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Geographical Note



The assignment of the geographical names hundreds of years before Christ becomes more difficult the further one moves in the Indo-Greek kingdoms of that time to the east or north. Some places do not exist anymore, or even in a different place. Especially in the Greek-speaking area, some place names were used inflationary, the most famous example of course being "Alexandria", but also "Nicaia" or "Heraclea" often need a further hint so that the reader knows where he is. Of course, there are different spellings today, so Mithridates Kingdom is sometimes written "Pontos", in other places "Pontus".


In this book I certainly don't want to take part in such discussions, my goal was to give the reader an easy access to the travel activities of the protagonist. However, I did not want to ignore some peculiarities, at least from our present point of view. For the Greeks of that time, the Caucasus was our Hindu Kush, and the area around the Crimea meant the "Bosporan Empire".


In addition to the maps, the following list of selected cities, mountains, passes, rivers, and lakes is intended to help the reader. Should a reader wish to fire his imagination, the extensive material of maps and pictures, which is available on the Internet, may do so with pleasure.





Cities






	Adapazari

	Agrilion, Turkey






	Adinapur

	Jalalabad, Afghanistan






	Aksaray

	Aksaray, Turkey






	Alexandria

	






		in the Caucasus



	Tsarikar, Afghanistan






		at the Oxus



	Ai Khanoum, Afghanistan






		Bukephalia



	Gujrat, Pakistan






		in Egypt



	Alexandria, Egypt






		in Arachosia



	Kandahar, Afghanistan






	Amaseia

	Amasya, Turkey






	Amisos

	Samsun, Black Sea, Turkey






	Artaxata

	Yerevan, Armenia






	Aslan Duz

	Artashat, Armenia






	Attock Khurd

	Attock Khurd, Pakistan






	Babolsar

	Babolsar, Caspian Sea, Iran






	Bagram

	Begram, Afghanistan






	Bactra

	Mazar-i-Sharif, Afghanistan






	Bamyan

	Bamiyan, Afghanistan






	Bithynion

	Bolu, Turkey






	Byzantium

	Istanbul, Turkey






	Cildir

	Cildir Ruin, Turkey






	Demetrias

	Lashkar Gah, Afghanistan






	Dioscorias

	Sochumi, Georgia






	Doshi

	Dushi, Afghanistan






	Eupatoria

	Samsun, Black Sea, Turkey






	Gandhara

	Peshawar, Pakistan






	
Gorgan

	Gonbade Cavus, Iran






	Heraclea Pontica

	Karadeniz Eregli, Turkey






	Iconion

	Konya, Turkey






	Komana (Pontike)

	Tokat, Turkey






	Kunduz

	Kunduz, Afghanistan






	Lankaran

	Länkäran, Caspian Sea, Azerbaijan






	Maymana

	Maymana, Afghanistan






	Mazaka

	Kayseri, Turkey






	Merv

	ruined city near Mary, Turkmenistan






	Myra

	Demre, Taurus Mountains, Turkey






	Nicaia (on Hydaspes)

