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    The sunlight streaming through the small room gave the boxes of coins a mellow glow. It also caught the lazy progress of the flies and dust as they swirled through the beams. At the edge of the light, a sandaled foot was resting on the edge of a large table. The foot was attached to a man leaning precariously far back on two legs of a wooden stool. Through the door, the market was quiet and the sun outside burned the Piraeus’ streets, sending any potential customers back to the cool shade of their houses. Most of the day’s business had been done hours ago.  
 
    Philippus was about to start locking his boxes of coins and putting them into a large iron bound chest. A shadow blocked the light from the door and he looked up to see a well-dressed man moving cautiously toward the center of the room, peering as his eyes adjusted to the dim interior. He started to speak, stopped to clear his throat, started again, “Hmm, I am looking for Philippus, son of Myrsus, the banker?”   
 
    Phil, leaning even farther back on his chair, closed first one eye and then the other, a lazy smile on his face. His visitor was an older man, iron gray hair and beard neatly trimmed; wearing an expensive tunic bordered with purple and wrapped in a very respectable cloak. He was clearly a man of substance and standing. His accent said Athens. It was also pretty clear that he was uneasy. He stood stuck in the center of the room, uncertain how to proceed and resenting it. If he was as well born as he looked, it was likely that he had never been to a bank before. He probably wasn’t very impressed. Phil didn’t blame him; there wasn’t much to see. The room was large and the peeling walls were losing their plaster. They might have been a color once and then again, they might not. What light there was came in from door and it didn’t do much for the décor. 
 
    The main piece of furniture was a large counting table placed squarely in the center of the room. It was this table or trapeza that gave the banking profession its name. All the bankers used tables like these to count out coins and weigh them and after a while the bankers got to be called the Trapezites because of their tables and the name stuck. Phil’s was covered with scales and weights and the crusty remains of a meal. Other than the table, there were only some large boxes against the wall each containing smaller boxes. These weren’t a very impressive sight either until you considered that inside every box was wealth in coins from every city from Athens to Babylon.  
 
    Clearly the idea of all that money wasn’t going to help Phil’s visitor get comfortable. Most wealthy Athenians avoided dealing directly with coins and bankers. They considered them barbaric and definitely beneath notice, at least until they needed something. With sudden energy, Phil swung his feet around and leaned forward, resting his arms on the edge of the table. “Yep, that would be me.” 
 
    As Phil looked more carefully at his caller, he made a gesture both encouraging and impatient for the man to go ahead. The gentleman still waited in the middle of the room, unsure how to begin.  
 
    “Yes?” Phil was getting bored. His face was neutral and his voice polite but nothing more. As a metic trader in Athens, he had been ignored by this kind of gentleman all his life so he wasn’t in a hurry to make him feel at home. But he also didn’t want to hang around all day waiting for this guy to get over whatever it was that was eating him.  
 
    Phil was a metic. They were legal aliens, a kind of non-citizen allowed to live in Athens but with plenty of conditions. Some were foreigners, born abroad but living and working in Athens. Some, like Phil, were Athenian-born but one or both of their parents were of foreign descent. Phil’s father Myrsus was born in Athens, but his family had come to Greece from Lydia across the Aegean Sea. When the time came to marry, Myrsus had made the trip to Lydia to find himself a traditional Lydian wife. That decision permanently disqualified Phil from Athenian citizenship. The rules hadn’t been as strict in the old days, but after Pericles instituted his citizenship laws, the requirements became so tough that Phil would have to be both extremely rich and extremely generous to be an exception.  
 
    He wasn’t really complaining; he knew he had it good. He had done pretty well himself and even though metics were foreigners, they had their place in city life. They were allowed to do business in Athens, for a price anyway. Their tax, the metoikion was high enough to earn them the privilege of doing jobs that, while lucrative, were beneath most Athenian citizens. In fact they did a good deal of the business that got done, importing, trading and banking. They were even allowed to serve in the military – a dubious privilege in Phil’s opinion- but without military service you had no connections, none of the network you would need to live and work in the city.  
 
    Still, Athens was a place where citizenship counted for a lot and it could be tough on the outside. Metics couldn’t vote or hold office or own land, and this gentleman here was the type who had never let Phil forget it. Phil never let this stuff hurt his feelings but he didn’t bother going out of his way either. So he went back to his routine, more or less ignoring the obviously uncomfortable aristocrat still stuck in the middle of the room. The man cleared his throat again, “I have a rare coin to dispose of, for a friend, and, um, once a price is established, I want to sell it to you.”   
 
    Phil looked back up and considered his visitor more carefully, “I see. Do you have any proof that this ‘owner’ has the right to sell the coin, you know, the provenance, past owners and all that?”  
 
    The man drew himself up, eyes large and mouth open and started to interrupt but Phil raised his hand, “I’m sorry but I have to be very careful about these things, you know. I have a legitimate business here and I don’t receive stolen goods, for that you should try the thieves’ market.” Phil watched as his guest’s face turned redder, knew he was going too far but this was just too easy. He worked to keep a straight face.  
 
    The funny thing was that while there were times when he was pretty close to being a broker of stolen goods, the idea of this man trying to sell them well…whatever the case, it was clear that his visitor was about to walk out, so Phil shut up and looked at the man expectantly. “I am sure the owner can produce whatever proofs are necessary,” he controlled himself with effort, still standing stiffly in the middle of the room.  
 
    Phil doubted it, but he just shrugged and put out his hand. “So let’s see what you’ve got,” Phil reached out as his visitor moved forward and took the coin the man handed him. “Beautiful,” he whistled and meant it. He recognized the general style. It was similar to the coins from Olbia on the coast of the Black Sea. This kind of coin was usually cast of bronze and due to its large size (it was almost three inches in diameter) it was a bit of a joke in the trade, like Black Sea economics in general.  
 
    Phil looked back at his visitor “Okay, this coin is cast of electrum. It’s about 25 percent silver to 75 gold, on the obverse side, that’s the front to you, is the goddess Demeter, full face. On the reverse, a flying eagle but instead of the usual dolphin in its talons, it is holding a torch. This often symbolizes Demeter’s search for her daughter Persephone while she was being held in the underworld and that makes sense with the other side. I would say it is probably about a hundred years old, maybe more. It’s an unusual piece. I haven’t seen anything like it before and that doesn’t happen very often. I really don’t know what it would be worth.”  
 
    The grey man sniffed his disinterest, “You may keep it until you find out what its worth. I will be back at the end of the week. We can discuss further arrangements at that time.” He turned to go, obviously in a hurry to get out of the room and away from the whole distasteful business.  
 
    Now it was Phil’s turn to clear his throat and the man reluctantly looked back, “Excuse me, but it’s pretty clear that you don’t do this kind of thing often. In the first place, I need to know your name. I’m not going to be left with this thing and a man comes around and he says it’s stolen and the next thing I know I’m in court and what do I have to say for myself? Phil looked expectantly at the grey man but he remained stony faced and silent. “I say ‘No, it couldn’t possibly be stolen. I know because I got it from a man, No sir, I didn’t get his name, No, I don’t know how to get in touch with him.’ Sorry but that kind of thing isn’t for me, thanks anyway.”  
 
    “In the second place, and this concerns you, you’re leaving a valuable coin with me and you haven’t even asked for a receipt, a chit, a scribbled note. Suppose you come back and I say ‘Nope, never saw him before.’ What then?”   
 
    His visitor drew himself upright, “I don’t really think that would be a problem. I checked your reputation before I came here today and I was told by reliable sources that you are honest and discreet. Otherwise, I would not be here. And, should something untoward occur, I have other”, here the man actually smirked, “shall we say, resources to call upon in order to recover what belongs to me or to my friends.”  
 
    The grey man looked very satisfied with himself after delivering this little speech, rehearsed, Phil had no doubt, on his way here. It made Phil feel like grabbing him by the scruff of the neck and tossing him out the front door. He would have enjoyed that. But, instead, he made himself answer the man evenly. “That may be, but I do things the way I do them and I’m going to need, at least, your name, since you seem reluctant to name the owner of the coin. And, I need a way to get in touch with you in case something comes up.” 
 
     “That will not be necessary.”  
 
    “Not necessary to you but…” Phil put the coin down on the table in front of his visitor.  
 
    The man looked at the coin, hesitated, and then said, “Fine. My name is Critias and, if it is absolutely necessary and, I want to stress, only if absolutely necessary, you can leave a message for me at the Festiva Taverna. Do you know it?” Phil nodded and the grey man nodded too. “That will be enough for now.”  
 
    Phil shrugged, “Irregular, but I suppose, in the circumstances, it’ll do. I have to go to Athens tomorrow anyway. I’ll find out what I can and we can move on from there.”  Critias, with an apparently habitual air of condescension, nodded curtly in Phil’s general direction and walked out of the shop into the glare of the Piraeus afternoon. 
 
    Looking out at Critias’ pompous back, Phil wanted to laugh but he was uneasy. He didn’t like the set-up. It gave him a bad feeling. Not that it was so unusual for a customer to engage an agent to transact this kind of business, but it was highly unusual for someone to send a respectable citizen like Critias as a go-between. Most people would choose some trusted merchant or a household slave. There was something shady about it. Phil could feel it. Well, he signed and pushed the feeling aside. It was a beautiful coin, worth finding out about even if nothing else came of it. 
 
    Phil finished closing the shop and left his guard posted inside. He always hired watchmen to guard the stores, here and at the family’s warehouse on the waterfront, even though the men often slept through their shift. It made sense to be extra careful when most of your assets were in a couple dozen more or less portable chests. It was common knowledge that the stores were always guarded and so casual thefts were avoided. More determined robberies were avoided in other ways, mostly through expensive bribery and protection money. The system might not be perfect but had worked so far.   
 
    Phil went out onto the dusty street. The sun was still high and the air still, scented with the refuse, which the local strays were now fighting over. He walked over to his local taverna and stepped into its dark interior. It was cool inside and comparatively quiet. Later it would be filled with the boisterous shouts of men busy gambling and whoring. He walked over to an uneven wooden table, its top pitted and scarred, with an equally battered bench alongside. He pulled out the bench, sat down and called into the gloom of the back room. “Hiero, bring me some of that slop you’re calling fish stew … with some cheese and olives and that foul wine of yours, with plenty of water.”  
 
    A disembodied voice called back, “I thought you promised not to come in here anymore.” A large man looked out from the back room. He was the kind of man who boomed instead of spoke. “You, constantly complaining and scaring away my legitimate customers,” this said while gesturing at the sorry lot of drinkers sitting around the room, slumped on stools or leaning against the wall on benches.  
 
    Hiero was tall, as tall as Phil but thick with broad shoulders and a big belly. He looked tough and he was tougher than he looked. He needed to be to keep the chaos of a busy tavern at a manageable level.  
 
    Despite his grumbling, he was smiling as he brought some platters and an amphora of wine out from his back room. Phil looked pointedly around the dark room, “This lot? Anyone with sense found some reputable tavern to eat and drink in a long time ago, these are just the leftovers.” The drinkers didn’t even bother to acknowledge the insult. And Phil and Hiero were old acquaintances and were well used to each other’s abuse.  
 
    Phil had been coming to eat at Hiero’s since his father first opened the bank in the Piraeus many years ago. It had been an innovation for his father to keep a walled-in bank, since most of the other bankers just set up a stall in the Agora either down in the Piraeus or up in Athens. But his father had liked the permanence and security that the four walls offered. It had turned out to be a smart decision, customers liked the place too and the family had done well. The Piraeus was their base of operations and where they spent most of their time. When he was not at school in Athens, Phil had come down to stay with his parents. He grew up roaming the Piraeus’ streets and frequenting the tavernas.  
 
    This one was had become his default stopping place for food, wine, gossip. The food was no more than okay, but the room was clean-ish and Hiero would do a favor or keep his ears open if you asked him the right way. They talked about local goings on while Phil set to eating the food. Hiero asked, “Coming back later? That girl sent someone around asking for you.”  
 
    He winked at Phil who shook his head, “Nope, not tonight. I have some business in Athens and I’m going up first thing in the morning.”  
 
    Hiero winked again and made his way into the back room. After a few conversational gambits with the barely conscious clientele, he settled down to eat and drink in silence. He was glad he wouldn’t have to see his latest interest. She was starting to become demanding. As usual, it was all fun in the beginning. She was attractive, intelligent, and amusing. But not amusing enough for him to spend the outrageous sums that she was starting to insist on. It might be time for them both to move on. He was pretty sure he would get over it. And he didn’t think she would mind either. The lady could easily find richer friends than him. He was really more a good-looking charity case for her, or so she was always telling him.  
 
    Phil knew that it was true in a way. She could find someone richer. He was popular with women and they liked to spend time with him, sometimes even missing out on fancier presents from richer men to be with him. The women didn’t take these affairs seriously and neither did he. He was enjoying himself at the moment but he knew better than to count on his looks getting him anywhere in the long run; he knew that they were no guarantee of anything.  
 
    When he was a child his mother liked to tell him stories (she thought they were good for him and would insist he pay attention, whacking him with her spindle if she thought he wasn’t listening). She seemed to have an endless supply but there were some she would tell over and over, like the myths of Narcissus and of Adonis. Both men had been handsome, but neither one had been able to profit from it.   
 
    With Narcissus the problem was easy to see. It was a simple lesson; if you love yourself too much, you lose your common sense. Narcissus died because he couldn’t bear to be parted from his own reflection. In a way, he had it coming.  
 
    But with Adonis, it was different. Here’s guy who was good-looking but not self-involved, he was the goddess Aphrodite’s lover, and he’s a brave hunter into the bargain. He should have had the world at his feet but none of those things kept him from his destiny. He was out hunting like any other day when he was killed by a boar. It was the kind of thing that could happen to anyone, but when it happened to someone who was literally loved by the gods, it made you realize just how thin that thread is, the one that holds your fate.  
 
    Thinking about those stories reminded Phil of his mother, her perfume and her dark hair falling forward, half hiding her face, as she would finish by telling him how nothing, not the love of others or of yourself could save you from an evil fate, if one was due you.  
 
    And he had seen many young men make the mistake of thinking that, because they were admired, they could write their own ticket. He had seen what happened to those handsome boys after a few years, once the bloat of fast living set in. They were left with nothing but their memories and the persistent belief that somehow, in some way that they couldn’t quite put their finger on, they had been cheated. Well, he thought, looking at the bright side and raking fingers through his mop of hair, at least vanity wasn’t his problem. He drank the rest of his wine and called goodbye to Hiero as he walked out onto the street.  
 
    He was passing through a narrow alley when he first noticed he was being followed. He made a couple of unlikely turns to make sure and, when the footsteps stayed with him, he ducked into an open doorway. He scrambled up a ladder propped against the wall of the courtyard and stepped out onto to the tiled roof. From there he had a look at the street below and at the two hulking wrestler types that had been behind him. He didn’t look long. He ran over several connecting roofs, trying hard not to clatter on the clay tiles, and climbed back down to the street. Once he hit the pavement, he made several quick turns and, after checking that his pursuers were nowhere in sight, he made his way over to his warehouse.  
 
    The warehouse was near the Kantharos, the main harbor of Piraeus. The other harbors, the Zea and the Munichia were naval harbors with little commercial activity. His family used the old warehouse to store merchandise they had acquired over the years. It was a resource they drew on when they needed quick cash for a deal or to trade, but it was usually deserted, aside from the desultory guard. It was a perfect place to leave valuables since the building had long ago lost the interest of the criminal community of the Piraeus. They figured it was full of dusty junk, which was true, but it was expensive, dusty junk.  
 
    Phil had decided, based on recent events, or at least the two that were following him, that it was too risky to carry the coin around with him. Especially if people knew he had it. And it seemed that they did. He sat at an old table in the gloomy warehouse and re-weighed the coin. Then he drew a likeness of both sides and wrote out a description on a wax tablet. He had to admit it was truly a remarkable piece of workmanship. The head on the obverse seemed animated in the half-light, and the eagle on the reverse was beautifully clear and detailed. He hadn’t been kidding when he said he had never seen anything like it. He hadn’t, and that didn’t happen very often. He had grown up around coins, learning from his father about the emblems that each city used to mark its coinage, about the myths and puns that made the coins come to life. His father had taught him about the trade over the years using a simple game.  
 
    Myrsus would show Phil a coin and ask him to tell what he could about it. If his answer pleased his father, he was allowed to keep the coin. If he stumbled or was unsure, back it went. When Phil was a young boy, the challenges had been common, every day coins, Athenian owls and the like, but as he had grown older, his father had tried hard to stump him with the rare and obscure coins from around the world. Phil wanted to please his father and, needless to say keep, the coins, so he worked hard. 
 
