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If Aeolus had held back his days of anger, today was reserved for it: a wind from Septentrion (the north) brought forth cold prayers. The trees trembled from the foliage up to the basis. The forest adjoined the fields of barley and millet, and the undergrowth bent over the power of elements; the Dryads and the Hamadryads escaped towards the heart of humming trunks...

Since my gynoecium1, I had no other memory of when it felt so cold and windy, than on this day of the second decade of the month of Scirophorion. The crowing cock had not yet announced itself, and already we were in full labour, mowing as fast as possible the harvest of barley of the half-year. Now that many years had passed by, I approached pace by pace the domain of Hades, and this narrative which I am going to tell you there, I had kept warm in the hearth of my heart!

Your servants name is Cléomédon. I was only a simple stable boy intended to work laboriously for my masters in the district of Lesbos. As a helot2, my work in a great part was to take care of beasts of burden and other domestic animals, from sunrise to sunset. I grew up in the country side. I was from the tribe of my mistress Salmonée, when she married Lord Démétrios; a vile of mischief, so to say. This was a little while after the recent festivities of the new Hellenic year, situated during the summer solstice, and already, in the view of the plots of land of wheat covered the fertile lands of Lesbos, we were celebrating the joys of a fertile harvest: of the food to come for animals and for perspectives of future banquets. But, since this morning, many things had changed. Fate always manifests its fangs just when we least expect it. Thanks to Kronos for opening my eyes, on what I would name: "Justice combats corruption!"

While some got down to harvest hastily, others took care with filling the tipcarts of the famous agrarian present, offered by the divine Persephone, the goddess of agriculture. The time passed like a thunderstorm, and it became urgent to hurry so as not to lose the profit of so many months of labour. Our master knew how to accelerate the work and did not hesitate to put aside the most contrary serfs, except at the end of the month, when he had to resolve solvency roles with his subjects; then and there, it was another story! If the Hellenic legislator protected our rights, Master Démétrios always got his own way, using his divine pernicious alchemy to reduce a part of our wages. From one drachma per day, he succeeded in dividing the final sum by two, as he repeatedly indicated our past errors. A determined manner to undermine our hopes and to push us a little more every day into the pit of the poverty. I saw   bodies carried by, they were riddled with fork teeth, found lifeless at the bottom of the slurry pit. And it was not in the hand of the military as the found nothing wrong, too satisfied with bribes which our good Lord granted him. Anyway, no magistrate of the city of Athens dared to come soak his pools3
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