimy shoulders, smelling the acrid sweat and fatigue.

"Will wewin?" heasked.

Ason looked about at thefour bull-chiefsand lowered hisvoice.

" There can be no thought of winning. Wemust kill asmany aswe can to avenge the daughter. And to help Mycenae.
Y ou must leave now, my Egyptian. Turi will takeyou to the Albi and you will be safe.”

"Will you comewith me?"
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"Tobattle, of course. If wemust die, wewill die as heroesand men."
10

From thetop of the embankment around the dun, thefigures could be seen coming acr ossthe plain whilethey were
gill far away, dark blurson the horizon. The sky waslow and solid with clouds, while from timeto time lightning
would flicker, followed by the deep rumble of distant thunder. Rain would be ardief—it was so hot and close. But it
did not come.

Asthey camenearer, the dark shapes separated into groups of men making their way towardsthedun. Warriors, all
of them. Somewith trophies, somewith wounds, all of them tired. Thefirg of them dropped into the shade of the
buildings outsde the embankment, calling out loudly for ale.

"What a battle," one of them found the energy to shout.

"Killed ahundred, took a hundred heads," ancther said, although hisonly prize seemed to be a blood-stained dagger
shoved into hishair belt.

Therewas much boasting and swaggering, for that isthe Yerni way. Inteb ignored it all until Ason and the other
bull-chiefsfinally appeared, coming in with thelast of the men. They went to the center of thering of soneto the
great stone henges. Each sat before his own, gaining strength from the stone.

"Neither avictory nor adefeat," Ason said, licking the golden drops of alefrom hislips.
"Avictory," Ar Apainssed. Inteb sat next to Ason and passed him the ale beaker.
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result. But can you besure? If all arenot killed and they are as strong and as numer ous aswe think, they will still
comeon inthemorning. . . ."

'Thistime| cannot useyour counsd/* Ason said. # Thisisatimefor battle" Thebull-chiefsnodded their headsin
solemn agreement.

"Killl" Naikeri screeched, and hurled the pouring vessd to the floor, whereit broke and splattered alein all
directions. In the other room the baby complained lugtily, then began to cry. " Kill. Do you know anything but killing?
Isthat all you can do? We of the Albi livewithout your warsand killing. Wefind that life can hold other things.
Swords, axes, killing—isthat all that the world contains?"

Ason wasinsulted by her wordsand actionsand turned hisback; the bull-chiefsall found the open door worth
examining. I nteb spokefor them, angry himsalf now.

"It containsmore—but if that wereall it contained it would be enough. Mankind hasa naobility that the lowest
animalscan never obtain. In thelife of thewarrior and in battleit reachesitshighest point. That is something that
you,awoman" he spoketheword likea curse, " will never understand.”

"Thereisnothing to understand. It isa madness. Likethe stag in the spring who fight and lock their hornsand die
fighting. Lock your hornsand die—I don't want to under s¢and. Die—"

Ason sprang to hisfeet. He seized her and dragged her from theroom, pushed her through the door and sealed it
shut behind her. Her wordswerelike a curse, and ther ewas a bleakness now that pressed against him.

"You areawarrior, Ason," Inteb said quietly. " The man of battles sandshighest in theranks of man. You stand
highest of them all. Hundreds come running to follow whereyou lead. Wherewill that be?"

Ason touched hishand to the pomme of hissword.
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"Itisour battle Moweg shouted angrily. " They cometo our lands, they attack our duns, they seek the death of a
bull-chief. Our battle/" He bit savagely on the meat, histeeth crunching through the gristle. Ar Apa nodded
agreement. So it wasdone.

"How many ships?" Inteb asked.



"Turi said therewere seven.”

"That isvery bad."

"That istheway it is."

"Must you fight them now?" Inteb said.

Ason was surprised. " Of course. What elseisthereto do?"

"Many things" Naikeri cried and stepped back when Ason waved her to slencewith a chop of hishand. " They
cannot find you on thisidand if you do not wish to be found. What madnessisiit to go tothem and seek death—"

"Bequiet, woman."
" —because death isall you will find. Other thingsare possible.”
"Thisistheway it will bedone."

The Yerni bull-chiefs chewed their meat and looked out of the doorway; women are not per mitted totalk at such
times. Naikeri called out to Inteb.

"Help me, Egyptian. No, do not help me; you will do nathing for that reason. But help Ason. Y ou know nothing but
twisted secret ways. Find another way to fight the Atlanteans. You can.”

I nteb nodded rductantly and turned to Ason.

"I know that women are of littleimportanceto the Yerni, or tothe men'of the Argolid, for that matter. But in Egypt
we areawar e that through women different voicestalk, and welisen. A way can befound to fight the Atlanteans
other than by headlong combat.”

"Wesurprisethem at night and kill them," Ar Apa said.
"If that could happen we could hopefor no better 281
thing. Ason let them speak their wrath before he called for attention again.

1 They have come along way to die," he said, and there were shouts of agreement, which faded quickly so they could
listen as the bull-chiefs talked. 'They come through the wold and the going will be heavy. Thereisvery little chance
that they will be here before dark, so they will have to stop somewhere for the night. | have sent men to find the place
where they stop. We must send for all the warriors to follow us. Then we must march at once with the warriors who are
here. We will find the place where they are camped. Like the wolves, we will attack by night. We are hunters of the
forest, we are hunters of men, we arekillers of men. ..."

His words were drowned out by excited war cries and the thud of axes against shields. The Y erni did not usually fight
during the night, but they welcomed a battle at any time and shouted their enthusiasm.

The messengers were sent. Ason called to the bull-chiefs and they went with him to his house. Inteb followed after,
the only one who showed any concern for the future. Naikeri was waiting for them, and Ason ordered her to bring
fresh ale, meat and salt. They sat and Naikeri brought the trays to set before them. They dipped the meat into the salt
and ate, passed the cup around and drank. Here, away from the crowd, Inteb was aware that Ason was as concerned
about the future as he was.

"I am the one the Atlantean Themis wishesto kill," Ason said. They nodded their heads in agreement. Ason's battle
and escape made a good story that improved in the telling. They had heard it many times, never often enough. "'l will
cdl him out and do battle with him before the warriors."

"No," Ar Apasaid. "Heisnow drag-leg the cripple and no longer aman. He will not fight. We must fight them all."
"It ismy battle."

280

riorswho were hurrying up, awar e that something was happening. Ason looked at them all and cameto a quick
decison. Hecalled two of thewarriorsto him.



" Comn, you areatracker of gameand of men. Korm, | have heard that you could run adeer into theground if you
wished." Heraised hishand in silencetheinstant boaststhat sprangto their lips.

"Hereiswhat you must do. | have been told that the Atlanteansar e on the way here, mor e Atlanteansthan you have
ever seen before. They seek to attack usby surprise, but that isa gamethat two can play at. It issaid that they come
from themine, over thewolds. Do you know that track?"

Both men did. He questioned them about it until heknew what sort of atrack it was.

" They cannot mar ch too fagt, not with that many men, or through that kind of country. So hereiswhat you two must
do: You must take a skin of water and some meat. L eave and go down thetrack asslently asa hunting fox. You must
not be seen. You must find the Atlanteans and follow them until they make camp for the night. When they do this,
Comn must stay and watch them. Korm must return hereto tell uswherethey are. Wewill mar ch against them. Do
you under sand?"

When they had each repeated theingructions he dismissed them. They left at arun. Ar Apaand M oweg appear ed,
pushing through the excited crowd. I nteb had finished with the stone and descended from thewood, and was as
curiousaseveryoneese. Therewereno secretshere; all actions of theteuta and thewarriorsweredecided in
public.

"What of the Atlanteans?" Ar Apacalled out.

"They comein force" Ason answered. " Ships have brought moremen and they are on their way to attack ushere, in
our dun."

Therewerecriesof outrageat this, and bloodthir sty boasts of what would happen to thosewho dared such a
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"We found him this morning/* the warrior said. "Out on the plain. Stumbling along, coming thisway. All he would say
isyour name, and that the Atlanteans were on the way."

"I wish they would/* Ason said. "We have lost enough good men trying to get over their wail. Bring that water over
and we will find out what is happening/' The Atlanteans could not threaten him, Ason knew that, yet he still had a hard
knot of worry in his middle. Something must have happened to send Turi running all thisway.

The exhausted Albi gulped at the water, drinking half. Then he raised the bow! with shaking fingers and poured the
rest of it over his head.

"The Atlanteans march in this. . .direction," he finally gasped out. "Coming over the wolds, being led."

"We will welcomethem," Ason said.

"No. . .more. . .more landed. They marched at once."

The hard knot was now aweight of stone. Ason shook the man so his head bobbed back and forth.

"More of them—how many more? Do you mean more ships? How many ships?'

"Thismany," Turi said, holding up the fingers of one hand and two fingers of the other.

Seven ships. Ason released him and he sank back to the ground. Seven ships. How many men in each? All of them
armed, armored, fighting men of the sea king. Themis had commanded. That iswhy he had sent away the captured
Mycenaean ship with such asmall crew. That had been reported to him: he had paid no attention. To send back the
tin, yes, but even more important to send for men. Ason was suddenly aware of his silence, and that the warriors were

watching him.

"You," he commanded the nearest. "Go to the place where we get the stones. Tell the bull-chief Ar Apaand the
bull-chief Moweg that | wish to see them at once.”

The man left at once, passing the bondsmen and war-278
completering of stones, though they little resembled that now. Since each warrior chose hisown placeto enter and to

facein somefavored direction, the twenty-four completed upright stonesformed a very ragged circle. Threetogether,
threeisolated stones, then a cluster of eighteen. Only six of the lintelsthat connected the upright stones above had



been completed. These were harder to shape and fit—and to raiss—and only five werein postion, whilea sixth rested
on arising frame of logs. Thework progressed.

On amorning very much like many other mornings, thework was going ahead steadily just asit had since thefirst
stone had been raised. It wasthen that Ason heard the shoutsin the distance, asthough someone wer e calling his
name. But the shoutswerelogt in the voices closer by, on thetop of thetimber congtruction. The car eful operation of
lowering one of thelintel stones of the circle of doorswasjust under way. These stones had been shaped with great
kill, not only socketed under neath at each end to fit on thetenon of the upright, but a projection had been left at the
end of each lintel that would fit into an opening in the next. Settling these stonesinto place was an exacting oper ation.
The shoutscame again and thistime Ason heard hisname clearly. Heturned, wiping the sweat from hiseyes so he
could see, and looked acrosstheplain.

Three men wer erunning through the entrancein the embankment. Two of them werewarriorsof hisown teuta, and
they half-carried between them the brown-clad form of an Albi. They had their handsunder hisarmsto kegp him
from falling. Hishead bobbed about and he seemed to bein thelast stages of exhaustion. It was Turi, Naikeri's
cousin. One of thewarriorssaw Ason on thetimbers, and cupped hishand to hismouth and called out loudly.

" Atlanteand!"

Ason sprangto theladder and did down it, two rungsat atime, turning to facethem. They had been running hard in
the heat and wereall gasping for breath. The Albi had fallen to the gound as soon asthey stopped.
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winter of unaccustomed labor, but only the bondsmen complained. To thewarriorsthe bending of theintractable
soneto their willsand bodieswasa miraclethat wasrenewed every day. They camefrom the dunsof the other teutas,
bringing the bondsmen laden with food for thewinter. The animalshad been daughtered, meat dried, alemade. There
was nothing to do until spring except hunt, and thisworking of the sone held mor e excitement than the wildest hunt.
Finger swerebruised, feet crushed, four men dead already, but thiswas nothing. They fought with the soneand won.

Now therewas another kind of fighting to think of.

" The Atlanteans ar e sending out hunting parties,” Ason said. " | have had reportsfrom the Albi, from the Hunters,
aswedl, who watch themine."

""They will bewell armed and ready," Ar Apa answered distractedly, hiseyes till upon the great stones.

" They cannot match the Yerni in theforest. We can surprisethem—but we will wait until they arereturningto the
mine."

Ar Apalaughed at this. " Only you would havethought of that, Ason. Not only their headsand their swords—but their
kill aswell."

It wasawinter long remembered, awinter well enjoyed. Thelabor on the soneswasinterrupted only by raidson the
Atlanteans. Both were most satisfying. Until the Atlanteans grew wary, their hunting partieswere easier to ambush
and trap than the gameitsdf, which produced the double benefit of meat and heads. It wasa finewinter. When spring
and thewar mer weather returned, thewarriorswereloath toreturn to their own dunsand their duties. They sayed
among the great stonesaslong asthey could.

The construction went ahead rapidly. Once the five henges wer e congtructed, the men turned with equal enthusiasm
totheerection of the outer stones, the doorways of thewarriors. These doorwayswould eventually makea
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"I will not lietoyou," Gestum said. " But | work only for the Geramani. We sold information and did work for the
Trojan, wererepaid and received tin. Now heisdead. You arethe power in thisidand now and wewill work with you.
We can help each other."

At timestherewaslittle pleasurein being a king. Ason thewarrior, knowing what Gestum had done, would have
happily plunged hissword into the man's middle. Ason theruler could not. Everything the man said wastrue. They
could help oneanother and each would profit. Perhapsaway could even be arranged to get tin to Mycenae down the
Danube. Thegold of Dun Ason would pay for it.

#“St and drink with me" Ason said. " | admireyour amber/'



"1 will drink. I admireyour decison.”
9
" Ar Apaabu!"

All thewarriorsof histeuta shouted, asdid the other swho wer ethere when the great pile of wood camedown. The
tall white form of the new henge was disclosed. It stood on theright of Ason's henge, built of the same stone, dressed
and smooth. Ason'shengewasthetaller, that wasonly right, but they were both giantsin theland. Acrossthe dead
council firethe untopped spires of ancther hengerose from the ground. When the shouting died the sharp ring of
rock on rock could clearly be heard in thedry, cold air. Therewasa sprinkling of snow in the hollows, whilemore
threatened from the date-gray sky.

Ar Apahad no words—thiswas beyond wor ds—but he danced from foot to foot with pleasure, swinging hisax about
hishead. They all knew how hefdt. It had been a
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bending over before him, opening arall of leather on the ground. He sat on hishedsbehind it and arranged the
display of lumpsand plates of amber of all shades." | am Gestum and | lead my clan.”

Ason picked over the pieces, holding up thefinest onesand looking through them at thefire.
" They aregood. My workmen mugt seethem.”

' know that. | only show them to you so wetalk. Thereare many eyeson us. Do not reach for your red-stained
dagger to haveit drink at my heart when | tell you | have dealt with the Atlanteans."

Ason held up a piece of amber, but looked beyond it at the other man for thefirst time. Hewastall, well dressed in a
long cloak that was sealed by a curving gold bar, rich and heavy. The bar held the cloak away from hisbody, the
bell-shaped ends of the bar peering brightly through thefabric. Therewere gold braceletson hisarms, gold aswell
on the bronze of hiswide-horned helm. A short sword of bronzewasin hisbelt; a bronze-headed ax wasbeside him on
theground. His cold blue eyes stared into Ason'sand hewasnot afraid.

"You know | war with the Atlanteans?"

"That iswhy | am here, though othersdo not likeit. | have said my people deal with the Atlanteansand that is
because we must. They have campsand minesfor tin on thelandsin our valleys. They aretoo strong to fight. By
aiding them we gain many things. Wework our own bronze now, whileour tradersgo along theriversboth east and
west. Weknow of thewar between Atlantisand Mycenae. That isa good thing. Weknow that you area Mycenaean
and have now united thetribesof the Yerni."

"You know a good deal,” Ason said with nowarmth at all in hisvoice.' 'Perhapsyou learned alot from the Trojan
Sethsusand even helped him?"

"Wedid."
Gestum rosewhen Ason did, and they stood therefaceto face.
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fore hishenge and drank some more, glad he had come, thinking that an assembly placefor all the Yerni wasavery

good thing.

Ason was happy to lean against hisstonesand drink quietly. Hewastired and histhroat ill ached. Yet Inteb had
been right. They wereall with him. The hengeswould be built.

Thewarriorsgrew very drunk asthe night wore on. Ason almost wished he could lie down and deep, but he could not
leave whilethe other swere ill here. Much later Inteb came and sat beside him and had some ale from his cup.

'Therehasbeen an accident/' Inteb said. " Thedruid Nemed isdead."
"That ispleasant news." Ason touched histhroat. " How did he die?"

"Hewasfound on the ground with hishead on arock. He must havefallen and struck hishead on therock and died."



"What athin skull theman had. | wonder if he could have had any help in embarking on thisvoyage?"

" Such thingsare alwayspossible, | suppose. But no onewill speak thethought aloud. He and Maklorbi plotted your
death. Both of them aredead, instead, on the same night. | think the plotting will stop for awhile."

"1 think sotoo. Thedruid must havea very largefuneral with many funeral games."

Ason looked acrossthefireto the place where Aias sat. Had he been therethe entire evening? He could not
remember. Theboxer wasdrinking from a cup that looked small in that great fist. A fist that could break ajaw and
kill. Or ahead? Perhapsit would bebetter not to know. Thedruid would no longer plot againg him, and that wasall
that really mattered.