	Jhelam, Pakistan






	Nicomedia

	Izmit, Turkey






	Panticapaion

	Kerch, Crimean Peninsula






	Pataliputra

	Patna, India






	Phanagoreia

	ruined city Phanagoreia, Black Sea, Russia






	Pharnakeia

	Giresun, Black Sea, Turkey






	Phasis

	Poti, Georgia






	Pol-e-Chomri

	Pol-e-Chomri, Afghanistan






	Samarkand

	Samarkand, Uzbekistan






	Sangala

	Sialkot, Pakistan






	Sarkisla

	Sarkisla, Turkey






	Sar-e Pol

	Sari Pul, Afghanistan






	Side

	Manavgat, Turkey






	Sinope

	Sinop, Turkey






	Taxila

	ruined city near Islamabad, Pakistan






	
Trapezoidal

	Trabzon, Black Sea, Turkey






	Tios

	Amasra, Black Sea, Turkey







Mountains






	Ararat

	Ararat Mountain, Turkey






	Argaios

	Erciyes Mountain, Turkey






	Baghlan

	Baglan Mountains, Hindu Kush, Afghanistan






	Koh-e Baba

	Koh-e Baba Mountains, Afghanistan






	Margella

	Margalla Hills, Pakistan






	Salang

	Salang Mountains, Hindu Kush, Afghanistan






	Spin Ghar

	Spin Ghar Mountains, Afghanistan, Pakistan







Passes






	Hajigak

	Hajigak Pass, Afghanistan






	Khyber

	Chaiber Pass, Afghanistan, Pakistan






	Shibar

	Shibar Pass, Afghanistan








Rivers







	Amnias

	Gökirmak River, Turkey






	Arax

	Aras River, Turkey, Armenia, Iran






	Arghandab

	Arghandab River, Afghanistan






	Billaeus

	Filyos Cayi River, Turkey






	Darya-ye:

	






		Oonduz



	Kunduz River, Afghanistan






		Kabul



	Tagab River, Afghanistan






		Pamaher



	Darya-ye-Pamaher River, Afghanistan






		Payan Deh



	Darya-ye-Payan Deh River, Afghanistan






	Dnieper

	Dnieper River, Russia, Belarus, Ukraine






	Tanais

	Don River, Russia






	Etymandros

	Helmand River, Hindu Kush, Afghanistan






	Ganges

	Ganges River, India, Bangladesh






	Ghorband

	Ghorband River, Afghanistan






	Halys

	Kizilirmak River, Turkey






	Haro

	Haro River, Pakistan






	Hrazdan

	Hrazdan River, Armenia






	Hydaspes

	Jhelum River, India, Pakistan






	Indos

	Indus River, China, India, Pakistan






	Iris

	Yesilirmak River, Turkey






	
Kabul

	Kabul River, Afghanistan, Pakistan






	Khanabad

	Khanabad River, Afghanistan






	Kunar

	Kunar River, Afghanistan, Pakistan






	Margos

	Murga River, Afghanistan, Turkmenistan






	Oxus

	Amu-Darya River, Afghanistan, Tajikistan, Uzbekistan






	Quarah Su

	Quarah Su, Iran






	Sangarius

	Sakarya River, Turkey






	Shahidan Khwar

	Shahidan Khwar River, Pakistan







Lakes






	Band-e-Amir

	Band-e-Amir Lakes, Afghanistan






	Baghoo Kenareh

	Baghoo Kenareh Lake, Iran






	Gölköy Baraji

	Gölköy Baraji Lake, Turkey






	Khozapini

	Khozapini Lake, Georgia






	Sepanaca

	Sapanca Gölü Lake, Turkey






	Yapialtin Baraji

	Yapialtin Baraji Lake, Turkey










Map I
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Chapter 1 - Deer



Spring, about 100 BC


It was my first deer, which I shot, and also for my comrades it was the first big game. Among the pride of having hunted this beautiful animal, all of us also had an oppressive feeling because of the death throes we had just witnessed. Death had just been brought before our eyes in a moving and present way. It was different from seeing the smaller pigs die. The feeling of killing was intense and immediate, so that one was as frightened by it as intoxicated. We should all get to know this feeling all too well.


That evening, the little wine we had left did not dilute the emotions as we carved and prepared the deer by the fire. Some good pieces we packed in a blanket together with the antlers to take home. As long as the fire was still warming, we sat together. I thought about this morning and about my father in Taxila.


My father's name was Demetrios. But unlike the former King Demetrios, who ruled under Alexander the Great, my father, in the retinue of our Greek King Menander, crossed the whole of India to the great sea on the other side of the conquered Indian Empire. From Bactria, my father crossed the Hindu Kush and the Punjab, continuing across the Ganges Valley to the legendary city of Pataliputra, where the kings of the Mauryas ruled over a great empire after Alexander's short visit.


Menander took all the nations by storm until none stood in his way, fulfilling Aristotles' prediction. After the capture of Pataliputra, Menander's retinue moved eastward to the great eastern world ocean without encountering further resistance. Since Alexander's day, we Greeks here in the Far East had dreamed of this victory. But my father told me that even after this horizon there was still a world, and ships lead on. Where they lead, however, no person knows today.


