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      To my sister Bridget and her husband Frank,
lovers of Greece!!

      




      
      Letter to the reader

      
      History has always fascinated me. I see my stories as a time machine. I want to intrigue you with a murderous mystery and
         a tangled plot, but I also want you to experience what it was like to slip along the shadow-thronged alleyways of medieval
         London; to enter a soaringly majestic cathedral but then walk out and glimpse the gruesome execution scaffolds rising high
         on the other side of the square. In my novels you will sit in the oaken stalls of a gothic abbey and hear the glorious psalms
         of plain chant even as you glimpse white, sinister gargoyle faces peering out at you from deep cowls and hoods. Or there again,
         you may ride out in a chariot as it thunders across the Redlands of Ancient Egypt or leave the sunlight and golden warmth
         of the Nile as you enter the marble coldness of a pyramid’s deadly maze. Smells and sounds, sights and spectacles will be
         conjured up to catch your imagination and so create times and places now long gone. You will march to Jerusalem with the first
         Crusaders or enter the Colosseum of Rome, where the sand sparkles like gold and the crowds bay for the blood of some gladiator.
         Of course, if you wish, you can always return to the lush dark greenness of medieval England and take your seat in some tavern
         along the ancient moon-washed road to Canterbury and listen to some ghostly tale which chills the heart . . . my books will take
         you there then safely bring you back!
      

      
      The periods that have piqued my interest and about which I have written are many and varied. I hope you enjoy the read and
         would love to hear your thoughts – I always appreciate any feedback from readers. Visit my publisher’s website here: www.headline.co.uk
         and find out more. You may also visit my website: www.paulcdoherty.com or email me on: paulcdoherty@gmail.com.
      

      
      Paul Doherty

      
   



      
      About the Author

      
      Paul Doherty is one of the most prolific, and lauded, authors of historical mysteries in the world today. His expertise in
         all areas of history is illustrated in the many series that he writes about, from the Mathilde of Westminster series, set
         at the court of Edward II, to the Amerotke series, set in Ancient Egypt. Amongst his most memorable creations are Hugh Corbett,
         Brother Athelstan and Roger Shallot.
      

      
      Paul Doherty was born in Middlesbrough. He studied history at Liverpool and Oxford Universities and obtained a doctorate at
         Oxford for his thesis on Edward II and Queen Isabella. He is now headmaster of a school in north-east London and lives with
         his wife and family near Epping Forest.
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      HISTORICAL NOTE

      
      BY 336 B.C. Philip of Macedon was leader of Greece. Macedon had become a great military power to the north of Greece and had brought
         under its sway the kingdom of Epirus on its western border and that of Thessaly on its east. Philip’s army reforms and brilliant
         strategy had brought the independent Greek city-states, such as Athens and Thebes, to recognize his power and he had removed
         any threat from these by his great victory over the Athenian-Theban alliance at Chaeronea in 338 B.C. By 336 B.C. Philip had divorced his wife Olympias and married again. He had been hailed as captain general of Greece and was on the
         verge of launching a great military expedition against Persia. Despite the opposition of individuals such as Demosthenes of
         Athens, Philip’s power had reached its zenith: In the summer of 336 B.C. he had summoned all the representatives of Greece to a great celebration at the old Macedonian capital of Aegae. Philip
         was on the verge of creating a new world: He had a new wife, a new baby son, the loyalty of the army, and the fealty of all
         Greece. The celebrations at Aegae were used to mark the marriage of King Molossus of Epirus, Olympias’s half-brother, to Cleopatra, Philip’s daughter by another woman. They were
         also to emphasize Philip’s power before he left to join his army, waiting beyond the Hellespont, under his two generals, Attalus
         and Parmenio. Philip knew others secretly fumed at what was happening: his kinsmen, the Lyncestrians; Demosthenes of Athens;
         Darius III of Persia, and, above all, his former wife Olympias and her son, the twenty-year-old Alexander. Philip ignored
         these and, in doing so, committed hubris, an arrogance that always provoked the anger of the gods . . .