"1 haveamber from the north here, great Ason. Brought by trailsthrough the dark forest and down theriver Rhine
and acrossthenarrow seatoyou."

Ason looked up to seethat one of the Geramani was 273
arms. Thiswill bethedun of all theYerni. In sone."

After thisno one held back. Therewas shouting, war cries, axeswer e brandished while boastsdrowned out boasts. In
the excitement and noise Ar Apa cameover and sat by Ason. They drank together. Ason returned the sone ax.

"You weretherewhen | needed you," Ason said.

"You did good servicewith thisax and it will beremembered. But thereissomething | must ask you. Your Egyptian
did not say how many door stherewould bein the sonedun.”

"No oneasked him."

"That istrue. But | have been thinking of my dun and the door sfor thewarriorsand thinking of all thewarriors
here Thisstonering will beavery large one?"

"1t will be, though not that big. The blue soneswill bereset hereand thering built around them. Therewill bethirty
doorsinit, or soInteb says. It will beagreat labor."

" Isthirty a big number?"

Ason held up thefingersof hisright hand. " Thisisthe number five. Therearefiveteutas" Headded thethumb of
hisleft hand tothe others. " Thisissix. Therewill be six doorwaysfor each teuta and six doorwaysfivetimesisthe
number thirty."

Ar Apafrowned and scratched at thedirt with hisfinger. " Therearemorethan sx warriorsin my teuta."
"Thereare. But only six will be honored. They will befrom among your kinsmen, they will bethe strongest warriors.
To haveadoorway will beavery good thing. Warriorswill [abor hard to be one of those six. They will work hard to
help you. You will alwaysknow you can count upon their aid.”

Thinking about this, Ar Apa nodded and almost smiled. It issometimesharder to remain a bull-chief than it isto
becomeone. Therewererivalriesand feudswithin theteutathat never stopped. The six stone doorswould help, they
would help him very much. Hewent back be-
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before his henge Ar Apa saw the stones. He shouted with happiness at the thought.

"Ar Apaabu! Ason abu!"

"'Ason abu." More than one voice shouted it, and when they quieted Ar Apa called out again.

"Ason—will you be bull-chief of all the Yerni?'

Ason put his hands flat against the stone and said, "1 will."

There were more loud cries at this and al of them seemed in favor of the plan. The bull-chiefs and their teutas would
lose nothing by it—but would gain agood deal. There were other tribes to the north, beyond the forests, who raided



for cattle here in the south. Now they could be attacked in force. There would be rich booty. And the henge, there
would always be that. When they were most enthusiastic Ason called for quiet again, then pointed to Inteb.

"Thisis Inteb the Egyptian, the builder. It was he who shaped and lifted these stones for me. He will tell you of
something else that will be done here."

Ason had been doubtful of Inteb's plan at first, but the more he thought about it the more appealing it became. He
needed more than just the bull-chiefs' alegiance; he must have the warriors as well. Inteb knew how to accomplish
this.

"The five henges for the five bull-chiefs will be here." Inteb pointed and their eyes followed his hand. "Around them
shall be a stone dun for the warriors. A ring of stones joined together at the top by other stones, with doors for the
warriorsto enter.”

There were gasps, then cries of approval for this, and Inteb waited until they had quieted. "Asthe warriors of Dun
Ason each now has his stone, so shall the most valiant warriors of all the duns have doorways in this stone dun. They
will put the heads they have taken on the lintel above, during feasts will hang it with their prizes and
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their places. Then Ason rose and went to cut thefirst portion of the meat. The headless cor pse remained therefor the
rest of thebanquet asasilent reminder.

Despite the presence of the body, humorsimproved under the ondaught of food and drink. In alittlewhiletherewas
much shouting and bragging acrossthefire. When it grew dark thisfirewasfueled with resiny pinelogs, until it
sparked and crackled and flamesrose high into the air. By their light the ssone-henge loomed even larger and more
impressive. When the bull-chiefsand thewarriorswalked closetoit none could resist theimpulseto reach out and
feci its grainy-smooth surface. Ason was not unawar e of this, and when the proper time came he sood and touched
the henge himsdlf and everyone was silent.

+'] am Ason. | havekilled a hundred timesa hundred men. | havekilled bull-chiefs. | havekilled Atlanteans. | have
killed every animal that rovestheland, caught every fish that leapsin the sea. | am bull-chief of thisdun. | have built
thishenge."

Thetruth had mor e effect than any number of boasting lies. He had donethesethings. The great soneswerehereto
proveit. Not avoicewasraised in dissent.

" Today thefiveteutasof the Yerni meet together for thefirst timeat samain. You areall herebecauseyou are
bull-chiefsin your own duns, and that istheway it will always be. But we are something more. Wearethe Yerni, and
together there arenonewho dare stand againgt us. | ask you to join meherein a union of thefiveteutas. | ask you to
dothis here in adun of all the Yerni, adun of akind never seen before. Made of stone. If you join me hereyour
wooden hengeswill betaken down and in their placeyou will erect a stone henge, just as| have done. Thiswill be
done”

They looked, all of them, at the wooden hengesand at Ason's of stone, and in their mindsthey could see great stones
risngin their places. Thiswas something! Seated
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Ason would die, but to hishead, to hisface, hisfingers crawling up to seizethe sides of his skull. Histhumbsto dig
into Maklorbi's eyes.

Something that davesdid when they fought without weapons, something awarrior would never think of. Thumbs
digging deep into eye sockets, gouging, blinding.

Maklorbi'sbattlecry turned into a cry of wavering pain as hishands dropped from Ason'sthroat and clutched at his
ruined eyes.

Ason drew hisdagger . In the same motion he plunged it up under the other man'sribsand into hisheart.

Gagsping for breath, hishead swimming with a pain so great that hisvison wasfogged and he had to blink to clear his
eyes, Ason bent over the cor pse. While ali the watcher s shouted Ason abu over and over, he sawed through the neck
until the head was separ ated from the body. Hewasred to hiselbowswith gor e before he wasfinished. The dagger
dipped from hisfingers. Seizing the decapitated head by onelong moustache, he straigthened up and walked, step by



dow step, to the great stone-henge. Hethrew the head down between the uprights, whereit stared sightlessy out at
the council fire.

"1 am Ason, bull-chief of the Yerni," he said hoar sdly, leaning back againgt the cool stone so hewould not fall.

8

Ason drank thirstily of theale, then mead rich with honey that brought somerdief to histhroat. Little by littlethe
pain ebbed away. He saw the threeremaining bull-chiefsdrinking in silence whilethe great roast pig cooled on the
hurdles. When warriors of Maklorbi'steuta cameto take the body he sopped them and or dered them back to
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Maklorbi stopped and stepped back, shaking hisax and shield over hishead and shouting hiswar cry.

Ason felt thewound. It wasnot deep but it bled, and mote of hisfailing strength seeped away with every drop. Hewould
die—and hedid not want to. Maklorbi spun about to shout hiswar cry again. When hedid, Ason dipped hisarm from
theloopsingdethe shield and grasped it instead with hishand.

" Ason abu!" heshouted in hishoar se voice and leaped to attack.

Maklorbi braced hislegsand stood waiting, smiling broadly so hisyellow teeth could be seen. Ason swung awide,
full-armed blow that whistled about in a great widearc aimed at Maklorbi'sside. The bull-chief moved his shidd out
to catch it, and ashedid this, Ason threw hisown shigld full into the man'sface.

The edge of the shidld caught M aklorbi squarein the mouth, and hefdl back bellowingin pain. Ason'sax bounced
from the other's shidd, then swung over in a quick blow that struck Maklorbi'sright arm. The edge of the ax did not
hit, but the weight of the stone was enough to strike the ax from Maklorbi'sfingers.

Before Ason could recover and strike again, Maklorbi had hurled hisown shield aside and dived forward, hisfingers
locking into Ason'sthroat.

The pain was overwhelming and almost drove awar enessfrom Ason'sbrain. Through a haze he saw Maklorbi'sface,
mouth gaping, spitting blood and teeth. A roaring wasin Ason'shead ashetried to swing the ax, but the other wastoo
closefor himtouseit. Helet the ax drop, struck out with hisfists, but it did little good. He was awar e of shoutsand
loud voices, onefamiliar voice shouting louder than all the other s—Aias bellowing something. Something about
fighting, something he could bardy under stand. Then the meaning of the words penetrated the sicknessand pain.
Ason reached out hishandsin obedience. Not to Maklorbi'sthroat, becausein an even contest of strength
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will kill him, and with my knife take hishead, and tonight hishead will be beneath my knee."

Ashesaid this Ason dropped hissword and hisshield to the ground and torethe laces from hisarmor and his
greaves. Hethrew these aside, hishelmet aswell, until he stood unarmed except for the dagger on the cord about his
neck. Then he picked up the shield and dipped hishand through the loops on its back.

"1 am Ason of Mycenae" hecalled out. " | am Ason of the Yerni of Dun Ason, and thisismy henge. | am akiller of
men. | will kill Maklorbi with an ax. | call tomy friend Ar Apaof Dun Ar Apaand tell him | will do honor to hisax and
will battle M aklorbi with it."

Ar Apajumped to hisfeet and swung hisarm in adow circle so hisax flew acrossthefire, and Ason grabbed it from
theair.

"Maklorbi abu!" Maklorbi shouted, clashing hisax againg hisshield and running forward.
" Ason abu!" Ason called out and stepped forward to meet him.
Ax struck shied and the battle began.

After thefirst blowsit was clear who would win. M aklorbi wasthe stronger. With ax againgt ax little else counts.
The stone head of hisax thudded against Ason'sraised shield: Ason felt the shock of it in hisarm. Hisown blow was
caught and brushed aside. Even while his shield arm was aching from thefirst blow a second and a third rained down.
Ason backed away but, relentlessas death, M aklor bi followed him, hisax blows as continual and strong asthough he
wer e chopping down a tree. Hewas chopping down aman, for with each blow Ason fdt the strength going from him.



He panted with the effort to stay alive. Hisreactionswer e dowed and hisshield tilted so that with the next blow the ax
glanced off it and cut into hisshoulder, drawing first blood.

At thedght of thisall thewatchersroared aloud and
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oneto see. | have captured armor and hemetsin battle, and they are herefor everyoneto see. | fought the men from
the sea and captured these things. | fought asa Y erni fights, with my hair rope, my neck tore, and my dagger, my ax
in my hand and my shield on my arm, my armsbare, my chest bare, my legsbare, my hair and my moustachewhiteas
aYerni warrior. That istheway wefight. That istheway a bull-chief of the Yerni fights. Weare Yerni/'

Therewer e shouts of agreement from thewarriorsof Maklorbi'steuta, who dapped their handsagainst their legs
with approval. Some of the other warriorsin thecircledid the same, but othersmurmured and looked about.

Ason stood silent asa sudden chill touched hisskin. Now that it wastoo late to do anything about it, he knew what had
happened. He had enemiesand they had planned wdll. He ill did not have hisfull strength after his sickness—while
Maklorbi wasthe strongest of all the Yerni. In armor, with hissword, Ason could defeat any man. But now he had
defeated himsdf. He had become a bull-chief of the Yerni and if challenged to battle he must fight asa Yerni; there
wasno other way. They fought in the nude except for ahair bdt around thewaist: without the armor they captured
from Mycenaeans. |f hewereto remain bull-chief of hisown teuta he must battle without armor. If hewereto beking
of the Yerni therewas no other way. Heroic nudity. Hisenemieshad planned hisdeath well. All these thoughts went
quickly through hishead and he knew what had to be done. There could be no excusesthat he wasweak; a bull-chief
could never beweak. Therewereneither excusesnor away out.

“ Maklorbi comesto my firewith a mouth that gapesopen likethat of adog in heat,- Ason said. " M aklorbi wantsto
gt at my fireand cut my meat first, to eat the hero'sportion. | will tell you what Maklorbi will get. He will not eat,
ever again, hewill not drink, ever again, for |
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portion, then the feasting would begin. An appetizing smell of crackling flesh greeted him asthe immense sow,
smoking and round with fat, wastaken from thefire and placed on the hurdles. She had been captured that summer
and penned and fed heavily until shewasround asatreetrunk. Her litter had long since been eaten, arid now it was
their dam'sturn. Ason drew hisdagger and tested the edge with histhumb.

"'l am Maklorbi," the bull-chief from the northern teuta said, climbing to hisfeet. " | have marched ahundred and a
hundred milesto be herefor thisbanquet, and have brought a hundred men. | have more heads over my door than a
hundred men can count. | havekilled a hundred warriorsin battle. | will makethefirst cut of the meat."

Therewas sudden silence after he spoke. He brushed at hismoustaches and dapped his chest, a short but solid man,
heavy with musclesthat stood out gnarled asweathered bark. Hisarmswereasthick asmost men'slegs. Hewas
well known asaformidablewarrior in batde. Now hewas challenging Ason at hisown fire. Naikeri had been right;
herewastrouble. Ason looked around at the silent facesand staring eyesand knew that he could not refusethe
challenge. Hedid not want bloodshed, but it could not be avoided. M aklor bi would haveto die.

"1 cut themeat," Ason said, holding up the dagger. M aklorbi swung about to look at him directly for thefirst time.

'l am Maklorbi, and men fear my name. | deep at night with the head of a bull-chief beneath my knee. | will cut the
meat. | will deep tonight with the head of Ason beneath my knee."

Thechallengewasthere. Ason put away the dagger and dowly drew hissword from the dings. Maklorbi, il
looking at Ason, pointed back over hisown shoulder at the henge behind him.

"1 havemy gold, and it ishere on my hengefor every -265

ised Land, topped with a suflFed bull prepared by the new chief druid, and hung about with gold and weaponsand
severed heads. Unbdievably, it was stone, not wood. Stone ashard asany axhead. Stone. The bull-chiefs sat and drank
in silence. For whenever they looked around, sooner or later their eyeswould return to those massive stones, to look
up, higher and higher at them.

I'n the newly built, round wickerwork building just outside the embankment, Ason was putting on hisarmor, polished
and gleaming. As hetied the leather thongs, the baby, lying on furson the floor, caught sight of the shining shield
and crowed with excitement. Ason pushed it over with hisfoot so thetiny hands could touch the gleaming bosses.



" The bull-chief Maklorbi has been talking late at night to thedruid Nemed,” Naikeri said. " | have not seen it, but
someof thewomen told me"

" | haveno carefor women'stalk.”

"You should care, because Nemed ill talksto peoplein Uala'sfamily and reads sgnsfor them."
" Thebull-chief isdead and can no longer hurt me."

" Theliving can when they consult with thedead.”

"1 donot fear theliving or thedead, bull-chiefsor druids. | haveatooth that bitesthem all equally deep.” He dapped
the sharp blade of hissword ashe said this, then dipped it into the dings.

"1t doesnot hurt to notice these things. Y ou have become bull-chief hereinstead of someonefrom Uala'sfamily. They
don't forget that they were oncethe highest. Now they are nothing."

Ason settled hishelmet on hishead, not bothering to answer as heleft. The baby began to cry when the bright shield
wastaken away. Naikeri snatched him up and held him to her.

The other bull-chiefswere sitting beforetheir henges. The meat was brought from the cooking fire when Ason
appeared. Hewould makethefirst cut, takethehero's
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a hiding place, wherethey could watch it for all of a day beforereturningtotheir svampsand forests.

In singlefile, thewomen astall asthe men, carrying packsaslargeor larger, the Geramani came west from their
landing places on the coast and knew that ther e was something new in the land.

Samain. With theyear drawing to a close and winter on theway, theteutas gathered. Thiswasatimefor cattle
daughter and feagting, trade and drink, timefor the making of bull-chiefsand the bur ning of captivesin the best
manner. Timefor everything.

Timefor an assembly of all theteutasof the Yerni of the high downs. Thishad never been done before. It had been
thought about over and over. But the bull-chiefshad warm gold and soft amber discsto wear to show that Ason wanted
them. Each had been told that all of the othershad agreed to come. Thiswasa palitical suggestion of Inteb's, who had
much experiencein thissort of thing, and it decided any of the bull-chiefswho might have been wavering. How could
one stand against the united power of all the others? They polished their ornamentsand their bronze, and they came.
They brought all that they had to trade with them. Many others, whowould havetraded at different duns, now cameto
Dun Ason. They came and they kept coming. Never in the memory of living man had there been a samain likethis
one

Four henges had been built for the bull-chiefs of thefour visiting teutas. Two on one side and two on the other, facing
acrossthefire, with Ason'shengethetallest, at the head, between them. Ason had been generous. He had taken eight
of thelargest logsthat had supported thedun. These had been planed and painted, sunk deep into theground with a
lar ge crosshar above each. Now every bull-chief could st before atruly majestic pillar-arch of hisown, a henge twice
ashigasany hehad ever had before.

While above them a henge of white stoneloomed up likea mountain. It wasa gateway to Moi Mdl and the Prom-
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Inteb pulled away, clutching his shaking hands together.

"Yes, of course. It must be done. Now, at thistime. Thereisvery little left."