King Menander set about expanding his Greek supremacy over the vast and rich territory to the east and established military colonies. My father was one of his commanders. However, we are now too few Greeks to control the vast conquered territories. Our dominion is only local, and India is still vast and undeveloped to the south. Sometimes support reached us from Greek mercenaries from the western kingdoms. Mostly after battles, betrayals, dynastic disputes or other misfortunes that could befall a mercenary, luring these soldiers of fortune to us in the promising India. However, the mercenaries finally stopped coming since the Parthians, the Scythians and other savage peoples from the steppes north of Samarkand pushed a wedge between the Greeks in Bactria and India and the Greeks in the great western kingdoms.


Although we had already come under heavy pressure in Bactria, my father revered Menander, who had made Alexander's dream of ruling India come true. He told me about his battles, but also about Menander's foresight. Since Menander recognized the numerical inferiority of the Greeks as a weak point of his rule, he won over the Indians and the influential sect of Buddhists, on which the Maurya prince Ashoka was already based. But it was and is a double-edged sword with the Buddhists. The older caste of priests, the Brahmins, hate the Buddhists and their peaceful teachings The Brahmins tried again and again to convince chiefs of their divine mission and told them that they were kings. Thus, they often stirred up resistance against us Greeks in India and unfortunately with too much success.


That is why King Menander, in addition to the Buddhists, had always honored his Greek spears and shields, because he knew what the basis of his rule was. But Menander died before his time, and his son Straton came underage to the throne under the regency of his mother Agathokleia. My father blamed her and her licentious associations with the natives for the undoing of the Greek rule over India, which had been so hard won.


"Son, what has been dearly bought in years with the blood of hundreds of soldiers, the horny womb of a woman brings to the man in one night", my father let me know early on.


Straton apparently took the peace talk of the Buddhists too seriously. And after some newly established military colonies were burned down by marauding Indians and the crews were slaughtered to the last man, Straton, or rather his mother, did not order a counterattack. Thus, neither my father nor the other military commanders could take revenge and retaliate. So, my father and a group of soldiers from his company, who wanted to remain Greeks, went over to King Antialkidas. My father had to justify his betrayal to himself all his life, which he did not do very well.


"If we Greeks want to be like the Indians, we don't have to subjugate them first, then we can simply marry them," my father used to say. "But I have shed too much blood for our Greek heritage to give it up after victory."


Antialkidas, my father's new lord had a similar thought. He rules south eastern Bactria, and also took some from Straton's lands to Taxila in the East. In Taxila, near the Margella Hills, the easternmost Greek outpost in the world, where Abisares and Poros ruled in Alexander's procession, my father, as military commander, defended our Greek culture for our King Antialkidas, and here I was born, a Greek in India. I never met my mother, she died when I was too young to remember her. But I think she called me Lysander.


Taxila was not one of the newly founded Greek military colonies, but an old Indian city with a Greek garrison. In Alexander's time, a Hindu king ruled here who was a friend to Alexander and who went down as Taxiles in Alexander's famous report of his exploits. Located on the great trade route from Pataliputra to the west, sometimes called the Royal Road, Taxila was already an ancient city, conquered by the Achaemenids and capital of their province of Gandhara. But even if the lords changed here, the importance for the trade of all goods from India to the West remained, and so it was a rich city. And since Ashoka it was also a city of Buddhist education, which remained so even after we Greeks conquered the city. Taxila was still a city of stone, solidly built and with good defenses that were constantly maintained. The gates were solid and besides our security, this was also important for the economic power, because here the customs could be collected from the merchants.


If you know the Indians like I do, you can guess why this Hindu King Taxiles sought the friendship of Alexander. He was probably keen on the land or the wife of his neighboring king, or both, and hoped to find an ally in Alexander. But the principle that the enemy of your enemy is your friend was not only known to the Indians. Taxila was home to Greeks, Vedic Indians and Buddhists, as well as a host of resident and passing merchants from all over the world. My father taught me early on how to play one group off against another, because in this easternmost outpost we Greeks were in the minority, and an insurrection was as much of a danger as an attack from outside, only probably more likely.


