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Introduction 

Centuries before the first pharaohs, when the great kingdoms had not yet been born, primitive tribes constituted the first societies in the valleys of the great rivers Nile, Euphrates and Tigris, in Anatolia and on the edge of deserts and mountains. 

Sedentary villages existed millennia before agriculture and the domestication of animals, inhabited by hunter-gatherer clans, who practiced a nomadic life only when climatic changes affected the resources of their territory. 

These people organized communities that maintained an intense trade in the middle of the Stone Age, exchanging the most diverse products, sometimes transported more than two thousand kilometers from their place of origin without the help of any animal, sometimes navigating rivers and seas. 

Before pottery, before the spread of the use of copper, before the domestication of the horse, before the plow... complex societies of hunters collected wild cereals to make wheat and barley flour, drank beer, consumed bread... and erected sanctuaries and temples, which archaeology has only just begun to discover. 

At the dawn of time, the first chapters of human history took place at a time when only one animal had been domesticated: the dog. 

However, mankind was not left to its own devices; powerful gods watched... 

and sometimes intervened. 

         

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 







 

130,000 BC, the Ice Age was coming to an end, the RISS-WÜRM interglacial period was beginning. 

Slowly, temperatures rose and the ice receded; abundant rainfall favored the formation of vast forested expanses throughout Europe and North America. 

A different humanity emerged from the snows: Neanderthal man, perfectly adapted to the new environmental conditions, colonized the old continent within a few centuries. Also in Africa, climate change relentlessly affected the human clans who, unlike Europe, had enjoyed regular rains that made Egypt and the Sahara a paradise of lush vegetation, with abundant rivers, lakes and marshes, leading to the first great migration of Homo sapiens to North Africa and the Middle East. 

With climate change, of the four rivers that crossed the Sahara region, only one remained, fed by the snows of the distant southern mountains: the Nile. A desert was being born that displaced the large herds of herbivores and the human population towards the last great river. 

In the Near East, Homo sapiens had met for the first time its cousin, the Neanderthal, with whom it apparently coexisted peacefully for millennia, as revealed by some fossils that show intermediate characteristics between Neanderthals and Homo sapiens. Despite the differences, the abundance of resources prevented disputes between the human groups, which no longer needed to migrate after the herds. 

Then, when the arid period began, living conditions became difficult; the scarcity of game and vegetables caused the first blood feuds for survival. 



 

Numerous Neanderthals moved south, while clans of Homo sapiens migrated eastward from the great continent. 

However, as is often the case in human stories, some decided to cling to the land of their birth, perhaps in the hope of better days. 

But there were no better days... the rains became increasingly scarce, the water sources dwindled to almost nothing, the vegetation no longer provided food for the great herds, the deserts increased in size, the great herds disappeared, and the disputes between the human clans became violent, desperate. 

Then, unexpectedly, new human groups emerged from the heart of Africa, bursting onto the historical scene. 



THE CAVE CLAN  

That morning, Arnut and his men were pleasantly surprised by one of Mother Nature's rare gifts. A lone buffalo wandered, trying to feed on the few herbs that grew on the arid meadow. Watching the group, the animal retreated, jogging into a narrow natural corridor formed between the rocky walls that cut through the mountain, a couple of kilometers away. 

They were hunters with a lot of experience, in other times they used to prepare ambushes capturing a good number of large herbivores in a single hunt, which represented a meat reserve for many months. Arnut immediately understood that the characteristics of the terrain offered him a great opportunity, he knew the place, on other occasions he had captured animals by forcing them to jump to the cliff that existed at the end of the corridor. They had walked for three days without seeing any prey larger than a lizard, so the group prepared not to waste the opportunity, lit a fire where they prepared some torches, while the rest of the group was distributed in a semi-circle to prevent the escape of the animal. 