   



      
      
      LIST OF HISTORICAL CHARACTERS

      
      PHILIP OF MACEDON: king
      

      
      OLYMPIAS: his divorced and rejected queen
      

      
      ALEXANDER: son of Olympias, later Alexander the Great
      

      
      EURYDICE: Philip’s new wife
      

      
      CARANUS: Eurydice’s baby son
      

      
      ARRIDHAEUS: half-wit, a son of Philip by one of his concubines
      

      
      LYNCESTRIANS: related to Philip with a claim to the throne of Macedon
      

      
      MOLOSSUS (or Alexander): king of Epirus, Olympias’s half-brother, bridegroom of Philip’s daughter Cleopatra
      

      
      ANTIPATER: chief of staff in Philip’s army in Macedon. A veteran of Philip’s campaigns
      

      
      PARMENIO and ATTALUS: joint commanders in chief of the Macedonian army in Asia. Attalus was uncle of Eurydice, Philip’s new queen
      

      
      PTOLEMY, NIARCHOS, HEPHAESTION: Alexander’s companions
      

      
      
      ARISTANDER: Olympias’s sorcerer, later in the service of Alexander
      

      
      DEMOSTHENES: Athenian orator
      

      
      DARIUS III: new king of Persia, Alexander’s great opponent
      

      
      EURIPIDES: playwright who spent some time in Philip’s court
      

      
      ARISTOPHANES: playwright
      

      
      PERDICCAS: a member of the royal bodyguard
      

      
      PAUSANIAS: captain of the royal bodyguard
      

      
      PERICLES: a great Athenian statesman of the fifth century B.C.
      

      
      ARISTOTLE: Philosopher, tutor to Alexander.
      

      
      It is very confusing when many of the historical characters have the same name. E.g., I have called Philip’s rivals the Lyncestrians
         (their tribal name) to avoid repeating that one of them was also called Alexander. The same name was also used by the King
         of Molossus. According to textbooks Philip’s wife (who gave birth to Caranus) has been called Eurydice, in other places Cleopatra.
         I have used Eurydice to avoid any confusion with Alexander the Great’s half-sister.
      

      
      




      
      
      CHAPTER 1

      
      PERSEPOLIS 336 B.C.
      

      
      IN A SMALL, towered chamber off the Apanda, the great, pillared audience hall of his palace in Persepolis, Darius III, King of Kings,
         ruler of Persia and its empire, god’s regent on earth and possessor of men’s necks, ran his fingers through his oiled beard
         and smiled crookedly at the figure opposite. Darius shifted on the silk-clad cushions and, closing his eyes, savored the fragrant
         flavor of frankincense and myrrh. The slave girl, squatting between his thighs, one hand against his crotch, the other pushing
         a grape between the wet lips of her master, blinked and sighed softly.
      

      
      “You may go,” Darius whispered.

      
      The girl disappeared. Darius sighed and rearranged his robes. His eyes wandered around, observing the gilt-topped pillars,
         the ceilings of gold and silver, the marble frescoed walls before returning to catch the sightless stare of Vizier Barses.
         Darius, born Cadoman, newly raised to the purple by this most subtle of viziers, quietly rejoiced at his own cunning. His
         gaze fell to the table in front of him and all the merriment died. A map was spread out: to its right, across the Hellespont, the empire of Persia, to its left the kingdoms of Greece. Darius stabbed each of the names etched there: Athens
         with its fleet; Corinth with its wealth; Thebes and its soldiers; Delphi with its oracle. All the great cities and sacred
         places of Greece that his revered forebear Xerxes had tried to drag as low as Hades. Darius’s finger moved north and stopped.
         He picked up the two small statues, one slightly larger than the other, each representing a Greek hoplite in full battle dress.
         The large, horsehair-plumed helmet, cuirass, leather skirt, rounded shield, and long pike or lance. Darius put them back so
         they covered the title MACEDON.
      

      
      “The situation is quite clear, my dear Barses,” he murmured. “Philip of Macedon is now master of Greece. He’s defeated Athens
         and Thebes at Chaeronea. Soon he will be hailed as ruler of Greece, captain general of its armies.” Darius moved his finger.
         “And then he wishes to take what is mine. You see, my dear Barses, he’s already despatched two generals, Attalus and Parmenio,
         across the Hellespont. They led a small force, two or three regiments, to hold the crossing till he arrives.” Darius closed
         his eyes and gnawed on his lips. One-eyed, lame Philip! A Macedonian barbarian! Darius opened his eyes. “A small army, Barses,
         but, we mustn’t forget Xenephon, must we? He showed all the world that a Greek army can wander around Persia unscathed. So,
         what Xenephon did, Philip of Macedon can do. And, where Philip goes, his son Alexander will undoubtedly have to follow.”
      

      
      Darius paused at the faint cry from outside. He waggled a finger at Barses.

      
      “Don’t worry,” he whispered. “Their pain will soon be over. I doubt if they’ll be alive at dawn. My real worry is Philip.
         He has the impudence to proclaim himself a god.” Darius rubbed a finger round his lips. If only he knew more about the politics of the Macedonian court! Philip was at war with his wife Olympias, that queen of snakes. Alexander was
         Olympias’s boy and, when Olympias fought, Alexander would not stand aside. “I would have loved more time to meddle there,”
         Darius declared. “Stirred up the hatred between father and son a little more. Nothing like a civil war, is there, Barses,
         to keep a tyrant occupied?”
      