My father, like me, is taller than the average person in India. And also, our hair and skin are lighter than that of the native Indians, whether Aryan or of any other tribe. I also inherited the green eyes from him. Thus, we and also the other Greeks could be recognized from afar. Thus, it was indispensable to have one or the other informant among the Buddhists. Which was not difficult. My father was more worried about the Brahmans in the surrounding villages.


We, the sons of the soldiers of Antialkidas, were brought up Greek. Also, the sons where one or both parents were not Greek, and of course there were some. Our place was the grammar school. As is so often the case with peoples in the diaspora, we were probably more Greek than the Greeks in the motherland and the Greeks in the great empires of the Diadochi that had established themselves in the territory of Alexander's empire. Great importance was attached to our teaching of mathematics, geography, and philosophy and of course our history. We all knew Plato and of course Aristotle as Alexander's teachers. We were the proof of some of his geographical teachings, and we also knew some of his mistakes. The Peloponnesian War was our history, Xenophon's Train of Ten Thousand was the prophecy, and Alexander was the executor. He was the measure of all things for us all. In addition, of course, physical training and our instruction in the use of weapons were our daily pleasures and preparing for our later service as soldiers. As a ruling minority, the question of the choice of profession was unnecessary. There were enough merchants, and the trade routes became more and more impassable, and the sea journey was far away.


We explored the hilly surroundings in the east while running our weapons. The land was not forested in the immediate vicinity. Ranges of hills lined up with stony paths and stony plains. But the slopes of the hills were green and suitable as pasture for goats. Behind them the mountains became higher and forested, the terrain difficult and sometimes you could meet the hill tribes who lived here before the Vedic tribes and were hardly civilized and lived exclusively from hunting.


Together with my friends Amnytor and Klearchos I practiced endurance at arms race in the nearby hills. We refined our riding skills in the flat areas in the south. Here there was a single range of hills to the south-east and even more land suitable for riding in the south. From time to time, we also took rides of a few days to hunt in the northern area beyond the river. Here it was flatter and heavily forested especially in the area around the river, which meandered from the high mountains in the north to the south. Hunting for deer could be fruitful here, but one had to be on guard against the tigers and leopard, especially if one wanted to take a bath in a lake these huge cats could emerge unexpectedly from the bushes. The Grand Trunk Road led from the south-east via our hometown Taxila further north-west into the mountains and over the high passes, which could only be passed in summer, to Bactria under Straton's rule.


In the summer there was a lot of traffic on the road, but in the winter the passes were impassable and in the hills in the east there was snow at times. After a cold winter we were glad that now after the snow had melted the rivers would swell again and we could visit our hunting grounds in the north.


I was already four days away with Amnytor and Klearchos. After we had ridden to a lake, we knew well on the first day and set up camp, Amnytor shot a sow with his lance from his horse on the opposite side of the lake from our camp right in the morning hours on the second day. Since we had not had any game for weeks and it was a beautiful day, we finished the hunt, cut up the prey and did our work amicably until deep into the night. Unfortunately, the wine skins we brought with us suffered a lot, and so did we the next day. So, we decided not to go hunting on the third day, but to take the first bath of the year in the lake and enjoy the fresh air. On the fourth day we rode along a small trickle, which flowed down a slope into a lake on the northeast side. After a small ride further, uphill we reached a light spot. Here we tied our horses to a tree, strapped a short lance to our back, and took a bow and arrow in our hands. We continued to follow the small brook that flowed along the left edge of the clearing. The clearing was sloping to the right, and we moved along the edge in the undergrowth of the forest. The river meandered along the edge of the forest for about three quarters of a stade. At the other end it flowed out of a small basin which flooded the clearing and the forest more than normal due to the snowmelt.


We lay in wait here, because we had seen some game here the previous year, unfortunately after it had thundered us, and so we had no hunting luck. This year we should have more success. Amnytor and I lay in wait within firing range of the clearing while Klearchos went left into the forest so that he could drive the game into the clearing. It was a very warm day for the time of year, and shortly after the sun reached its zenith a small group of deer came to drink. After the deer had gathered and their initial nervousness had passed, Klearchos crept up to the deer at my signal and stepped out shouting. He fired a few arrows at the nearest doe. The group did us the favor and fled to the clearing where I and Amnytor spiked the advancing deer with arrows. We also hit well, and both hit the same male animal, but it blasted away across the clearing together with the group. We ran back to our horses, jumped up and followed the animals. We hurried across the clearing into the forest where we could follow the cracking of the branches, which the fleeing deer disdained.