It was a group of ten light-skinned hunters, punished by the harsh life outdoors, with long black hair and beards, adorned with feathers and collars of fangs and claws of animals, wearing skins of different species. Hardly any protected their feet with skins tied with leather strips, most of the group went barefoot. 

The buffaloes were a dangerous and fast prey, many times the hunter became the victim, for that reason they advanced with prudence, waving the torches and blocking the escape of the animal that undertook a crazy race towards the interior of the gorge looking for another exit in the rocky wall. When the hunters narrowed the semicircle, everything indicated that the animal would blindly throw itself into the void; they exchanged optimistic glances, tasting the prey beforehand. 

It was at that moment that the buffalo did something unexpected. 

In a quick movement he turned round, striking the nearest individual. 









Enitarzi, a robust warrior in his thirties, tried to repel the animal with his spear, barely dodging the deadly horns that cut the air a short distance from his body.  When going back one step the hunter stumbled on a rock, losing his balance, the buffalo went mad, delivering a strong blow to the hunter's leg. 

Arnut moved like lightning, thrusting into the animal's flank, preventing his fallen companion from being trampled. The spear broke as the furious animal turned to one side, feeling wounded.  Several warriors stepped forward, waving their flaming torches, improvising a wall of lances around their fellow men in danger.  Harassed by several dogs, wounded and frightened by the fire, the buffalo turned again to run blindly toward the gorge, until it rushed into the void.  A deaf boom announced that the hunt was over, when the animal hit the stones about ten meters below. 

The group went down the ravine, it was necessary to protect immediately the place where the animal was dying. A warrior ended the suffering of the prey with a spear strike, while the rest of the group lit a couple of bonfires with the intention of rejecting the inevitable attack of hyenas and other scavengers, who would soon be attracted by the smell of blood. 

The warriors gathered around the beaten animal.  Some of them put aside the heavy spears used in the hunt, the most effective weapon against large animals, and now wielded bows, arrows and slight assegai that they could throw at a good distance using bone spear-thrower. Standing, they stood around the beaten animal, waiting, attentive. Half an hour later a group of women, children and old men arrived at the place; they had remained watching the hunt from a prudent distance. They carried water in the shells of ostrich eggs and animal bladders; the precious liquid was distributed among the group of hunters. 















The wounded man had his leg washed, before receiving a plaster of herbs to contain the bleeding. Fortunately, he didn't seem to have broken any bones, he would be able to return with the clan to the cave, leaning on his spear to walk. 

After quenching the thirst, the group began the work: the buffalo was skinned; its thick skin, horns, tendons and helmets were removed. Large pieces of meat were cut, salted and arranged on long poles for transport. The viscera, kidneys and liver were roasted by the elders; that would feed the clan that day. 

The heart was carefully reserved. 

Smaller pieces of meat were arranged to dry in the sun, seasoned with salt and herbs. The children drove out some marauders with their bows and arrows, or simply throwing stones, while the dogs grunted threateningly. 

It was dusk when they finished the work, at night they camped right there, at the base of the rocky wall, sheltered by large bonfires, fed with the abundant dry wood of dead vegetation. 



The next day, the clan, transporting the product of the hunt, undertook the march. For two days they marched along the ancient dry bed of a great river, now transformed into an insignificant stream of water coming from the southern mountains, running swiftly to disappear into the subsoil of the semi-arid prairie, a few hundred kilometres further on.  Sometimes, women would stop for a few minutes to collect some seeds, leaves or roots. On the morning of the third day they entered a small valley surrounded by a high plateau, the group walked for three hours towards the great stone wall at the other end of the valley, a faint column of smoke revealing human presence. At the base of the plateau was the entrance to a cavern, barely visible from a short distance, 







denounced only by the smoke rising from within. In the wide entrance, a couple of old people kept two bonfires burning, protecting the home from the attack of the big cats. 

A huge dog of fierce appearance accompanied the sentries. 