Some of the men were reluctant to resume the work, but Ason showed them his bloody sword in silence; it spoke
louder than words. Carefully, slowly, stopping and starting again many times, the boards were dlipped from the other

end, the stone levered lower until the last was removed. Stone grated on stone. Inteb rested his hand upon it.

"Hereisyour henge of stone, Ason, ready for samain. Something that has never been seen before. Y ou will be king,
Ason.*'

The men did not understand the meaning of al of this, but they understood what they had done. They shouted and



called out their cries until they were hoarse. Everyone on the ground below did the same, except the man who had
fallen from the top and lay crumbled and dead against the base.

7

Coming across the plain, the great dark form was clearly visible against the sky, rising above the circular mound. The
buildings outside only served to contrast itslooming size. The warriors from the other teutas saw it, shouted in
amazement to one another, while their bull-chiefs fingered their moustaches and chewed at their lips. Thiswas a henge.
Albi with packs on their backs admired it; they knew the handling of stone from their great tombs, so appreciated it all
the more. Donbaksho trudged many days, with trade goods or without, just to look upon it. Even wary Hunters
wriggled across the down in the dark to seek
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under stood thisas he stepped forward and drew hissword from the dings. Hereversed it and struck theman in the
templewith the solid pommd.

It waslike aflybite, unfdt in the greater agony, but the man did recoil and try to pull away, still screaming. Ason was
not as gentlethe second time. The bronze knob struck with a heavy thud, and the man wasinstantly ill.

A little blood dribbled over thelip of the stone. But very little, so tightly sealed wasthe arm between the column and
lintel. Mogt of theman'slower arm wastrapped and crushed there, to within a handspan of the elbow. Ason toreone
of theleather dingsfrom hisback and wrapped it tightly around thearm just abovethe ebow.

"Hold hisbody so he doesn't fall," he ordered the nearest man. Hetested hisfooting, making suretherewasno
greaseon the platform, then raised hissword above hishead.

With along downward chop, hitting truein thejoint of the elbow, he severed thetrapped arm from the body.
Unconscious as hewas, the man'sbody quiver ed when the sword struck..

" Pull him away and lower him totheground,” Ason ordered.

" Securenow, | think," Inteb said, trembling, hisface pale. Ason put hisarm about Inteb's shoulders.

" Thereare alwayslosses; they should not bother you."

" For an ingtant therel thought—the entirething. ..."

"But it didn't. You build well, Inteb. The stone hengeisalmost finished.”

" Blood. That arm, it will bein thereforever, thebones.”

" Thereisnothing wrong with blood to set the stonesin place. Thereisa dave under each of the columns of the gates
of Mycenae, put therewhen they werebuilt to hold the sonesfirm. This should not bother you. Will thework go on
now?"'
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"| cannot."

"Then neither can I/' Inteb said, holding his handstightly to hisknees so that their shaking could not be seen. " We
have comethisfar together; | cannot leave you now. 1 can useasword."

"Not very wdl."

"You speak thetruth, Ason—even when it ishurtful. Not very well, but it will ill beasword. And | will befighting
besdeyou. Wehavejourneyed along way toreach thisplace. | do not wish to leaveit without you."

"Nor | without you, Egyptian,” he said, embraced him, then lay back to deep. Inteb |eft to get hisarmor and weapons,
meeting Aiasat hisdoor.

"1 seeyou have armed your sdf for battle, dave. Shouldn't you befleeing?"

"1'll fleeasfar asyou do—what isthat sword doingin your hand?"



Inteb looked at it ruefully and shook it soit shimmered even in thedim light. " | wish | knew. My work should be for
my Phar aoh, erecting great templesto hisglory. Sowhat am | doing her e putting on armor to battlein thisfar-away
place?"

** You folow aman, Inteb, thesameonel do. You havepaid a higher price. Minewasno priceat all. | wasadave.
Now | am afreeman with honor. | can even talk to Egyptian nobles.

' * Killing you will soon end that. You area strange dave, Aias, with hard death in your fists. | reluctantly
admit—though | will deny it if anyone asks—that it has been good to know you too."

After thistherewasvery littleto say. They went to sand on the embankment and watched thewarriors coming
acrosstheplain, fewer and fewer now. Thelast stragglersand the men from the distant dunsarrived. The afternoon
waswell advanced, thethunder still growling on the horizon, when the solid mass of the attacker sappeared. Their
war hornscould be heard, distant and small but soon
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to grow louder; Inteb and Aiaswent down to the stone hengeswherethewarriorsgrouped around the bull-chiefs.
Ason stood befor e hishenge and a silencefell.

" They are coming. Wewill stop them here. Thereare no city wallsto fight behind but thereisthe embankment of the
dun. Wewill be on thetop of the embankment, and they must come up to us. Our axeswill beready. Ar Apa, takethe
men of your teuta and seize all thelogsand pilethem into the entrancesthat are cut through the embankment, soiit
will not be easy to enter that way. Therest of you—comewith me."

Ason shouted thelast wordsand thewarriorsechoed hiscry.
' Ason abu—abu\"
They sreamed to the embankment and to thetop, and looked out at the marching ranks of the men of Atlantis.

They cameon in three columns, with the greatest warriorsat the head of the columns. Gold and precious gems
decor ated the bright sheen of their armor. The Yerni pointed to thisand swor e oathsthat they would bewearing all of
it beforenightfall.

Thunder ill rumbled, close now, asathin rain began tofall. The Y erni welcomed this, turning their facesup tolet it
run into their mouths. Now the chalk of the embankment would be dippery and that much harder to climb. The
Atlanteans came on, straight for the dun, calling out to one another, pointing to the waiting men and the great stones
rising up behind them. They were almost to the embankment, dark, hard men in solid bronze with swvordsin their
hands, when it happened.

Light burst and blinded them, and an ingtant later theroar of thunder beat at their ears.

Men cried aloud and looked, their eyes ill burning with thetracery of lightning that had seared down from the sky
tolick at Ason'shenge. It had struck full upon it—but had not harmed that solid stone. Steam rosewhere

286
rain had been before, and a cow which K~d been close to it lay gutted and dead at its base.

"Anomen," Ason shouted above the roar of therain. " An omen! Lightning itself cannot harm the henge of the
Yerni."

The warriors stirred themsel ves now and beat their axes against their shields. It was a good omen; nothing could harm
them. They shouted and threatened, and when the Atlanteans reached the foot of the embankment, they took the
throwing stones from their places in the back of their shields and hurled them down upon the attackers. Men fell in the
deep ditch, bringing others down who tripped over them, and then—shouting war cries with the horns bellowing
behind them—they charged to the attack up the high bank.

On the top of the embankment the solid ranks of Y erni warriors stood as a barricade before the advance of the
bronze-armored Atlanteans. There was a sound almost as loud as the thunder when the two hosts met and weapons
crashed on shields.

And so the slaughter began.



In therain, dipping and falling in the white chalk mud, the desperate engagement went on. For a short while the
embankment was held, not so much by force of arms as by the fact that the Adanteans could not climb and fight at the
same time. But the uneven ranks of the defenders were soon breached. Once this had happened, the armored horde
poured over this barrier and into the dun. The fighting broke into individual engagements, while in the center the bulk
of fighting warriors retreated step by step through the rings of stones. Fighting all the way, dying as they retreated,
back to the great stone arches of the henges, where the final desperate battle was fought.

Inteb was there, not through any strength of arm but because of the lack of it. He had stayed near Ason, and there
were always others, stronger, who pushed past him to
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do battle. In thismilling, screaming, dying mob he was per hapsthe only observer.

He saw thelitter being brought up, surrounded by rows of guards. He guessed that thismust be Themis, crippled and
carried to battle. Aiasmust have seen it, too, and recognized hisonetime master and boxing student.

Swinging hisgreat hammer, Aias plowed through theranks of the Atlanteans. Not trying to kill them but only to
drivethem aside, until hereached within afew paces of the chair, shouting abovethe clatter of arms.

" Comeout, Themis, you cowardly boxer. | could beat you anytime| wanted to, though | never let you know. Come out
20| candoit now!"

Themissmply made a chopping motion with hishand; adaveisadave The Atlanteansclosed in, and although some
fell, at least onewith a skull broken by afigt, they did their work quickly and efficiendy. Aiaswent down astheir
swords plunged home. Onefist risng up for an instant asthey went about their butcher'swork, then thisdropped as
well.

Therewerefew defender sleft among the stones. I nteb now had his chanceto fight. He stabbed through at the
attacking men and felt his sword sink home morethan once. Then thecircle of Yerni warriorswasbroken, and Inteb
sood alone. Hisfirst sword strokewas easily parried by a massive Atlantean with black beard and blood-soaked
armor. He struck out in return, driving the sword from Inteb'sarm, cutting into hisflesh at the sametime. He
pushed Inteb down with hisshield, chopped at hisbody and legsashefdll, then trampled over him asherushed
towards Ason.

Ason. The Atlanteans pushed and almost fought one another to get at him. Inteb tasted salt blood in hismouth, and
clutched at the other gaping red mouth of thewound in hisleg, and looked up through thefalling rain at themen
bringing him to bay.

Hisback to the stone, Ason hacked at them, hissword
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never stopping. Slashing it acrossan arm, darting under a shield to find flesh. Fighting, fighting. And losing against
their numbers.

Their swordswent up, came down. He vanished from sight beneath them.
11

Lyingin thebilge of the Atlantean ship, Ason could seelittle other than the arch of the sky and the sweating bodies
and legs of the galley davesabove him. Hiswristswere held behind hisback in unyielding wooden fetters, hisankles
sealed into an even heavier one. In heavy seasthe sinking bilgewater had washed over him. Therain poured onto his
naked body, the sun burned it. Many of the sword cutsin hisflesh were gill suppurating wounds. Hishair and beard
weretangled and filthy. He had lain here every day of thelong passage back to Atlantisfrom theldand of the Yerni.

It wasthe galley daveswho had kept him alive. Some of the near et oneswer e from the Argolid, captured in battle,
prisoned in thegalley for life. They saw to it that hereceived hisration of water and tiny dole of food. At night they
bathed hiswoundswith sea water and whispered to him of thingsthey knew. M ogt of thetimehedid not know what
they were saying, asthefever from hisinflamed woundsburned at him.

The shouting and the heavy thud of the ship againgt sonewoke him from an uneasy doze. Histhroat wasdry, the
soreson hismouth hurt asthey alwaysdid. Atlanteans samped down the gangway above and sood over him; hands
lifted him and they cursed at thefilth. Bucketswer e dipped over the side, and he was shocked to awar eness by the



cold splash of thewater. The sailorsdoused him with it,
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then rolled him onto his ssomach while someoneworked at the heavy fetterson hisankles. They fell away. For the
first timein countless days he could move hislegsfredy. Now they seized him and dragged him to hisfeet, theworld
spinning dizzily at thisunaccustomed position. Before he could recover, they pulled him down the gangway, where
other handstook him and hauled him up onto the sonejetty, dropping him down ontoit.

With this, the dizziness stopped and he could see. A ship landing of car efully dressed stone stretched out from the
shore. A steep hillside of gray rock and flowering broom rose up behind it, where a stairway had been cut from its
face. A litter washbeing carried up this, towar dsthe palacethat was set on the headland not high above. Red stone
columnswer e visible behind the rows of high green poplars, the edge of a crenellated roof of stone bull horns. And
above the colonnaded entranceway, the golden double ax of Atlantisglittered in the sun.

"On your feet," someone said. " Werenot goingto carry you."

In theend they had to, for therewasno strength in Ason'slegsafter their longimmobilization. He ssumbled and fell
until, grumbling and poking him with their spear s, the Atlanteans dragged him up the stairsto the palace above.
Therewereguardshere, and hurrying servants, quick glimpses of paintings of fish and birdsupon thewall ashe
lurched by. Dark hallsand sunlight again, the pillars of the megaron, afountain splashing, and Themislying back
upon a couch. When hisguardsrédeased him and stepped back, Ason managed to remain standing, although he
swayed like grain beforethewind.

" Did you enjoy your seavoyage?' Themisasked, Spping at a golden beaker of wine.

Ason cleared histhroat and spat upon the floor because Themiswastoo far to reach with the gobbet.
" Such barbarian manners. | thought you werea prince
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inyour land, and kingtothe Yerni? You act like a savage."

"Why didn't you kill me?" Ason asked, hisvoice cracked and hoar se.

"1 started to once, and only Poseidon the earth-shaker saved you at that time." Themissvoiceroseto a screech as
hisprecarious control on histemper vanished. ' 'Y ou struck mewith a coward'sblow. Y ou will pay for that asno man
hasever paid before.”

When hedid thishislimbstwitched, and athread of spittlefdl from hislower lip. Hishair, what little could be seen
abovethewrappingsthat concealed the gold plate on hisskull, wasgray. Therewasvery littleresemblanceto the
athlete and the boxer he once had been. Flesh had fallen from hisbody. Theleg that he dragged was much thinner
than the other. Ason looked at him with cold detachment.

"1 don't think you are much of aman," hesaid. " | too wish one of ushad been killed that day, sinceyour lifeisnow a
waste. If you aregoing tokill me, do it and stop your talking."

"1 will dowhat | wish! | will do, | will torture, | will dotoyou thingsnever dreamed befor e. Bones broken, every one,
your skin removed piece by piece, molten metal in your ears...." Thewail of hisvoice died away and he gasped for
breath.

"Whoisthebarbarian now?' Ason said calmly, squaring his shoulders, using what energy he had to prevent himsglf
from falling. " All you can doistalk of torture and revenge like some dighted woman. My Yerni, for all their
bragging and boar's moustaches and drunkenness, are better men than you. | scorn you, Themis, you and your
Atlantis"

Ason turned hisback to Themisand faced out acr ossthe megaron to the sea beyond. It waswarm and blue; theair
smelled of home. Therewere strangled gasps from behind him, but he paid them no attention, looking instead at a
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great white gull that rodethe air abovethe diff, itswingsunmoving, just itshead turning from sideto side. It passed
slently, not far from him, and thedark eye looked into hisand then it wasgone. A hand touched his shoulder.



" St on thisbench," the Atlantean said, a young man in gold-chased armor. " My kinsman, the good Themis, has
suffered one of hisattacksbut will recover soon. When hedoes, | do not wish him to discoverthat you have hurled
your sdf over the edge and into the sea. Though | am of hishouse, | would probably suffer thefate heis planning for
you."

Thewordswerenot harshly spoken, and Ason dropped wearily onto the cushioned bench. Two physicianshad
appear ed and wer e bent over Themis, washing his skin with vinegar and water. Therewasa disant rumbling, more

felt than heard. Ason turned tolook out at the sea again. Theyoung Atlantean had heard it aswell and pointed off to
thenorth.

"ItisTheraagain, growlingin her bowelsand spewing out smoke and ashes. Y ou weretherethefirst timethis
happened, and it hasnever been silent since. The peoplewho returned are beginning to leave again." He frowned into
thedigtance. " It isa bad omen, some say, because Theraistheroyal idand. But thisidand of Creteismuch the
larger and isstill our home. Thesethings happen.”

" An omen that Atlantisisnolonger asstrong as she oncewas. That she hasdifficulty in the Argalid. ..."

" Besdlent, mountain man! What you heard from the davesin the galley may not bethe entiretruth. We havelost
some battles, but our shipstill rulethe sea. Our fleet islarger than it ever hasbeen. Atlantisrules.”

He broke off astherewere shouts outside, and the sound of brazen horns. Therewas an immenseflutter and running
among the servants, and a clash of metal asa score of men in thefinest armor tramped in, swordsdrawn. Themis
gtirred and the physiciansdrew back. Ason was

292

dragged to hisfeet. King Atlas strode heavily into the room, the member s of hiscourt flocking after him. Therewas
blown spittle on hiscloak. He dapped his chariot whip against hisboot.

t*'Wll, Themis, my son ishomefrom hiswar. Your ship wasseen; | hurried towelcomeyou. | feared for your health
and your lifein that pestilential land at the edge of theworld. Now your father greetsyou.”

Themisstruggled to hisfeet and they embraced. Only Atlas, fat, old, gray of beard and furrowed with wrinkles, could
seehisson in thisdrab and twisted creature. Themisdropped back to hiscouch and Atlas sat beside him, following
with hiseyesthedirection of the pointing, trembling finger.

"Theldand of the Yerni isours, father. The warriorswho fought usare dead, thetin mineisbringing forth itsgray
metal for us, the onewho put himsdf against Atlantisismy prisoner there/

Atlaslooked at Ason coldly, then turned away.

+'A worthy prize, Themis, though thefor ce displayed againgt him was great. But you area prince of Atlantisand
command our ships. Thethingisdone. Kill thewretch and return to the court wherewe have all missed you."

"Heshall die so dowly it will take years."

"Dowhat you will," Atlassaid, shrugging the matter away. He stood and looked at Ason distastefully. " | wish his
pirateof afather werehereto beflayed next to him."

"Troublein the Argolid, great Adas?" Ason said, and smiled. " Can the mountain barbariansreally prick holesin
thethick hide of Atlantis?"

"Your barbarianshavelearned tofight in their unending squabbleswith oneanother. They will bedealt with." He
turned away.