    But Myrsus wasn’t an easy person to impress. He had learned the trade from his own father and he was encyclopedic about coins and their lore. He knew the celators who carved the dies that they used to punch the blank coins. He also knew the special issues, which increased the value of otherwise common coins. Myrsus loved his work and passed both his knowledge and his appreciation on to his son.  
 
    From his first Lydian lion, Phil had liked the work too. He appreciated the coins themselves for their beauty and history and he was fascinated by the effect they had on the people who traded with them. Now, he was a grown man who had spent his life around coins and hardly ever came across anything that surprised him.  
 
    Yet, he had never seen one like this before. After he had sketched and described the coin, he put it in a strongbox with some other coins, locked the box and left through a side door. He had some ideas about who to talk to but first he had to get to Athens in one piece.  He spent the night lying low in an old shack by the Kantharos docks. It belonged to a sea captain he knew. Phil had done the man a couple of favors, lending him money for trading voyages when none of the other bankers would take a chance on him. The gamble had paid off for both of them, but the captain considered Phil had done him a favor. So, when the captain was at sea or at home with his family, he didn’t mind if Phil used the room. It had come in handy once or twice, times when it was better not to be too easy to find. He slept lightly, rose at first light and started on his way to Athens. 
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    Phil often went up to Athens. He had to, for business, either to add to his inventory or to trade some surplus coins. While he was there, he usually took the opportunity to visit people he knew, either from his school days or from the army. Most trips he would walk the road between the long walls up to the city, admiring the view of the Acropolis along the way. The walls between Piraeus and Athens had been built by Pericles to ensure Athenians access to the Piraeus harbors in times of trouble, which, let’s face it, were pretty frequent. They went all the way from the port to the city walls of Athens, about three miles in all. In the old days, the Athenians had been worried about the Persians, but for the last fifty years it had been Greek city against city and, in Athens, Sparta was always the biggest worry. There was no doubt that the walls had come in handy during the wars that seemed to continually plague the city. Trouble that, Phil had to admit in fairness, the Athenians had brought on themselves with their seemingly limitless hunger for expansion.  
 
    Most Athenians now realized that the dream of an Athenian empire had come to an end. After Athens lost the Peloponnesian war to Sparta, Athens was in no position to threaten other city-states. There was too much rebuilding to do. The Spartans installed the Thirty Tyrants and suspended the Athenian democracy. The long walls were forcibly dismantled as punishment along with all of the city’s other defenses. And the people were tired of war.  
 
    Phil didn’t really remember those times (he had been a baby then) but he learned about the war and its aftermath on trips just like these, walking between the walls with his father. He would walk at his father’s side, practically running to keep up with the long strides, and his father would tell him about the war. He told Phil about the plagues that struck Athens during the early years of the war, decimating the population and weakening the resolve of the people. He heard about how the Spartans couldn’t have won without the help of the Persians, dishonoring themselves and all of Greece with their treachery. Phil also heard about the hardships faced after the war, the atrocities that had been committed by the Thirty, including the farce trials and murders of friends and relatives so that the state could confiscate their property. He heard enough to be thankful that Spartan power was on the wane.  
 
    After the Thirty were expelled, the long walls had been rebuilt along with Athens’ other fortifications and they continued to protect the route from the city to the Piraeus. The rebuilding had come at a high price- Athens had made alliances with some long standing enemies. Phil also knew that Athens and their new ‘allies’ now treated with the Persians when they thought it was to their advantage. In the end, it seemed history proved how temporary friends, and enemies, could be and how politics could change as quickly as the weather. These days the trouble was with Thebes- again. At least, he thought, as he narrowed the distance to the city and admired the clear blue sky; the current conflicts weren’t disrupting the prosperity of the Athenian marketplace.  
 
    His memories had distracted him and he was surprised to find himself almost at the city gates. Most of the time, he just enjoyed the trip. He would use the time to take in scenery, look at the other travelers, and escape the noise and smell of Piraeus. Today, he had made the trip mechanically without noticing a thing.  Well, he did have a lot on his mind. He rounded off his reflections by considering his own predicament.  The coin would be nothing but trouble. He knew that already, he had felt it when he held it in his hand. Maybe he was looking for trouble, life had become pretty predictable. And so far, things were no so bad. 
 
    He reviewed what had happened so far. True he had been followed, but he hadn’t been attacked. Those men could just have been Critias’ way of keeping an eye on his investment for all he knew. He wondered what the thugs’ instructions had been, what they would have done if he hadn’t noticed them. His years in the army had made him alert and wary, and living in the city had given him eyes in the back of his head. Age had made him cautious. But he was still a curious man, too curious sometimes, he knew. He could tell this was one of the times when his curiosity would get the best of him and all the trouble he knew was coming wouldn’t be enough to keep him out of its way. Phil sighed, “Well, better get on with it then,” he thought as he entered the gates of the great city of Athens.  
 
    He made his way through the Piraeus gate and headed for the Agora where he would find the man he was looking for. He wound his way through the narrow streets, stepping over refuse and avoiding the ragged children playing and begging, keeping the towering Acropolis on the right in the distance. He made steady progress, pushing his way through the crowds, and entered the Agora of Athens by mid-morning.  
 
    The Agora had been virtually destroyed when the Persians sacked the city a hundred years ago but it had been rebuilt over time and was now filled with handsome civic buildings as well as many, more make-shift structures. The open area in the center was filled with market stalls that were pitched in every empty space. The colonnaded stoa provided shade from the blazing sun and gave men a place where they could gather to carry on their deals and discussions. It was dirty and it stank, but it had an undeniable vitality. The whole place was filled with the hum of men doing business of every sort.                        
 
    Phil went to a small shop off the Panathenaia Way. The front of the building was plain faced with whitish plaster and it was dark inside. He knew the man called Glaucon could be found here or, failing that, a message could be left for him. Glaucon was really more a merchant than a banker. He traded art and rare coins and his business had resulted in a wide acquaintance with both rare and unusual objects and the people who collected them.  
 
    As he entered the dark room, Phil barely made out the bowed head of his acquaintance. The shop itself was crowded, braziers ranged like sentinels around the space, only one or two were lit, providing what little heat and light they could inside the cramped room. The space remaining was filled with statues, small tables, chairs, and dismantled pieces of uncertain origin, all casting weird shadow in the flickering light. Picking his way through the wreckage, he approached the dealer. He was sitting, bent over a coin. Phil figured he was inspecting it for defects. There was a man standing next to him looking over his shoulder, inconspicuous in the darkness of the room.  
 
    “Hey Glaucon. I have something I’d like you to take a look at”, Phil called as he made his way.  
 
    Glaucon looked up from his work with an irritated gesture. The other customer glanced up briefly and then took a step back, further into a shadowy corner. “Phil. What is it now? You always show up for a favor and always when I am working.”  
 
    Phil had to smile because that was partly true. “Look, I knew you would be interested in this, so I brought it to you first,” He affected hurt feelings. “I thought you would appreciate my thoughtfulness.”  
 
    Glaucon scowled impatiently, “Well, what have you got?”   
 
    Phil nodded his head at the stranger in the corner. “I can wait until you’ve finished your other business.”    
 
    Glaucon shook his head, “No need. We are finished for now.” The other man nodded curtly as he brushed past Phil on his way out.  
 
    Once the visitor was gone, Phil passed over the tablet with the drawings of the coin and the description. “What do you make of it?” he asked, turning serious.               Glaucon looked down briefly and then up again, “Where did you get this?” He spoke quickly, as if he were really interested for the first time.  
 
    Phil shook his head, “You first, old friend, what is it?”  
 
    Glaucon paused as if deciding and blinked before he answered. “What you have here is a commemorative coin, the kind of thing made for the games, in this case Ephesian. It was cast in Olbia and only issued one time, about a hundred years ago; from the drawing it seems to be in excellent condition.  It is valuable and rare. Now where did you get something like this?” Glaucon asked this casually.  
 
    Phil shook his head, “Sorry. I can’t really talk about it right now but, if it is as valuable as you suggest, then it might be for sale if the right buyer could be found.”               Glaucon raised a shaggy eyebrow; “I might consider handling the sale, depending on the provenance. I don’t want to be stuck with stolen property.”  
 
    “I have been assured that the problem can be resolved to our satisfaction, when the time comes.”  
 
    Glaucon pushed the tablet back toward Phil, “Well, it is a fine example of a rare coin and I have collectors who are always interested in quality goods. Let me know.” He turned back to his work, and the interview was over.  
 
    Phil left the dark of the room and walked out into the crowded agora but he was puzzled and dissatisfied. Glaucon always liked to show off his knowledge, tell a story or two. It wasn’t like him to be so cagey. It was also strange that he showed his interest so soon and so openly. In the normal course of things, Glaucon liked to play with his business associates, to string them along without committing himself, before getting down to the heart of the matter. Today he had as good as promised to buy the coin, sight unseen. Phil wasn’t satisfied. It looked like he would have to make another stop before he could relax and enjoy the rest of the day.  
 
    He wandered down the crowded streets, dodging carts and children. He picked his way along until he came to the house of his old friend Meno. The blank wall along the front looked like any one of the dozens of houses on the street but scratched into the plaster was the legend ‘Man is the measure of all things’. He knocked on the door and waited until it was opened a crack by an ancient porter.  
 
    “Let me in,” Phil didn’t shout but he spoke up clearly in case the man was hard of hearing.  
 
    “Who is it, Xanthius?”  The voice of a woman called through the house.  
 
    “He don’t say, miss. But I don’t like the looks of him.” 
 
    “You don’t what?” Phil would have laughed, but he was tired of the hot and dusty street, so instead he gave the porter a gentle push and walked into the courtyard of the house. The woman whose voice he had heard came out into the courtyard from a side room. She was young, tall and slender with fine features and large, rather beautiful, eyes. She didn’t seem alarmed but she looked Phil over in a way that suggested she had better and more important things to do.  
 
    “Hello, I’m Philippus,” he tried his most winning smile to make up for the fact that he had pushed his way into her home.  
 
    She looked at him again, “What do you want?” He could tell she was considering getting some muscle to have him thrown out.  
 
    “I am a friend of Meno. Is he here?”  
 
    “No,” she looked into the back of house, “no, he is not.”  
 
    “Yes I am,” a voice came from the back of the house.  
 
    Phil tried to keep from laughing. “Can he spare a few minutes, do you think?” 
 
    “No, I don’t think he can,” she was doing a good job of keeping any expression from her face.  
 
    “Yes I can, come on back here, Phil. Don’t get stuck with that lot. They don’t like company.” The cheerful voice of his old friend Meno burst from the back room.               As he moved to the back, Phil had to go around the self-appointed doorkeeper who still seemed to be hoping to find a way to keep him out. “Hey, Meno. I’ve got something you’ve got to see.” Phil burst into the back room of the house glad to have found his friend, despite his imposing bodyguard. He had to stop a minute to get his bearings. The room was filled with rolls of parchment, scrolls, wax tablets, writing tools of every description as well as bread crusts and dirty kraters, still rimmed with the remains of yesterday’s wine. The back wall opened on to a colonnaded walkway connected to a small courtyard strewn with a few potted herbs baking in the hot midday sun. This let in what little light reached the workroom.  
 
    “Well young man what have you got? Time is short and I’ve got places I am supposed to be. Better to get down to business.” Phil looked fondly at the old man in front of him. Meno had lost most of his hair a long time ago and what was left formed a wispy halo that added to the impish quality of the man. He had on a plain tunic, brilliant white and spotlessly clean, in spite of the mess around him. His eyes sparkled and he seemed amused. The young woman had followed Phil into the back room.  
 
    She gave him one last disapproving look and turned to Meno. “Don’t spend too long on this, father. We really have to leave soon or we will be late.” She gave her father a serious look, as she turned from the room.  
 
    “Never have daughters I tell you, Philippus. Nothing but trouble. I taught her to read, history, philosophy even.” He smiled at Phil’s shocked expression. “Trained her to be a hetaera basically, a companion to some rich aristocrat. Nothing else she can do really, not marry, not anyone respectable anyway. They all find her too headstrong.” Meno looked out at some distant, invisible spot. “Not my fault. She was so eager to learn as a girl, there didn’t seem any harm in it. Now I suppose I regret it, too late. She’s too smart to play dumb and too impertinent to hide her brains with good manners. Oh well.” He turned back to Phil as if suddenly remembering he was there. “What did you say you wanted?” He looked up, smiling again.  
 
    “I have a coin I’d like you to look at.”  
 
    Meno looked surprised. “If you want me to look at a coin, it must be a real stumper. Let’s have a look.”  
 
    “I didn’t bring it. I made a copy.”  
 
    “Well, let’s see that then, Damn Phil, I really don’t have all day.” Meno gestured impatiently, holding out his hand. Phil gave him the tablet he had made. Meno looked at it for a minute. “Nothing easier, young man.” He handed the tablet back to Phil, nodding and grinning.  
 
    “What is it then? Don’t keep me in suspense. It was you who was supposed to be so busy.”  
 
    “It is a mystery token,” Meno smiled triumphantly but Philippus just stared,               “A what?”  
 
    “A mystery token. It is something that the initiates into certain mystery cults have made up as devotions. You know, just like an issue of coinage might be given to a temple as an offering from a city. Initiates have the coins commissioned and use them as devotional gifts during the ceremonies. They have ritual and mystical properties that set them apart from other types of coins. Over time they are said to acquire the power of the gods they are intended for. No one who is not an initiate has a right to possess one, and even those who have the right are sworn to secrecy and not allowed to show or even admit the existence of the coins to anyone who isn’t initiated into the rites.”  
 
    Phil gave his friend a skeptical look, “How can you know all this if it’s so secret?”  
 
    Meno raised his hands, palms up. “There are signs that are apparent to an expert. See here on the obverse side the circular border around the head is made of the initials D P. These signify the goddess Demeter and her daughter Persephone. The reverse has the eagle of Zeus holding Demeter in her search for her daughter. There are other clues for those who know how to look for them.”   
 
    “But Meno those things are common symbols, often used on coins. What I asked was how can you know so much about a secret mystery token that no one but the initiated are allowed to know about?”   
 
    Meno smiled, “I’m not trying to mislead you. But even the best secrets are known to a few. Celators are needed to carve the dies for the coins and someone has to cast the coins for the cult. Even though I never actually practiced the art, I know many men who have and some of them drink and some of those drink and talk. You know I wouldn’t share this information with just anyone, but I am willing to share it with you. We have been friends since you were a pup and I trust that you will use this information discreetly. I am also trying to keep you out of a bunch of trouble- pointless as that seems.” Meno looked expectantly at Phil.  
 
    Phil smiled and shook his head at his friend. “Okay you win, I got it from a man who wouldn’t say whose it was, which probably means it was a woman, or stolen. I’m supposed to find out what it’s worth and broker a sale, if possible. More than that I do not know.” Phil shook his head at Meno’s skeptical expression. “Really, I don’t.”  
 
    Meno just shrugged, “Well, it’s illegal to possess and impious to sell or trade such a coin and I never heard of one that has been sold or traded. I expect such things happen. You know I’m not naïve- but if they do, they happen in secret and they are dangerous transactions. You have to be careful about this, Phil, and I am not kidding. Don’t play around, counting on your luck like you always do.”  
 
    Phil was touched by his friend’s concern. “Today someone told me that it was a memorial coin, made for the Ephesian games. Could an experienced dealer have made that mistake?”  
 
    “Not if he’s still in business. He might not have known what, exactly, it was, but he couldn’t have mistaken it for any memorial that I am familiar with. Listen, Themis out there wasn’t joking. I really do have to get going, but I am worried about you. I don’t want to see you in the middle of some crazy scheme. It’s dangerous. Just give the coin back to the man who gave it to you and say thanks anyway. That’s my advice, not that you asked.”  
 
    Phil saw Meno’s point. “I know you’re right. I’ll get rid of the coin as soon as I get back to Piraeus. I really won’t be sorry to throw it back in the face of the stiff that passed it to me. Many thanks, Meno. I owe you one. Let me take you out some night.”  
 
    Meno smiled and shook his head. “You’d do me a bigger favor if you’d take my daughter. She can be better company than she was today.”  
 
    Phil tried unsuccessfully to keep the surprise from his face. Meno was a great man. He was a genius in a dozen ways but raising daughters was clearly not one of his skills. “Meno, where would I take her? To a taverna? a symposium? You really are raising her to be a hetaera.”  
 
    Meno rolled his eyes heavenward, “She has a mind of her own, Phil. I guide her where I can but she knows what she wants.”  
 
    Phil shook his head, “Well, as I think we all saw, I’m not one of those things. Still, I’d be happy to take her somewhere for your sake, if she wants to go, which I doubt. But you should be doing more for her. What kind of life do you think all this will bring her?”  
 
