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According to an article on the massacre of Helots. In situ the dictionary of Greek and Roman antiquities of Daremberg and Saglio, digitized on the website of the University of Toulouse le Mirail, France

To the inhabitants of the village of Vamvakou
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Proud owner of a small beef herd. If today, I relate you this story, it’s thanks to our good Lord Zeus Soter - Zeus the protector -, who spared me this painful encounter with the terrible Thanatos’s sickle. With the thick clouds gloomied and the first day of Boedromion[1] month darkened, the following hours looked fatal. My name is Eurymachus, I live in Vamvakou, a village situated on the slopes of Mount Parnon. The tears of Nephele, the goddess of cloud, made the ochre soil of Laconia so silty as a wallow where wild boars paddle in laterite bed. The choleric Zeus’s cloudy coat illustrated this lugubrious prediction emanating from a madwoman, whom I had been a lunar month earlier: a priestess, from a remote village in Great Sparta, predicted that a dreadful genocide will shake our small country! 
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I slipped out of my home for a few drops of clepsydra. The path, covered by marquis, meandered through the forest of fir trees. Passing by a large rock, I heard coughs and bitter voice cursing the Helots[2] class. I was not confident about meeting young scoundrels who came from our land. I saw this man again: Sarapion, who just completed his puberty. He had a look full of hate and dark, dark like Nephele’s thick clouds. He was a bloodthirsty son of an aristocrat. He was painfully waiting like the young people stationed behind him.
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