" Or they will deal with Atlantis" Ason called after him, then laughed aloud. " Y ou must fight usin the Argolid, and
far away on theldand of the Yerni. Soon, perhaps, in other places. Until one day you will bedead,
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Atlas. Then thisbroken stick of a son will rule. That will bethe end of Atlantis."
"1 shall kill him," Atlas shouted, swinging about and drawing hissword.

"Heisming" Themisscreamed.



Ason laughed again, and almost in answer to hisdeep laugh there came a degper rumbling from the earth beneath
them. A rumbling that did not stop but kept on and on until the solid stone flooring swayed, while dust and painted
tilesfell down from the ceiling above. A man nearest the sea pointed and shouted wor dlesdly, shriekinginterror.
They ran to see. Themisfollowed, supported by the physicians, and Ason, forgotten by all except hisguardsfor the
moment, hobbled iff-legged after them.

Here, on thisledge above the sea, everything could be clearly seen. Thegray rock falling to the water below, the ship
that had brought them tied at thejetty with the men aboard her clinging totherigging and pointing. Beyond wasthe
blue of the sea, the bluest water ever, with thewhite sails of a great Atlantean ship lifting and falling asit met the
easy waves. Blue ocean stretched to the horizon to thenorth, wheretheidand of Theralay.

No more. No morethe flamesand smoke and inner rumblings. In a single, calamitous, mighty, world-shaking
upheaval, theidand had blown asunder, exploded in a single moment. A mountain of red-shot smoke—taller and
larger than any mountain—r eached climbing and boiling high up into the sky.

Then thewind and shock of the explosion struck, carrying with it the sound of the end of theworld.

Theblasgt struck them,'whirled them about and sent some of them crashing to thefloor. Ason leaned into it and did
not fall. In an ingtant it was pagt, the echo of its sound gtill in hishead. M en wer e groaning and calling out in fear
whilethey climbed to their feet again. Atlasstood with hishand to hischest, hisblanched face a tortured mask.
Themisgasped for air as his physicians held up his
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sagging form. Men shouted and cursed and pointed at the thing that traced a whiteline on the horizon.
A wave. A wave such astheworld had never seen before. A waveborn in the heart of thevolcano.

Thecenter of Therawasamountain, the mountain wasa volcano—and it had erupted. In a single gar gantuan
upheaval it had exploded, sending therock and soil and people, homes, trees, everything, exploding out ahead of it. All
crushed, broken, incinerated by the lake of molten rock that lay within the volcanic chamber. Lava that now burs out
and destroyed theidand aboveit and every living thing upon itssurface.

Wherethe mountain had stood with itsmolten cor e of lava, there now remained only a scorched crater, acalderain
the ocean from which the contents had been vomited forth. Red-glowing rock reaching to thefloor of the ocean, even
lower, empty of anything other than poison fumes, with the water s of the ocean a shivering wall all around.

Until thewatersfdl. Until a deluge of falling ocean filled that monstrous opening in the sea, pouring in, hissing into
steam that waslogt in thefall of moreand morewater, until the caldera was quenched and full.

And then the sea gathered all itsweight and surged back. A wavewasborn in the eruption and the calderathat rose
higher than the highest water spout. A wavethat could not be called a wave, because theword istoo small, asurging
mass of matter that wasa new thing on theface of the earth, an ocean rising above an ocean. A wall of water that was
half an ocean in itsdf, that rose up higher and higher and higher. Then moved out with a speed faster than any living
creature.

Onemoment it wasawhiteling, just atracery, then it wasthicker, abroad whiteline, and an ingtant later it wasa
whitewall. It stretched from horizon to horizon and it thundered down upon them. They gaped with terror and could
not move nor taketheir eyesfrom it. In thisultimate moment of life, only Themis, maddened by lifeand tor-
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tured with unending pain, could possibly think of anything else. He seized a sword from thelimp fingers of the
nearest warrior, tearing it from hishand. Turned towar ds Ason mouthing incomprehensible wordswith hisfrothed
lips. Dragging hisleg like a stick of wood, he stagger ed forwar ds. Until he came between Ason and theterror of the
seq, and Ason wasawar e of him.

Almogt disdainfully Ason kicked out and struck him in the good leg with hisfoot, and sent him tumbling to thefloor.
No onesaw, or if they saw, cared.

It rushed, it grew, it wasimpossible. It wasthere. A wall of raging foam and green water that rose up higher and
higher into the sky and did not stop rising. The Atlantean galley turned to fleeand was struck and destroyed in an
instant, vanished from sight. No ship could livein thissea. At first the water looked higher than a ship'smast, then
they realized that it'was as high asthe palace perched on the cliff above thewater. Then it washigher, much higher,



looming over them, with white spray thrown in clouds from theface of itswalls, rainbowstouching color from the
Soray.

Theroaring louder than sound.
Ason laughing, unheard.
Blotting out the sun, a darkness of water coming straight at them with notop toit.

Ason shouting aloud as men fell and twisted and screamed beforeit, Ason standing to faceit and shouting unheard as
thewater harder than sone struck them all and ended all in an ingtant.

'Die Atlantis—die\"
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Thesmall, dark-skinned man camefirst, the brown of hisclothing the same brown asthetreetrunksof the forest
they had just passed through. A bronze-armored warrior walked at hissde. A man no longer young but gtill upright,
and bearing easily theweight of a hor setail-plumed helm, therichly decor ated breastplate and greaves, thelong
sword in hishand. Behind them more and morearmored warriorsemerged from the forest in loose for mation,
coming on steadily despitethe burden of their armor and packs, calling out to one another, singing songs. The
column emerged like awrithing golden snakethat wound acr ossthe plain, morethan a hundred men.

When the sun wasat itshighest they stopped to eat and drink, then moved on again, after only the shortest rest. By
Qiidafternoon the brown man who was guiding them pointed to a mound on the plain ahead. Ther e wasthe smoke of
cooking firesrising from it, the gray forms of immense stones at the center. The mar ch continued, with the men
shouting to one another about thisstrange sight in thisempty plain. The mound was a ring-shaped embankment.
They went towar ds the opening that had been cut through it, crowding through thisentrance.

Rough hutsand small wooden buildings had been built againg theinner wall of the embankment. Peoplewerein
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the doorways, looking out with frightened eyes. Some men appear ed with stone axes, but drew back further and
further asmorearmored warriorsappeared. Their leader ordered them to halt and went on aloneto thering of
capped stones, with the even greater sonearchwaysin the center. Therewer efive of these, massive and brooding. He
felt dwarfed when he stood beforethem looking up at their height.

"You will see nothing likethem in therest of theworld/* avoice said and heturned quickly, hissword ready.

A raggedly dressed man, assmall and dark ashisguide, hobbled towardshim. Helet hissword fall. Therewasan old
scar on theman'sfacethat pulled at hischeek, an even deeper one on hisleg that forced him to walk painfully.

"You arenot of Atlantis" theman said, hisclear voice and good diction out of placein histattered form." Tell me
who you areand why you come hereg, if you please.”

"1 am Phor os of Mycenae. These men are Mycenaeansfor the most part, though somearefrom Asneand Tirynsand
other citiesof the Argolid."

"Then | bid you welcome, warm welcome. | thought your facefamiliar; we met once. | am Inteb the Egyptian.”
"Thebuilder?" Phoroslooked closdy and shook hishead. " Y ou resemble him in someways. Y, ill. ..."

" Still, many year s have passed and many strange events have overtaken me. Shall wesit? My legisnot good for
much. Over here, on that long stonein theground. It was called the speaking stone once and we can speak there.
Speak, yeswe shall."

Phor os shook hishead again as he followed Inteb? slimping progress. Theway the Egyptian talked, his senses
seemed asscarred as hisbody. They sat and looked up at the stonesthat rose above them.

"1 did this" Inteb said, and therewas more strength in hisvoice now. " | raised these gonesfor Ason, Thisplaceis
Dun Ason of theYerni."
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"Whereis Ason? We come seeking him. Therewastradewith atribeto thenorth of the Argalid, the Gera-mani,
who carried messagesfrom him to King Perimed-es."

"You aretoolate"
" Therehave been wars; trave isnot easy."

"Therearealwayswars, it iswhat men seem to do best. Therewasawar here, with the Atlanteans. | fought in it,
these are noblewoundsyou see here. It wasa great battle, even though welogt."

" Ason waskilled?"

" No, captured, though hekilled many beforethey took him. | saw him carried away, wounded and unconscious. |
heard later that hewas till alive when the Atlanteans|eft, and hewastaken in the.” ship. Heissurdy dead by now."

"When did thishappen?' Phorosasked, speaking softly so that his excitement would not be seen.

"When? | havelost track of themonths." Helooked around him. " Thismust bethe dry month of Payni, by Egyptian
reckoning. It would, then, perhaps bethirteen monthssinceit happened, in the month of Epiphi."

Phorosroseto hisfeet and paced back and forth excited-
ly.

"Wehoped tofind him alive, but | think that even Perimedesknew he mug be dead. We knew the Atlanteans had
comeherein force; that iswhy | camewith seven ships. But they are gone now, thefew at the mine now dead. Ason
must have been taken back with the other s, to Atlantis.”

"Where elsewould Atlantean shipsgo?" Inteb said testily, rubbing at hisleg.

"Whereindeed? With good sailing they should havereached Atlantisin time. My cousin Ason isdead, but hedied
nobly. Hedied knowing that Atlantiswould dieaswell."

"You aretalkinginriddlesand | am very tired."

" Then ligen, Egyptian, you knew him—" 301

"I loved him."

" Then know how hedied. Theworld haschanged. Therewasaday of fire, thesun turned red and black, theearth
shook, and in Mycenae ashesfdl from the ky. Hereiswhat we discover ed when we went down to the ocean: The
water rose up and washed into the sea all those cities on the shor e, waves such as no man had seen befor e, destroying
citiesasfar away as Troy. Every ship at sea sunk, every coast ravaged. We built new shipsand armed them and sailed
to Crete. Thera, their holy home, isnomore. Their coast iswiped out and their shipssunk. Mycenae now rulesin
Atlantisand in the Argolid; mighty Mycenae on her rock far from the sea has descended and now rulesthem all.”

"I donot s

"Don't you? Don't you see Ason taken to Atlantis, dying therewith all of hisenemies, knowing that their death
would mean lifefor Mycenae? Hewould know victory."

"Heisdead. It mattersnot how hedied. Heleft this, these henges of stone. They will live after him and be his
memory. Men will seethem and know that something great happened here. You will return to Mycenae?'

"Y es, soon. Perimedes must betold."

"Will you takeme? | think | have served Mycenaewell. Now | wish to see green Egypt again. | will pay for my
passage with something worth morethan treasureto Perimedes. Hisgrandson.”

"Isthistrue? Ason married?"

Inteb grinned crookedly. " Married by local custom, to a princessof her people. Sheand | both loved Ason, soin the
end learned not to hate one another. Shekept mealive. Ason'sseed already lived in her, but | could not return thelife



shegaveto me. Sheisdead, along with the daughter who would also have been Ason's. But hisson lives. There,
behind the stone, watching us, bolder than the Yerni children."” Heraised hisvoice and called out.
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" Atreus. Come meset your kinsman."

Theboy cameforward dowly; if hewasafraid hedid not show it. Already wide-shouldered and strong like hisfather,
with his same steady gaze.

" | have taught him the Mycenaean tongue" Inteb said. " In casethisday should ever come.”

Histhoughtswandered then, and so did hisattention. Hewould beleaving here soon. Although Egypt pulled him with
golden memories, heknew that part of himself would alwaysremain in this place. These great soneswere Ason's. If
any part of Ason lived on, it washere. Inteb limped dowly among them, touching their cool surfaceswith his
fingertips, hearing dimly thewar criesof the Yerni warriors, the crash of weaponson shields.

It wasall over. He must leave. Hisdragging footsteps brought him to the single stone where he had labored so long.
What magnificent hard stonethiswas. Hishand went out to the face of the column. With hisown hands he had done
this. With stone mauls, swung until hisfingersbled, and with a broken bronze sword for a chisd, and sand,
hammered until the metal wasworn away. But the harder the stone, the longer theinscription would remain.

"Ason," Inteb said. Thiswasthe stone before which he had fallen.

Hemoved hisfingersto tracethe dagger he had so painfully incised and abraded in the stone. The squar e-hilted,
long- and narrow-bladed dagger of Mycenae. Theroyal dagger that wasAson's.

Theroyal dagger of Mycenae.

Filled then with fatigue, Inteb turned and limped away, a small figure among the great ones of the sones. Turned his
back and walked away from them afinal time.

L &ft them behind, Dun Ason, theldand of the Yerni.
L eft behind the Yerni, disper sed and daughtered, their power broken.
Darknessfell then and lasted along, long time.
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AFTERWORD
|

Thisisaviolent and bloody novel—as it should be, given the history of the European Bronze Age. The world of 1500
B.C. waslikethis, or so wearetold in the epics of Homer. To be sure, Homer glorified the bravery and courage of a
warrior classthat was not the only element in heroic society, but it wasthe leading one. The qualification iswell
understood by all students of the Homeric question. They wonder, for example, what could be the meaning of upwar ds of
20 or 30 bronzerapiersfound in asingle Mycenaean grave. What did this person do for aliving? It isonly cautiousto
ask. Thereis much poetic exaggeration in the epics, paid for by their royal patrons, which may or may not relate directly
to Mycenaean relics. Yet despite any exagger ation, the age of Stonehenge is undoubtedly the age of heroes as well.

Our novel openswith a quotation from the Critias, the main part of Plato's account of what was surely the world'sfirst
world war. On the one side wer e the united Greek city states of the Argolid. On the opposing side was the king of
Atlantis, King Atlasin this narrative. He was the founder of the Atlantean empire, called the Minoan by historians, an
empiredestroyed in battle with the Mycenaean Greeks, at long last sinking beneath the waves of the Aegean Sea it once
dominated.

Thewar engaged nearly every ancient land from the walls of
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Troy totheriver wilds of Central Europe, from thelittle garrisoned palace towns of Mycenaeto the glories of Atlantis
itself.



It wasawar over aresource as precious as the one that names our own Petrochemical Age. Not oil, but tin. Without tin,
there could have been no Bronze Age. For at the very dawn of metallurgy it was evident that copper alone wastoo soft to
make durable tools and weapons. Tin was essential, but almost impossibleto find. Yet when combined at a proportion of
oneto nineg, it transforms the abundant, more malleable copper into hardened bronze. Too much tin, and the bronzeis
too brittle, like the raw hardening agent itself; too little, and the bronzeistoo soft, like the copper it meldswith. But it
is scarce; the more so for the ancients, who didn't dig deeply for it aswe do, but who searched for nodules of cassiteritein
naturally open tin streams. There are none of those nut-like nodules of tin oxide left anymore, the surface of the earth
having been picked clean a long time ago.

In this novel we have described the ancient conditions of prospecting and the crude old methods of smelting. Nothing is
invented here; that isthe way it was done—with tin smelting, bronze for ging, ship sailing, stone working, Stonehenge
erecting, everything. What isdescribed by way of technology and engineering isin every detail based on sure knowledge
and experimental archaeology.

Asfor character motivation, the competitive effort to obtain the exotic metal was made by the very type of hero and man
for whom it was most important, the Bronze Age king and hiswarrior followers. The two sides went far outside their
home watersto get it, and swept all manner of peoplesinto their conflict. The Atlantean side passed out of the

M editerranean into the Black Sea, and halfway up the great river Danube that feedsit; that iswhere their tin workings
were. The other side went the western limits, through the Straits of Gibraltar and up the Adantic coast to Britain, there
towork in thetin lodes of Cornwall.

That other side was Mycenae, and in the cour se of the war, nearly three thousand and five hundred year s ago,
Stonehenge was built, had to be built. It was the necessary thing to do, the defensive thing against Atlantis.

Thisishistory? Yes. A truestory? Yes, in that no facts are left out to aid the plot, noneinvented. Thisisno historical
novel, but
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anovel about history. Never do we go beyond the possibilities of what could have happened. The only fiction isthelives
of our charactersand their movements; the culturesthey represent and their interaction are graven in stone. Our
adventure story comes out of that. Consider some of the facts.

In 1953 ther e was discover ed at Stonehenge a dagger carving on the inner face of one of that monument'sfivetrilithons,
likened by itsfindersto a type of dagger known from Bronze Age Greece, in theroyal burialsat Mycenae. A
Mediterranean link to the building of Stonehenge wasinferred on the spot, as the frontpage headlines about this
remarkable discovery attest, and the date for that connection was given, for good reason, at about 1500 B.C.