The terrain rose again and ended in a ledge. The other animals of the group were able to climb the ledge at a slightly flattened spot, but the deer with its proud antlers, wounded by our arrows, had no more strength. Amnytor sheared off to my left, Klearchos to my right, both with the arrow taut on the string of their bows. I got off the horse briskly, because I wanted to get it done quickly before the deer escaped. I took my lance from his back, approached the nervous animal slowly at about ten spear lengths, threw and hit deep into the front left side behind the shoulder blade. The deer reared up. Once and again before he began to stumble and stagger. He looked at me restlessly from big rolling eyes, still looking for a way out. Amnytor threw his lance at me. I approached at about two spear lengths, my gaze fixed on the eyes of the deer and hurled the spear down the animal's throat. The stag tossed its head back and forth, shaking out the spear. Bleeding profusely from the wound on its neck, it quickly lost its balance in a daze. At the sight of the short but violent death struggle I felt shame and liberation. Both I could not explain to myself.





Chapter 2 - Patrol



The next morning, we left very early to bring the game home as soon as possible. Our mood was much better again, and we were happy to show off our trophy. From far away we could see the grey walls of Taxila on the hill and rushed through the last stades at full gallop. Arriving at the gate, Phillip and Lysippos, two of my father's soldiers, quickly waved us through. As usual, they were at their posts, fully dressed in arm and leg splints and breastplates. What was unusual, however, was that they also held their shields, which was not necessary with a normal gate guard.


We rode to our house, which was also the commander's quarters. Here a handful of my father's soldiers also stood in full uniform in front of the house, which was not unusual in itself, but it made me curious. Inside, I saw my father in war gear talking to Lycurg, who was our teacher, and advising my father mainly in non-military matters. Lycurg had been in India for a very long time and had studied the Indians in the wake of Menander. He knew both the Vedic scriptures and the teachings of Buddha. In our country, which is gripped by so much religious fervor, this knowledge is, as my father said, as important in the event of conflict as shields and spears and the right tactics combined. When my father saw us in front of the entrance, he waved me to him without a word to me. My father was strict and had been a soldier all his life, so that I could interpret his orders, and they were always orders, even without words.


"Lycurg, if the Indians in the southeast make a Vedic horse sacrifice and crown a new king, one might think it is Straton's problem in the first place. He has become weak on our southern borderlands. But we also have some locals here who could easily be convinced by the Vedic, and from an uprising in our southeastern area our trade would also suffer. As much as I like it when Straton and his Buddhist whisperers are sent across the Styx, it also harms us, and can be dangerous. Because if they succeed, then after Straton and the Buddhists, we are the next target of a Vedic uprising. They have little support in the city and among the merchants, but the peasants in the countryside are a risk."


My father turned to Antigonos, who had just entered with a few soldiers and was already excited to give his assessment.


"Straton's military is weak, and his mother's influence is still strong, but the Buddhist part of the Indians and the Greeks who stayed with him stand firmly behind him. This should still be a strong defense against a Vedic uprising. Stronger, of course, if Straton learns of it early. We should warn him. Straton's mother, Agathokleia may still bear you a grudge, so you should send someone and not go yourself. After all, they're still Greeks. We must stick together."


With his head bowed, my father walked to the window, and suddenly turned to us with a determined look.


"Of course, I support Straton if it is against a Vedic uprising, especially if the uprising harms us as well. But I only have the reports of the Buddhist trader who sold the horse."


And then he moved on in our direction.