The animal did not bark at the group's arrival, as soon as it wagged its tail, warning the guards. The hunters emerged shortly after on the crest of a gentle hill, and the dog stepped forward to sniff out the arriving dogs. The cavern was wide, forming a vault about ten meters high in a kind of main hall, which was shrinking in size towards the bottom, to end in a series of small tunnels, which were used as deposits of old skins, bones, firewood, etc... In the central space were raised several wooden circular huts, solid, with a roof of branches, leaves and dry mud, all had beds built with thick branches that rose from the floor about 50 cm. They were covered with mattresses of leaves and skins. 

In one corner a support of long rods was raised, used to store the fish and salted meat reserves. Shortly after the women added there the cuts of meat supplied by the group, Arnut could feel satisfied, because the reserve would feed the clan for a long time. 



The cavern wall exhibited numerous cave paintings with hunting scenes, some from time immemorial, created by people that once occupied the place. 

Arnut's clan had also left their mark, painting animal figures during ceremonies of thanksgiving to the Gods.  By the entrance they stored huge piles of firewood and sticks, sheltered from the inclemency of the weather. 

The cave clan enjoyed a privileged location, a stream that was born on the plateau and ran about twenty meters from the cave, provided an abundant supply of water and, hopefully, some fish from time to time. 



 

A day's march south could reach the sea, the main source of fish, crustaceans, birds and the important salt. The sea also facilitated communication with neighboring villages with which they exchanged food, furs and stone tools. 

Comprised of a little over thirty individuals, the Arnut clan was more numerous than usual in those difficult times, rarely exceeding twenty members. Very high infant mortality rates and harsh adulthood limited population growth. People, with rare exceptions, were no older than 40. 

Work concentrated entirely on survival, activities ranging from searching for food by hunting, collecting fruits, herbs or roots, collecting honey, or fishing; to making weapons, tools of carved stone, bones or carved ivory, wooden objects, making baskets of reeds and braided stems. It still took millennia for ceramics to be invented, the containers were improvised with turtle shells, ostrich eggs or large snails and seashells, which allowed them to transport water, store honey and ferment grains. 

The whole group had to work; there was no place for idleness. 

The elders took care of the fire, taught the hunting and fishing techniques to the children, who helped by gathering firewood, or collaborating with the women in the collection of seeds, fruits and roots. Wounded or incapacitated hunters repaired and manufactured weapons, modeling flint, obsidian, quartz or other hard and resistant minerals, to make scrapers, arrowheads and spears, axes, knives, sickles to collect wild seeds, etc. With bones they made harpoons and hooks, necklaces and ornaments. Adult men hunted, built huts, canoes, and defended the group, which was usually led by an old man respected by the entire clan for his experience and wisdom. 

Akrabuamelu Arnut could be considered longevity, having reached the advanced age of 42 years.  He had wisely led the group for many years after his father's death. 

In spite of the scarce rains and the increasing aridity of the territory, during the last seven years, the clan did not need to emigrate, it had remained in that cavern benefited by the central position of the cavern, which dominated a wide virgin territory, mostly uninhabited, having as only neighbors the clans of the marine coasts. That contributed for the increase of the number of members, without needing to fight for its food, Arnut maintained good relations with the villages of the coast and some nomadic clans that very rarely appeared by the region. They exchanged skins, salt, horns, ivory, necklaces, ornaments, herbs, fruits, stones and meat. The mountainous region was also rich in gold, a mineral easy to mold, that the clan had learned to mold in cold to make small adornments that they commercialized with neighboring towns, it was the first steps in direction to the metallurgy, that millennia later would change forever the life of the Man, with the diffusion of the use of the copper. 

It was the time of the year in which the clan celebrated the ceremony of gratitude to the Goddess Earth, dedicating him a buffalo or another animal of good size that had been the cause of the recent expedition of hunting. 









The buffalo that was brought down days ago would have its head and heart offered to the Goddess. 

It was a solemn occasion for the clan, because the day after the ceremony, was performed the ritual of initiation of young warriors. 