Thedatewasarrived at thisway. First, the association was made between the highly distinctive dagger carving and a
weapon of that type found buried in the royal cemetery of Mycenae, within the city walls near the Lion Gate. Also among
theitems of grave furniture are Egyptian trade goods, including pottery, which has a precise chronology, its changing
fashions being datablein relation to the solar calendar of Egypt and the historical records based on it. So, Egyptian
pottery of about 1500 B.C. isfound associated with bronze daggersin the shaft graves of Mycenae. The configuration of
the dagger s closely matched that of the carving about four feet off the ground on theinner face of stone number
fifty-three at Stonehenge. Therefore, this phase of the monument, with its massive trilithons and sarsen ring, is
contemporary. Soon after this connection was made, the date was confirmed by radiocarbon methods, using organic
material (asmust be done) in the form of an antler pick found at the base of one of the other stones. Yearslater, the
radiocarbon calendar wasrevised, with the result that all dates were pushed back in accordance with a new and rather
complex standard of calibration. Stonehenge was now fixed at 2000 B.C., which
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meant the building phase in question occurred five-hundred year s before the rise of Mycenae (and all the other palace
towns of the Argolid, which as a group taketheir cultural name from thismain citadel). Therefore, the monument had to
be a strictly local accomplishment, leaving the dagger carving inexplicable.

L ately, however, archaeological thinking has come around full circle. The carving won't go away, and thereisan actual
Mycenaean dagger from southwest Britain in the vicinity of thetin lodesthere, aswell asan ingot of Mycenaean stamp,
not to mention theribbed gold cup from Rillaton in the same region—again like those in the shaft graves—so there still
must be something faulty with the radiocarbon method. It isweaker than the M editerranean link. We may conclude that
a Mycenaean presence was indeed felt at Stonehengein 1500 B.C.



Another event of about the same time was a volcanic eruption on theisland of Thera in the Agean, sinking the
metropolitan center and royal city of the Minoan sea kingdom otherwise known as Atlantis. Despite all the mystery
mongering that has been done about Atlantis, this once-legendary realm of Plato'sis no longer a mystery, and has been
identified by archaeologists ever since 1909 with the Minoan Thessalocracy, also a headlined discovery, at that time. The
staid old news, now forgotten in the wake of mor e recent occult fancy, remains current in the professional literature. So
much for the effort of scholarsto educate against the eruption of nonsense. Yet the facts are, Atlantis was a sea kingdom
whose principal island baseswere Thera and Crete (the small round and the large rectangular ones of Plato), it existed
at thetime of thelanded Mycenaean confederation, and it wastherival of thisother.

Based on these facts, the novel proposesthat the dagger carving at Stonehenge, not to say the monument itself, cameto
be thereasan incident in the long war between Mycenae and Atlantis. Fantastic? Not in the least. Plato'stestimony asto
the existence of Egyptian records of the war with Atlantisis quite unremarkableto historians! What isfantastic isthe
Atlantis of the mystery mongers. Based on nothing more than a mistake Plato madein his dates, the mystery is easily
penetrated. Because of this obvious copyist'serror, concealed by those who wish to make something else of it, a
super-civilization for Atlantis has been posited at a time when men everywherein the world still werein the hunting
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and gathering stage of human history. Plato got the story from Solon, who got it from Egyptian priests. The priests had

it, according to Solon, that Atlantis was destroyed 9000 year s befor e his visit, when he came to Egypt to study library
documentsin the care of the temple of Saison the Nile delta, Sais being due capital city of L ower Egypt. That would
place the event some time around the end of the Pleistocene geological epoch or Ice Age. No human culture anywhere
had as yet made the revolutionary transition from Old Stone Age food collection to New Stone Age food production,
much less erected an urban culture on a yet-to-be Neolithic farming base. No Egypt then existed, and no prieststo record
the event. Atlantis, like Egypt, was a Bronze Age civilization, with sailing ships and commer ce, metallurgy and court
artisans, stately palace buildings and temples, and monumental public works. Solon must have transcribed thousands for
hundreds, an easy mistake to makein reading Egyptian numerals. The priests meant 900 year s before Solon'stime. This
ismorelikeit, and would place the event near 1477 B.C., the year estimated by geologiststo bethat of Thera's eruption.

Thenovel beginsthree yearsbeforethat, thetimeit took our Mediterranean hero Ason, prince of Mycenae, to get
Stonehenge built in the cause of hisfather'swar against Atlantis.

The Egyptians of the delta region had good reason to record the destruction of Atlantis; apparently they wer e shaken by
it, feeling the earthquakes, tidal waves and fall of dust caused by Thera's explosion, huger than that of Krakatoa. It is
even thought that the Pharaonic army, in pursuit of the | sraelitesin their Exodus, fleeing acr oss a sea-level desert
bordering the deltaregion, was an army of Thuthmosis|I1, and that it wasinundated at just theright miraculous
moment by a tsunami wave, sweeping southward out of the Agean. But Egypt survived. The other main island of Atlantis,
that of Crete, did not. Its great palace buildings at K nossos wer e knocked down, and the subsequent history of Creteis
Mycenaean, as we know from the change of script in the palacerecords. For the Mycenaeans, the fall of Atlantis meant
an opportunity to occupy and rebuild Knossosin a thrust across the eastern Mediterranean that carried them all the way
to Troy. Thefall of Troy in itsturn isthe end of the Mycenaean adventure, remembered in Homer.
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From Homer, we are led to the other Bronze Age cultures of Europe, that of the Onetice, located in what is now
Czechoslovakia (whence come our Geramani), and the Wessex culture of southern Britain (that of our Yerni, builders of
the final phase of Stonehenge). Mycenae, and Unetice and Wessex north of the Alps: these are the high points of
development in Europe. The Minoan culture of Atlantisisa variant of the Mycenaean—mor e sophisticated, no doubt, but
they were well matched in the war between them that Plato reports; like contests only with like. Both kept palace
records on unbaked clay tablets, nothing but business accounts. Mycenae, however, hasits echo in the poetry of Homer,
composed around 750 B.C., some centuries after the collapse of the culture it celebrates, following the advent of the Iron
Age and the beginnings of Classical Greece. Nothing like this epic literature has come down to us from central Europe
or Wessex but, aswe shall see, thereisa way of knowing that Homer istheir poet, too. The heroic life of a Bronze Age
warrior-nobility appliesto all these places, be the weapons bronze swords (Mycenae and Unetice) or stone battle-axes
(Wessex). Thelatter, after all, are copies of metal axes, the Wessex warriors (or Yerni) favored precioustypes of stone
for their double-edged axheads, stone that would polish up to a metallic sheen in the imitation of bronze.

Parallel to the heroic tradition in Europe is the civilized one of the Near East—Sumer in the Tigris-Euphrates valley and
Egypt in a narrow strip along the Nile. Both traditions ar e developments of the Bronze Age, each in its different way.
Both, of course, evolve out of the Neolithic, a food-producing economy based on plant and animal domestication. This
may lead to either settled village life or to pastoral nomadism. Thelatter isthe heritage of ancient Europe, warrior
herdsmen coming out of the East, the so-called Battle-Ax folk whose home, the ancestral home of all Indo-European



peoples -before their movement outward in all directions, was the steppeland of Southern Russia, the Ukraine. These
Battle-Ax folk, these original Indo-Europeans, had at the start been a Neolithic people of the mixed farming type before
they went pastoral and mobile. Why this happened isa puzzle.
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Partly it is dueto the soil conditions of thisregion. When thefirst farmers made clearingsfor their fieldsthere, the
treesdid not regrow, forest land turned into steppeland, and soon hoeing and herding became nothing but herding. At
the sametime, they had been influenced by the existence of a civilization to the south of them, the Sumerian of ancient
M esopotamia, which, incidentally, they almost destroyed in the process of becoming the nomadic, warrior herdsmen
known asthe Battle-Ax folk. Their chosen weapon was the stone battle-ax, and thisis but a copy in stone of the
Sumerian war-ax cast in bronze. Or rather, it ismoreaccurateto say it is copied from a metal axhead made asatrade
good, sold to Sumeria by a special community of wealthy smithslocated in Caucasia, one of the world'sfirst two
metallurgical centers (the other being located in Croatia on the slopes of the eastern Alps, embedded with ores of both
tin and copper).

After waves of migration and conquest, with the aid of hor se-drawn wagons and war chariotsin the later ones, they
arrived in western Europe and Britain, still attached to the old stone battle-ax, even after they themselves had mastered
metallurgy. But they went elsewhere, aswell. Speaking an undivided I ndo-European tongue, which language in time
differentiated into Sanskrit, Greek, Celtic and a hundred others. Moving in on the Harappan civilization of India they
becamethe city-smashing Aryans (whose epic is the Rig Veda). Moving into Greece they became the Mycenaeans (whose
epic poet isHomer), and into therest of Europe they became the proto-Celts. The Battle-Ax folk are thus the common
ancestor s of the Mycenaeans and the Wessex warriors (our Yerni) who built Stonehenge. In the latter case, however,
charioteering had not yet crossed the Channel, and did not until Iron Agetimes.

Coming into Europe, they settled down asawarrior aristocracy among the pre-existing Neolithic villagersthere, forming
alayered tribal society divided between warrior heroesand agricultural producers. Theresulting political order of a
heroic society isknown as a chiefdom, with elective chiefs, not dynastic kings, heading up the authority structure. King
Perimedes was not really a king, nor was Mycenaereally a city (no morethan was a Yerni dun), but merely a palace
enclosurein which Perimedes sat asaredistribution chief, taking in loot gathered by war and piracy, keeping a large
sharefor himself and giving out therest as
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giftsto hisretainersand warrior followers, and as diplomatic giftsto rival chiefs. It isthis diplomatic exchange, however,
that brought him to the verge of true kingship and dynastic striving, an evolution forced by the war with Atlantisand the
need for political unity throughout the Argolid, in one " empire" under one " over-king." Things never got that far
elsewherein Europe, as alliances were fragile at best. Everywhere it was a case of dealing in precious metals, of a chief
leading hiswarrior band in a quest for them, and in the sport of war and thethrill of revenge, brightening hisauthority
thereby.

The heroic chiefdoms of barbarian Europe contrast with the civilized polities or true kingdoms of the Near East. There,
kings and pharaohs dealt also in the precious metals of the Bronze Age, but did so as big businessmen, ordering trade on
alargescale. Thisispartly to be explained by the fact that the alloys of bronze, copper and tin, were not to befound in
the realms of Sumer or Egypt; they had to be sought in Europe, and indeed, metallur gy began there. The main business
of these ancient kings, therefore, wasthe search for copper and tin, and it carried traders, prospectors and even military
adventurersfar from home. What they acquired for their king was necessary for his car penters, sculptors, jewelers and
soldiers, all attached to hiscourt. This offersanother contrast with the European chiefdoms, in which warriorswere not
army men but formed a nobility, and craftsmen wereitinerant, the heritage of the traveling tinkerman. A more striking
difference, the kings of Sumer and Egypt resided in true cities—including the full round and roster of urban lifeaswe
know it—and not merely aristocratic compounds. These drew their support from the Neolithic villages of the
surrounding countryside by way of taxation, indeed grew directly out of them. City life and state or ganization, with an
elite-focused high culturein command, are just what chiefdoms lack, and those of Europe finally fell when the
penetration into Europe went beyond trade, when the Iron Age successorsto the ancient Bronze Age kingdoms moved on
to the business of territorial annexation.

Thisbringsusdirectly to the expansion of the Roman empire and Caesar's conquest of Gaul, in which he speedily
defeated warrior heroes given to individual combat with troopstrained for mass murder. Useful to us, he described what
he came to vanquish, and also drew on some older eye-witness accounts made by

314

other classical authors. Preeminent among these authors was the Greek ethnographer Posidonius, who died in 51 B.C.,
the time of Caesar's own commentaries. Posidonius gives us a description of the Keltoi in Gaul, the people we know in



classical history asthe Celts. In archaeology, they express the last horizon of the pre-Roman Iron Age, the so-called La
Tdneculture.

Thelron Age, in its Roman development, includes not only cheap iron for weapons and tools, but also the alphabet,
coinage, free craftsmen organized in guilds, and a state tied together with a system of hor seback-riding postmen. Cheap,
mass produced swor ds and armor destroyed the monopoly on force held by the old Bronze Age nobility equipped with
expensive metals, and made organized armies possible; alphabetic writing destroyed the monopoly on literacy held by
priestly scribes serving Bronze Age kings; and coinage made small business possible, beyond that of kingly dealingsin
bullion; as did cheap tools make possible the guild-protected independence of artisans. Thus giving the new rulers of the
Iron Age a much different kind of polity to administer, imperial in scope.

La Tene Europe beyond the Roman frontier, however, was not much different from the social order of Bronze Age Europe
that preceded it. Posidonius gives us a picture of Celtic warriorsarmed with iron swords not for military but for heroic
combat, and in Britain Caesar found them using chariots as did Homer's her oes. No dynastic kingdoms arereported,
much less any imperium, and artisans were independent not for any guild organization of their own, but for their
itinerancy, working under the patronage of local chiefs asthey chose. Priestly men there were, the druids; they used no
system of writing, but they did monopolize oral literature, including the memorization of the genealogies and the
gloriesof their chiefs. Without iron weapons, we have the analog of Homer's Mycenae. Even the lar ge confeder ation of
chiefdomsunder territorial war leaderswhich Caesar describes as having been organized against him, may be seen asa
response to a common enemy, as Atlantiswasto the warring citadels of the Mycenaean Argolid under our fictional King
Perimedes (whose prototype is Agamemnon in contest with the Trojans). They gave up their mutual raiding and cattle
stealing only for that. These arethe samewarrior herdsmen who built Stonehenge during the British Bronze Age; their
shaft-holed, double-bladed battle-axes

of stone and their stolen finery are buried with them in their grave mounds all around the place, about 460 of them
within a two-mileradius. If the Celts held tribal assembliesin their cemeteries, in the midst of their dead heroes, then
Stonehenge was erected in a similar setting for alike purpose. I n fact, the Wessex warriors associated with that
monument, and also the central European warriorsburied with their bronze swordsin the grave mounds of Onetice, are
known in the archaeological literature asthe " proto-Celts." Yerni and Geramani alike are poor cousins of the Homeric
heroes. To project back certain basic elements of the Celtic Iron Age cultureinto the life-ways of their immediate
Bronze Age ancestorsisnot unreasonable. By looking at the Celts we can learn about the proto-Celtic Wessex warriors
(or Yerni), for whom we have no oral nor written historical testimony.

v

Eye-witness accounts of Celtic life and custom recur in Greek authors such as Strabo the geographer, Diodorus Siculus
the historian, and above all, in the priceless ethnography of Posidonius. Strabo said of the Celts, " They are madly fond
of war, high spirited and quick to battle." No doubt the Y erni were much the same, and that is how they are depicted in
this novel.

Thelast surviving stronghold of Celtic culturewasthat found by St. Patrick in fifth-century Ireland, a belated
Indo-European culture of the Homeric and Rig Veda type, complete with chariot-riding, cattle-reiving, war-making and
loud-boasting her oes whose chief virtues wer e cour age and violence, and with an oral literature that praised such doings.
Christian monks recorded this epic literature, including the Tain Bo Cualnge (toin vo ku-ting-ee). The title means,

" Cooley's Cattle Raid."

Thewarrior aristocracy and its deeds of raiding and fighting are the only fit subjects of literaturein the Tain, asin
Homer. Diodor us, in fact, when describing the habits of the Gaulish Celts at a feast, makes an explicit Homeric
reference.
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Beside them are hearths blazing with fire, with cauldrons and spits containing lar ge pieces of meat. Brave warriorsthey
honor with the finest portions of meat, just as Homer introduces Ajax, honored by the chieftains, when he conquered
Hector in single combat: " He honored Ajax with the full-length chine."

Posidonius witnessed the same thing. What he describes, the Irish tales dramatize.

The Celts sometimes engage in single combat at dinner. Assembling in armsthey engage in mock battle-drill, and
mutual thrust-and-parry, but sometimeswounds areinflicted, and theirritation caused by thismay lead even to the
slaying of the opponent unless the bystanders hold them back. And in former times, when the hindquarters were served
up the bravest hero took the thigh piece, and if another man claimed it they stood up and fought in single combat to the
death.



In thelrish hero tales, the champion's portion is the curadmir, the best cut of the meat. It isliterally a bone of
contention. For who isthe bravest hero present? In Mac Datho's Pig, one warrior after another claimstheright to carve
the pig at afeast; each man in turn yieldsto arival after a dialogue of boasting and abuse. Finally the Connacht
champion, Cet mac Magach, isabout to carve the roast after having put several Ulstermen to shame. Then Conall
Cernach entersthe hall, and there follows the very same scene that Posidonius witnessed a thousand year s beforein
Gaul. What better testimony for the archaism of Irish tradition! Init, La Tdne culturelives!

While he madeready for the pig and had hisknifein hishand, they saw Conall the Victorious coming towards them into
the house. And he sprang on to the floor of the house. The men of Ulster gave great welcome to Conall the Victorious at
that time. It wasthen Conchobar threw hishelmet from his head and shook himself in his own place. "We
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arepleased," said Conall, "that our portion isin readinessfor us. Who carvesfor you?" said Conall.
" One man of the men of Ireland has obtained by contest the carving of it. Cet mac Matach.”

"Isthat true, O Cet?" said Conall. " Art thou carving the pig?"

"It istrueindeed," said Cet. ...

" Get up from the pig, O Cet!" said Conall.