"I have not known him for long He's been bringing me news for two years, and so far, it's all trivialities, but always correct. What I know, Straton might know too. Why don't we get a warning from him? Is he badly informed? Does he know something and doesn't tell us because he thinks we will use it to our advantage? I simply don't know enough, not even enough, to send him a warning. We'll have to see it on the ground. I'll send a border patrol, as usual. Only this time I will be there in person and drop me off at the south-easternmost point of our route and go as a traveler to the village the merchant has named to me. It will take us three days to get there and then we can come back in two days on the direct way. We'll know more in a week."


"The normal patrol will then continue on its normal route until it reaches the northeast border area. This usually takes ten to twelve days, depending on weather conditions. What if we don't hear from you until the patrol returns?", Antigonos gave to think.


"If we are not back the same way after the seventh day, Lycurg, then sound the alarm at Antialkidas. Tell him to send reinforcement troops. Send a warning to Straton, too, that there is unrest on our south-eastern border and that we have no aggressive intentions, and that we would gladly cooperate with him to calm the situation. Lysimachos, you will represent me in military matters during my absence. Lycurg, you will handle political and diplomatic matters. We leave the day after tomorrow."


"Patrol!"


The next morning my father instructed me what to take with me. "You are old enough to ride with, and must finally explore the boundaries of our territory . You know what Plato said about good leaders: 'Always watch the topography when hunting and riding and imagine how it can be used in case of war.' I want you to take your arm and leg braces and your breastplate with you. Also, short lance and sword, but leave your shield at home. We will part from the patrol in the area around Alexandria Bukephalia and put on the clothes of traders. We can camouflage the lance by removing the tip and hide the sword under the saddle, but the shield will give us away."


On the Agora, my father bought us ordinary clothes like those worn by merchants, and had our belongings and provisions put on an extra horse. When we left, we were a group of twenty men. A classic border patrol of Greek soldiers, all on horseback with five extra horses for provisions and equipment.


The trade route turned left in the valley to the southeast. But at sunrise we rode out of the city gate and straight south. First down the slopes around Taxila, then up the mountain range in the southwest to our right into the great plain in the south. But it didn't really get flat in the valley either. The slightly hilly landscape with the numerous riverbeds, which were soon to dry out, still carried water from the melting snow. We rode the whole day, and when evening came, we saw in the hazy air in the south the mountain range that lay in front of Hydaspes, which formed something like a border between us and Straton. However, neither he nor we had control over the area. There were no inhabitants here at first anyway. The land was not arable, and even for sheep herders it was not very interesting because of the drought that followed the spring flooding. Besides, not even the rabbits got fat in the thorny undergrowth that braved the adversities of the area.


It was not until the early evening of the third day that we reached the range of hills north of the Hydaspes River. The nights before, we had slept wrapped in our skins on hills and had used up the food we had brought with us. I was glad to have been hunting before and to have eaten my fill of meat. The food had been only the least necessary. At the foot of the hills, we came to a village. The villagers knew the patrols that passed by here two or three times a year, and since the farmers lived here off the trade route, it was a welcome opportunity for them to silver their surpluses. Lyssipos did the shopping, because he knew the farmers here and understood their dialect best.


Patrols do not always move at the same speed. In the flat landscape with small hills, we had to go very slowly, because in the small valleys you can easily hide a group of thirty men with horses, so it is perfect for an ambush. In addition, one has to pay attention to whether people have settled down or if roads and paths have been built that traders could use to avoid Taxila and its customs duties. In order to control an area, you have to know your way around it, but you also have to be seen. Otherwise, nobody will believe that you control it. And if you are challenged, you should know your own territory better than the enemy, and know who is on which side, also from the inhabitants of your territory.


Among other things, Lyssipos bought ten chickens for the evening. Although the tubes were still filled with wine, and the villagers here had no wine stocks anyway, we bought some of their fermented juice, and it turned out to be a fun evening in a fruit grove on a slope above the small lake, which the villagers were happy to offer us for storage. The chickens roasted over the fire, and the evening sun finally shone in our faces without the haze of the last days. The village elder and some other leading men joined us. My father knew the men, even if he didn't go on patrol with them every time, he tried once a year to see everything with his own eyes, and above all to hear with his own ears! My father first talked about the harvest, which leads farmers to get into a flood of words, with a tendency to lament during this effusion.