At dawn, just before sunrise, all the members of the clan gathered on the hill in front of the cave. The attention of the group was directed towards the place where the first solar rays would emerge.  Arnut, wearing his leopard skin thong, reserved for ceremonies, remained standing, with the ceremonial dagger raised towards the horizon, waiting motionless. At his side, on top of a large flat stone that formed a huge table, they had carefully arranged the heart and head of the buffalo, properly washed and adorned with leaves and flowers. 

As the first ray of the Sun flashed, Arnut's arm moved skillfully, simulating the act of slitting the buffalo's head in honor of Mother Earth. To his left an old man uttered some ritual words with his eyes closed and both hands raised in the direction of the Sun, thanked Mother Earth who fed and cared for her children, sending them animals, fruits, fish and seeds generously every year. 

The heart was offered to the sacred flames of the bonfire, culminating the ceremony. 

Much of the buffalo meat was roasted and consumed by clan members. On other occasions, visitors from neighboring clans had participated in the banquet, sharing the same rituals with the cave clan. 

Shortly after the ceremony, Enitarzi, the hunter wounded during the recent hunting expedition, approached Arnut walking with difficulty. 



 

-Arnut, to save my life you lost your best weapon - He stood, supported by a thick rod - accepts this spear, I have worked on it for a long time, I reserved it for a special occasion. 

The chief observed with admiration the stupendous spear, made of an excellent straight and solid branch, but not too heavy. Its tip attracted attention because it was made of ivory, in which had been carved the figure of a scorpion, perfect in its wealth of details.  Arnut weighed the spear with his right hand, smiling satisfied. He placed the weapon on the wall of the cavern, and placing his right hand on the hunter's shoulder, he muttered: 

-I should save your life more often, Enitarzi, it's a magnificent spear, and I thank you! 

The footsteps of several warriors entering the cave were heard again, a woman braiding a net screamed with a child running beside the fire, playing with a dog. Arnut nodded slightly, saluting the warrior who placed a good-sized fish on a board. 

-Have you seen Hor? 

The warrior pointed to the outside. 

- I've seen him, he was walking with Enuttaui a moment ago, maybe he's getting ready for the ritual," he commented with a certain sarcasm, starting some laughs in the group. 

The wounded warrior murmured with a malicious gesture. 

- I think we will soon have new children running around here. 

The chief shook his head, smiling. 

-I hope so, too. Tomorrow he will finally be initiated as an adult hunter. 

In the wide strip of low ground, bordering the stream, there was still abundant vegetation, there the clan used to collect leaves and seeds that sprouted naturally. 

It would still take millennia for someone to relate the humidity of the river to the fertility of the soil and try to sow seeds, but people already knew the advantages and benefits of wheat, flax, millet and barley. 

Groups of women and children leaned over the wild plants to collect with their sickles the cereals that many generations past had learned to grind to obtain the precious flour. 

Enuttaui slowly climbed the hill, where he could see Hor leaning over a rock, concentrating on a task that the girl could not define in the distance.  She was a young woman of about sixteen; thin, white skin slightly tanned by life out in the open, her hair a deep black color, long, combed in two braids that fell on her shoulders.   She wore a skillfully sewn skin forming a tube that covered his neck up to his knees; she walked with his bare feet. 

A little higher up, in the small grassy meadow, occasionally dotted with rocks, palms and shrubs, Hor leaned on a rock to cut the piece of wood he carved with his knife. Little by little the shape of a buffalo was insinuated into the wood. 









He interrupted his work for a moment, to observe a young man walking towards the cave, with his body completely covered with mud, carrying in his hands part of a large beehive from which the golden honey dripped.  The mud had protected his body from the attack of the bees, which he possibly drove away using smoke. A couple of children chased the young collector, trying to steal some drops of honey. 

Enuttaui arrived with the boy. 

-What are you doing? 

He showed the wooden figure - It's for your little brother Gen. 