"What bringstheetoit?" said Cet.

"lItistrue” said Conall, " | will bethe challenger. | will give you competition,” said Conall, " for | swear what my people
swear, since first took spear and weapons, | have never been a day without having slain a Connachtman, or a night
without plundering, nor havel ever slept without the head of a Connachtman under my knee."

"Itistrue said Cet, "thou art even a better warrior than |; but if Anluan mac Magach (my brother) werein the house,
he would match thee contest for contest, and it is a shame that heisnot in the house to-night."

"But heis,” said Conall, taking Anluan's head out of his belt and throwing it at Cet's chest, so that a gush of blood broke
over hislips. After that Conall sat down by the pig, and Cet went from it.

Mac Datho's Pig isone story from a body of heroic narratives, including the Tain, known collectively asthe Ulster cycle.
The point of referencein all of them isthe king of Ulster, Conchobar, equivalent to the Myceanaean king Agamemnon
in Homer . His champion is Cuchullain, the Irish Achilles. The Irish Trojans are the men of king Connacht, one of whom
isCet mac Magach. The lliad is in fact a good guideto thelife of the Celts of Gaul and Ireland. Homer's Mycenaeis
essentially an Indo-European culturetransplanted into a M editerranean setting, but not an urban one. Cattlearea
staple form of wealth, the aim of much fighting and raiding in the Ulster cycle; the measure of wealth in Homer, a
captured set of armor isworth from nineto a hundred head of cattle, a prize well worth therisk of battle.

Perhapsthe chief differenceisthat whilethe Ulster cycle delightsjust asmuch in court ceremonial as does Homer,
Homer likesto depict ceremoniesin progress, whilethe Irish bards prefer
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ceremoniesin collapse. The most noble Irish heroes abandon their dignity to a youthful, rough-and-tumble melee
despite the abundance of ritual niceties, especially in the feasting hall, the center of court life. Celtic feastsin
Posidonius and the ancient Irish tales are peopled with swaggering, belching chieftains endowed with a strong arm and a
big mouth, adored by an equally impossible following of adolescent gangsters, all hands twitching to the sword-hilt at the
imagined insult, all greasy, mustachioed lips curling with snarled threats, boasts, and bombastic self-dramatization.
Such may have been therude barbarian builders of Stonehenge. Certainly the Irish tales are closer to them than Homer
but we must also remember that Homer, no partisan of civic society, isjust as much the celebrant of heroic society.

Coarser than belching and bombast in the novel isthe Yerni practice of human sacrifice. Here too Celtic custom has
been suggestive, and the most spectacular episode in Caesar's commentariesis his account of human sacrificein Gaul.

Sometribes build enormousimages with limbs of interwoven branches which they fill with live men; theimages ar e set
alight and the men diein a sea of flame.

Strabo describes both stabbing and cremation as forms of human sacrifice.

They used to stab a human being whom they had devoted to death, in the back with a dagger, and foretell the future from



his convulsions. They offered their sacrifices not without a Druid. There are also other accounts of their human
sacrifices; for they used to shoot men down with arrows; and impale them in their temples, or making a large statue of
straw and wood, throw into it cattle and all sorts of wild animals and human beings, and thus make a burnt offering.

This holocaust, whose victims were war captives, recallsvarious Irish storiesin which houses are burned down around
thevictims of a blood feud. I n one case the sacrificeisinterrupted by the appearance of a supernatural woman leading a
cow which shedirectsto be offered in substitution. The story hasa parallel in
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the Aryan traditions of India, wherein time human sacrifice had been abandoned for animal surrogates, but not among
the Irish branch of Indo-European culture. Caesar himself found nothing extraordinary in the real thing among the
Celts. For him, Gaul had merely retained the archaic practice of human sacrifice once at homein his native Italy until
thefirst century B.C., although he could not know that Indo-European warriorshad introduced it there at the time of
their much earlier invasion. Upon that the Roman state ar ose.

Yerni headhunting also hasits Celtic model. Here is an account by Diodor us of the Gaulsin battle:

For their journeysand in battle they use two-horse chariots, the chariot carrying both charioteer and chief tan. When
they meet with cavalry in the battlethey cast their javelins at the enemy and then descending from the chariot join
battle with their swords. Some of them so far despise death that they descend to do battle, unclothed except for a girdle.
When the armiesaredrawn up in battle array they are wont to advance befor e the battle line and to challenge the
bravest of their opponentsto single combat, at the same time brandishing before them their armsto terrify their foe. And
when someone accepts their challenge to battle, they loudly recite the deeds of valor of their ancestors and proclaim
their own valorous quality, at the same time abusing and making little of their opponent and generally attempting to rob
him beforehand of fighting spirit. They cut off the heads of their enemies slain in battle and attach them to the necks of
their horses. The blood-stained spoilsthey hand over to shield-bearersand carry off asbooty, while striking up a paean
and singing a song of victory, and they nail up these first fruits upon their housesjust asthey do those of wild animals
they lay low in hunting.

The match between this and episodesin the Irish sagasis perfect. Thewarriors of the Tain Bo Cualnge go into battlein
chariots, and the challenge to single combat is as central there asit isin the lliad. The hero Cuchullain in histwo-horse
chariot,
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with hischarioteer Laeg, and armed with shield, spear and sword, isa Celtic warrior right out of Posidonius.
The custom of headhunting appearsagain in Strabo, who seesit as

atrait of barbarous savagery which is especially peculiar to the northern peoples, for when they areleaving the
battlefield they fasten to the necks of their horses the heads of their enemies, and on arriving home they nail up this
spectacle at the entrancesto their houses.

Celtic society is a heroic society of aristocratic chiefdoms; warfareisits business and severed heads, a dominant theme
in Celtic ait, are trophieswon in that business. So too in the Irish epics.

If in thelight of archaeology, classical histories, and Indo-European epic literature werightly interpret the Celtsof La
Tdnelreland, they reveal the cultural landscape of Bronze Age Britain in 1500 B.C. at the time the proto-Celtic Yerni
built Stonehenge. La Tdne culture died out in Gaul at the beginning of the Christian era, and in Britain at the end of
thefirst century A.D. Thelrish La Tdneis of Gaulish origin, and it would have died out in about A.D. 150 had the Roman
conquest extended far enough. It didn't. Rome never cameto Ireland, at least not with legions. La Tdne, the last
archaeological horizon of the pre-Roman Iron Age, lived on therein isolation asthe oldest surviving relic of Celtic
culture, to bediscovered by St. Patrick in thefifth century A.D.

Then Rome cameto Ireland with monks, who later recorded a heroic literature whose bardic transmitters had drawn on
an oral tradition going asfar back asthe Irish adoption of La Tdne culturein the fourth century B.C. The Celts
themselvesfirst emerged as a separ ate peoplein Western Europe as soon asthe Battle-Ax folk arrived and set up their
chiefdomsthere, their cow-chiefs winning sovereignty over the local Neolithic farmers. On the way, they picked up a
knowledge of bronze from metallurgistsin Croatia who, like those in the Caucasus, long had made a living by trading
their goodswith the Near Eastern civic societies. Thusthe European Bronze Age begins with the emer gence of the
proto-Celts, although metal goods at thistime are quiterare (the

321



Yerni wear their bronze daggers asjewelry) and the chosen weapon, favored by sentiment and tradition, isthe stone
battle-ax. Not long before 1500 B.C. these newly formed Celts enter southern Britain, and dominate the local farmers
(the Neolithic Donbaksho of the novel); and their monument to chiefly power isthe Stonehenge whose ruins we see
today. Pre-Christian Ireland, in the Iron Age condition remembered by the bards, isonly little morethan 1,000 years
later than that, not a long timein the history of conservative cultural traditions. Remember that the distance between
Posidonius and the Irish epics is even less. We have only to subtract Iron Age technology from the Irish talesto find the
social and palitical condition of the proto-Celts. In the Ulster cycle both Conall and CuchuUain useiron swords; and one
or two referencesto the ogham alphabet, devised under distant Roman influence, occur. But Irish heroes still ride war
chariots, not horses, chariots like those Bronze Age weapons described by Homer for Mycenaean times. Take away iron
swords, and the Irish hero tales describe the doings of Bronze Agewarriors. Take away more, the chariots, and what is
left is barbarian Europe of the Bronze Age, the very condition of pro to-Celtic chiefdomsin the Wessex district of
southern Britain at the time the Yerni built Stonehenge.

Furthermore, asremarked earlier, Stonehenge Islocated at the center of an immense cemetery. Herein single grave
mounds are buried the warrior heroes of Stonehenge society, laid to rest with their stone battle-axes, bronze daggers,
beer jarsand looted finery. The location itself tells usthe function of the monument, that it was a tribal assembly place,
aswe may deduce from the example of the classical Celts, whose assemblies of chiefs and warriorsinvariably met in
cemeteries. Assemblies among the pre-Christian Irish, we know from the hero tales and Christian law-tracts
formulating ancient custom, merged with periodic fairs where chiefs proclaimed laws and poets praised chiefs, and where
all freemen wer e attracted by a periodic market aswell as by sports events, including horse racing. These open-air
gatherings, appropriate to a nonurban people, were often held in the midst of ancient tumuli, or near sacred well shafts
into which severed heads were thrown.

Thereisno difficulty whatsoever in reading back into the proto-Celtic cultur e of the Wessex warriors gatherings of like
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purpose, during which new chiefs were selected when the old wer e superannuated or killed in battle. Indo-Eur opean
traditions everywhere have it that theking or chief is elected from a council of nobility of which heisakinsman. In the
oldest substrate of the ancient Btchon Laws of Ireland the range of kinsmen for this purpose included four

gener ations—so much mor e cause for contention! Genealogical reckoning isimportant to the validation of leader ship,
the one indispensable subject of any oral tradition in aristocratic chiefdoms for which there must be a specialist
occupation. The Druids of Gaul were carriersof thisrole, ancient by the time of Caesar, as he himself remarks. They
wer e also responsible for computing the rota of annual festivals and assembliesfor aritual calendar. Theold tribal
round of lifeamong the Wessex warriors, called Yerni here, may very well haveitsechoin theritual year of the classical
Celts.

Thetwo main seasons reckoned by the Celts wer e the cold and the warm, marked at their outset by Samain (pronounced
sah-win) and Bel tine. Beltineis a pastoralist festival, starting the summer season when cattle are driven from winter
quartersinto open grazing. On our calendar it isthefirst of May, but the Celts marked it on the preceding night. Relics
of the Celtic way of counting nights and not days have survived in our use of theterms" fortnight" and " senight" and in
our Christmas Eve, New Year's Eve, and Allhallow's Eve. Beltine means " Bel's Fire," after one of the oldest of the Celtic
gods, Belenus, known throughout the continent, but it isin Cormac's Glossary that the chief events of Beltineare
recorded. Cormac isthe ninth-century Archbishop of Ireland, who glossed the meaning of obsolete wordsin Gaelic.
Cattle on their way to summer grazing grounds, and men aswell, are driven between two fireskindled close together by
Druids, who pronounce the purpose as a preser vative against disease for the coming year. Other fireswere kindled
during Samain for sacrificial purposes, with children and beasts as victims, if Cormac can be believed. If so, it would not
be fantastic to recall the holocaust of men and cattle in burning wicker figures described by Caesar and Strabo.

Two other Irish seasonal festivalsare Imbolc (first of February) and Lugnasad (first of August). Imbolc corresponds with
the Feast of Saint Brigit on the Christian calendar, whose nameis cognate with the Sanskrit Bhrati, " the exalted one,"
another
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example of cultural continuity over the whole I ndo-European domain, from Aryan Indiato pagan Ireland. Imbolc means
sheep's milk, and thusisthe name for the lambing season when the ewes begin to lactate. L ugnasad means feast of Lug,
a god associated with ripening crops, and not with a pastoralist economy in the midst of transhumance, which iswhen his
feast date falls. Thefestival is obviously an imported one of later agrarian settlersto Ireland. Lug iswell known asthe
name behind Lyons and other continental towns.

Themost outstanding of the truly archaic festivalsis Samain, the reassembly or gathering of the tribe at the end of the
grazing season. In pre-Christian Ireland, theregular annual assembly wasthe oenach. Thiswasthe chief event of
Samain, the autumnal reuniting of the tuath, or tribe. The Book of the Dun Cow, part of the Ulster cycle, saysthe oenach



was

that period of time which the Ultonians devoted to the holding of the fair of Samain in the plain of Murthemne every
year; and nothing whatever was done by them during that time but games and races, pleasure and amusement, eating
and feasting.

These fairs wer e attended by people from various clanswithin a tribe and sometimes by people from different tribes,
their eternal warswith each other held in suspension by a sacred armistice or ' "‘sword truce,'" asin the Olympic and
Isthmian games of Greece. If thefairs of ancient Ireland serve as historical memories of an |ndo-European tradition of
which the Wessex cultureisa part, tribal forums held at Stonehenge would include not only feasting and sporting
events, but marketing. Feasting, of cour se, would be part of the autumnal cattle round up, but marketing would play an
emphatic role, given the position of Stonehenge at the crossroads of important prehistoric traderoutes; it is
commonplacein the anthropological study of primitive economicsto find trade located within a wider social, often
festive, context than in the case of our own specialized marketing practices. Moreover, the building of the structure
itself, season by season, would constitute yet one mor e of those festive activities. The whole affair would be held under
the direction of a strong-armed, drunken, beer-drinking, beef-eating battle leader, his authority given
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supernatural sanction by the Druids, drawing on the ancestral spirits of thewar dead in their grave mounds of assembly
all around. Thisisevident from theold Irish word ocenach itself. It meansfirst of all " areunion" (hence a popular
assembly or gathering), but also " a burial ground," that k, the place where an assembly isheld. To ignorethe fact that
Stonehenge isbuilt in the midst of a vast burial ground, in which generations of warrior herdsmen and chieftainsare
interred, with their weapons and stolen treasure, isto dissociate that monument from the most important feature of its
setting. Much loose speculation hasresulted.

\Y

Therefore, what we know of the Celts, and of barbarian Europe south of the Alpsin Homer, tellsusthat Stonehengeis
nothing if not a monument to heroic society. It cannot be an astronomical observatory, as Gerald Hawkins hasit in his
1965 work, Stonehenge Decoded, for calculating summer and winter solstices and for predicting eclipses; thisisto project
Babylonian concer ns of the fourth century B.C. and onward into the very archaic past, not to say our own scientific ones.

Besides, the pastoralists of early Europe looked to the ground for important signs, the changein the grassfor their cattle
with the onset of winter and the onset of spring, Samain and Beltane on the Celtic calendar, Halloween and May Day on
ours. Samain marked the pagan new year, the turn to autumn when the Celts brought home their cowsto keep those
they could winter on forage, and to slaughter and feast on those they could not. That carnival (when the souls of the dead
also came home) was Christianized as Allhallow's Eve in Charlemagne's Europe about A.D. 813. New Year's Eve had by
then already gone over to an event of midwinter on 1 January, following the Roman example, fixed astronomically in
keeping with a state-regulated agricultural calendar adopted from the days of Rome's earliest civil existence. In light of
this difference between the civilized and the barbarian

325

societies of old, we are permitted to think of the pastoral Yerni as having their assembly time on Halloween, and so it
would have been for the grand gathering of warriorsfrom the five different Yerni chiefdoms at Stonehenge.

The established Mycenaean connection only gives us an opportunity to dramatizeit in the person of Ason, who seesto
the building of Stonehenge as a means of confederating the Yerni—to give their warring chiefdoms a political center and
common assembly place, and thus deflect them from their competitive raids on hisfather'stin mineto thewest in
Cornwall. It was an act of heroism in the war between Mycenae and Atlantis, but the outcome was finally decided by the
blowup of Thera. Uncompleted, Stonehenge fell into the ruins we see today.

\

What ruinsthey are! They arethe second most popular attraction in all of Great Britain, after the Tower of London,
visited by nearly 1,000,000 tourists a year. Actually, this has being going on with increasing numbers ever sincethe
eighteenth century, when in 1740 William Stuckeley they antiquarian published Stonehenge, A Temple Restor'dto the
British Druids. This Isthe book that not only first popularized the monument, it imprinted Druidsindelibly on the
British national consciousness. Stuckeley of cour se meant the Druids of Celtin Britain that Caesar described, not the
Ancient Order of Druids heinspired with hiswritings. With no justification they seized on the whiterobes and therites
of nineteenth-century Freemasonry, and may still be found parading about the place i midsummer (the same time of
year that fascinatesthe manic astronomers). For some reason, in order to discredit these mock Druids, it isquitethe
intellectual fashion to dismissthe real Druids as having anything to do with Stonehenge. Stuckeley, of course, had no



idea how old the monument really is, but he had a shrewd insight into the nature of the society that built it, onein which
shaman-like priests, or Druids, served the political order of awarrior society. And
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although he stressed " temple" wherewe stress” forum" or a kind of parliament, it is clear that if priestsand warriors
held joint sovereignty over a producing classin Celtic times, the same must have held in proto-Celtic times. If there
were Bronze Agewarriors at Stonehenge, and they are buried ail about with their battle-axes, then there must have been
Bronze Age Druidsto go with them. That's the pattern of the layered societies of the Indo-European chiefdoms from
Indiato Ireland, Brahminsin Aryan India, Druidsin Celtic Europe. The social structure Caesar described in Gaul isthe
same onereflected in the Irish hero tales, which again isthe same for the Punjab district of India at the time of the
Aryan invasion. Thislatter isreflected in the hymns of the Rig Veda, which celebratesthe Aryan conquest at thevery
moment the last phase of Stonehenge was erected. Thus Druidic priests, warriors, and Neolithic husbandmen make up
the social order of chief domseverywherein the Indo-European domain. To summarize:

Aryan Celtic Celtic

India Gaul Ireland

Priests Brahmana druides drui
Warriors Kshatriya equites ri
Producers Vaishva plebs aire

What is more, theword for Druidic wisdom and knowledge is cognate in all three languages, Sanskrit, Gaulish and Old
Irish.