      
      Darius heard another cry. He rose and walked out onto the balcony and stared down. The huge parade ground below where the
         Immortals, the royal Persian guard, drilled and maneuvered, was now lit by a long row of bonfires stretching as far as the
         eye could see. In between each bonfire was a cross with a writhing figure nailed against it.
      

      
      “How many live?” Darius’s voice carried.

      
      A captain of the guard stepped out of the shadows. He knelt and covered his face with his hands.

      
      “Great king,” he called, “only five survive. The rest—” The captain gestured with one hand. “They have choked.”

      
      Darius smelled the rottenness of the corpses that mingled with the exotic night odors from the imperial gardens.

      
      “What is your wish, Great King?”

      
      Darius stared up at the moonlit sky. He muttered a prayer to the Lord of Light. The moon was full and rounded, like a silver
         disc; the more he stared at it, the closer it came. Perhaps Philip was staring at that moon? Darius’s hands balled into fists.
         He tapped these gently against the balustrade. Demosthenes, too, in his little house near the Agora in Athens, that great
         democrat, that fiery demogogue, that taker of Persian gold! Demosthenes would be dreaming his dreams. Of being a second Pericles,
         a man who could proclaim that he had saved Greece from tyranny. Well, Demosthenes could dream but he’d better earn the gold
         he’d taken.
      

      
      “Great King?” the captain of the guard called.

      
      
      Darius breathed in.

      
      “Kill them!” he shouted, “but not with a lance. Break their legs. Let them choke like the rest!”

      
      Darius watched his orders being carried out. Two guards ran across to a cross, a wooden board between their hands. The noble
         crucified there, naked, knew what was coming. He glimpsed the wooden board and screamed for pity. The two soldiers stopped
         on either side and, holding the board between them, brought it back and struck the man’s legs just beneath the knee. Darius
         heard the crack and watched the body slide farther down the cross. As the soldiers moved to the next victim, he walked back
         into his small chamber and took a seat opposite the silent Barses. Darius poured himself a goblet of wine. He toasted his
         vizier silently and began to sip. A curtain was pulled back. A chamberlain entered this holy of holies and prostrated himself.
         Darius let him wait. It was good for all to know that he, king of kings, possessed their necks. Let them all know what it
         was like to press their faces against the cold marble floor of his palaces. Darius sipped again, putting his cup down; he
         clicked his fingers. The chamberlain approached, head down, face averted. He placed the scroll on a cushion beside Darius
         and withdrew into the darkness. Darius broke the seal and undid the scroll. It was a report from a Persian spy in Athens who,
         in turn, had received news from another in the old Macedonian capital of Aegae. Darius sighed long and noisily.
      

      
      “It is done! It is done!” he repeated.

      
      He snatched grapes from the bowl, placed one before Barses and chewed carefully. As he withdrew his hand, one of the rings
         on his finger caught the two Greek hoplites, knocking them both over. Darius saw this as a sign. He joined his hands in prayer
         and bowed.
      

      
      “Good news, Barses! Within days, Philip of Macedon and his mongrel son will be no more!”

      
      
      Darius studied his dead vizier. The embalmers had performed a most exquisite and delicate task. They had kept everything as
         it should be, except for the life in those dead eyes! Darius chuckled softly. Barses, the great vizier, stuffed like a cushion!
         A man who had helped him to the throne but dared offer him poison. However, Darius, by the lord of lights’ intervention, had
         been saved from Barses’s evil plotting. Indeed, in this very chamber, Darius had made Barses drink the same poison, drop by
         drop, watching the terror in his eyes and listening to that evil, old mouth beg for mercy. Outside, all those who had supported
         Barses had been crucified – a warning to those in Persia and abroad, not to lift their hands against the king of kings. Darius
         lay back on the cushions. Soon others would learn their lesson. Philip and his Macedonians. Darius puckered his lower lip
         between his fingers; perhaps, when he had finished with Macedon, he might visit Athens and demand that Demosthenes repay his
         gold.
      

      
      THE PALACE OF AEGAE: JUNE 336 B.C.
      

      
      OLYMPIAS, FORMERLY QUEEN of Philip of Macedon, sat in her small private chamber in a wing of the old royal palace. She, too, thought of death and
         plotted murder though she cleverly hid the seething hatred within her. She sat at her spinning wheel, one foot tapping the
         floor, flexing the thread, holding the shuttle as expertly as any weaver. She smiled across at the young woman who sat on
         cushions against the wall.
      