    “That is up to her. You know I was kidding before about her becoming a hetaera. And I was kidding about regretting the way I raised her. It is true that she couldn’t be a wife to a man with traditional values. But she’ll be an asset to the right person. Her mother was a gifted and unusual woman, that’s why I married her. I expect that her daughter will be the same.”  
 
    “As you say, you know best,” Phil shrugged; raising girls wasn’t anything that he knew anything about. “Thanks again for your time. I’ll let you know how it turns out.”  
 
    Meno nodded and smiled as Phil made his way out of the crowded room, “Make sure you do, Phil, make sure you do.”  
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    One of the reasons Phil had been willing to come up to Athens today was that he had been invited to a symposium that was to take place that evening. But since it was still early, Phil went over to the small room that he kept in Athens. Since he had business in the city so often, he found it convenient to keep a small place near the Agora. It was spare and very small but it suited Phil. Not many people knew he had it and that suited him too. He dropped some things in the room and had plenty of time to go to the gymnasium, exercise and bathe before he was due to arrive at the symposium. He left the gymnasium and wandered through the market on his way to his friend Nicias’ house, trying but not quite shaking the feeling that he was being watched.  
 
    He walked the narrow streets and looked at the pottery and textiles with half an eye while he thought about the coin and about returning it to Critias. He also thought about what to do with Glaucon. It was obvious that he had some ulterior motive in all this but what it was was still unclear. He wanted the coin, that much was clear, but did he want it because he was overcome by an attack of piety and wanted to make sure that a sacred object wouldn’t be sold on the open market, or, much more likely, was it because he was sure he could get an incredible price for something so dangerous and rare. His reason didn’t change the facts. Glaucon had lied to him and Phil would have to do something about it, he just wasn’t sure what. He knew he was thinking in circles and it was getting him nowhere, except, somehow, to the door of Nicias’ house. With everything going on, he would have to start paying more attention- walking around alone. 
 
    Nicias’ house was finer than Meno’s, having larger rooms and a second story. The symposium was already gathering in the andron, the men’s room of the house and the traditional site of the drinking party. It was a large room, lined all the way around the walls with couches for the guests to lie on. The couches were covered with cushions in beautiful woven fabric, probably the work of Nicias’ wife. The floor was laid with a handsome mosaic depicting the ocean bottom, complete with sea monsters and mermaids as well as more familiar fish and shellfish. The walls were frescoed with seascapes, rocky cliffs and sandy beaches, all very modern.  
 
    The party was composed of old school friends and army cronies of Nicias, and most were men who also just happened to make up the cream of Athenian society. Phil was in the ‘army crony’ category and definitely not in the ‘cream of society’ group. He and Nicias had been in the cavalry together and had formed a friendship that outlasted their military service despite their social differences. Nicias was an aristocratic Athenian citizen of a very old genos that could trace its history back to the days when Cleisthenes established the ten tribes. The family even claimed that they could go back to the days of the nine archons, but that was just how they were. Phil didn’t hold that against Nicias though. He wasn’t prejudiced against aristocrats as long as they treated him fairly.  
 
    Phil greeted Nicias who took his hand and welcomed him. Phil looked around the room at the couches and arriving guests and asked,  “Have you seen Leonidas yet?” Phil had to raise his voice to be heard over the arriving symposiasts and Nicias leaned in to hear him. Leonidas was Phil’s oldest friend and he had thought he would be here.  
 
    “He can’t make it tonight. He told me to tell you to stop by his house later in the week.” Nicias smiled as he spoke but he was distracted by his other guests and the process of getting them into their seats and didn’t stop to say more. Nicias did take time to whisper to a slave who escorted Phil to a couch and brought him a table.  
 
    Phil probably wouldn’t have come if he had known Leonidas wasn’t going be there. He had nothing against Nicias but he could think of better ways to spend one of his occasional nights in Athens than at a party for rich and bored men. But it was too late to do anything now, so he relaxed and watched the other guests arrive, exchanging greetings with those he knew and guessing about those he didn’t.  
 
    He reclined quietly and listened to the other guests discuss what was already being called the ‘Theban situation’. The Theban generals Epaminondas and Pelopidas were being universally praised for their intelligence and brilliant stratagems against the superior Spartan forces and of course the Spartan losers were being roundly mocked. The Peloponnesian league that had been the humiliation of Athens and her allies was dismantled. The overall opinion was cautiously optimistic. No one seemed to think that Persia would become involved again as it had when the Persian king Artaxerxes imposed the ‘King’s Peace’, a treaty that had left Sparta in control of the other Greek city-states. But the optimism was tempered by caution, and there was already concern over what Thebes would do now that it had thrown off the shackles of the Spartan oppressor. In Greece, it didn’t take long for the victors to become restless with their laurels. And the city-states weren’t known for acting with anything other than self-interest.  
 
    The guests were not about to let politics ruin their fun however and once all the guests had arrived and were seated, Nicias signaled for the slaves to begin serving dinner. The meal was brought in courses, delicious fish, fowl and even Kopaic eels. As Phil dug into the delicious food, he smiled at his neighbor, “Leave it to Nicias to turn this stuff up.” The man nodded but couldn’t comment because his mouth was full. There was also asparagus with other vegetables served with wheat bread and cheese. Leaning on their sides, the men ate and made conversation with their neighbors. Nicias’ slaves made sure that everyone was served as much as they could eat and then some and waited until Nicias signaled for them to begin to clear the food and tables.  
 
    Once the meal was cleared away, the drinking party could begin. All the conventions had to be observed, so after a hymn was sung and the libations made, the drinking master was elected from among the guests.  Agathon, an older man who had been quiet during dinner was selected. He had to determine the proportion of wine and water and the number of cups of wine that would be consumed. Phil was secretly hoping for weak wine and an early night. He was preoccupied with his mystery coin and anxious to get rid of it.  Sadly, this was not to be. Agathon, despite his age and benign appearance chose an evil mix of two parts wine to one part water. To make matters worse, he named an outrageous number of cups to be drunk. The hired entertainment, including the flute and dancing girls, were already arriving and Nicias’ current favorite hetaera, Eudora, floated in on a wave of expensive linen and scent.  
 
    Eudora was an almost constant companion to Nicias these days. She would make herself available to attend his symposia or other events where such companionship was appropriate. She was beautiful and cultured and a witty conversationalist when she was given the chance. She had been brought to Athens as a slave when she was a young girl. Her looks had set her apart and she was given the opportunity to become a hetaera. She had studied hard and she had mastered skills valued most highly by the bored and wealthy aristocrats of Athens. By now she was probably wealthy in her own right but she didn’t flaunt her wealth and she seemed genuinely fond of Nicias. Tonight her dark hair was elaborately dressed and her full figure was draped in some of the sheerest linen Phil had ever seen.  
 
    The entertainers were even more scantily clad. Many of the dancers were bare breasted and the boys were covered in something that hardly deserved to be called a tunic. The party began civilly enough, with the guests quoting verses and playing games of kottabos.  This game was a favorite at drinking parties. The contestants used their wine lees to try and flick a target off a platform into a bowl of water. One’s skill usually decreased as the night progressed and large sums of money could be lost in side bets. These tamer pursuits quickly degenerated into wild horseplay and indulgence with the hired guests.  
 
    “Why do you let them get so wild, Nicias?” Phil asked as he absently flicked the lees from his cup at the target for a game of kottabos.  
 
    Nicias shrugged, “I don’t let them. They do as they like. If they start to throw the furniture or light fires again, I’ll have them thrown out but until then I don’t see any harm in their high spirits.”  
 
    Eudora smiled sadly, “One reads so often about the ‘Philosophical Conversations’ and ex tempore poetry at these things but, either I don’t know the right people or the practice is rarer than a blue moon.” Just as she finished saying this, a drinking cup flew across the room almost hitting her shoulder. She shifted, expertly avoiding the danger.  
 
    “Sorry Eudora,” a young man Phil recognized as an orator from the law courts smiled sheepishly, “It got away from me.”  
 
    “Got away from you while you were trying to smash my face,” whined a thin, unhappy man in a very wine stained chiton.  
 
    “Stop complaining, Dolon. It’s all you ever do,” another man spoke, drunkenly looking up briefly as he fondled the breasts of a flute girl whom he had captured on his lap.  
 
    The night wore on and the noise and revelry escalated around him.  Phil had had enough. He looked for a way to make his excuses as he quickly downed the last of his wine. It wasn’t until he stood up that he realized he was drunk. Not drunk enough for those around to notice as he carefully made his way across the room and out into the courtyard but drunk enough for this maneuver to require his full attention.  
 
    Although it was customary for all the guests to stay till the end of the party, Phil knew this one had reached the point where no one would remember who had stayed and who had left. So he took the opportunity and slipped out quietly, tipping the porter and stumbling into the night. His rooms weren’t far from Nicias’, so he made his way by instinct down the dark streets. He was turning into a narrow side street when he was hit from behind. The last thing he remembered was feeling four or five hands searching through his clothing and cutting his purse.  
 
    After that it was quiet for a while. He heard the woman’s voice before he could see her. She wasn’t talking to him but to her companion. “Is he dead do you think,” she sounded doubtful but not unduly concerned.  
 
    “No, I don’t think he is. Unconscious only, drunk by the smell of him.” 
 
    “Should we leave him or call someone?”  
 
    Listening to the conversation made Phil groan out loud as he peered unsuccessfully through swollen half-shut eyes.  
 
    “What’s wrong with his head?” The woman sounded troubled, more doubtful. 
 
    “He’s bleeding miss.” The other still sounded unconcerned.  
 
    “Then we can’t leave him, can we? We will have to bring him home.”  
 
    The man, a slave by the sound of him, grumbled but prepared to obey his mistress by roughly grabbing Phil’s feet.  
 
    The girl spoke again, “I don’t think we should drag him. Let’s see if we can get him to his feet.” Phil was more awake now and alarmed at the prospect of being dragged through the streets by his feet. He made every effort to cooperate and stand up with the help of the girl and her slave. Phil had an arm over each of their shoulders and the three were making slow but acceptable progress when the night watch called out for them to halt and account for themselves. The guard came over to question them. He seemed determined to cause trouble for them or at least to get something for his trouble but the girl was surprisingly quick to answer his questions and they were on their way again without much loss of time or money.  
 
    Phil closed his eyes and let them half drag and half walk him to wherever they were going. He truly didn’t care anymore. At least that was what he thought until he opened his eyes and found himself back at Meno’s house. The girl who found him was Themis and the surly slave was the surly doorman. “Well, I can’t say I’m surprised,” Themis murmured when she had a chance to see him by the half-light of the torches.  She said this coolly but not, Phil was surprised to hear, unkindly.  
 
    They wrestled him into a small chamber, onto a bed, and out of his clothes. Themis looked him over, “I suppose you’ve been beaten for pushing your way into other people’s houses. It was bound to happen sooner or later you know.” Phil searched for a witty reply but the foggy haze in his brain forced him to settle for a noncommittal grunt. Themis dressed his wound and wrapped it with clean bandages. “I think you should rest now,” she spoke softly as she pulled a cover over him and quietly left the room. Phil fell asleep about a minute after she left and slept soundly until the noises of the strange household woke him the next morning. 
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    He crawled out of bed because, even though his head was hammering and his stomach churning, lying still felt even worse than moving and because he had to pee. This he did in a pot thoughtfully provided and then he dressed himself in a clean tunic that had been left lying on a stool. His own, filthy he was sure, was nowhere to be seen. The room was small, plain, windowless, and faced out onto the central courtyard. Under normal circumstances it was probably a storeroom. 
 
     He walked into the courtyard where a slave gave him some porridge and water. The water made him feel much better although he could only pick at the sticky porridge. He asked the slave where the master and mistress were and was told only that they had gone out. When he inquired when they would return, or if they had left him any message, he was told that no one knew when they would be back and there was no message.   
 
    He waited around for a while, feeling ill and impatient. He wanted to see the Themis again but after a while he decided he could thank her and Meno later. He left the house and made his way out of Athens by habit. Leaving through the Piraeus Gate, he went back through the long walls and down to the Piraeus. While he walked, he tried to think about his next move but really all he wanted was to get home, go to sleep, and leave the rest of it until tomorrow.  
 
    He walked along feeling sick and tired, but not as bad as he should have, all things considered. He knew that he looked pretty bad, he could tell by the reserved and suspicious looks of his fellow travelers. By the time he arrived in Piraeus, he was done in. He was about to head back to the captain’s house when he remembered a cot in his warehouse. It was small and hard, but by going there he could get some sleep, save himself a trip and get the coin back to Critias first thing in the morning. The idea had a simple appeal, so he changed his course slightly and made his way to the docks and his warehouse.  
 
    Even as he approached the building, instinct told him that something was wrong.  It was probably the smoke pouring from the window that tipped him off. He ran up to the smoking building, kicked open the door, and found the guard unconscious just inside. The actual fire, though smoky, was still quite small and after he had dragged the watchman outside, he was able to extinguish the blaze using a few buckets of water hauled up from the pier. It also didn’t take long to revive the guard. Fresh air and a bucket of mucky water did the trick. Not that waking him up did much good as far as getting any information about the fire.  
 
    Phil shook him gently, “Wake up, come on now, you’re okay.”  
 
    The watchman nodded groggily. “Can you tell me what you remember?”  
 
    Even before the guard told his story, Phil knew that the man would remember nothing, that he had been surprised from behind and hadn’t heard anything. Still, Phil wasn’t the type to leave loose ends, so he went through the motions of questioning the man. He also knew that the longer they waited to have a conversation the faster any fleeting impressions would fade.  
 
    The guard tried his best to be helpful, probably because he figured that his job was on the line. But it made no difference because the man had been walking the perimeter of the building when he was clipped from behind and that was all there was to it no matter how you looked at it. The attackers had not spoken or made a sound or anything else that might have been of use. Phil brought the guard to a healer he knew and told her to do what she could. Then he found a couple of replacement watchmen from down on the docks and posted them outside the door with a warning to be especially alert and a couple of coins to reinforce the message. Only then did he go inside fully expecting to find the worst.  
 
    His head still ached and he was dreading what he would find, or more to the point, what he wouldn’t find, inside. The place was a holy mess and box after box of coins had been broken open and spilled onto the floor, but nothing of importance seemed to be missing, especially and amazingly, the coin that was probably the cause of it all. Phil’s first thought was that the hired help must be either really disciplined or really frightened to leave all these coins behind. Next he found the Demeter, after some searching in a pile of coins, the box overturned like all the others. The intruder had been looking for a single coin, something that was kept all by itself, not one mixed up with other coins and, when he couldn’t find what he had been told to look for, he hadn’t known enough to be able to pick it out of the hundreds of others.  
 
    That had been his idea when he hid the coin in a box with lots of others, all of similar size and shape and, in that at least, he hadn’t been wrong. Of course, he hadn’t counted on anyone setting his warehouse on fire or attacking his guard, or someone knocking him on the head, for that matter. The list of things he hadn’t counted on was growing by the minute and it was starting to make him angry. That he wasn’t any closer to understanding what was going on or of being out of it wasn’t improving his mood.  
 
    They, whoever ‘they’ were, were trying to get him to give up the coin. But instead, all they were doing was making Phil more determined to hang onto the damned thing and see this through to the end. He didn’t like to be threatened. He figured that after the intruder had failed to find the coin, they decided to use the fire as a threat, a warning, to give over the coin or else.  
 
    Well, he didn’t work like that; and their warning was having the opposite effect. Still, he thought, calming down a little, even now he would be willing to let it go. Common sense told him that he didn’t really have a stake in the outcome of this game. If the warehouse had been burned or the guard been really hurt, he would have been past walking away but, as it was, it was just his pride that was injured. And, while it was true that he didn’t like threats, he also didn’t like to be pushed. He never liked to be goaded into stupid mistakes. He looked down at the coin in his hand.  
 
    It glittered in the half-light, mocking him. He would be glad to be rid of the cursed thing; even holding it made him feel uneasy. He could only hope that whoever was behind this stupid campaign wouldn’t push him so far that he wouldn’t be able to give the coin back and walk away. They didn’t know it but they were working against themselves. If they would be patient for a few hours more, they could have what they wanted. But if they kept pushing him, Phil would have no choice but to go after them with everything he had. He hoped they would give him those few hours to get himself out of play. 
 
    In the morning things looked brighter. He was rested and cleaned up and his head felt fine. In the end, he had decided to go home after all, figuring that, after the fire, ‘whoever’ would take the night off. It had felt good to be at home. He hadn’t been able to spend much time there lately. The house was modest compared to Nicias’ but for a man living alone it was luxurious. The place was his father’s house really but a short time after his mother’s death, Myrsus had gone to Lydia on some unnamed business and Phil hadn’t heard from him in months. 
 
