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A blade stronger than the others threshed our frail vessel; the foam exploded in the coaster swaying under the rude shock of the wave. Above our heads, clouds as dark as the Titan Erebus, son of Chaos, progressed at lightning speed: the weather announced the arrival of a storm, of which only an offering to Zeus Zenoposeidon could have appeased the illustrious anger of the god Ocean. Under the fury of the elements, the sail swelled and slammed, ready to break the mast. During a moment of anguish, I cast a look of terror at the Screamer. He met my expectations with a half-smile:

“I told you, Eryx, you do not joke with the Gods. If we survive this... I’ll offer you two nights of hell with a porn1...”

With eyes veiled by the spray, I stared at Boentos, nicknamed The Screamer, whose face had been damaged by small pox, and the stigmata masked by a yellowish beard soaked by the waves. Recurrent images reappeared from my memory: the imposing picture of Massalia city fed my eyes with its two radiant sanctuaries dedicated to Artemis and Apollo.

A few days ago, during a black moon, we entered Artemisia, the temple of Artemis, and slipped into the Holy of Holies. But as proud thieves, we were determined to seize the devotees’ offering, and became two miserly sharks, disconcerted by the turn of events. Caught in the act, our adventure ended in tragedy. By a miracle, we succeeded in escaping the guards of the Phocaen city. Then said farewell to cups embellished with jasper and ivory; gold, silver, and electrum oboles; fibula and rings set with amethysts, sapphires and onyx... all we had to do was take to our legs and flee ...
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