      
      “You are well, Eurydice?”

      
      “Oh yes!”

      
      Olympias’s soft, olive-skinned face broke into a smile. She patted her auburn hair back beneath the dark veil that covered her head. She looked at Eurydice, then at the great, golden
         figure of the wine god, Dionysus, carved in the wall above her. Dionysus! Olympias’s favorite, whose secret rites she celebrated
         in dark, lonely groves well away from the spies of her former husband. Olympias lowered her face. Men called her serene, her
         features perfectly sculptured: a slender nose, beautiful mouth, and light-green eyes that would glow with pleasure or gleam
         in anger.
      

      
      “As beautiful as Aphrodite,” one artist had dared to comment. “A figure that would be envied by Hera herself,” another added.

      
      Olympias watched the wheel spin. What did men know? What did they really think went on behind the mask she wore? Did they
         know the secret rites or the pact she had made? Or truly realize where she came from? She was the daughter of the King of
         Epirus. She was a descendant of Achilles who had fought and killed Hector of Troy in hand-to-hand combat. She had been visited
         by a god on the night her son Alexander was conceived! Zeus’s thunder bolt had entered her womb and she had quickened. Zeus
         had then sealed her womb with his own special mark. Olympias gathered the flax in her hand. Now she had been displaced so
         brutally! A simple messenger had arrived in her quarters and announced:
      

      
      “Philip of Macedon declares that Olympias is no longer his wife!”

      
      Divorced! Supplanted by that soft-faced, mewling-mouthed girl who now squatted on the cushions holding her loathsome baby.
         Eurydice with her melonlike breasts, broad hips, and long legs; her stupid, foppish face, framed by lustrous black hair, showed
         all the intelligence of one of Philip’s famous mares.
      

      
      “Olympias?”

      
      
      The former queen raised her head and smiled.

      
      “Eurydice, my dear, what is it?”

      
      Philip’s new wife got up and brought across her baby swathed tightly in a purple, gold-fringed robe. Olympias noticed this
         and breathed in so noisily her nostrils flared. How dare she? How dare this bitch bring her brat into her presence swathed
         in royal purple?
      

      
      “What is it, my dear?”

      
      Eurydice, who adored Olympias and regarded her as her closest friend, pulled back the robe.

      
      “Caranus is rather hot.”

      
      Olympias stopped her spinning and gently took the child. She pressed a finger against his dimpled cheek. The baby boy opened
         his eyes and cooed. Olympias rocked the infant, one finger snaking down the robe, pressing against his throat. If the gods
         are good Olympias thought, this brat will have a raging fever but the flesh was cool and silky soft. Olympias shook her head.
         She tucked Eurydice playfully under the chin.
      

      
      “Caranus is well, a bouncing baby boy!”

      
      “Will he grow up like Alexander?” Eurydice asked. “I saw him today on the drill ground. He was talking to his friends you
         know, the Jews Simeon and Miriam.”
      

      
      “Ah yes.” Olympias smiled. “Simeon and Miriam Bartimaeus. Have you heard their story?”

      
      Eurydice shook her head and stared lovingly into Olympias’s light-green eyes. She adored this woman. Eurydice felt little
         regret at having supplanted her but, there again, that was Philip’s fault not hers. Moreover, if Philip insisted on spilling
         his seed into her night afternight so Eurydice conceived a son whom he called Caranus, after the founder of his house, was
         that really her fault? Or, if Philip was even thinking of repudiating his own son Alexander, surely that was his right?
      

      
      
      “You have been so kind,” Eurydice broke in before Olympias could reply to her former question.

      
      “Child, child.” Olympias stretched out a hand, turning her fingers slightly so her nails wouldn’t rake the young woman’s cheek.
         “Any one who is married to Philip needs all the kindness in the world. He drinks until he can hardly move and he copulates
         with anything that will agree with him. Men, women.” Olympias giggled behind her hand. “Sometimes even goats!”
      

      
      Eurydice swallowed hard in embarrassment. She blushed and looked down at the baby. Philip was such an ardent lover. Drunk
         or sober he’d mount her like a stallion would a mare. If she wasn’t available, due to her monthly courses or the last few
         weeks of her pregnancy, then one of her slave girls would do just as well. Philip with his one eye, his shattered leg, his
         bruised arm, his scheming mind.
      

      
      “Don’t worry,” Olympias purred. “I know it all, Eurydice! If you need any advice, just come and see me.”

      
      “I came tonight,” the new queen replied, “because Philip is drinking with his companions.”