     Although the house was organized simply in traditional Greek style, inside it stood out in several ways. First, the walls were decorated with old family artifacts from Lydia, carvings of ancestors and historical scenes. This alone would be enough to set the rooms apart from the run of the mill Athenian home. Second, the furniture was drawn from the best objects collected over a lifetime of trading. It still seemed simple, deceptively so. The room contained very few objects but, what few objects there were, were richer and more detailed than the ordinary, even among aristocrats. The overall effect was most definitely not Greek.  
 
    When he was a boy, Phil never wanted his friends to see where he lived because his house was different from everyone else’s. But, over the years, he had gotten so used to it all that he would be sorry to see any of it go. He had even become interested in the pottery that his father collected. He really only liked the Lydian things because they reminded him of his mother and her country. The Athenian in him was proudest of the vases. They had many old ones, good geometric pieces with patterns and fantastic animals painted in sharp relief. There were some with the elongated figures of the black period style, the long graceful characters painted in razor detail. They even had a few modern pieces, covered with scenes of symposia, gymnastics, all lively and true to life.  
 
    The whole place was quiet now. The vases were about the liveliest things in the room. When his mother was alive, they had many servants, plus visitors from all over, and family, staying for short or long visits. But after she died, the house went quiet. Eventually, his father let go all but two family slaves and even they kept out of the way, only appearing for the most basic housekeeping and basic was the nicest way you could describe it.  
 
    Today though, he walked through without even noticing the dust that was building up in the unused rooms and ignored the fact that he should probably have someone do something about it. He wasn’t in the mood for discussions with the staff. In fact, he had only stopped long enough to sleep and shovel some food, un-tasted, into his stomach, clean off the worst of the damage, and change out of the borrowed things.  
 
    Then he set out early with the brisk step of someone who knows what he has to do. He walked to the tavern Critias had mentioned and arrived as the cleaners were sweeping the previous night’s debris into the sewer that ran down the middle of the street. When he asked one of the men where the owner was the man shrugged in the general direction of the back of the taverna.  
 
    Phil went back, picking his way through the must and broken pottery. “Hallo, anybody back here?”  
 
    “What is it,” the voice that called back was gruff and the man who appeared out of the back room was barrel-chested and surly.  
 
    “I am supposed to come here if I need to get in touch with a man named Critias.” Phil decided not to waste time with pleasantries.  
 
    The man looked confused for a minute and then his expression cleared and he said, “Are you that foreigner, the banker then?”  
 
    “That’s right,” Phil didn’t figure it was worth the effort to explain so he just nodded and gazed neutrally over the big man’s shoulder.  
 
    “The man, Critias, I guess, said if you came I was to tell you this.” The effort of remembering was giving the man a squint. “The house marked Elysium down by the Zea harbor. Pass the main ship sheds, pass the fish cleaning stations and pass the harbor entrance, carry on a few more houses along the walls and there it is. You know where I mean?”  
 
    Phil had lived in the Piraeus most of his life so he had a pretty good idea where the tavern keeper meant. The neighborhood was shady enough that Phil was pretty sure Critias wouldn’t be there in person. “Was that all he said? No other message or instructions or anything?”  
 
    “Nope, that’s it,” the man’s blank and already impatient face told Phil he wouldn’t get any more from him. He was also starting to move away, back to his usual business. So Phil shrugged at the retreating back, turned to the sunlit doorway and walked back into the bright, hot day.  
 
    He headed straight down to the Zea harbor. The Zea was a military harbor and contained many of the ship sheds that were used to protect the triremes in wartime. The sheds were also used to shelter the boats while repairs were made and supplies restocked. The sheds had proven their value time and again. Athens, like most of the powerful Greek city-states, had had more enemies in the past few decades than it cared to remember. You practically needed a scorecard. And for any enemy of Athens, the Piraeus was always first on the to-do list.  
 
    In fact, the port city had recently been bait used to draw out the Spartan general, Sophrodias and distract him from his responsibilities in Thebes. Like most good plans, it was simple. It played on the general’s desire for glory and offered him rich prizes, in this case the Piraeus and Athens. A merchant, in the pay of the Thebans, probably, persuaded Sophrodias that it was the perfect time to attack Athens and the best way to do it was by way of the Piraeus. It probably took some convincing but in the end, off he went on a misguided offensive. 
 
    The Athenians were warned of course and anyway Sophrodias’ soldiers lost heart at Eleusis, but the maneuver had served to goad Athens into renewed hostilities with Sparta. Just what the Thebans had wanted. Whether you believed they were responsible or not, you couldn’t help but notice that things had worked out pretty well for them. In the early days of the alliance with Thebes, the citizens of Athens had been jubilant but Phil could tell that the honeymoon would be short lived. He looked around as he neared the harbor.  
 
    The Zea might be a military harbor but it offered many of the same amenities of the larger, civilian harbor, Kantharos. For example, it stank. The smell of fish hit him like a wall. It wasn’t as if the whole city didn’t reek of fish but down at the harbors it was a palpable thing, thick and oily. He felt the salt of the water as he walked past the harbormaster’s house. He walked on past a sailor’s brothel and then some fish cleaning stations. “Lovely part of town,” he muttered. He could just imagine Critias down here, stepping carefully over the fish guts and garbage, trying not to get his expensive sandals dirty. He found the house after a while. It was peeling white plaster like all the others but the name was there written crudely in charcoal above the door. The door swung open when Phil banged on it. The swinging open filled him with misgivings. Unbarred doors were unusual in this neighborhood. When he got no answer to his call, he squared his shoulders and walked in. The small courtyard was dusty and filled with rubbish. He went straight back into the house and almost tripped over the body as his eyes adjusted to the half-light of the small room.  
 
    There were a few pieces of furniture, shabby but upright, some pottery and Critias’ body, dead and stiff enough to have been that way for a while but still intact and not too noisome. Phil rolled him over to see the damage. It didn’t take a skilled physician to notice that he was stabbed in several places. “Okay, so it’s no mystery what happened to him,” Phil grimaced. He steeled himself and rummaged the body, checking for anything that might lead him past this very dead end.  
 
    The search was distasteful but not unrewarding. He didn’t find much on Critias’ person. There were some obols and drachmas and a piece of parchment with a women’s name. Unlikely as it was, there was a name written out, maybe part of a draft of a letter. He figured he knew who the owner of the coin was now, anybody who lived or worked in Athens would, and he understood why Critias’ has been so secretive. The name on the parchment was one of the most famous heterai of the times and she was inaccessible to all but the richest and most highly placed citizens. If she was the owner of the coin, it was no wonder that Critias had been careful not to reveal her identity. It had probably cost him a fortune to gain this woman’s confidence. A client/lover was not likely to squander such a privilege on an insignificant metic banker. Phil spent about a second considering his options. He could either wait for whoever had killed Critias and was trying to kill him to finish the job or he could try to return the coin to one of the most privileged and secluded people in Athens. He didn’t consider long. It didn’t seem like much of a choice. He left the rank cabin and set out to meet the famous Xenodora.  
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    She was reputed to have several residences. An admirer had given her a luxurious townhouse in Athens and that was where she spent most of her time. She was also supposed to have a working farm in Attica and an island retreat on Samos, maybe some others, no one was sure. But since Xenodora was the subject of so much myth, fantasy and speculation, it was difficult to know what was fact and what fiction. The one thing Phil knew for certain was that he needed to get back to Athens as soon as possible and it was possibly the last thing he felt like doing. Nevertheless, he made his way through the harbor and up to the Athens road. Traffic was heavy and eventually he caught a ride on the back of a trader’s cart. His thought had been that this would be less tiring than walking. The extreme knocking and bouncing of the cart soon shook him of his idealism with regard to cart travel but, since it did make a change and was possibly slightly faster, Phil stayed put and held onto the sides of the cart as it rattled its way up the road.  
 
    He used the time to consider the best way to get in to see Xenodora. He would either have to find someone to wrangle him an invitation into her house, something even the richest Athenians had trouble doing. And while Phil did know a few aristocratic Athenians and many rich merchants, his acquaintance didn’t extend to the very richest and most powerful men in Athens and these were the only people who would be able to offer him access to Xenodora’s inner sanctum.  The only other option was to discover some time when she would be out in the open and he could talk to her. But, since every young man in Athens wanted to talk to her for free, Phil knew those opportunities would be extremely limited.  
 
    However unlikely, he decided that he would concentrate upon the second course and try to discover, either through tradesmen or servants, a time when he could waylay Xenodora without getting his neck broken by her professional and competent bodyguard. It wasn’t much of a plan but it was the best he could come up, the extreme rattling of the bouncing cart making it hard to think.  
 
    Phil arrived in the city bruised and hungry. He went to a taverna and ate thin fish soup, watered wine and dark bread. The food wasn’t too bad if he didn’t look at it and swallowed quickly.  He left feeling good enough to make a start on his project. He walked over to Xenodora’s townhouse. Once there he set himself in a doorway a little way down and across the street to wait. There was no point knocking on the door to get in. It was one thing to push one’s way into a house guarded by an old porter and a young girl as he had done at Meno’s, but this was a household where strong young men were always trying to push their way in uninvited, and the servants would be well equipped to deal with the situation. He also knew that, however much he wanted to be rid of the coin, he would never be able to come up with a wilder plan than the usual crowd of Xenodora’s hangers-on. This group of lovesick nineteen year olds, who had never been denied anything in their short and pampered lives, had plenty of time and imagination to invent schemes to get in to see their love.  
 
    He looked around the street from his hiding spot and was amused to notice two other watchers lurking in various doorways down or across the street. He assumed that they were jealous suitors but he would remember to keep an eye on them just in case they turned out to be more dangerous than they seemed. Phil spent a quiet day watching the comings and goings. It was quiet but not boring. In addition to the usual servants and tradesmen, he noticed several famous clients arrive discreetly and depart. After evaluating his options, he had decided to approach some of the trades-people for information. He knew that the servants would be accustomed to such overtures and would be well armed against them.  
 
    He had his eye on a dressmaker. He seemed soft and corruptible with his luxurious fabrics and vacant expression. He was also considering the wine merchant. He didn’t know why exactly except he had the impression that maybe the man drank. He had settled on those two because they were important enough to have information about Xenodora’s activities, but they were still independent of the household and, he hoped, bribable. Phil watched the dressmaker reload his cart and start down the street and he decided to start with him. 
 
    The man was easy to follow with his cart piled high with lengths of cloth. He ended up at a smallish stall in the Agora. The booth was surrounded by others, all of which were offering luxury goods- jewelry, imported wooden furniture, and painted vases as well as fancy wines and honey. The vendors of the Agora were looked down on by most citizens, but then again so was Phil himself. As far as he was concerned, they paid their money, set up a stall, and sold their wares to anyone who had the money to buy them. It seemed simple enough to him but most Greeks citizens considered such activities both unnatural and disturbingly foreign.  
 
    There was a sign over the makeshift awning that said ‘Perdix Clothier’. He waited until the man had unpacked and settled himself back into his stall. Phil walked up to the fabric-strewn place and began looking at the merchandise, touching this and that. The bolts of material were all exotic. They were dyed in rich colors, embroidered with decorative borders, or just incredibly sheer. There was fine wool and cotton, linen from Egypt, and prints from the east.  
 
    It didn’t take long before Phil’s pawing brought the dressmaker over to see what he wanted. He gave Phil a careful look as he asked if he could help.  
 
    “I’m looking for some cloth, something for a chiton for a friend.” He was hoping that Perdix would catch on before he had to spell things out. Most women wove their own fabric at home so buying imported fabric signaled something exotic and probably illicit.   
 
    “I see. What is the occasion for the garment? Maybe for a symposium or some other private entertainment?”   
 
    Phil could tell Perdix was getting the picture. “I think she wants something she can show off,” Phil shrugged his shoulders to indicate that such whims were beyond him.  
 
    The men moved through the small space, looking at the various wares on display, commenting on the qualities of this and that until Phil saw what he was looking for. Perdix saw what he was admiring and said, “This is a lovely piece. I have imported it from the east. It is very fine and a beautiful weave.” The clothier held up the very sheer piece of cloth.  
 
    Phil looked doubtful, “It seems kind of plain, you know, no purple in it. I am just not sure my friend would…appreciate it.”  
 
    Perdix coughed lightly, “Xenodora herself has bought ten lengths of it just today.” 
 
     “Xenodora you say? Well I don’t know if my friend would like that. Suppose they were wearing something made from the same material and ran into each other. That could get me in trouble.”  
 
    Without saying a word to indicate just how unlikely he thought that might be, Perdix just shook his head, “Women always want everything Xenodora has. I don’t think it would be a problem, even if your friend should somehow find out.”  
 
    “Do you know what she wanted it for? Or where she will wear it?”  
 
    Perdix raised an eyebrow, “She does not share that kind of information with me and, even if she did, I wouldn’t be at liberty to share it with you.” Phil decided to push on, against the odds and his judgment.  
 
    He figured that he didn’t have anything to lose and he wasn’t getting anywhere as it was, “But you might have heard something around the household. Something about her plans...”  
 
    The shopkeeper was instantly wary. He was regarding Phil with suspicion, mixed with curiosity mixed with hostility. Phil tried to gloss over his interest, “You understand, my friend is very concerned that she always be unique in every way. She would be really grateful, and so would I, for any information you have,” he added this lamely. Phil knew he was pressing too hard but by now he could tell it was going to be a bust anyway.  
 
    Perdix squinted at Phil for a moment, sizing up the bribe he could reasonably extract and then shook his head. “No, I don’t think I can help you. Xenodora’s household is very discreet and everyone is protective of her privacy and I respect that. I have to, if want to continue to do business with her, and I assure you that I do. So,” he let the word hang in the air for a while, making the universal go-away motion with his arms, then coughed, “if you are through,” nodding toward the door.  
 
    Phil smiled and walked out into the crowded market. He wasn’t upset. These things are always long shots and you can’t get discouraged when they don’t pan out. He worked on the wine merchant next in a similarly ineffective manner and got approximately the same results. Then, since he wasn’t tired, he walked back to Xenodora’s to watch for a few more hours. He was leaning in a shady doorway when Eudora rode up in a covered litter. Phil walked across the street.  
 
    “Hey Eudora, what are you up to today.”  
 
    “I’m visiting with a friend, Phil. What are you doing…here?” She gestured toward the street with its ever-present contingent of youthful admirers.  
 
    Phil’s mind was working quickly, “Do you know Xenodora?”  
 
    Eudora nodded absently, “We grew up together, trained together, you might say. Pandora bought us both when we were young girls.” She stopped talking but Phil indicated that she should go on. “Well,” she went on in a sing-song, as one who was repeating a familiar story, “Pandora says she’s got an eye for girls who have promise. She named us, taught us our profession. I was always the quiet one, responsible and studious. Xenodora was wilder, always testing Pandora’s patience, stirring up trouble. But, different as we were, we were friends and we have stayed that way.”  
 
    She stopped short, “Oh no, not you Phil, …really?” She was smiling uncertainly, not sure whether to laugh.  
 
    “No, it’s nothing like that. Eudora, you know I can’t afford that kind of hobby. But I do need to see her. It’s important and it’s nothing personal, I promise. Will you ask her to talk to me when you see her?”  
 
    Eudora eyed him speculatively “I will ask her but I am warning you, she doesn’t like this kind of thing and I doubt she will agree, even to please me.”  
 
    “Just tell her that Critias sent me and that I want to return something that belongs to her. Just tell her that. Okay? It will be enough and I will owe you a big favor,” Phil was smiling at the amused look on Eudora’s face.  
 
    “I’ll try but don’t be disappointed if it doesn’t work out, okay?”  
 
    He nodded, “Give her my message. That’s all I ask, angel, my thanks.”  
 
    He watched as Eudora entered the courtyard. He was surprised at this chance turn and dared to hope a little that it might work out because nothing else was getting him anywhere and he was running short of half-baked strategies. He had been waiting for about another hour when a giant came out. At first Phil thought that the man was conducting a routine security sweep. But then the brute made straight for him and tapped him on the shoulder with a fist you could compare to a ham hock without hurting the pig’s feelings too much.  
 
    Phil didn’t need to be asked twice. He followed the broad back through the sacred portal and across a well-appointed but not ostentatious courtyard. The court included a carved wellhead, some beautifully painted frescos, and a dozen or so artfully placed and well watered potted herbs in decorative containers.  
 