The Sanskrit word veda, asin thetitle of the Vedic hymns, means" knowledge," or rather, to beliteral, it means
"vision" or "sight" and isrelated to the Gaulish and Irish words for wiseman or Druid.

The Rig Veda isthe most sacred book of Hinduism, finally recorded by British colonialsin the early 1800s, after
centuries of oral transmission from the date of composition by the Aryan invader s of Northwest India, wreckers of the
Harappan civilization. The book's language is Sanskrit, dead for all but the Brahmins, who conserveit in recitation as
well as (lately) in scripture. They arethe praise poetsor druids of the Aryan tradition, still singing the glories of warrior
her oes cometo the Punjab, now gods. The Rig Veda is, in fact, a compilation of 1,028 poemsin praise of various deities,
chief of whom isIndra,
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the same chariot-riding, bolt-hurling thunder god who is Jupiter with the Romans, Zeus with the Greeks, and Thor with
the Scandinavians. Indraisthe apotheosis of the Indo-European warrior chieftain. " He sweeps away, like birds, thefoe's
possessions.” It is" He under whose supreme control are horses, all chariots, and the villages, and cattle." Aboveall, he
isa" city dedroyer/' asis Odysseus, who bears a special title of honor, ptoliporthos, " Sacker of Cities." Indrahurls
thunderboltsin his divine moments, otherwise fights with bow and arrow from a chariot.

With all-outstripping chariot-wheel,

O Indra, though far-famed, hast overthrown the twice ten kings of men

With sixty thousand nine and ninety followers.

Thou goest on from fight to fight intrepidly, destroying citadel after citadel with strength.

Rig in Sanskrit means" laudatory stanzas," and veda means" knowledge," cognate with English " wit," which, at bottom,
comes from the Indo-European root for "to see." It istherefore cognate also with video. Theword for what weseeon TV
springs from the same root that namesthe sacred lore of the Hindu Brahmins, and that names the Celtic Druids as well.
Celtic wisemen wer e tagged by Caesar after the plural form of their self-namein Gaulish, druides, that is, they who see
threetimes. Thederivation is id ot wid (" vision" or "wise") with an intensifying prefix dri or tri ("three"), hence"thrice
wise," and the same with Gaelic drui. The number three, asa matter of fact, isan intensifier in all Indo-European

languages, asin French " /rex" and in English " terrific."

The power of threeisvested in the divinetriads of the major Indo-European divinities, such as Brahma, Siva, and Vishnu
in the Hindu tradition; Zeus, Poseidon and Pluto (or Hades) in the Greek. They stand for a set of universal principles



governing sky, earth and underworld; those of creation, destruction and preservation. Thetrilithons at Stonehenge may
have symbolized the same cosmic principles, one for each stone. Such meaning would have been assigned to them by the
class of Druids associated with the Wessex warriors, whose political monument

328
Stonehenge is, in accord with the religious overtones of its architecture, it being the centerpiece of awell-planned necropolis.

The doings of our novelized Druid, called Nemed, is altogether in keeping with his classical counterparts. The function of Druids,
and Brahmins, in heroic society isto legitimate the political authority of the warriors over the producing class, to preserve the
genealogies of the chiefs, if not sing their glories, to sanctify the tribal assembly place, to keep the ritual calendar, and conduct
sacrifices and read omens. That Druidical ritesin La Tene Europe called for human victims, killed by stabbing and holocaust, is well
attested by Posidonius, afact that today's mock Druids and their romantic apol ogists squeamishly avoid.

The novelized warriors, the Y erni, are no less authentic. That is to say, they are cast as warrior heroes, not as soldier warriors. In
the epic literature, heroes are likened to wild beasts. Cuchullain is “the hound of gore." Homer's warriors are “ravening lions" and
‘jackals." Indeed, the heroes themselves take for along self-image what they believe to be some outstanding attribute of ferocity in
wild animals. The physical description of the Gauls by Posidonius is instructive. Posidonius writes:

The Gauls aretall in stature and their flesh is very moist and white, while their hair is not only naturally blond, but they also use
artificial means to increase this natural quality of color. For they continually wash their hair with lime-wash and draw it back from
the forehead to the crown and to the nape of the neck, with the result that their appearance resembles that of Satyrs or of Pans, for
the hair is so thickened by this treatment that it differsin no way from a horse's mane. Some shave off the beard, while others
cultivate a short beard; the nobles shave the cheeks but |et the moustache grow freely so that it covers the mouth. And so when
they are eating the moustache becomes entangled in the food, and when they are drinking the drink passes, as it were, through a sort
of strainer.

La Tene art commonly features the upturned Celtic moustache and backswept hair style, stiffened, no doubt, by lime as Posidonius
reports. Cuchullain's hair is said to be three-colored
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and standing up rigid, so that applesfalling from trees areimpaled on its spiky points. This description matches exactly
the limed hair of the Celtic warrior. It isworth passing notice that the eyes of warriorsin La Tene sculptureare
portrayed large and bulging. Perhapsthey arethe eyes of a pastoralist, gazing upon far horizons, like those of
"far-seeing Zeus' in Homer'swords.

The Cdtic moustachein La TEneart ismodeled in shape after the tusks of the wild boar. Thiswould not be thefirst
cultureto use the symbolism of the hunt as an index of valor in war. Thelion, the bear, and the eagle still have their
placein the heraldry of all western nations. Hunting, the sport of kings, islittle fun against animals of no dangerous
challenge. Odysseus was wounded on Mount Parnassus while hunting the wild boar, gored in the thigh. Boar'stusk
helmets are mentioned in the Odyssey, and fragments have been found buried in several Mycenaean sites. Roman
legionaries wore helmetstopped with a crest of bristles made of horsehair, but the only animal with a standing mane the
helmets could have imitated is not the horse but the wild boar. The two distinctive features of that animal in Celtic
scupture areits high mane and itslong, curved tusks. The long, curved moustaches for which the Celticwarrior is
famous, not to mention his swept up head hair, is evidentaly intended as an ensign and battle emblem of the boar.

The difference between the Celtic moustache and the Roman helmet isthat the former isa growth of thewarrior's own
body and thelatter is an attachment taken from the body of the animal symbolized. The moustacheis consistent with an
oral culture, the helmet with aliterate one. In a culturethat lacksthe written word, the only word is the spoken word,
the only memory isunwritten memory, asrecorded in body decoration. The human body, with its boar-toothed
moustache and boar-bristled hair, is made to stand for something else, asa symboal; that is, asareminder and emblem of
thetribe's militant ferocity. The boar-maned helmet of the Roman soldier is government issued equipment, symbolizing
the mission of an organized army of the state, to which the heroics of theindividual warrior are deracinated for
systematic butchery of the enemy by the numbers. When Roman helmet met warrior's mask, trophies of severed heads
yielded to captured real estate; warfare asthe personal achievement of prestige and wealth through killing and looting
was swamped by
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the legions of Caesar, who fought in the name of territorial annexation. Feud and foray isfor warriors, conquest for
soldiers. At all events, only warriorsin Celtic society were allowed to wear the moustache. The Druids wererequired to
shaveit off but grew beards. Today's mock Druids, wearing both (usually false), have got it wrong. Wrong, too, isthe
snobbery that refuses to see proper Druids associated with Stonehenge. They go with the package in proto-Celtic asin



Celtic society.

vin

Visitorsto Stonehenge cometo see only what in the novel Inteb built, thetrilithons and the sarsen ring. But these big
stones constitute but the final phase of the monument, known as Stonehenge | 11, dated (once again) to 1500 B.C. on a

site whose building activity actually begins 900 year s ear lier. Befor e concluding this Afterword, some mention of that

history cannot be omitted.

Theoriginal inhabitants of Britain were food collectors of the hunting and gathering type, living in forests that covered
the entire land. Sometime in the fourth millenium the food producing revolution arrived in the form of Neolithic
migrants from across the Channel. They made clearingsin the forest for their fields, their browsing cattle causing
further erosion of thetree cover, producing the open downswe seetoday. Theresult for thefirst farmerswasthat their
Neolithic mixed economy took on a pastoral bias, leaving little room for the hunting and gathering aboriginals, but they
survived right on down to the time of Stonehengelll, and arethe novel'sHunters. Their mobility and their knowledge of
trailsin the back-woods gave them a new lease on life astraders, dealing not only in forest products but in jadite for
axheadsand in Irish gold and bronze.

M eanwhile the emer gent pastoralists, known as the Windmill Hill folk, were building earthworks of a type called
causewayed camps. These arelocated on the tops of modest hills (the type site is Windmill Hill) and are formed of two or
three concentric
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ditchesinterrupted by a number of causeways. They seemed to have been gathering places for isolated homesteader s
during theautumnal cattle round up, and thus the Samain holiday we have as Halloween may be older than Celtic and
proto-Celtic tradition, making it easy for the coming invasion of Battle-Ax warriorsto fit into thelocal landscape. Before
that happened, however, the Windmill Hill folk reduced the complexity of their causewayed camps and built them on
lower ground as a single encircling ditch and bank with only one causeway leading into theinterior. These are known as
henges, Stonehenge being the most notable of many for the sarsen structure within it.

Stonehenge | isa mere earthwork of this sort, to which the Windmill Hill builders added the Aubrey Holes (they are
cinerary pits) and the Heelstone, and started the custom of interring their dead in the vicinity under barrows. In this case
they arelong barrows, containing family or clan burials, the round barrows of the single dead coming with the her oes.

Thefirst heroeswere the Beaker folk, about 800 years later, and it was they who made the additions we know as
Stonehenge I1. The Beakers (hamed after thelarge beer jarsburied with them and their bronze daggers and archery
sets) arethe Battle-Ax folk in their western European expression, after having picked up the technology of metal
working from artisansin Croatia, who specialized in it strictly for trade. Henceforth the Beakers continued their
westwar d migrations with their own smithsin their employ. They moved not only into Britain but onward through the
Iberian Peninsulato the Atlantic coast, with some doubling back in areflux movement. In Iberia they seem to haverun
into another group of metallurgists, or so onetheory goes, and we have tried to accommodateit, asit isthe only one that
explainsthe presence of the bronze workersin Ireland with whom the Hunterstrade in supplying that metal and gold as
well to the Yerni in Wessex (who get metal goods also in direct trade with the Geramani from Unetice). This metal
working population slowly crept up the Atlantic coast of Europe, starting with a primitive copper technology, then sailed
on up to Ireland, the novel's Domnann. They weretradersand prospectors, originating somewherein the Mediterranean
area with distant Mycenaean connections, before they settled down in alien lands. Their tombs, huge upended boulders
capped with massive slabs
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of undressed stone called dolmens, are the only mark of their passing. But in Domnann, they reinvented bronze.

Theisland on which Ason iswrecked is covered with their dolmens. Known asthe Scilly Islands, it istoday not one
island but several, now the sea level is higher. Thetomb buiJders, the Albi of the novel, lived in what is now Cornwall
and Devon, site of theremotetin streamsthe fictional King Perimedes was for ced by hiswar with Atlantisto exploit.
Uncle Lycos, in search of tin for Mycenae, had only to prospect the Albi copper mines; the two metals are at times found
in association.

At all events, the Beakers at Stonehenge erected an almost complete double circle of bluestones (which may or may not
have been hauled from Mt. Prescelly in Wales—this matter is hotly disputed by geologists), and the people they
dominated wer e the Neolithic and pastorally inclined farmers of the Windmill Hill culture, whoseremnantsarethe
Donbaksho—the deracinated builders of Stonehenge|. This, about 100 years later, isthe setting of Ason'sarrival.
Beaker culture had flourished and evolved into that of the Wessex culture, which is associated with the dismantling of



Stonehenge |l and the erection of Stonehenge |11, with the monumental sarsen stones (of strictly local origin) we see
theretoday. Both Beaker and Wessex warriorsareburied in the surrounding round barrows. This cemetery isas much a
part of the monument asits standing stones.

VI

In fact, the stones themselves and their arrangement take on a funerary symbolism quite in keeping with their situation
at the center of thishuge burial ground. It by no means follows, however, that Stonehenge isthe temple of a mortuary
cult. The sepulchral features of thetrilithonsin particular, borrowed from the interior design of the surrounding tombs,
may just aswell sanctify an open-air setting for tribal politics. Think of Christian churches as a setting for the
coronation of kings. Bishops and kings, Druids and cow-chiefs—the pattern of relationship is
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continuousin western culture. A monument belonging to the sepulchral class, in terms of architecture, may cometo
represent the war-and treaty-making power s of chieftainship; political authority is backed up with supernatural values
with the aid of religious experts, the Druids, by way of their tomb-side tendance of the dead and everything else of cosmic
and otherworldly significance. Hence the funerary architecture of thetrilithons, associated with a cult of thedead, in a
political monument.

Trilithon—a structur e consisting of two pillarsand a lintel across the space between them, named by William Stuckely,
five of which stand within the sarsen ring at the center of Stonehenge. They may represent atriad of cosmic principles,
asremarked before, the power of threein the Indo-European gods of creation, destruction and possession. Indo-European
chiefdomsfrom Indiato Europewerelayered in terms of priests, warriorsand peasant producers, and their wisemen
everywhereinvented departmental godsto expressthe social reality of these different strata, thus explaining society to
itself and making it work. In Aryan India, the god of the Druidic priests (who formulated and taught this explanation)
was Brahma, that of the warriorswas Siva, and that of the producerswas Vishu. Brahmathe creator, Siva the destroyer,
and Vishnu (the one female deity in thistriad) the sexual possessor. In the mythology of northern Europe they are Odin,
Thor and Freya. In all these and other casesthey represent wisdom, force, and wealth: the instructive wisdom of the
priests (Brahminsor Druids), the destructive force of thewarriors, and the erotic fertility of wealth in possession of the
Neolithic peasant's plants and animals. L ong after the Indo-European chiefdoms disappeared as actual social structures,
the gods remained as mythical ideals, asin the Medieval social idea of the three estates, clerics, knights, and people.

At all events, the mythology is very ancient as a means of analyzing and under standing the cosmos at lar ge, and so it
must have been at Stonehenge. There, in one of the heroic round barrows, has been found a chiefs mace of authority in
the stylized form of a battle-ax, itshead of rare and precious stone, its wooden handle (now rotted away) adorned with
rings of bone cut jaggedwise asif they were motifs of the lightning flash. Thor's hammer! Battle-axes long have had
specific gods attributed to them in all branches of Indo-European mythology, the god of
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thunder is himself awarrior. Heisknown by many names: Thor, Donar, Jupiter, Tauranos (the Celtic Zeus), Teshub
(theweather god of the Hitties), and Indra. The famous hammer of Thor, called Mjollnir, representing the destructive
power of the heavens, thunder and lightning, is nothing if not a mythic transformation of the battle-ax. Such isthe
cosmic connection of the Wessex warriors, mediated by their Druids.

So much for the sky, but the underworld too isa Druidic concern. At Stonehenge, structures exactly like thetrilithons,
only smaller and with awider doorway, occur inside thelong barrows as transept entrances, that is, as gatewaysto
collective burial chambersleading off from a main gallery (there being only one such chamber underneath the round
barrowswith their single burials). The most notable near by sepulture of this construction using lar ge stones, called a
megalithic tomb, isthe West Kennet long barrow. It is a five-chambered cairn, with rooms behind its five transepts or
trilithon-shaped doorways, for the burial of five different family or clan groups. It isatomb of Neolithic time, and was as
central to the Wessex region then as Stonehenge |11 later cameto be. Thefivetrilithonsthere seem to indicate a similar
kind of social organization. Megalithic tombsall over the British Isles mark out social territories, enforcing claimsto
the land by supernatural means. The barrows are more than tombs for the dead, they are spatial guidesfor theliving. At
their forecourtsisthe garbage of annual feasting, no doubt done at Samain and all that implies. If Irish folklore allows
that spirited fairy folk livein these mounds, it isa memory of jolly picnics that also worked as ghostly warningsin the
defense of hallowed tribal lands. The big cemetery at Stonehenge, however, tells more. Evidently it was the focus of
intertribal alliances over a wider region, for other than local dignitariesare buried there, the artistic details of the grave
furniture aretraceableto five different regions. Thefivetrilithons are the outward signs of the same palitical
geography. The archways leading into the different chambers of the megalithic tomb have been magnified and placed
outside; thetrilithons are stylized transepts, representing the five dynastic cow-chiefs who met in council to do their
intertribal business at Stonehenge, a parliament of heroes. Each chief stood in front of hisrespective portal, speaking for
the full force of hislineage, and with the living memory of his ancestors behind
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it, asit were, spoken for by his genealogy-reciting Druid.