      
      “Ah yes. Philip and his companions! You know, Eurydice, they have all the morals of a herd of mountain goats. They have taken
         more women and sacked more cities than Hercules did in his prime.”
      

      
      Eurydice caught the mockery in Olympias’s voice, the veiled insult to Hercules, the god whom Philip claimed as one of his
         ancestors. Olympias touched the spinning wheel with her finger watching it move backward and forward.
      

      
      “And is my son Alexander there?”

      
      Eurydice shook her head. She squatted on the floor with her baby, rocking gently backward and forward.

      
      “No, he’s in his own quarters with the Jews, Miriam and Simeon.”

      
      “Ah yes,” Olympias replied. “I was going to tell you about them! They are twins you know? Their parents were slaves. Philip bought them from a Sidonian merchant. The mother was,
         I remember, small and dark. She did not have your child-bearing hips. Philip had to hire a special physician. Ah.” Olympias
         tapped the side of her head. “I forget his name but he had to open the poor woman’s womb and pluck the babes out.”
      

      
      “What happened to her?” Eurydice broke in, remembering her own labor pains.

      
      “Oh she died,” Olympias retorted. “There was nothing the physician could do except give her an opiate. The twins were a boy
         and girl joined at the elbow.”
      

      
      Eurydice stared back, open-mouthed. Stupid, Olympias thought, you are so stupid you don’t deserve to live. She gave this girl,
         her rival, the queen who had supplanted her, a most dazzling smile.
      

      
      “The physician cut them apart,” she continued. “You can still see the mark on their elbows. I went down to inspect them – ugly,
         little creatures they were. Not,” she added quickly, “like your beautiful Caranus.”
      

      
      Eurydice nodded solemnly. The man Simeon was square, thick-set, clean-shaven, like Alexander. Eurydice was frightened of the
         Jew’s dark brooding eyes; his slightly pointed ears and hair that hung in ringlets, gave him an appearance of a satyr. The
         woman, Miriam, well, she was of medium height but rather angular, pretty in a sharp-featured way but no breasts or hips to
         talk about. Her quick eyes reminded Eurydice of a kestrel Philip kept in their bedchamber.
      

      
      “Well, their father later died,” Olympias continued. “I remember Philip going down to tell the children; they must have been
         about ten years old. Philip, as usual, was drunk. He pointed to the boy and said he could join Alexander’s troop. They led
         him away and the girl started screaming. So Philip shouted, ‘or goodness sake, shut her up!’” Olympias tittered behind her hand. “Well, you know Antipater,” she said, referring to Philip’s one-eyed commander. “He drew
         his sword, thinking Philip wanted her dead.”
      

      
      Eurydice joined in the laughter. Antipater was a grizzled, old man with a smile like vinegar and a temper to match. He may
         be the bravest of Philip’s companions but he was certainly not the brightest.
      

      
      “Marched too long in the sun without his helmet on,” Philip had once commented.

      
      “What happened?” Eurydice asked.

      
      “Oh, the boy became one of Philip’s principal scribes; he carries the royal seal.”

      
      “And the girl?”

      
      “I don’t know.” Olympias gathered the wool into her lap. “She’s so thin and sharp-featured. She can’t be my son’s lover. Alexander
         doesn’t like women too much. I wonder why? Anyway, Miriam was raised with the other boys. They say she can run like a gazelle
         and swim like a fish. But then?” Olympias was genuinely puzzled. She hadn’t really thought about the Jews. They had posed
         no danger. Secretive, they worshipped an Unknown God whose name they dared not pronounce.
      

      
      “Ah yes.” Olympias leaned down and stroked Caranus gently on the brow. “They are also actors. They play stories from their
         people’s history. Alexander is intrigued, as he is by anything strange.” The words came out more waspish than Olympias intended
         so her smile widened. She licked her lips. “Would you like some wine, Eurydice?” She clicked her fingers.
      

      
      The old man sitting on a stool in a shadowy corner rose. He shuffled forward, his small, pebblelike eyes caught those of Olympias.
         He held up his right hand showing the large ring on the middle finger. Olympias shook her head imperceptibly. Now was not the time, she thought, for Aristander of Telemesus, her seer, her necromancer, to open his ring so Eurydice could
         drink more than she intended. There would be a time and a place but this was not it. Aristander brought the cups across. Eurydice
         grabbed hers and slurped at it. Olympias lifted her eyes to the ceiling and muttered a prayer to Dionysus, the great god of
         the dark glade. Then, turning, she poured a little of the wine on the ground to the shades of her many victims.
      

      
      “And what does Philip intend to do tomorrow?” Olympias asked.