    At the other side of the courtyard, he was handed over to a more civilized house servant. The brawn at the door was clearly to prevent unwanted gatecrashing.  Past the courtyard, he saw a handsome andron and reception hall before he was led upstairs into a sitting room unlike anywhere he had been before. The walls were draped with the same type of fabrics that he had naively assumed were meant for clothing when he saw them at Perdix’s. The floor was of a blue and gold mosaic design depicting a star-filled night sky. The mosaic floor combined with the billowing fabrics on the walls gave the impression of being in a nomad’s tent, traveling across some vast space, far from the constraints of every day.  
 
    The furniture was also exotic, dark wood with inlays, mainly in eastern styles with some Egyptian pieces mixed in. It made Phil’s place look like a Spartan military academy. The couches and stools were made of dark ebony with ivory inlaid in elaborate patterns. Painted trunks and stools filled the room.  
 
    Amid all this exotic luxury, a woman was sitting on a chair in the middle of the room. At first he was disappointed. He couldn’t say what he had been expecting. Maybe someone more than life-size, like the statue of Athena on the Acropolis, gilded and imposing, or maybe he had expected her to possess some extra breasts or some other features like those carvings of earth goddesses he had seen. What he saw instead was a beautiful young woman, lovely but not so unlike other beautiful women he had met, sitting on a beautiful chair in the middle of a very refined, if somewhat crowded, salon and, stupidly, he couldn’t help feeling somewhat let down.  
 
    It was only when she started to speak that he began to understand her gift. She didn’t say anything surprising, ordinary pleasantries mainly but her voice was soothing and melodic, and her manner so soft and beguiling that he began to forget why he had come.  Her eyes held him, his face felt hot and he felt blood pounding in his ears. It seemed like some kind of hypnotism. Her shining jewelry, the soft fragrance of her hair and body and her deep soft voice all worked a spell to draw him in.  
 
    After the obligatory pleasantries were out of the way, Xenodora tilted her head to one side, “Well,” she smiled slightly, “Eudora says that you must speak with me.” She shook her head, sighing, “I can not say no to her. She is the friend of my young days, my childhood and my innocence. So now, tell me what it is that you wish.” 
 
     Phil might have been pretty far-gone but he had enough of sense left to realize that if he hadn’t dropped Critias’ name, he would still be standing out on the street. “I have something that belongs to you,” his voice was harsher than he had meant it to be.  
 
    “You do?” she smiled and waited.  
 
    He waited longer. “Well, what is it then?”  
 
    For the first time, her voice betrayed an edge, a hint of impatience and it helped Phil to wake from the stupor that had been threatening. Rather than answer, he tossed the coin onto the table between them.  
 
    “I see,” her voice became hard. “What is it you want then?”  
 
    Phil smiled. For the first time since he had come into the room, he felt like himself. “Look, lady I just want to return it.”  
 
    She looked at him appraisingly; as though she were seeing him for the first time, “Why not give it to Critias? Your business is with him, not with me.”  
 
    “Critias is dead.”  
 
    He said it just like that and she didn’t even blink, “So how did you connect the coin to me?” her voice was flat, barely curious. He didn’t want to get into details, so he just shrugged and rose to go.  
 
    “Wait.” She held up her hand, the long graceful fingers glittering with rings, “You were supposed to sell the coin, not to return it.”  
 
    Phil shrugged again, still standing, “That coin is illegal to sell and I don’t handle that kind of business.”  
 
    “So what would you recommend?”  
 
    She sounded as if she really wanted to know, so Phil told her. “Return it.”  
 
    “Return it?” her eyes widened.  
 
    He nodded, “That’s my recommendation, since you asked.” Again, he turned to go.  
 
    “You’re sure I can’t persuade you to sell it for me?”  
 
    He shook his head, “It’s illegal to sell and dangerous. Anyway,” he gestured around the room, “You don’t need the money.”  
 
    Now it was her turn to smile. “I didn’t get all this by throwing gifts away and, besides, I’ll pay you.”  
 
    He snorted. “I’m sure you would, but I’m still not interested.” He was moving toward the door.  
 
    She called him back. “At least, before you go, let me offer you some food and wine. You have gone to some trouble about this and it’s the least you can let me do.”  
 
    He turned back toward her, walking into her scent and her soft smile. He knew it was probably a mistake, but he was curious and he was hungry. She motioned for him to sit down on the couch and signaled for a servant to bring in a table. The table was laid with food and wine and she served him herself as she spoke amusingly about recent political scandals. Both her food and wine were excellent and she really was a delightful companion when she wanted to be.  
 
    The conversation drifted here and there. She listened quietly and spoke knowledgably on many subjects. When they had finished eating and drinking, she called the servants to remove the trays. Then she moved to join him on the couch. She put her arms around him and pulled him close. And then she entertained him with her legendary charms.  
 
    It seemed to Phil that they were together for a long time as the shadows moved across the blue floor. Later, as she was rising to go, she asked quietly, “Couldn’t you find someone else who would be willing to sell the coin for me?” She held up a hand to stop him from interrupting. “I know you won’t do it, you’ve made that clear, but you must know of someone.” He mumbled that he would ask around as he rolled onto his side.  
 
    Lying alone on the couch, feeling as rested and relaxed as he had felt in days; he reflected that she had manipulated him and that he had let it happen. He also considered that he had already been paid for the job ahead, and considering the going rate, he had been paid very well. And at the moment, it didn’t matter. 
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    It suited Phil to go back and see Glaucon anyway. He wanted to see if he could figure out why Glaucon had lied about the coin. The way Phil saw it Glaucon had tried to con him for some purpose. Since they had had, if not a friendship, at least a mutually lucrative business relationship, and since business was usually first on Glaucon’s list of priorities, whatever it was that made him risk that relationship must have been pretty compelling. If Phil had more time and energy, he would watch Glaucon’s shop for a week just to see who showed up. But he didn’t have that kind of time, so instead he decided to go visit him and see if, by knowing a little more than Glaucon thought he knew, he could figure out what was going on.  
 
    Phil would offer him the coin to sell and see if he could turn up anything new from the offer. Since that would also fulfill his promise to Xenodora, he would then be free to wash his hands of the whole business. As he walked through the darkening streets, past children playing the last rounds of their evening’s games and tired merchants putting the last of the day’s business away, he tried to decide whether he should go over to see Leonidas for dinner or whether he should go straight to his own room where he could pass a quiet night with no questions.  
 
    He realized that anonymity would probably be both safer and smarter for everyone. He wouldn’t risk bringing friends into fray, at least until he had a better idea what was happening. So he stopped for a quick meal of olives, stew and bread, then he ordered an amphora of wine and took it with him.  He went to his small, sparely furnished room, wrapped himself in a thin blanket and sat drinking water and wine and thinking for a long time. 
 
     Xenodora had taken Critias’ death very calmly. Granted, she was trained to hide her feelings but still Phil wondered if it was because she didn’t care, or because she already knew he was dead, or both. He also wondered what Glaucon was playing at. Did he really believe Phil would be so easily fooled by his clearly makeshift story? It didn’t make sense. None of it made sense. Late, he crawled into his hard bed and pulled the scratchy blanket over him. He fell soundly asleep and stayed that way until morning.  
 
    He rose early, easy to do in a freezing room with no heat and next to no cover. He walked over to the baths and had himself cleaned up, stopped at the barber for a trim and some gossip, and then grabbed some dark bread and wine from a street vendor. After eating, he went to the Agora to find Glaucon.  
 
    He wound his way through the morning crowds until he came to Glaucon’s shop. The shutters were still up, but Phil knew that Glaucon often stayed in the back room when he worked late, as he usually did. Phil went quietly around to the back of the building and pushed the wooden door to let himself in. The light from the doorway made a bright path through the center of the room but left the corners in darkness. In one of those corners he made out a shaded figure, sitting on a stool, leaning over a high table.  
 
    “Ahem,” Phil tried clearing his throat but the man didn’t move. Uneasy, Phil took a tentative step toward the dark, still figure.  
 
    “What do you want, Phil?” Glaucon snapped his head around. “I am not even open yet. Zeus, I can’t get any peace, even in my own back room.” He lowered his bushy gray eyebrows and stared at Phil in a cross between a squint and a glare.  
 
    “I don’t want anything, you sour old man. You want something…remember. You asked me to bring you the coin when it came on the market. It’s on the market and I thought of you. Let me know if I’m wasting your time.”  
 
    “I’m sorry,” Glaucon smoothed his manner with an effort. “You caught me at a bad time.” He moved away from the tablets he had been studying on the table and into the light in the middle of the room. “You have to admit, it’s unsettling to be snuck up on first thing in the morning.”  
 
    “Sure and I’m sorry. But the client is anxious to have this business under way and I figured that you would be too.”  
 
    “So who’s the client? Do you have the coin with you?”  
 
    “Sorry, I still can’t name the client. They are planning to find someone to act as intermediary, you know, to do their business for them and that person will be your contact, that is, if you’re interested in handling the sale. I’ll get the coin if you are interested.” 
 
    “How come you’re not going to do it yourself?”  
 
    Phil shrugged, “Too busy, I guess. Are you interested?”  
 
    “Sure I am always interested in unusual merchandise.” Glaucon took a stage-y look around. “But I really can’t discuss this here. Meet me later.”  
 
    Phil looked around the dark and deserted shop, “Why not here. It seems like exactly the time and place for this kind of discussion.”  
 
    “Well it’s not. I’m expecting someone.” Glaucon snapped. Phil raised his eyebrow. Glaucon gave himself a visible shake, lowered his voice and spoke in the tone of one who is trying hard to be reasonable. “Look, you’re asking me to get in the middle of a very unusual sale without knowing the client or even the broker. Well that’s alright, but we have to do some of this my way, okay?”  
 
    Phil shrugged, “I didn’t say I wouldn’t meet you, but I want to be clear. You aren’t doing me a favor. You asked me for this, right?”  
 
    It was Glaucon’s turn to shrug. “I’m just saying that I can not discuss this here. Can you meet me tonight or not?”  
 
    Phil nodded.  
 
    “Good, then we should meet up in the Kerameikos at around eleven- on the Street of Tombs, at the stele for Dexileos, the big one with the warrior on a rearing horse. You know where I mean. Can you do that?”  
 
    “Yeah, sure, I can but the question is- why would I? Come on, Glaucon. Don’t be so mysterious. Sure, I’ll meet you but why does it have to be all the way up there? Why so late? You are making this much harder than it has to be. Let’s work on finding the easy way, okay?” Phil was trying to sound casual but he really didn’t want to go to a meeting in an empty cemetery in the middle of the night with a man in whom he had never really had much faith and now actually distrusted.  
 
    The Kerameikos neighborhood was the potter’s district from the Agora to the city walls but once outside the walls, it turned into the city’s main cemetery and included the Street of tombs where the city’s wealthiest and most prominent citizens were buried. The important families had gorgeous marble monuments built to mark the graves of their loved ones. Some of the sculpture was excellent, the tomb of Dexileos that Glaucon had mentioned, for one. You had the idealized Dexileos, handsome and victorious, on his horse with the defeated enemy prostrate at his feet. It was certainly an impressive place. But for all its solemn beauty, Phil didn’t like it there at night. It reminded him of dead people. Still he would probably go if Glaucon insisted. He would go because he had let his curiosity drag him this far and he supposed he would let it drag him a little further.  
 
    As if he had read Phil’s mind, Glaucon said, “Sorry Phil but I am going to have to insist. We have to do this part my way.”  
 
    “Okay.” Phil managed a cynical little smile, “It’ll be a nice outing for us.” He walked out of the shop in disgust.  
 
    “Don’t forget, eleven,” Glaucon called out after him.  
 
    He was irritated with himself and with Glaucon and Xenodora and even with Critias for getting himself killed so inconveniently. He went to the gymnasium worked out with his trainer for the rest of the day. He liked to work with his trainer who was mean and silent when he was in a bad mood, and mean and silent when he was in a good mood, it was just the way he was but he was a great trainer, maybe for that reason. The workout helped Phil to calm down and think clearly. It was a trade though, a clear head in exchange for a stiff and bruised body. When they were finished and he had a bath, he realized what he wanted was some company, just to relax and have an ordinary night. Especially since, not to be overly dramatic, it might be the last ordinary night for a while.  
 
    He decided to get over his scruples and go see Leonidas for a drink and an evening meal. He stopped at his room to drop off the coin, stowing it under some boards in a small space he had made in the floor. Satisfied that the floor would pass inspection if no one knew where to look, he set off. He figured it would be okay if he was very careful and took a circuitous route to make sure he wasn’t followed. He knew he was taking a risk but he wanted to spend a normal evening and Leonidas was about the only person around who could make that happen. They grew up together. At school, they were both social outcasts and had hung around each other with the regularity of boys with few other options.  
 
    Phil had been an outsider on account of his birth. His family was foreign, and he was a metic and, as his schoolmates made sure to tell him, that wasn’t as good as being a citizen with a tribe and a family name. His family was wealthy and they could pay for the privilege of sending their son to a good school. But while the money could buy admission, it couldn’t buy acceptance. So he learned to fight, and to run, and to keep his own company.  
 
    Leonidas was another case. He was a member of an ancient Athenian family and should by right of birth have had acceptance and respect. But, even though the family was old, they had lost the favor of fortune and with that their land and with the land went most of their money. He was poor and his family always had to scrape to afford the school fees. They were often in arrears to the teacher and, of course, that kind of thing got around. Then, added to the family’s relative poverty was Leonidas’ pride and prickly character. These facts all combined to make him an easy target for the other boys.  
 
    So, although they came from different backgrounds, Phil and Leonidas understood each other and found themselves with a similar set of problems. They also had a lot in common. They were both smart and inclined to be wild.  Leonidas was always worse, taking every prank a little farther and pushing every joke to the limit. Phil put it down to his aristocratic background, always sure that they could get away with murder because of the importance of their parents and their connections. But Phil was never far behind, since money also bought some slack, and between the two of them the teacher had been ready to resign.  
 
    The boys learned to write and read and play the lyre from a stiff, proud man called Theophrastus who believed that he was undervalued and unappreciated. Most of the time he was right, since the families of his students had little respect for him and they passed their opinion on to the children. But it was his lack of humor that sealed his case for Phil and Leonidas. While they mastered Homer and learned music together, the boys kept busy trying to see who could get who into the most trouble without making Theophrastus to involve their parents. He beat them instead but they took their beatings as their due. 
 
    In this way, they got through their elementary education and continued in the same vein at upper school. But when they turned eighteen, they were sent to separate gymnasia, for even Phil’s family money couldn’t get him into the Academy or the Lyceum. So, they went their separate ways but a lasting bond had formed between them and as adults, they treated each other as brothers.  
 
    So when Phil was in need of a friend, someone he could really trust, he instinctively looked to Leonidas. “Hey, Phil,” Leonidas said when he saw Phil come into the courtyard, “What are you doing around? I heard you where here but then I heard that you went back down to the Piraeus…”  
 
    “Yeah, I did and did but I have something up for later and I thought I would stop by…” He looked around for Leonidas’ wife, the children and not seeing them asked, “Where is everyone? Are you going out?”  
 
    Leonidas shook his head, “Family visiting family, it’s just me here. And now you.” He smiled and motioned for Phil to come into the andron. The servant brought wine and some food as they settled in.  
 
    Tonight, Phil didn’t want to talk about his troubles, he wanted to forget them. He knew he could trust Leonidas to figure this out. All he needed to do was to look at Leonidas’s broad open face, smiling at some stupid remark and he felt better. The two drank wine, ate dinner and talked about old school days, their best pranks, and women and so spent a pretty good evening. When Phil had to go, he almost asked Leonidas to go with him. He hesitated, not because he was afraid Leonidas would say no but because he knew that he would say yes. Because it might be okay to risk your own neck on a whim but you can’t ask anyone else to risk his. Leonidas had figured that there was something on his mind and he left a few openings for Phil to open up and tell him what was going on but he didn’t push, waiting for Phil to go first. Phil let those moments pass, and when they were done with the wine, he got up and left alone. He set off through the city and down along the road to the Kerameikos. 
 
    Phil passed back through the Agora and out the Dipylon gate. The night was clear and the moon was bright. He almost enjoyed the walk, admiring the tombs decorated with sculptures showing the wealthy of Athens the way they wanted to be remembered. He knew the way and it didn’t take him long to get to the meeting place. As he had planned, he arrived early, leaving plenty of time to search out a good hiding spot. He might be a sucker for showing up but he wasn’t planning to be taken by surprise. First he tried the rise behind the Dexileos monument but wasn’t satisfied either with the view or his unprotected back. While he was looking around, an idea came to him and he quickly pulled himself up the back of a ten-foot, white marble stele directly across the way. The top of the monument was uncomfortably small and narrow but he liked the view. The marble was cold and he wrapped his cloak tightly around his shoulders. Then he settled in to wait.  
 