Thispictureleapsto theimagination soon as one looks at the map. In addition to Stonehenge, four other major
cemeteriesarelocated in the Wessex district, fivein all. Each is associated with a megalithic assembly place. From north
to south they are Lambourn on Berkshire Downs, at Avebury on Marlborough Downs, at Stonehenge on the Salisbury
Plain (the biggest cattle grazing area of them all), at Cranborne Chase at Oakley Downsin Dor set, and at Dorchester,
alsoin Dorset. These places correspond to our five Yerni chiefdoms, those of Dun Maclor bi, Dun Finmog, Dun Uala
(later Dun Ason), Dun Moweg and Dun Der Dak.

Fivetrilithons, five cemeteries. Onetrilithon, at the heel of the hor seshoe-shaped layout, is bigger and taller than the
other four; and the Stonehenge cemetery isbigger than the others. Great archways, which once led to burial rooms
within the chambered tombs of different kinship units, now lead outward to chiefly families united by tribal alliances
and by a common cemetery on the quasi-dynastic burial grounds of the dominant partner. Regional burial groups, with
distinctive grave goods from each locality, show thisclearly.

Theserelationships suggest that the five trilithonsin some way stand for rival powersover thefive ancient grazing areas
of southern Britain, brought together for a" sword truce" (the phrase occursin thelrish epics) under the influence of
one preeminent war leader. In the novel, that forceful person is Ason, doing his father'sbusinessin the war with
Atlantis. But hetakes on the task, inserting himself into local squabbles, by way of using the local religious ideology for
the sake of political unity. His architect, Inteb, under stands the meaning of the wooden structuresthe Yerni call
"henges," wooden trilithonstheir Druids have erected to shelter the war speeches of their chiefs. Such athingis quite
permissible to imagine, because the stone trilithons we know are constructed on the principles of carpentry, with tenons
on top of the pillars and mortise holes cut in the mnderside of thelintels. Thisis awood working technique transferred
to stone, and the explanation for this oddity isthat the transepts of megalithic tombs wer e once made this wooden way
beforethe use of stonewastried, and were later where stone was sauce.

336

To put the matter in the language of ancient Ireland, as ever avital comparision, one " overking" at Stonehenge must
have held hegemony over four "underkings." In Irish mythology, five has both a scared and a political meaning. The
number isrelated to thefivefold division of Ireland, itsfour quartersand its axis mundi, turning where the central
authority sits. Perhaps the doorwaysin the sarsen ring at Stonehenge represent the portals of lesser warbands, allied to
the Big Five, drawn in from the periphery to join a consolidated forum as the Stonehenge project proceeded, season after
season.

While one may only speculate on the parliamentary function of Stonehenge, it isless difficult to guess at the symbolic
meaning of the spatial layout of thetrilithonsthemselves. The five of them are arrayed, to the modern eye, in the shape
of a horseshoe. Thisisa significant perception. The horseshoe, in popular superstition, isa good luck charm to be nailed
up over thebarn door, and as such it isthe heritage of Indo-European pastoral society. The horseshoe acquired its good
luck symbolism precisely from itsresemblance to the upcurved horns of the bull; and the custom of nailing up an
upside-down iron horseshoeis a substitute for mounting the horns of a steer, still a custom wherethey are available.
The Celtswore an ornamental set of horns around the neck in the form of a golden tore, which to our eyeslookslike a
golden hor seshoe. The hor seshoe-shaped array of trilithons, then, isa symbolic set of cattle horns.

Theremains of both horns and hooves have been found at some Neolithic long barrows around Stonehenge. The
possibility that heads or even stuffed car casses wer e set up atop them is something to consider. According to Herodotus,
the grave mounds of Scythian kings were surmounted with stuffed horses. Thisin the Indo-European homeland where
the horse was first domesticated (but at a much later time than wer e sheep, goats, pigs and above all, cattle, by Neolithic
settlers elsewhere).

The horse was a widespread game animal in the Pleistocene, in post-glacial timesit was largely restricted to the
Eurasian steppes. The Battle-Ax folk trained it not for riding but for pulling wagons and war chariots. The one was used
to haul the goods the chiefs captured with the aid of the other. Mounted warriors and knights did not appear until a new
breed of horse of sufficient strength had been bred in late Roman times. Itsuse for com-
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mercial draft and plow agriculture came even later. In the novel, the Yerni still hunt hor ses, asthe domesticated variety
had not yet entered Britain with the Beaker folk.

All the same, admiration for the horse by Europeans has outlasted that for cattle. A man of honor at long last was not a
cow-chief, but a" horseman,' that is, a cavalier, a chevalier, aritter, a caballero. And with the advent of the automobile, the



honor object has been switched from horseto car, pastoral mobility on wheels. Y et before the hor se, the honor object was
the cow. The heroic aristocracy of the Indo-Eur opean chiefdomswe know so well in Homer owesitswealth to cattlein a
tradition asold astheoriginal Battle-Ax people, in whose undivided language befor e the migration pecunius means
holding property in cows; theword for * 'war-band' means a horde seeking cows, the root word for " protection” meansto
guard cows, and thetitle of the chief is" cow-chief,” from whom the measur e of hospitality isthe slaying of cows for
guests.

All of the above is by way of advising thereader to restrain from laughing when we depict stuffed cows atop thetrilithons
at Stonehenge. Our Yerni are not foolish. The picture makes a lot of sense, when you cometo think about it historically.
Already noted are the cattle horns and hooves found on the upper surfaces of the long barrowsin the Stonehenge
necropolis and elsewhere. The masses of ox bonesfound at the forecourts of these same barrows may suggest that the
animals slaughtered there served as more than a carnival for theliving. In Celtic mythology, the afterworld isaLand of
Promise; it isMoi Mell, wherethe dead warrior will feast upon unlimited herds of beef, not to say drink from ever-full
pots of beer. It'salways Miller Timein the Moi Mell. If Stonehenge is an open-air tomb, in terms of architecture, we
might very well expect it to be adorned with cattle emblems, whole carcasses or perhaps only horns. These would have
been fixed to wooden dowels set three inches deep into the lintel tops of the sar sen ring, holes recently discover ed—
although the astronomers prefer to seethem as holdersfor celestially aligned signting wands. We prefer to see them as
holdersfor bovine esoterica, perhaps even gilded hornsor copper-sheathed replicas.

Symbolic cattle horns aretraceable all the way back to the European Neolithic at its widest extent. The most famous
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exampleisthehorn motif in the decoration of Cretan palace buildings, repeated end to end along the edge of every
rooftop like so many golden crenelations. The palace cultur e of the Cretans or Minoansis a non-Indo-Eur opean
evolution out of the same Neolithic base, and so again, nothing isinvented herein the picture of Atlantean architecture.

Still we might ask, what istheintellectual content of this bovine symbolism? The answer can be found in Democritus, in
his explanation of how horns grow on animals. Behind this ancient work of natural history lie beliefs and assumptions
about the natural world even more ancient. Horns, Democritus believes, grow out of the head because the life-substance
of thebody isdrawn to the head and the brains; what grows out of the head is an issuance of whatever iswithin the head,
an outcropping of the life-substance. Horns grow forth, watered by the same body moisturesthat arelost at death, and
which are supplied to the"thedry ones" (a Homeric reference to the dead) by means of libations. Horns, then, are
outcroppings of the stuff of lifethat is concentrated in the brain. In the I ndo-Eur opean languages, the words for horn and
brain arc cognate (cornu and cerebrum, for example). The horn of plenty, detached from the head and which suppliesthe
Celtic otherworld with beef and beer, isanother embodiment of the same procreative and regenerative power that causes
the growth of horn in thefirst place.

The symbolic set of cattle horns built into the horseshoe array of trilithons at Stonehenge is most appropriate for a
meeting place wher e the cow-chiefs of different war bands assemble to deliberate alliances and then celebrate them once
formed. Cows are an important possession, the object of raiding and a measur e of wealth. What could be mor e important
to the heroes of a pastoral society than control over cattle? And what symbol mor e fitting than the horns of cattle, the
very outgrowth of power and thelife-substance itself? Warriorswant booty and expect their chief to lead them toit; the
Rig Veda verily howlswith their . 'resolveto win a cow, towin a steed."” What are they to do when their battle leader
wantsinstead to form alliances and not make eternal war on each other? What isthe sport in that? Wheretheloot? This
was Ason's problem when hetook over Dun Uala. He had his architect, Inteb, build thetrilithons, symbolic gatewaysto
the nether world of Moi Méll. Each chief in tribal forum,
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standing before his own, thus won the supernatural clout (with the added promise of chiefly largessin this world,
drinking and feasting) to bring his contentious warriorsinto line. Now the chiefs themselves wereto follow an
"overking," the Prince of Mycenae, whose own ambition wasto keep the Yerni off hisfather's back. In that he
manipulated thelocal culturein away whose resultis the tourist attraction we know as Stonehenge. That it was never
completed isan indication of how fluid wasthe political nature of chiefdoms, how shifting the tribal alliancesin a
warrior society on thevery rim of the Homeric world.

IX

Just asthe unavoidable violence was essential to tell arealistic story of thisperiod, soisit necessary to avoid any
reference to astronomical theories and other unacceptable explanations for the construction of Stonehenge. To even
consider an astronomical explanation isto beignorant of Homer, not to mention accepted ar chaeological realities.
Society in ancient Britain at the time of Stonehenge |11 was not civilized, that isto say, not a civic society. It lacked
cities, even a sufficient agricultural base for the support of cities, much less urban specialists like astronomer s and



mathematicians dependent on writing and library archives. The Britons who built the final phase of Stonehenge were a
pastoral people known to ar chaeology asthe Wessex warriors, a proto-Celtic branch of the Battle-Ax peopleidentified
with a zone of Indo-European occupation stretching from Indiato Ireland and from northern Europeto the
Mediterranean. The battle-axes of the Wessex warriorsareinterred with them in the vast burial grounds of Stonehenge;
their deeds of combat and cattlelifting echoin the oral literature about various other Indo-European warrior heroes, as
recorded in the lliad, the Rig Veda, and the Tain Bo Cualnge. Homer's l/iadwzs set down in the eighth century B.C. on the
basis of an oral tradition recalling the Myceanean heroes of Bronze-Age Greece in about 1500 B.C. The Rig Veda recalls
theinvasion of civilized India by battle-loving, city-sacking, cow-stealing Aryan charioteers at the sametime, in an epic
poem faithfully transmitted orally by Brahmins until recorded during
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the British raj. (Thirty-five centuries and not a syllable changed!) And the Tain recallsthe heroic character of rival
Indo-European chiefdomsthat survived in Ireland, isolated even from the Roman conquest, until reached by Christian
missionariesin thefifth century A.D. We areindebted to the monkswho in abwit ti*t seventh century recorded the Tain,
for they have provided uswith an oral tradition that, incredible asit may seem, opens a window on the proto-Celtic past
and blows lifeinto the bones of the Wessex warriorswho died in 1500 B.C., roughly contemporary with Homer's
Mycenae. If Mycenae, the most advanced of the European heroic societies,, isan unlikely place for a solar and lunar
observatory and eclipse computer, how much more so barbarian Britain at the very same moment of historical time.

The Stonehenge of the astro-ar chaeologists (or the ar chaeo-astronomers, they haven't decided which they are) isin fact
afiction. To present Stonehenge as a scientific instrument cannot be done without fudging the ar chaeological data, for it
must be made to appear that the monument was built at onetime, for one purpose, by one people. In reality, it was built
over aperiod of nearly athousand years by three different cultures, the Windmill Hill, the Beaker and the Wessex.
Astronomical Stonehengeisa conflation of these three building phases. Indeed, the Four Stations of Stonehengell (a
rectangular arrangement of stones and mounds) cover up some of the Aubrey Holes of Stonehengel, yet all partsare
supposed to beintegral to a single device. What is more, the idea is dubious on statistical grounds alone. Douglass
Hettie, who teaches mathematics and theoretical astronomy at Edinburgh University, determined thisin hisrecent book
of 1982, Megalithic Science. Of the 240 alignments Hawkins investigated at Stonehenge, 48 could be expected by chance
to line up with something of solar or lunar significance, yet he found only 32 significant orientations. Chancein excess
of design! (On recalculation, only 25 of these have errors of deviation under the 2° of azimuthal arc Hawkins fixed asthe
limit for claiming astronomical orientation—a generous limit widely exceeded.)

Our own fiction, we hopeto persuade you, is closer to thetruth of the historical Stonehenge, which might better be
called Cowhenge. Lc
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[llinois Institute of Technology 341
SUGGESTED READINGS
Prehistory

Stuart Piggott. Ancient Europe. Chicago: Aldine, 1965. Derek Roe. Prehistory. Berkeley: Univ. of California Press, 1972. Andrew
Sherratt, ed. The Cambridge Encyclopedia of Archaeology. New Y ork: Crown, 1980.

Atlantis

A.G. Galanopoalis and Edward Bacon. Atlantis: The Truth Behind the Legend. Indianapolis: Bobbs-Merrill, 1969.
Sinclair Hood. The Minoans. London: Thames and Hudson, 1971.

J.V. Luce. The End of Atlantis. London: Thames and Hudson, 1969.

Mycenae

George E. Myionas. Mycenae and the Mycenaean Age. New Jersey: Princeton Univ. Press, 1966.

Lord William Taylour. The Mycenaeans. London: Thames and Hudson, 1964.

Emily Vermeule. Greece in the Bronze Age. Chicago: Univ. of Chicago Press, 1972.

Cdts



Myles Dillon. Celtsand Aryans. Simla: Indian Inst, of Advanced Study, 1975.
T.G.E. Powell. The Celts. New Y ork: Praeger, 1958.

JJ. Tierney. "The Celtic Ethnography of Posidonius." Proceedings of the Royal Irish Academy 60, sec. C, no. 5, 1960, pp.
189-275.

345
Irish Sagas
Tom Peete Crossand Clark Harris Slover, eds. Ancient Irish Tales. New York: Henry Holt, 1936.

Kenneth Hurlstone Jackson. The Oldest Irish Tradition: A Window on the Iron Age. Cambridge: Cambridge Univ. Press,
1964.

Cecile O'Rahilly, ed. Tain Bo Cualnge. Dublin: Dublin Inst. for Advanced Studies, 1967.

Southwest Britain and Wessex

Aileen Fox. South West England. London: Thames and Hudson, 1964.

Stuart Piggott. " The Early Bronze Age in Wessex/' Proceedings of the Prehistoric Society 4, 1938, pp. 52-106.
J.F.S. Stone. Wessex. London: Thames and Hudson, 1958.

Stonehenge

R.J.C. Atkinson. Stonehenge. Har mondsworth: Penguin Books,

1960. Colin Burgess. The Age of Stonehenge. London: J.M. Dent,

1980. Leon Stover and Bruce Kraig. Stonehenge: The Indo-European

Heritage. Chicago: Nelson-Hall, 1978. Seereview by

Anthony F. Aveni in Archaeology 33, no. 4 (July/August),

1980, pp. 64-5.

Astro-archaeology

Kenneth Brecher and Michael Feirtag, eds. Astronomy of the

Ancients. Cambridge: TheM.|.T. Press, 1981. Gerald Hawkins and John B. White. Stonehenge Decoded. New
York: Doubleday, 1965. Douglass C. Heggie. Megalithic Science: Ancient Mathematics

and Astronomy in Northwest Europe. London: Thames and

Hudson, 1982.

Druids

Nora K. Chadwick. The Druids. Cardiff: Univ. of Wales Press,

1966. Stuart Piggot. The Druids. London: Thames and Hudson, 1970. Ward Rutherford. The Druidsand Their Heritage.
London:

Gordon and Cremonesi, 1978.
346

I ndo-European Mythology



George Dumezil. The Destiny of the Warrior. Chicago: Univ.

of Chicago Press, 1970. Gerald James Larson, ed. Myth in Indo-European Antiquity.

Berkeley: Univ. of California Press, 1974. C. Scott Littleton. The New Comparative Mythology. Berkeley:
Univ. of California Press, 1973.

347

sroNeheNQe
whbeRe

at~lanus
t>let>

THREE AGAINST ATLANTIS

Ason: Prince of an ancient house, intent on restoring the keystone of his father's power, braves the limits of
the land-rimmed seado sail North, through the cold fog, to the icy island whera with heroic effoH the key to
victory over Atlantis mayM found.

Inteb: Ex-envoy fr<im the Pharoah, reluctant voyager to the forbidding Island of Yerni, armed only with his
arcane knowledge and his loyalty to Ason.

Naikeri: Proud daughter of the Albi, she has never known a warrior like Ason, nor a world like the one she
helps him to create-a world that will focus on the great monument of Stonehenge.
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