      
      Eurydice watched the old man shuffle back to his stool. She had forgotten he was there. Eurydice felt a chill and stared round
         the room. People whispered so many stories about Olympias. Eurydice nervously picked at the tassels of her baby’s shawl. It
         was dark in here. Oil lamps glowed in their alcoves. The marble mosaic on the floor showing the head of Medea seemed to spring
         to life – its eyes caught the light and seemed to glare up at her. Perhaps it was time she went? She made to rise.
      

      
      “No, no, stay!” Olympias stretched and touched her rival on the tip of her nose. “I am so lonely, Eurydice. No one ever comes
         to see me, not even Alexander. Growing old all alone!” she continued wistfully. “You were going to tell me about tomorrow?”
      

      
      “Philip is going to walk into the amphitheater,” Eurydice replied. “All the ambassadors from Greece and elsewhere will be
         there. He’s had twelve great statues constructed, representing the Olympian gods. They will be pulled in first and each set
         above an altar specially dedicated to them.”
      

      
      “And then?”

      
      “Philip has had a statue made of himself. That, too, will be wheeled into the amphitheater. Sacrifices will be made.”

      
      
      Olympias could have bitten her lip in fury.

      
      “So,” she snorted, “Philip now sees himself as one of the Olympians, does he?”

      
      Eurydice’s eyes narrowed. Olympias lowered her head and examined the wool in her lap. In the corner Aristander moved restlessly
         on his stool. Olympias cursed herself; she’d shown her temper and this girl had to be watched.
      

      
      “It’s only right,” she murmured. Olympias picked up the flax, wrapping it round her hands, letting her fingers feel the texture.
         “I am making you something, Eurydice.”
      

      
      “Oh, what is it?”

      
      “It’s going to be a surprise,” Olympias replied. “Something for you to wear but I won’t give you it. Well, not for some time
         yet. So, tell me more about tomorrow?”
      

      
      “Well.” Eurydice was now becoming confused. Her baby was asleep in her arms but she felt uncomfortable. She had come here
         to hide from Philip’s great feast. She felt lonely, Uncle Attalus was far away with Parmenio across the Hellespont.
      

      
      “It will be a great day,” Olympias urged. “Are you going to be there?”

      
      “Oh yes, in the royal box,” the young woman chattered on. “Caranus and I. Oh, and the Lyncestrians.” Eurydice referred to
         the two brothers, distant kinsmen of Philip.
      

      
      Olympias fingered the precious piece of jade round her neck. She must not forget the Lyncestrians! The “twin rats” she called
         them, with their furtive faces and darting eyes. Olympias’s spies had informed her that they constantly grumbled how kinsman
         Philip was getting above himself and not acting like a true Macedonian prince. Were they a danger? She wondered? Could they
         threaten her son? No, not as long as Philip was alive, but that was the problem. How long should Philip live? That oracle
         from Delphi, when Philip had asked if he would vanquish the king of Persia, replied: “The bull is wreathed for sacrifice. All is ready. The slayer is at hand.” Philip thought the oracle was referring
         to Persia, but was it?
      

      
      Eurydice sipped at her wine. She could not understand these abrupt periods of silence. It was as if Olympias didn’t really
         want her here, but then she’d smile, and all would be well.
      

      
      “Philip is going to enter the amphitheater by himself,” Eurydice offered.

      
      “Is he now?”

      
      “Oh yes. Only his son-in-law Molossus on one side and Alexander on the other. His bodyguards are going before him. Philip
         says he wants to show the envoys of Greece that he’s not a tyrant.”
      

      
      “He’s a fool!” Olympias snapped.

      
      Aristander scraped back his stool. Eurydice nearly dropped her cup. Olympias’s face had changed – skin tight, eyes blazing,
         mouth curled in the rictus of a smile. Olympias, however, acted concerned and angry.
      

      
      “He’s a fool,” she repeated, “to walk by himself, with so many of his enemies present. He has one eye missing; the soldiers
         may call him a fox but he limps like an old goat!”
      

      
      “Is he in danger?” Eurydice, now alarmed, scrambled to her feet, cradling the baby in the crook of her arm.

      
      “I am sorry.”

      
      Olympias also rose. She embraced the girl, pulling her close. Her touch was so soft, her perfume so fragrant, Eurydice relaxed;
         Olympias was only concerned.
      

      
      “I will see Philip.” Olympias pushed her gently away. “I’ll have words with your husband,” she teased. “Now,” she murmured,
         “go back to your chamber, girl. Philip will expect you there when he comes lumbering back from the feast, belly full of wine
         and loins full of lust. You can’t disappoint him can you?”
      