She seemed surprised - For my brother? 

Hor smiled for a moment. 

-Maybe so he won't steal my things again, days ago I caught him playing with my bow. 

They both laughed, funny. At some distance, a little further down, a band of pink flamingos took flight from the edge of the creek, to get lost behind the treetops, about three hundred meters away. She lowered her eyes as she commented. 

-I heard it said that you took too much risk during the hunt. 

-It's not true; my father won't let me go ahead with the hunters. He's always protecting me, keeping me on his back, or with the elderly. He humiliates me in front of the others! 

The girl sat on a stone. Hor approached her side; a new expression revealed that her thoughts were now different. 



 

-After my initiation, I will finally be able to build our hut. 

She watched the boy in silence, which meant that they would soon form a family, with their own hut. She faked worry by asking: 

-Are you ready for trial, future warrior? 

-It shouldn't be much, from what I've heard among the hunters. 

She finally seemed to understand the meaning of Hor's words: 

-You said you will build our hut; shouldn't you consult my opinion first? 

Hor laughed amusingly. 

- I didn't know if you would accept! 

-You're an idiot, a frog and fly hunter! You know I want it more than anything. 

They hugged, remaining silent for several minutes. 

The romantic moment was abruptly interrupted when a ball of mud crashed into Hor's back. 

Back there, among the branches of a bush, was Gen, Menuttaui’s little brother. 

-Damn boy, he always spies on us! 

Hor threw a stone at him and the boy ran down towards the cave, shouting provocative cries interspersed with a loud laugh, a dog barking happily jumping behind the boy. 

-I don't think I'll give him the wooden buffalo, he doesn't deserve it. 

One of them chuckled, making an obscene gesture for her friend as she added some branches in a bonfire, where she roasted some pieces of meat, and the first drops of fat squeaked on contact with the embers. 

That morning Akrabuamelu Arnut gave his son Hor a recently hunted antelope skin while the old priest murmured some magical words to get help from Mother Earth. 

All the young people, when they reached a certain age, were subjected to the test that determined whether they would be considered suitable hunters to take their place as adults, or should wait another year as simple auxiliaries to the warriors. 

It was a test of courage, intelligence and dexterity; the young man had to cover himself with the skin of some animal, to approach in the meadow of some herbivore, arriving to the smallest possible distance, without being discovered. 

The young man did not receive any kind of instructions, there were no rules, he could use tricks, it was about revealing the ingenuity of future warriors. The adolescent had no obligation to hunt the animal that should be decided in the moment. Only the great hunters had managed, in their initiation, to get close enough to pull the tail of the animal... and to get safe from its reaction to feel humiliated. Hor suspected that it was a lie created to encourage young debutants. 









The test would be accompanied at a distance by the clan, who would judge his behavior.  For Hor that meant a lot, as long as he was not considered an adult warrior, he could not build his own hut or constitute a family with Enuttaui. 

Accompanied at a distance by several people, the young man walked to a place where they usually grazed herbivores. Shortly before arriving at the place, he covered himself with the skin of the animal, keeping the head of the antelope above his own head. 

The sun wasn't too strong that morning, but as it rose in the sky, the temperature under that skin would rise considerably. 

Imitating the behavior of an animal, Hor stood on all fours, observing the meadow that opened up to his forehead. 

There were no signs of antelopes, just two gazelles grazing at less than a thousand meters. In that uncomfortable position he began to move towards the centre of the meadow, which he reached about half an hour later. He remained motionless for over an hour, sweating profusely. He knew that he was being watched from afar, he imagined his father comfortably installed under the shade of a tree, drinking fresh water and studying his movements. 

Another hour passed slowly, the sun was stronger, approaching noon. 

With the heat it seemed that everything had been interrupted in the meadow, the breeze was no longer blowing. Some insects flew around his head, his back hurt and his knees seemed to burn on contact with the earth. He slowly incorporated his body to take a look around... nothing, not even an animal. 