    The hard marble, the uncomfortable position and the chill night air reminded him of the army. He definitely had mixed feelings about his military service. It was true that he had acquired many skills. He learned how to fight, with weapons and without them, in a way that you never did in contests or the gymnasium. Those skills had come in very handy. But fighting wasn’t the only thing he had learned, there had been other lessons as well.  
 
    For one, he had learned discipline, then restraint and, most of all, patience. To Phil, it seemed as though he had spent most of his army service sitting in a filthy camp for weeks on end, fighting fleas and lice for his own blood, scrounging for food and clean-ish water, all the time waiting for some general to tell him when it was time to pack up and march into the next crappy spot. It had definitely tested his patience.  
 
    Camp life might have been sordid and boring but far, far worse had been laying siege to an enemy city, a nightmare for any soldier, inside the city walls or out. Waiting to starve out your enemy seemed like the least honorable type of fighting to him, then and now. The misery and the stench of it were fixed in his memory. That was the kind of war that made him hate the army, knowing that being anywhere, doing anything else would be better. Even now he couldn’t shake the horror of it.  
 
    And while siege warfare had been the worst and camp life second, even on the move, a soldier’s life called for discipline, and patience. There had been times when they had ridden for days searching for an enemy in the hills of northern Greece, unable to find them because of bad information from their spies and their own poor intelligence. And Phil knew he had been lucky. Aimless marching might be hard on the men in the cavalry but it was murder on the hoplites, the foot soldiers that trudged along on foot with their heavy equipment.  
 
    He had joined the cavalry in part because he was rich enough to do so but also because his parents wanted it. Horses and skilled horsemanship played a large part in Lydian military tradition and he had been taught to ride from his earliest days. But, in Greece, from a strategic point of view, the cavalry was never as important as the infantry. The hoplite was the backbone of the army and the center of the action. Sometimes this was a function of geography. Since the skirmishes were often conducted on steep terrain there wasn’t room to effectively deploy the horses. So generally the horsemen were used as a harrying force along with the archers, and helped to corral and irritate the enemy rather than to muster for full frontal attacks. And Phil didn’t mind missing out on the glory.   
 
    Once they were deployed, the hardest thing was waiting in the face of a charging army, staring at the enemies’ mercenaries advancing with spears and swords drawn, just standing by, waiting until his general gave the signal to the charge; that had been the most difficult thing to learn. The discipline required went against every instinct for self-preservation and every rational thought. But they learned to stand there, stand and let those men get that close, all the while holding with their weapons drawn, unmoving. You could understand how one or two brave men could manage that, but hundreds of soldiers followed orders, maintained discipline and held the line. If he hadn’t seen it for himself he wouldn’t have believed it.  
 
    Part of him didn’t regret any of that time. It all goes to experience. On the other hand, he still hated the army, not the fear or even the drudgery but the waste. The waste of time and life made him sick and he couldn’t think about friends he lost, young with everything ahead of them, without thinking that they were needlessly wasted. Now, with so much time between him and then, he could look back with more detachment but it still bothered him. The Greek city-states were constantly at war with each other squabbling over this or that, wasting their men and their money.   
 
    A snapped twig brought him back to the present. He listened carefully to the night around him. He heard the sounds of men moving before he could see anyone. The moon shone over the tombs and the road. He started to make out shadows. After he had seen how many men there were, he was glad of his hiding spot. There must have been a dozen men drifting around the tombs. It was difficult to get an accurate count but he saw enough to know that he was in big trouble. He knew one of them was sure to spot him, once they stopped moving and found their positions around the site.  
 
    First he cursed Glaucon, condemning him and his children to unspeakable torture, forgotten in this world, doomed to roam nameless in the next. Then he tried to decide on a plan. After trying and failing to get an accurate idea of the enemy positions, he waited for the moon to pass behind a cloud and launched himself off his tomb into the night. So much for planning. As he ran from tomb to tomb in the darkness, he had the crazy idea of trying to hide in one of scenes on the monuments, up against the stone, playing servant to some long dead aristocrat or vanquished enemy to some warrior. He had to fight the urge to laugh and was pretty sure that was because he was panicking.  
 
    He tried to move silently, running in a crouch, using whatever cover was available. Whenever he saw anyone, he froze and waited for them to pass before moving on. He went from tree to tomb to shrub to rock. He got pretty close to the city walls. He was standing behind a large grey marble, waiting for his next opportunity to move forward when someone hit him from behind. His last conscious thought was that he really had to find a better way to spend his evenings.  
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    It was light when he woke up. He was in a drainage ditch just outside the walls and he was covered with filth. His purse, so recently replaced, his dagger and his shoes were all gone as well as his rings. It looked like an ordinary robbery and he knew he would have trouble convincing anybody any different. He stood up slowly and felt around for breakage. His head was splitting and he felt nauseous. He also stank. Otherwise, he seemed essentially undamaged.  
 
    He moved himself carefully along the road, trying simultaneously to dodge the carts that were bouncing into the city and to avoid moving his head. He went through the gates and directly to the baths. He cleaned off the worst of the muck and had a boy at the bath take away the stinking rags that were his clothes, hopefully to burn them. Then he borrowed a tunic from an attendant who knew him. Later, he would have to deal with Glaucon but that would wait. He was tired. He needed to get some sleep and some food. He decided to go down to Piraeus. He could check in at the bank, pay the watchmen, see if anyone had been looking for him.  But first and most of all he wanted to get rid of the coin and the endless trouble that it brought him.  
 
    He picked up the miserable thing at the apartment and started immediately for Xenodora’s house. He knew she would be disappointed but he reasoned all he had promised was to offer the coin to a dealer and he had done so. He couldn’t be responsible for success or failure beyond that. It was a little weak, he knew, but he wanted to be rid of the coin so bad he was willing to compromise his principles a little bit and to tell himself he had tried his best. Even carrying the thing around made him feel itchy.  
 
    The street in front of Xenodora’s house was strangely empty of suitors and Phil soon found out why. Xenodora and company had decamped for Samos, to ‘take the healthful sea airs’ the door slave informed him with an ironic wink. The slave wouldn’t say more, clearly impatient to get back to enjoying the master-less house. Damn. All right. Clearly Xenodora had known that, once he found her gone, he would find another way to get rid of the coin. She had abandoned him and the coin and, by doing so, she had given Phil discretion concerning its disposal, in his opinion anyway. 
 
    He would return it to the cult, simple as that. He would find a way. Give it to some priest and say, “Here you go. I got this from a guy…” Absurd as it seemed, that was what he would have to do. It was awkward, he knew, and he would have preferred not to give Xenodora’s coin away without her permission, but she hadn’t left him much choice.  
 
    He also hated the idea of going to the priests. Since he wasn’t an initiate of the cult of Demeter, they were going to be suspicious from the start, and the cult priests weren’t famous for welcoming outsiders, and he had something that he was most definitely not supposed to have. So, all in all, it looked like it could be a difficult exchange.  
 
    Phil wasn’t against religion.  He always played his part as a foreign witness in the Panathenaea, the birthday festival for Athena. During that celebration, the foreign residents of Athens marched in the great procession along with everyone else, playing their role as observers, carrying offerings, and joining in the sacrifices until the procession reached the Acropolis. From that point on, foreigners were forbidden to take part in the ceremony but he always enjoyed the games and the spectacle leading up to the ritual. He especially enjoyed the dramatic festivals that capped the ceremonies.  
 
    He was also an initiate in several other cults in Athens and Piraeus. Those he had joined for business, because it was expected. Spiritually, he felt closest to his family’s religion. His family had always practiced the old religion of their Lydian ancestors and his strongest religious feelings were directed toward these traditional rites. It was an old religion, rich in mystery and symbolism and it felt more natural to him than the cults of the Greeks. Their cults often seemed to him like a patchwork, woven together of bits and pieces of other older religious traditions.  
 
    He might not think much of the cult itself but the priests still made him uneasy. They were powerful men with a lot of contacts and, in his experience, they were usually both sanctimonious and unfriendly. And he was pretty sure that they were going to be pissed that he had their coin. 
 
    He considered returning the coin to the Eleusinium, the temple of the cult at the base of the Acropolis right in here Athens but two things stopped him. First, when he went to the temple, the doors were locked and no one answered his call. Second, as he was walking away from the deserted temple he started to get the feeling he should leave town for a while. The feeling was caused partly by the thick arm around his neck and partly by the knife blade pressing into his back.  
 
    He had been walking away from the Acropolis, down a narrow street, when he was grabbed from behind and pushed against a doorway. His face was pressed into the wooden door and the arm around his neck was choking off his air supply. He was really getting sick of people sneaking up on him from behind. He took a ragged breath as though he was losing the fight for air and then let go of his knees. He slumped back against his attacker as though he had passed out. Using the moment the man needed to adjust to the new weight, Phil let himself slip downward and then bracing against the door with his free arm, he drove his elbow back and up into the diaphragm of his assailant.  
 
    The force of the blow sent the man sprawling backward. He hit the opposite wall with a crunch and then came rushing back. Phil was ready and taking advantage of the man’s own forward momentum, he first tripped and then pushed him into the wooden doorway. The man hit the door with a crack. He slumped against the wood for a moment and slid to the ground. Phil checked to make sure that this wasn’t a trick, then he pulled the man out and away from the door and laid him flat on the road.  
 
    He was a big, ugly brute with a scar from the corner of his left eye to the corner of his mouth. He groaned as Phil pressed his boot against his neck. Phil smiled genially, “Who sent you?”   
 
    The man grunted and shook his head.  
 
    “What’s that?” Phil asked, still pleasantly.  
 
    The man shook his head again and Phil put a little weight onto the thick neck. 
 
     “You’re going to have to tell me something sometime, so why waste the day? The faster you tell me who sent you, the faster you’ll be on your way back to whatever hole you came from.”  
 
    He looked at the man again, trying to tell whether this was one of the men who had followed him the day he had received the coin. He couldn’t be sure.  Some interested passers-by were starting to gather at the mouth of the narrow street and Phil knew that his time was limited. He didn’t want to press any harder on his neck for fear that he would lose consciousness and yet he knew that without the real threat of force he had little to persuade this man who was clearly used to violence both given and taken.  
 
    Phil took his boot from the man’s neck and stepped back. He made his best indifferent shrug, “Okay, you win. I hope they don’t kill you when they find out I’m all right and everything. Sometimes they take that kind of thing the wrong way. You know I might have donated some money or something, to help make a fresh start. I hope your friends are as thoughtful.”  
 
    For a second, it seemed that he might have given scar face something to think about. He propped himself up on his elbows and he seemed to be considering his options. Either that or he was just resting on his way up. But just as he opened his mouth to speak, Phil heard a whoosh pass his ear and, just like that, his new friend had a crossbow bolt through his neck. Phil ducked back into the doorway and then craning his neck, he tried to see up to the roof in the direction the bolt had come.  
 
    Whoever had fired the weapon was gone, there was no one visible on the opposite roof now. He felt a little bad, leaving the man lying in the street but he knew there was nothing he could do to help him and he was anxious not to waste any more time. He walked, unhurried, down the alley in the opposite direction from the gathering crowd. They were starting to realize something was wrong and were tentatively beginning to make their way toward the body.  
 
    Phil didn’t hesitate as he walked away. He was tired of letting things happen; this time he wanted to be the one to make things happen. He decided that he was going to Eleusis right now. He called up some favors and borrowed a horse from a friend of a friend, then left the city through the Dipylon gate. He rode quickly so he could make the four-league journey before nightfall.  
 
    Strangely, Phil found his trip scenic. At first, he had ridden hard across the plain to the hills west of the city, but then he slowed to rest his horse and pick his way through the hill-pass and finally made his way out to the sea, enjoying the landscape and the warm smells of the countryside. Not without irony, he reflected that he was following the Sacred Way. This was the path followed by the worshippers of Demeter during her festival. He hoped that the goddess would see fit to keep him safe, at least long enough to return her coin.  
 
    From the pass, he rode, with the coast on his left, north and, almost unwilling, he felt the sea breeze and blue sky lighten his mood. He loved to ride and had done since childhood. His Lydian family considered horsemanship to be as important to a young man’s education as Homer or the lyre. So he let himself be distracted by the horse and the scenery and didn’t dwell on his reason for making the trip or what he might happen to him once he arrived.   
 
    He came around the point to Eleusis at dusk. Dim lights showed through the doorways of the few homes he passed as he made his way to the town center. Eleusis was a small, dusty town distinguished only because it was sacred to Demeter and home to her most important festival.  
 
    The old story went that Demeter had lost her daughter Persephone to Hades, the lord of the underworld, who had abducted her while she was out picking flowers. Persephone was forced to go and live with him under ground and Demeter, grieving for her loss, came to Eleusis in the form of a mortal. To pass the time while she kept the world in eternal winter, she made her living as a nanny to a local prince. She became fond of the boy and, missing her own child, she undertook to make him immortal.  
 
    During the long and complex process, her identity was discovered and, after she had revealed herself to the hapless mortals and scared them witless, she ordered that a temple be built for her worship. It was the best thing that could have happened to the small town. The cult was incredibly popular throughout Greece, drawing thousands of visitors each year.  It even allowed some foreign initiates, provided they could speak Greek. The ability to speak the Greek language, in addition to being currently free from the stain of murder, was the not very stringent qualification for cult membership.  
 
    In Boedromion, in late September, the cult members would gather to celebrate the festival. During this time, there was much proceeding between Athens and Eleusis, dragging sacred objects back and forth but eventually they were all supposed to end up back here.  
 
    The small city was packed during the festival. The inn Phil had chosen to spend the night would be full to overflowing during the mystery rites, charging outrageous prices for a pallet on the not very clean floor. But at this time of year it was almost deserted. He rented a room for the night, ate the makeshift meal that was offered with good appetite if not with actual enjoyment and drank plenty of wine. He flirted with the serving girl, avoided conversation with the locals, and then went to bed early.  
 
    He was exhausted from his long ride. Between his exertions on the road and the fresh air, he slept remarkably well. He rose early, and after a quick meal of bread, cheese and honey prepared by the sleepy innkeeper in exchange for a tip, he went to find the Hierophant of the temple at Eleusis.  
 
    The priest of the complex had inherited his position. It was traditionally a benefit for Eumolpidai family and, as part of said benefit, he was allowed to live in the temple complex. Phil walked into the mostly deserted compound unchallenged. He went in through the gates of the outer walls and across a temple court. The Great Hall of Mysteries, or Telesterion, was the centerpiece of the temple complex. Pericles had had the grand temple rebuilt after the earlier building was destroyed during the Persian war.  
 
    It was about fifty meters square and rather magnificent, with terraces that allowed the cult initiates to watch the ceremonies. Phil went inside and waited as his eyes adjusted to the light of the torches that were mounted on the walls. He looked across the long shadows cast by the pillars that filled the inside of the hall. He found the man he was seeking without any trouble. The priest was conferring with a young attendant, fussing with some stuff, probably ritual objects. He was standing near his throne, just outside of the anaktoron, the secret inner temple that only he was allowed to enter. Phil went up to the man and the boy, who turned together in surprise at the intrusion. The priest was the first to recover and, careful of his dignity, he composed his face in a serene but slightly superior smile. “What are you doing here, young man? We are not allowing worshippers today.”  
 
    “I am not visiting the temple as an initiate, sir,” Phil knew that, in that case, he should not be inside at all and pushed on quickly to stem tide of the lecture he felt coming on. “I have something that belongs to the cult and I wish to return it.”  
 
    The priest furrowed his brow, “What could you possibly have?” Phil didn’t answer; he just held the coin out toward the priest and watched as it glittered in the half-light of the great hall.  
 
    “Where did you get that?”  The priest raised his voice, doing his best to make the reedy sound thunder through the hall. He did, in fact, succeed in startling the boy who had been standing near him. Earlier, as he walked over to the temple that morning, Phil had been working on a theory where the priest had given the coin to Xenodora himself, in payment for services rendered. Now that he had met the man in person, he dismissed his idea. He had noticed the way the man looked at his young companion. “Oh well”, he thought to himself, as he discarded his theory, “if it had been true, in some ways it would have made things much more difficult.”  
 
    The priest cleared his throat impatiently and Phil decided to answer the question briefly. “It is a long story.” The priest, clearly not satisfied with the answer, gestured impatiently for Phil to go on.  “Let’s say that I got it from a man who got it from someone else who got it as a gift. No one knew what it was at first, but once that became clear, the owner wished to return it immediately, of course.”  
 
    The priest’s irritation grew visibly with each word of the lame story. “No, that is simply not good enough. This coin is one of our most sacred objects. I have to know how it happens to be bandied about, first in the hands of this one and then that one. It is a sin!” He raised his voice again.  
 