      
      
      The girl bowed and, as soon as the door closed behind her, Olympias tore the veil from her hair and threw it on the floor.

      
      “I’ll kill her!” she whispered hoarsely. Olympias picked up the flax lying around the great spinning wheel and raised it up
         as if in sacrifice. “I’ll weave her a noose,” she grated, “I’ll put it round her pretty neck and watch those lovely legs kick.
         And, as for her son?”
      

      
      Olympias walked over to where a small brazier of charcoal stood near the window. She stood, warming her fingers, listening
         to the distant sounds of revelry from elsewhere in the palace.
      

      
      “I am Philip’s wife!” she hissed. “Alexander is my son. Yet look at us, Aristander? I’m divorced and there are rumors that
         Alexander is a bastard, an illegitimate by-blow.”
      

      
      “Hush, Mistress,” Aristander came shuffling out of the darkness, his stick rattling like the tap of a deathwatch beatle. “Hush
         now, Mistress.”
      

      
      Olympias turned, her hair fell down to her shoulders; her head was tilted, chin against her chest. Terrifying, Aristander
         thought, she is the Medea! He recalled the lines from Euripides’ play.
      

      
      “‘We are slaves of the gods,’” he quoted. “‘Whatever we be, we are their playthings!’”

      
      “Not me.”

      
      Olympias walked slowly toward him. She moved languorously, flowing like a dancer beginning the first steps of some wild, exotic
         rite. Her hair billowed out, her hands came up.
      

      
      “Aristander, we must walk again. I must prepare for the god.”

      
      Her hand caught his thin wrist. The seer winced at the pain that shot up his arm. Olympias’s eyes now glowed. No longer green,
         they caught and reflected the blazing fire.
      

      
      
      “Alexander,” Aristander replied, not thinking; he just had to break this spell. “Alexander, you should make sure that all
         is well with him before we meet our spy.”
      

      
      “Not now!” Olympias snapped.

      
      Yet Aristander’s words had their effect. She closed her eyes and sat down on the small chair before her spinning wheel.

      
      “I do not wish to meet Alexander. Not tonight of all nights. But there is a way; come with me!”

      
      Olympias took her cloak from a peg on the wall and wrapped it round her. She pulled up the hood so it covered her head and
         most of her face. Aristander knew what she meant. When she swept out of the door along the long, vaulted gallery, he scampered
         along after her. “Olympias’s dog” they called him but he didn’t really care because Aristander had his own secret plans. The
         palace galleries were lit by oil lamps and burning torches. Every so often they would pass the Pezetairi, the royal bodyguards,
         hoplites in full armor, breastplates, leather skirts, greaves, horse-plumed helmets, rounded shields, and long pikes or lances.
         They snapped to attention as she passed, their shields clashing against the swords that hung in their leather scabbards. Olympias
         swept on by though, as always, she took careful note of their faces. They were the same ones she had passed earlier in the
         evening. Olympias relaxed. An unexpected change of guard, those she knew, being replaced by those she didn’t, was always an
         augury of impending danger in the bloody, violent feuds of the Macedonian royal house.
      

      
      Olympias turned a corner and went down some steps; here the air was colder, more stale. The passageway ahead of her led to
         a storeroom. Olympias went halfway down then stopped. Aristander searched for the concealed lever and the hidden door swung
         open. Aristander took a torch from an iron clasp in the wall. He ushered Olympias in and closed the door quietly behind them. The passageway was narrow, no more than a yard wide, just enough room for a man to draw his
         sword and defend himself. In the darkness Olympias smiled. This ancient palace of Macedon was a crumbling, old pile. Its maze
         of corridors, a relic from the bloody past, when princes had fought each other for control. Philip had been educated in such
         a terrible school. His mother had murdered his father and then tried to kill Philip and his brothers. Philip had fled to Thebes
         where he had learned the art of war as well as the important and only lesson in politics: seize your opponents and kill them.
         Philip had used this corridor in the destruction of his rivals and, shortly after his marriage to Olympias, when he had been
         full of passion and eager to show and tell her everything, he had taken her here. Philip had forgotten but Olympias hadn’t.
      

      
      They must have walked for some time when the narrow pathway began to climb. Aristander began to wheeze and, on one occasion,
         had to beg his mistress to stop. She did, snapping her fingers impatiently. A rat slithered across her sandaled feet but Olympias
         didn’t flinch.
      

      
      “You know where we are going, Aristander, and you know the reason why.”