An hour later, thirsty, he decided to change places, approaching a small stream of water running across the meadow, before flowing into the nearby stream of the cave. 







Hor considered on several occasions to stand up and simply walk to the place, discarding all precaution, he restrained himself because that would frighten the animals that could be found grazing in the vicinity.  He remained in that uncomfortable position. He was sweating a lot; the skin looked like an oven inside which he was roasting his own body. 

How could the clan warriors have endured such torture? For a moment he thought he had seen the figure of an animal grazing in the distance, near the creek. It was a fleeting image, possibly deceived or the animal disappeared from the visual field behind the vegetation. 

He crawled in that direction. 

He was finally less than 100 meters from the waterway when he heard a slight sound that he could not identify.  It was as if something very light had moved some small stones gently. As he slowly raised his head a cold sweat ran down his spine. There, less than a hundred feet to his left, a magnificent cheetah lurked, and his body glued to the ground. 

The feline had simply ignored him, concentrating on something ahead. Hor carefully turned his head to discover a gazelle grazing close to the water. The herbivore sensed the danger as he watched around, his short tail agitated, revealing the animal's tension. The gazelle's instinct warned her of the danger, but something left her confused. 

The cheetah had slipped two meters closer to Hor, ignoring the supposed antelope to try to capture the gazelle, his favorite prey. 

At that moment Hor understood: the gazelle had identified him, but his trail, mixed with the smell of the antelope, had confused the animal. The feline 



 

advanced half a meter imperceptibly, with all his muscles tense, his belly almost dragging on the ground. Hor knew that in a few seconds the cheetah would throw itself in a fast race, if he could get one meter closer, the gazelle would be lost. 

Hor sighed deeply; there was no other way out. 

Suddenly he stood, waving his arms, he shouted: 

-Cheetah out! Heeeeaaaaw! 

The gazelle must have been frightened, fleeing at once, Hor couldn't tell, because all his attention was directed to the cheetah. The feline got the biggest fright of his life, when that antelope suddenly turned into a human being, less than fifteen meters away. In an instant he forgot his prey, to escape as quickly as possible in the opposite direction. 

Hor removed the skin from his head, completely soaked in sweat and walked with slow steps to the creek to drink and refresh his body. He stretched his legs, still numb, massaged his waist for a moment, and with his skin over his shoulder he slowly went towards the edge of the forest, about four hundred meters away, where the whole group had witnessed what had happened. 

He had failed. 

As he passed without stopping in front of the group, something caught his attention... his father's gaze was not one of reproach, on the contrary, he seemed to discover a certain reflex of approval in old Arnut.  The group returned following the young man's footsteps, in silence. 

Hor heard no comment as he entered the cool shadow of the cave, where Enuttaui awaited him visibly moved. He embraced her feeling embarrassed, within her there was only one thought: I have failed... I have failed. 



AGGA, THE RED-HAIRED WARRIOR. 

The robust hunter must not have been more than thirty years old, a long reddish hair covered part of his face, in which shone a pair of cunning blue eyes.  A sparse beard sprouted from his dimly accentuated chin. 

He bent down to examine closely the marks which revealed to him everything that had happened there a few days before. At his side, the group of twenty hunters was also going through the place where the buffalo had crashed after falling down the cliff. They immediately understood the strategy used during the hunt, one of them pointed to the top of the rocky wall, and the leader barely made a brief nod. They examined the place inch by inch, attentive to the marks left during the work of skinning and preparing the meat of the animal for transport. One of them discovered different footprints and warned: 

-Dogs.  There are several. 

Those warriors called themselves "Clan of the Moon", however they were known by other peoples as Red-Haired Men. 









They constituted a group of original characteristics, presenting very clear skin, blue, gray or green eyes, the color of their hair oscillated between red hair and blond; they had short stature, none surpassed the meter and sixty, but all were of heavy and robust constitution. 
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