"Actually, very good, no major flooding or hail, but the wheat didn't yield as much as the year before, and although the apples carried normally, the cherries were practically gone because of the early frost."


It goes on like this until a fat guy tells you he almost starved to death yesterday, unless you change the subject.


"So, you didn't have much to sell to the migrant population, huh? Do you have enough silver to buy at the market, or do you have to exchange goods there?", my father asked.


"Oh, we don't need much from the market, just a little iron stuff for work and the household. But nobody passes by here anyway. Either they take the road in the east to your territory around Taxila, or they take the river," replied one of the farmers and came a step closer. Encouraged by my father's direct address, he continued amused. "What exactly is on the other side of the river I do not know. I don't think I've ever been across it. But it is also better that nobody crosses the river, especially not one of the begging monks! Thank goodness they stay with you in town, too, and probably eat your granaries as well as scrolls! "


It's important to know that the village was actually Buddhist. But since no monk has come by for years, and the inhabitants didn't care about religion, but about their harvests, we judge this situation as quite good.


"My granaries remain closed to them! Whoever wants to give them something should give it to them, and apart from that they are all good scribes", my father later explained to me determinedly. "And for trade it is only good to have a well-known and good school. The travelers appreciate it very much to stay with them and to stay a few days longer. My hosts appreciate that! And I also learn a little from the wide world in the West, and rarely once from the East."


"Do you hear anything from Straton's empire?" my father inquired of the villagers.


Another farmer spoke up immediately, "All you hear from Straton is that he has a mother who loves the Buddhists more than the Vedics. And, of course, the Vedics are just as unenthusiastic about it as you Greeks. However, I can't always remember which god serves whom. Most of the time they are the same gods, only with different names in the other language. But of the Vedic, no one ever crosses the river, and there are no Vedic nations within two days' march of our side."


As sadly expected, these good peasants were indeed in the Valley of the Unsuspecting, but probably not to their detriment. The next morning, we rode on very late. It was now noticeably uphill, and we made slow progress. Around noon we reached a small river, which flowed south, and which we followed. It went slightly downhill into a small valley. The river flowed down and into the Hydaspes.


Here in the valley, there was a small village. The place was different. The farmers tilled the fields, there was fruit and wheat farming on the lush pastures, and surpluses were sold to merchants, who usually arrived by river. There was also a small fishing settlement right by the river that still belonged to the village, even if it was half a day's journey away. The people here were completely focused on the river and on the trade that took place on it. There were monks walking in the streets, and also some Vedic with the dot on their foreheads. So, the old farmer in the village by the lake had not lied. Not only had he never crossed the river, but he had also probably never crossed the hill behind his barn. We rode into the village, but sat down immediately, because there was a lot going on in the wide lanes. Among other things, a lot of sheep's wool from freshly shorn winter fur was carried to the market. Our destination was the marketplace, the Agora. Here it was even busier.


Next to the marketplace there was a big house which served as a market hall for goods which needed less space. On one side of the house there was a kitchen equipped with sparse benches in the shade. Also, here we were not an unusual appearance. According to my impression we were rather ignored. The little bit of silver, for which twenty men eat their fill, is of no consequence here, whereas the market duties, which would have to be paid, would noticeably reduce the turnover.


While we were eating, my father sent for the village headman. Of course, we were entitled to a part of the market duties, actually to all of them minus the expenses for maintenance of the market hall and the wages for the customs collectors. But it was impossible to control how much the merchants took in, not even how often it was market day, unless you put a garrison in the village, which would then devour the customs revenue. So, it was so that the market drivers represented their profit as smaller than it was, and we represented our willingness to move a crew here as much larger than it was in reality. Both of them knew about it, so it was more of a rather unworthy armed extortion than a regular customs collection.


My father insisted that the profit had to be more than last year, the market leader insisted that it had to be less, in the end it was the same money as last year, with the assurance that there would be eleven market days a year, and if more were to be introduced, the customs duties to Taxila would increase accordingly. I was only marginally aware of the negotiation, as I was sitting on the other side of the benches with Phillip, who explained the procedure to me. But I had the impression that both sides were more dissatisfied afterwards than they had expected.
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