    Phil nodded his head in agreement and said, “I wish I could be more help to you, sir. I really do. But I have told you most of what I know and, without my knowing who gave the coin as a gift in the first place, which I don’t; the trail is a dead end. There isn’t any more I can do for you, except return the coin and be on my way.”  
 
    The priest, upset though he was, seemed to recognize that there was some sense in what Phil was telling him. He shook his head sadly. For the first time, Phil noticed the fatigue that lined the man’s face and the circles under his eyes.  
 
    He spoke quietly this time.  “You don’t understand. I suppose you couldn’t be expected to. This is not the first coin to disappear. Demeter holds only about one hundred of these coins and they are at the very heart of our mysteries. Not only do they play an important role in the great procession, and in the ceremonies that follow, they are sacred to Demeter herself. For one hundred years and more, they have been safe with the hierophant. It is one of our chief duties to guard the sacred possessions of the goddess. They should have stayed with me and they would have, if I had had my way. 
 
    But, unfortunately our cult has its political side. Repeated requests were made that the coins be moved to Athens, to the Eleusinium, to show the ties between the two temples and acknowledge the brotherhood between them. Truth be told it was a gesture meant to reaffirm the power that the temple and priest in Athens have over those of Eleusis and a lot of pressure was brought to bear.  
 
    Nevertheless, the treasures are my responsibility and I should never have given in. It makes me sick to think of it. At first I refused, but influence was exerted, and in the end the coins were sent to Athens. This was about a month ago. They promised me the coins would be kept at the Eleusinium and that they would return with the other hiera, our cult objects, in the formal procession from Athens to Eleusis. Right away, I started to receive reports that the coins were seen here and there in the possession of those who should never have held them.”  
 
    The priest paused to mop his brow and take a drink of water, “Members had heard rumors, you know the kind of thing, nothing specific enough to take action. But I was concerned. Then I was informed that, since the coins had arrived in Athens, six or more of them had disappeared. It was the last straw. I was at my wits end and didn’t know what to do. Two weeks ago, I sent an envoy, my assistant and trusted friend, to Athens to try and discover what was going on. He was missing for a few days and then he turned up, dead, in a ditch. Now I am at a complete loss. I am unwilling to risk the lives of anyone else. Then you show up. This is the first coin to be recovered and I must know more about it. You can understand that, certainly.”  
 
    Out loud, Phil said that, while he could understand the Hierophant’s difficulty, and was, of course, most sympathetic, there was unfortunately nothing he personally could do or add to what was already being done. But, even while saying all that, inside, he was cursing the priest and everyone else who had conspired to make sure that, no matter what he tried, he would never be clear of these cursed coins. He knew he would have to help the priest, although he didn’t see exactly why.  
 
    The priest, who was an astute judge of human nature, allowed himself the smallest of grins and listened patiently to Phil, waiting for his rejection to turn to resigned acceptance. Phil found himself winding up by saying that the priest could clearly see that no more could be learned here in Eleusis, that any further investigation into the matter would obviously have to be carried out in Athens and that plainly the next step would be to visit the priest of the Eleusinium there.  
 
    “Are you going back to Athens then?” the priest inquired innocently.  Phil nodded in resignation. The man raised his arms in a gesture of supplication, “Could you just stop in and see what you think? I know it’s a lot to ask but I haven’t anywhere else to turn at the moment. I feel as if Demeter herself sent you here to help us.”  
 
    As mentioned, Phil was not a particularly religious man when it came to Demeter but he always felt that it was better to show respect to the gods when possible. “I will stop by the temple and see if I can find anything out, but you understand that I can’t make any promises. You do understand that, don’t you?”  
 
    The priest nodded gratefully, “That will be quite satisfactory, nothing in life comes with a guarantee.” Then for the first time, he really smiled, pleased and satisfied with the outcome of the interview.  
 
    Phil felt warm and fuzzy for a couple of minutes. Then he felt his headache return with the weight of the new responsibility as he made his way out of the temple. He had been played again. He had to learn to stop being such a patsy or everyone in town would be lining up for favors.  
 
    Yet, once again Phil enjoyed his ride. The way back to Athens was just as pleasant as the trip to Eleusis had been. Even though he was still involved with the coin, he no longer actually possessed it and that indicated to him that some progress was being made. Now that he was free of it, he realized how oppressed he had been by the weight of the coin and how it had almost physically weighed him down. Now that he was rid of it, he felt lighter. Perhaps that had been the power of Demeter, protecting her hiera. He didn’t doubt that the goddess had the power.  
 
    In any case, Phil was lighthearted and cheerful for the ride back to the city. He hoped that whoever was chasing him would correctly interpret his absence and that they would realize that he no longer had the coin.  It might not matter to them, he knew. He had seen their henchman, his old friend Scarface, shot through the neck with an arrow just to keep him from having a few minutes of casual conversation. Still, it might prove impractical for them to kill everyone involved with this business. Bodies do start to pile up, even in Athens. 
 
    He hoped that they would assume that, without the coin, he presented no further threat to them; which was true, more or less, at least until he knew whom he was dealing with. His worst experiences in the army were always about waiting for the unknown. As soon as you knew the worst, you could deal with it.  
 
    He had seen plenty of men, brave men who were able to face a charging army without batting an eyelash, broken while patrolling a marsh at night, frightened by the unknown sounds and lights of the wasteland. Alone, in marsh-reeds higher than a man’s head, surrounded by unfamiliar night sounds, these men invented evils much worse than anything they would ever have to face in real life.  
 
    Phil kept this in mind as he rode, careful not to give his undiscovered enemies more power than they actually had. All very well in theory but, as he rode through the gates of the city, he felt the sense of well being that he had on the trip replaced by wariness and unease.  
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    The city was swarming as usual. Carts full of produce and fish, goods from everywhere, all vied for space with women carrying water and children playing. Space was at a premium in the narrow streets and Phil made his way slowly and carefully to return the horse. Then he went to the barber for news and a shave. Then he went to his gymnasium. He walked through the baths and then the playing areas until he found a man he knew could help him. The two men disappeared together into a small room and within a few minutes, Phil reappeared, exchanging about twenty drachmas worth of fine clothing for the humble rags of a servant. He now appeared to be some house slave out on an errand. He made one more stop at the market, and then he walked over to Leonidas’s for dinner.  
 
    He was still unwilling to put his friend and friend’s family in jeopardy if he could help it but he needed good advice and good ideas and he needed them fast.  Leonidas was smart, he was loyal and, most importantly, he was an initiate in the rites of Demeter, in fact he was initiated into the highest levels of the cult. Phil knew his friend would not be able to share any information concerning the actual rites, to do so would be to invite the death penalty. But, Phil thought, perhaps he could shed some light on the politics of the cult and the very human powers that were vying for control. Leonidas would know the players and their personalities in a way Phil would not.  
 
    So, reluctant as he was to drag his friend into the arena, he knew that Leonidas would be interested in getting to the bottom of any corruption that threatened the cult and its integrity. Phil went up to Leonidas’s house dressed in his new outfit, carrying a basket of figs and hoping that any observer would take him for the slave he was disguised to be. The porter who opened the door, a man who had known Phil since he was elbow high, hesitated a minute before opening the door to admit the fig carrying servant. Luckily, Leonidas was at home. Phil followed the slave across the courtyard.  
 
    Leonidas’s house was modest considering his ancestry but it was in harmony with both his taste and his means. Although it was small, it was well proportioned and filled with family treasures collected over centuries. Leonidas’s wife was pale and quiet. Her name was Psyche. She was beautiful and charming and Phil suspected she would rather he didn’t come around. But, when he did, she didn’t make a fuss, she greeted him warmly and then she went upstairs, leaving Leonidas to his own devices. Sometimes Phil felt jealous.  
 
    Tonight he agreed with Psyche, Leonidas would definitely be better off without him as a friend. The two went into the andron and after Leonidas had had some wine and fruit brought in, Phil brought his friend up to date. He told him the salient details and warned him about the dangers he would be letting himself in for if he became involved.  
 
    “Not just you, Leonidas.” He interrupted his friend as he started to object. “I know that you don’t give a damn for yourself, you never have. But your family could be at risk and I am not sure you can put them in jeopardy.”   
 
    Leonidas shook his head, “My wife and my children live in this city too. They care when people are shot through the throat with arrows and they also care when their ancestral cults are desecrated by greed and corruption. I know them pretty well and I think that they would rather not live here without certain things. I know it sounds funny but I think that they also know that important things sometimes require sacrifices and I believe that they are ready to make them.”  
 
    Phil smiled at his friend, “Easy, don’t get carried away by your own fancy speeches. You, especially, were always one to make the worse argument seem the stronger.” Leonidas actually smirked at the old saw and shook his head. 
 
    Phil straightened up, “Listen, I know it all sounds like fun and important and everything but I want you to really consider what this means. Think about it overnight and to talk it over with Psyche or whatever you happy couples do. Okay?”  
 
    Leonidas nodded, “Okay. But I want you here first thing in the morning because I have some ideas that I want to talk over. You know, you didn’t say where the coin is now.”  
 
    Phil turned his hands, palm up, “It’s not important anymore. Why?”  
 
    Leonidas shook his head, “I just wanted to see it. I thought it might give me some ideas.”   
 
    “That’s great, just what I need, more ideas. But remember I want to keep you out of this as much as you can. I want you to try to be a silent partner, out of sight, out of mind. When I was telling you about danger before, I meant just from just talking to me. Don’t think you need to be publicly involved with this. Promise me you won’t. All I am asking is for you to snoop around discreetly. I know it isn’t your usual way but I am asking.”  
 
    Leonidas kept his face straight and nodded at him with such big round eyes that Phil knew he was making fun of him. He didn’t hold it against him though; it was only fair considering everything he was asking. He walked out, shaking his head but he was also hoping that he wouldn’t regret this decision. Leonidas was his oldest and closest friend and Phil knew that no one would be able to forgive him if anything happened to Leonidas’ family, no matter what anyone said about duty, honor, etc. It seemed to Phil that he was being selfish and, all of a sudden, he wanted to get drunk. 
 
    He went straight out to a taverna wearing his shabby clothes. At first, he noticed the difference being dressed as a poor man made to service. But in the end it all worked out. They took his money and brought him wine, for as long as he could pay, so maybe it wasn’t the cloths but the coins.  
 
    He was weaving his way back to the room when he was violently pushed back into a dark corner. He didn’t actually say “Here we go again” but it was his drunken thought. He waited but, when he heard the thud and crunch he was expecting, he was surprised that he felt nothing. He knew he couldn’t be quite as drunk as that, so he spun around just in time to see Themis rock back after her violent attack with a used amphora, apparently one that had held scented oil. It’s former contents easy to judge from the eye-burning reek filling the night air.   
 
    Phil straightened up, “Thanks again, I suppose,” he grinned lopsidedly. “How much time do you spend wandering the streets late at night. I am driven to wonder by your multiple timely arrivals. The wondering in no way lessening my appreciation for your services.” He knew that he was rambling and slurring and made an effort to enunciate, “You may of course feel free to wander as much as you like. Especially since it always turns out so well for me.” Phil stopped talking and looked at the girl. Her face was pale and she was clearly shaken. He started again, “I’m sorry. I didn’t think that any of this would bother you. It is an everyday occurrence for me, these days anyway.”  
 
    She looked confused for a minute and then irritated. “What? No, this has nothing to do with you. My father is missing. He didn’t come home this evening and I was trying to back over his track to find out who saw him last. It figures that I go looking for him and I find you instead.”  
 
    While the girl was talking, Phil’s head was clearing and he was more or less sober when he said, “Don’t take it so hard. You’re lucky finding me. I’ll help you look. Now, where was Meno supposed to be and how far have you traced him?”  
 
    The girl gave herself a small shake and tried, with an effort to focus. She ticked of her list like a girl with her lessons,  “First, he was going to a symposium at Polynices’. He was supposed to read some poetry there. Then, he was to stop off at Anaximander’s. He has been ill and Meno was going to bring some things over from the symposium as a treat. Then he was going to come straight home.”  
 
    Phil tried a tolerant smile, “That doesn’t mean that he didn’t stop off some place else. You know how Meno is and how popular and easily distracted. He was probably invited somewhere at the last minute and felt that he couldn’t say no.”  
 
    Themis shook her head, “He promised me he would come home after.” That was enough for her and, frankly, it was enough for Phil. He knew well enough that Meno’s word to his daughter would be unbreakable. It was the way he was.  
 
    “Okay,” Phil nodded, “So let’s start again. How far have you got on his trail?” 
 
    Tears welled in the girl’s eyes. “He never went to Anaximander’s. He has not been seen since he left the symposium. He left there as planned and no one has seen him since.” 
 
    “Have you seen the night watch? They may have run across him or some sign of him.”  
 
    The girl changed from scared to angry. “Those louts wouldn’t help, even if they weren’t handicapped by the donkey brains they are forced to live with.”  
 
    Phil refrained from smiling, “Easy, it doesn’t help to make enemies in the watch. It won’t help us find your father.”  
 
    The girl’s face was tense and impatient; “I asked the watch when I first learned that Meno had never made it to Anaximander’s. They just laughed at me and said that a man was allowed to go out for a night without a woman dogging his every step. They said that if he was still missing in a couple of days, I should go over to the headquarters and they would make an inquiry. As if that wouldn’t be too late.” The girl looked like she would cry.  
 
    Phil said, to distract her, “Listen, where is your slave, what’s his name?” 
 
    “Xanthius,” she supplied.  
 
    “Right, where is he?”  
 
    “He and I split up. He didn’t want to, he wanted to stay with me but when I made him see how important it was, he agreed.”  
 
    “Okay, that’s fine,” Phil spoke as if thinking out loud, ”What was he supposed to do… if he found Meno?”  
 
    “Why, take him home of course.” The girl looked as though she was beginning to regret wasting her time.  
 
    Phil tried to get her to focus again, “I mean how was he to let you know that Meno was found?”  
 
    “There was no way for us to let each other know. The most important thing was to get father home and get help if he was injured.”  
 
    Phil nodded. “Then he might be home now and you wouldn’t know it?”  
 
    The girl shook her head stubbornly. “I would know it.”   
 
    Phil didn’t want to argue, “Okay, then I suggest we find some torches to help us look.” He glanced down the street and saw a tavern owner closing for the night. He went over to the man and after some monetary persuading, the man let them have some burned down torches. They moved down the narrow and mostly deserted nighttime streets looking in corners and alleys, alternating between hope and dread.  
 
    Hours passed and Phil was about to insist that they call off their search for the night, when he noticed a huddled figure in a dark corner. Without saying anything to Themis, he moved down the alley and over to the body. The man seemed to be alive, barely. Despite his care, Themis noticed that Phil had moved away and ran to join him just as he was pulling the cloak off the battered body of her father. She didn’t scream, although her eyes went wide with horror and her hand flew to her mouth.  
 
    With a visible effort, she pulled herself together and leaned over the body. “Daddy, it’s me. Don’t worry about anything. Phil is here with me and we are going to get you home.” She turned to Phil, “Find something to put him in, anything, a cart, whatever you can find.” Phil nodded and left the alley.  
 
    He looked up and down for some sign of life on the deserted street and just noticed a farm cart moving down the street and turning the corner from where he stood. He ran after the cart at full speed and caught up to the startled driver a few hundred yards further on. The man reluctantly agreed to go back, after Phil assured him that he would be rewarded for his help. The two in the cart covered the distance back to the alley quickly and with the girl’s help they loaded Meno into the back of the wagon, among the melons and figs. It wasn’t very far to Meno’s house, especially with no traffic. They gently unloaded Meno and Phil paid off the carter. In the meantime, the household was roused and Meno was carried to his bed. Xanthius was not back yet, so Phil was immediately sent for the nearest physician, receiving his instructions from Themis who was barking orders like a besieged general.  
 
    Phil went back out through the courtyard and along the streets to the doctor’s house. He had to pound on the door for a few minutes before the door was opened not by a porter but by the doctor himself. The man was not pleased at being roused at such a late hour and he grumbled as Phil quickly explained what had happened. When the doctor learned that it was Meno who was in trouble, he hastened his step but he maintained a steady stream of invective, directed mostly at Phil but he also included some others, names Phil had never heard before. He didn’t inquire.  
 
    They reached the house in short order and Phil showed the man where Meno was lying. Meno looked very pale and his breathing was shallow. Themis was bent over her father bathing his cuts and bruises with a cloth dipped into some herbal liquid, the smell of which filled the small room. The doctor pushed Themis to the side and examined his patient. He didn’t send anyone from the room but he didn’t speak either.  
 