      
      She turned and swept on. Her seer hurried behind her, cursing under his breath as a faint breeze caught the torch and showered
         him with sparks. At last the path leveled out. Olympias moved more slowly. Small shafts of light now began to appear in the
         wall. Olympias stopped at one of these and peered through. It took some time for her eyes to become accustomed to the light.
         The old palace hall lay before her, porticoed columns stretching down on either side. The room was full of men sprawled on
         couches, servants moving about with wine jugs. At the far end, by himself, lounging on the lion couch of Macedon, was her
         one-eyed, lecherous goat of a husband, Philip! Olympias, eyes half-closed, breathed in. Philip was sprawled, a laurel wreath tilted drunkenly on his head. He was feeling a slave girl while bawling
         across at Antipater who looked as though, if he drank another drop, he’d keel over like the pig he was. The wall was thick
         but Olympias caught the sound of music. Philip had hired special dancing and music troupes from all over Greece; these now
         competed desperately with the raucous revelry of Philip and his companions. Olympias let out her breath in a sigh of hatred.
         One day she’d have her vengeance. She walked on. She ignored the other small apertures in the wall but stopped at one and
         peered through at Eurydice, in her chamber, standing in a small tub of soapy water while slave girls bathed and sponged her
         with perfumed water and fragrant creams. Olympias passed on. She turned a corner, counting slowly to herself. She stopped
         and peered through an eyehole. Her face softened. Alexander was in his own private chamber, lounging on a couch, his guards
         standing in the shadows behind him.
      

      
      “Oh Alexander!” Olympias breathed and scrabbled at the wall as if she wanted to break through and touch him.

   



      
      
      CHAPTER 2

      
      ALEXANDER, SON OF Philip of Macedon, stretched out on the small, silver-edged couch, fingers tapping the crater of wine before him. The other
         dishes of food he ignored. He could ask a slave to taste them as Olympias had whispered that he should be careful of poison.
         Alexander stared up at the ceiling, noticing the cracks and cobwebs. He raised his hand, snapped his fingers, and the two
         soldiers standing in the shadows behind went out through the side door.
      

      
      “Now I’m truly alone.”

      
      Alexander stared across at the wall. The painting was cracked and fading but he made out the hunters, armed with clubs, bringing
         down a wild stag on some mythical mountainside.
      

      
      “Why did Father bring us here?” Alexander murmured.

      
      The palace of Aegae was old and crumbling, often disused. Philip, the great victor, had moved his capital to Pella and brought
         in the best sculptors, architects, and craftsmen to build him a city of marble that would be the envy of the Greek world.
         Alexander tweaked his nose. Father was like that. A barbarian who wanted to be an aesthete. A soldier who wanted to be a peacemaker. A tyrant who wanted to be a democrat.
         Alexander closed his eyes. And eyes, a father who owed his life to his son. However, Philip never spoke of that so neither
         would he. Each had given the other life: Philip on Olympias, Alexander at Chaeronea when he had led his cavalry in that mad,
         wild charge that had shattered the Theban phalanx.
      

      
      Alexander couldn’t keep his thoughts still. He was not concerned about tomorrow. The old proverb was correct, that would take
         care of itself. Philip could posture as captain general of the League of Corinth. He could wander around in saffron-edged
         white robes, pretend to be a god from Olympus, and have his feast and games, but then what? Philip had divorced Olympias and
         Alexander had heard the whispers circulating through the palace: how Philip now regarded him as a bastard, an illegitimate
         son. So what would happen now? Philip had a new wife, Eurydice, with her mewling infant. Babies grew to boys, boys to men.
         A wolf was a wolf even though it was a cub. Perhaps Olympias was right. Alexander’s hand stretched out to the wine bowl but
         then he brought it away.
      

      
      “Moderation in all things,” he whispered.

      
      He stretched out on the couch, tapping his sandaled feet together. He would like to go down and join his father and his companions
         in their revelry but Alexander had no stomach for it. Instead he would lie here on a couch, as befits a Macedonian who had
         killed both a boar in the hunt and a man in battle.
      

      
      Alexander looked over the rim of the table; his pet tortoise had not yet crawled across the floor; it was barely halfway.
         Alexander, on the advice of his former tutor Aristotle, managed his brooding like he managed everything else. When the tortoise
         reached the far wall he would stop and call for Miriam. But what happened if it turned back halfway? Alexander smiled at the shuffling shell. Or came toward him?
         Or went around in circles? What would Aristotle advise then? Alexander lay back on the couch returning to more serious thoughts.
         His father was to be hailed as captain General of Greece and, after the feasting, he would march across the Hellespont to
         bring the Persian empire to its knees.
      



OEBPS/images/Art_logo.jpg
headline





OEBPS/images/9780755395729_FC.jpg