    After a while he shook his head and walked into the hall, motioning for the others to follow him. “It could be worse I suppose, but not much. He may live, there’s no telling. Keep on what you’ve been doing and if he’s still alive, call me in a few days.”  
 
    At first, Phil thought that Themis was going to smack the doctor. Her shoulders came up and her hands balled into fists but in the end she just stood, staring at him with such intensity that he went away without bothering to collect his fee. She turned to go back to her father and was halfway across the hall when she turned and came back, “Thank-you for helping me… us.” She raised her hand to touch Phil’s arm. She looked as though she would say more but instead she turned back and walked into Meno’s room. Phil couldn’t think of any more he could do at the house except get in the way so he let himself out and went to see if he could find Xanthius.  
 
    The thought of the old man roaming the streets all night for no reason offended Phil’s sense of order. It actually didn’t take long to find him. Phil had figured that they had split the neighborhoods working away from Polynices’ towards Meno’s house and that the old guy would be almost finished with his section. And so he was. Phil found him in an alley after about fifteen minutes. He listened to Phil, allowing him to bring him up to date and then he rushed off to the house without saying good-bye. That didn’t hurt Phil’s feelings but he found that he was still restless. He probably couldn’t sleep now and he was supposed to be at Leonidas’ in a few hours so he walked through the almost deserted Agora over to the Eleusinium to take a look at things in the quiet of the nighttime. When he got to the base of the Acropolis, he was surprised to see a light burning at the high window on the side of the temple. Surprised, but pleased. He stole around to the back of the building but he could hear and see nothing. He crept around to the front and gently pushed on the door to the courtyard. It was barred from the inside.  
 
    Well, you couldn’t have everything. He moved over to the small wooded area to the side of the temple to wait and see who came out. He waited until dawn was breaking and still no one came. He was about to leave when he heard the heavy courtyard door creak open. In the half-light, he saw two men leave the compound and walk off in the opposite direction from where he was waiting. He did not recognize the men but he could hear their quiet voices murmuring in the pre-dawn stillness. He thought he made out something about there being no other choice and the thing having to be done but he could have been making it up. He was about to follow them but they were clearly suspicious and uneasy. They kept turning around, looking over their shoulders, trying to ensure that no one was behind them. If he had still had the cover of darkness, Phil might have tried it, but the rapidly lightening sky was making unobserved pursuit impossible and there were still not enough people on the street for him to blend into the crowd.  
 
    He considered for a moment more and was about to start off behind the men in spite of the daylight when he realized that he should go to Leonidas’, making use of the early hour to slip in unobserved.  So he let the men go. He went to Leonidas’ via a roundabout route that left him in a very narrow alley at the side door.  
 
    He knocked and was let in immediately by Leonidas himself.  He smiled, “You see that I am taking your warning seriously.”  
 
    Phil smiled back, “But how did you know that I would be at this door?”  
 
    “Easy, I know you and how you think, may the gods help me. But come into the andron and we can discuss your next move. I have some thoughts to share.”  
 
    Phil followed his friend into the andron and the two waited as the servants brought in tables and food and wine. When they were alone again, Leonidas said, “This situation is like a brush fire in the dry season. I have gone over what you told me and put that together with things that I know have been going on in the cult in the past year. There has definitely been a power struggle between certain factions within the cult. It is not clear to me exactly what’s behind it but, at this point, there is a conflict between the priest of Eleusis and those of Athens. The Athenians want to move the treasury to Athens for safety. Never mind that Demeter herself has ordained Eleusis as her seat of worship. These priests act as though they know the wishes of the goddess better than she knows them herself. As if she would move her treasures from her chosen city. But these Athenian priests are impious men, men willing to incur the wrath of both Athena and Demeter for a few extra drachmas. I am not sure that I understand all of the motivation but that is what is happening.”  
 
    Phil thought for a moment,  “How did you discover these things? Do you think other cult members know about them?”  
 
    Leonidas shook his head, “No, they would never stand for the impiety if they did. I only know of them because my position in the cult allows me an inside track.” He smiled mockingly and took a breath, “I know that it doesn’t impress you but a few hundred years of ancestors gives you access to some information in this town. Especially when you are an elder in the cult and have been a councilman together with the priest of the Eleusinium here in Athens. People talk. The say three people can keep a secret if two of them are dead.”  
 
    Phil had been listening and thinking. “You said the membership wouldn’t stand for the impiety, so how do these guys figure to float it.”  
 
    “That’s where your information fits in. I think that they are planning to bribe influential members of the cult to bring them on to the Athenian side. You know how it is. If people hear something called a good idea often enough, especially if its from someone they respect, they start to think it’s a good idea too. It saves them thinking it through themselves.” Leonidas allowed himself a small smile, “The wealth those objects represent is significant, but the magic in them is more important. Well, it would be to a believer anyway.”  
 
    Phil started to mention that he had become a believer in the coins too, that he had felt that magic for himself but he didn’t because he was off on another track,  “Do you know Meno?” he had just got an idea and he didn’t like it.  
 
    “Sure, everybody does.”  
 
    “Would you say he was a respected member of the mysteries of Eleusis?” 
 
    “Absolutely. I would say he is one of the most influential men in Athens.” 
 
    “Bribable, do you think?”  
 
    Leonidas shook his head and spoke, “No. I can’t imagine it.”  
 
    “Me either,” Phil quickly told Leonidas about the last night. “Do you think that the attack could be related to this?”  
 
    Leonidas shrugged,  “Sure it could be, but it might also be a coincidence. I wouldn’t bet the farm.”  
 
    “I am starting to have my doubts about coincidences. If you still want to help, this is what I think you should do. Go around, you know, among your ‘peers’ and try to find out from them if anyone has been displaying any unexplained wealth or acting especially unusual, I know it can be difficult to tell with you aristocrats. We have to figure out why they want the treasury. You could make a list of men you think might be involved so you’ll have something to work from. I suppose they would have to be influential without being fabulously wealthy, etc.”, he gestured impatiently in Leonidas’ direction, “You know better than me.”  
 
    Leonidas was shaking his head, “No, Phil, this isn’t just about the money. Remember how much else goes with the treasury. The objects have great mystical significance and some believe they possess special powers.”  
 
    Phil smiled, “And I am one who thinks the same. I have felt the power of those coins, at least the power of the one that I had. I have never been as anxious to be rid of an item in my whole life as I was to be rid of that coin while I held it. Anyway, you know best who should be on the list. Check out anyone who seems to be showing extra lifestyle or anything else that catches your eye. Okay?”  
 
    Leonidas nodded again, “Sure. I can do that.” He hesitated,  “You said held the coin, past tense. Where is it now?”  
 
    “Don’t worry. The coin is safe.”  
 
    Leonidas nodded, “Meno will be alright, do you think?”  
 
    Phil shrugged, “We’ll see.”  
 
    Leonidas tried a weak smile, “He better not die, he owes me ten drachma.”  
 
    Phil nodded, “I’ll come back tomorrow night and you can fill me in on the results of your research.”   
 
    Leonidas raised an eyebrow, “What are you going to do in the meantime?”  
 
    Phil shrugged again, “Some research of my own.” 
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    Phil liked a snappy exit line as much as the next man but his actual plan was still unformed. He had a bath instead of sleep and ate a quick meal. He stopped for a few supplies and then walked back over to the Eleusinium and found the courtyard door open. He let himself into the temple precinct and, taking a quick survey, located a man-size stack of amphorae arranged casually in front of but not up against a wall. He didn’t want to risk being seen so he stopped himself from going any farther into the complex. He had just positioned himself behind the jars, when two priests walked into the courtyard from the street door.  
 
    “I can’t help thinking that this has gone too far,” one of the priests was saying as they crossed the court. “I mean how much longer can we…” The words trailed off as the men entered the temple.  
 
    Phil knew he was in for a frustrating day but he was going to make sure that, if there was anything to overhear tonight, he would be right here to hear it. So the day passed. He discovered in his boredom that the amphorae contained olive oil and in fact his only close call came when a servant came out to get a fresh jar. The sky was cloudless and blue, the air was warm and the priests were dull. He actually drifted off to sleep for a few hours and he woke feeling surprisingly refreshed. It was, taken altogether, a not unpleasant day but once darkness fell, Phil crawled out from behind his trusty pile and made his way over to the temple.  
 
    The temple building had only one door and that gave onto the front courtyard. There were a few high windows but nothing of any use to Phil for listening or seeing the nighttime goings on, so he stuck his head cautiously around the open door and, seeing no one, walked inside. The torches mounted on the walls cast a flickering light. There was an inner room beyond the temple hall and Phil could hear voices coming from within it. He knew that people would be coming and going and he needed to find a hiding place quickly. He glanced around the room and settled on a tall altar that was just outside of the inner sanctum but near the room’s corner. He knew he would be seen if anyone walked behind the altar but he was counting on the dim light and the distraction of the business at hand. 
 
    Men started to arrive about an hour later. Before then, there had only been some boys shuffling back and forth, preparing things for the evening and the voices from the inner temple audible but indistinct. The boys were the ones Phil was most afraid would notice him, being naturally curious and less distracted than the adults. But all had gone well and he was still undiscovered as the men began entering the temple. They arrived in small groups of twos and threes, talking quietly and milling around in the outer room. He wedged himself into the corner behind the altar and covered himself with a dark cloak he had brought with him. This way if anyone noticed the dark bundle they might not take it for a man. He was waiting to see if the group would remain in the outer temple area. In that case, he would remain exactly as he was, since even the smallest movement in his meager hiding place could call attention to his presence. But, and he didn’t know whether to hope for this or not, if they went into the inner room, he would have to move closer in order to hear what was going on. Phil began to regret the rashness of his plan, a little late in the day for regrets, he knew. And yet, this was probably the only place in Athens where there were answers to the questions he wanted answered. So he told himself to try to make the best of things and also to try not to get himself killed. The group seemed to be assembling in the outer room that was good from the point of view of hearing things and bad from the point of view of being discovered. At first, he could hardly even hear what they were saying, his own breathing and heartbeat were so loud.  
 
    “Listen,” some one was trying to get the crowds attention. “Listen, we can’t waste our time again tonight. Last night’s debate brought us nothing. We must recognize that we are already committed to our course. To change it now will invite disaster. This cowardice will bring us nothing. Bold action, not more debate, is what we need.” The man had spoken loudly and hoarsely, in the tone of a man who has said the same things before. 
 
    “But we do not all agree on our ‘course’,” the second voice was softer and more reasoned. “We should all be in agreement if this is to be done in our names.”  
 
    There were some noises of agreement from the assembly.   
 
    “No! It is too late. If you couldn’t agree with us you should have walked away before. Now is too late, I tell you.”  
 
    “Cleitus is right. The time for talking is through. It is too late to change our plan and too late for anyone to start changing their mind, including you, Teiresias.”  
 
    The quiet man spoke again, “No one agreed to what happened to Meno. We didn’t agree to that sort of thing.”  The group of men shifted, uncomfortable and uncertain.  
 
    “Listen, what we are doing is important and casualties are inevitable. The Athenian democracy is outmoded. We need an efficient system in order to deal with the political reality of today, we need an oligarchy and we must be the ones to restore true rule to Athens. For years we suffered under Spartan domination- that was bad enough. Now that they lie in defeat, scrambling to keep what they have, Athens needs to be strong; to be able to act quickly, to make new alliances or break them as the need arises. The democracy is too slow and full of competing interests to fill that function.”   
 
    The quiet man spoke again, “Cleitus, you know that argument is garbage. Athens was a democracy in the days of her greatest power. Democracy never made Athens weak, it keeps her strong and alive.”  
 
    “You are a naive driveller, Teiresias. We are all tried of your platitudes. They bring nothing to the state, nothing to the power of Athens.” The fanatic voice rose with conviction.  
 
    Teiresias interrupted again, “There are many people here who feel as I do, that it is wrong to take the life of a good man for your convenience. In the end it will bring you nothing good.”  
 
    “You fool. This is not for me but for Athens. What makes my city stronger is good for every citizen.”  
 
    Teiresias raised his voice to be heard over the crowd and asked in his reasoned tone, “How many citizens are you planning to kill before you accomplish this great goal, how many lives is it worth?” Phil thought that was a good question, especially since he was probably next on the ‘killing for the good of the city’ list.  
 
    The man called Cleitus whom Phil was calling the fanatic said, “You’re trying to turn this into a debate again. That isn’t why we called this meeting. It is a meeting of strategy. Everyone here is already a conspirator in the plan to bring oligarchy back to power in Athens. To accomplish our goals will no doubt require some unpleasantness but it is what we have set out to do and we shall do it. It is past time for objecting to methods and crying philosophy. Our plan is already in action and we need every man behind us.” There was cheering in the room. The battle seemed won. The crowd was with Cleitus, as they must have been from the start for the conspiracy to reach this point.  
 
    Phil understood some things better now but he was still puzzled about some of the details. He could see why the conspirators would have to attack Meno since he could never be convinced to go along with their plan and he was a nosy old busy body and nothing got past him. He also understood why the coins had been appropriated. It was a handy source of wealth, much easier than selling land or property. The conspirators would need the coins for bribes and later they would need them to hire mercenaries to fight in the city once their plan was sprung and the democratic resistance mounted. 
 
      What he was still missing were the specifics, why Critias had been killed and how Glaucon was involved but he figured he had the main outline, he could fill in the details later. He was going on through his mental rundown when he noticed that it had very gotten quiet in the hall. Not the kind of quiet that comes from an empty room but the kind of quiet when a full room falls suddenly silent. It was about then that his cloak was pulled away and, as his eyes adjusted to the half-light, he saw the staring faces of the men who had been plotting to overthrow the Athenian government. They were gathered around him in a cluster, menacing in a way and yet they were not moving toward him. Apparently, before they had made their move toward him the group had called in some of the sturdier slaves to lend a hand. These were told to grab him and two of them dragged him to his feet and, each man taking an arm they led him away.  
 
    The conspirators remained eerily silent while Phil was taken inside the inner temple room. The guards tied his hands behind his back, searched him and found the small knife he had hidden, and then left him alone. He had not been knocked unconscious at least and lately that counted as a bright side. In fact, besides the basics of search and carry, he hadn’t been touched, which surprised him a little given the track record of the men involved. He wondered if the cult leaders were squeamish about violence within the temple precinct. It seemed odd that they should have scruples about such small details when they were plotting to overthrow the government of their city. They were taking big chances and if they failed their lives would certainly be forfeit. It was probably just inconvenient for them to kill him right then and they were just wrapping up a few points of business before coming back for him, to take him out and finish him off.  
 
    That was what he thought at first anyway. But hours passed and no one came. He couldn’t hear anything from inside the thick walls of the inner temple. There was a high window that let in fresh air and eventually the watery light of early morning but he heard no voices or sounds from outside.  As the morning passed he half expected someone to bring him something to eat, or some water, or just come by to chat but still no one came. He began to think that that was how they would solve their problem. Just leave him alone in the small room for long enough and all their difficulties would be resolved.  
 
    Initially, he had hoped that he could find some way to let himself out. He had walked carefully around the perimeter checking for hidden doorways by tapping the walls and listening for hollow spots. Next, he tried the floors, knowing how handy trap doors could be and hoping the temple architects had felt the same way. Unfortunately, they had not. So there was the locked door and the high window, period. His next step had been to look for some kind of weapon among the ritual items that were strewn throughout the small room. Almost anything can be used as a weapon if you’re in the right frame of mind. He found several small articles that could be used at close range on one or two men but nothing to work on a mob, not that he had really expected anything like that. More interesting though, he found a chest of records.  As he opened the scrolls he found they contained the names of the original conspirators and the names of the cult members they had suborned, all noted down in fine clear writing. The documents included the amounts of money that had been needed to persuade each individual about the rightness of the cause and the dates that the transactions had taken place. Phil would never understand why people involved in conspiracies always kept such detailed records and yet they seemed to do so almost compulsively.  
 
    He hid the most damning scrolls securely inside his tunic and then he stowed his makeshift weapons about his person, trying to locate them efficiently. He was just about finished when the door creaked open. Two armed guards came in followed by two priests. The guards were both large men whose faces were professionally empty. Their blank faces made them seem to resemble each other more than they really did. They each had a long spear and they moved together into the room. The spears were pointed at his chest, pressed forward just enough to let Phil feel the sharpness of the tips.  
 
    The two priests had more character. The first man Phil had seen in the outer temple. He was extremely gaunt and his face was lined like the mask of an actor made up to play an old man in a tragedy. The other was an athletic looking man whose handsome face was alert but also troubled. The two men stared at him speculatively for a while and then the thin man spoke to the other.  
 
    “There he is you see, as I said.” When the first man spoke Phil recognized him as the leader and most rabid speaker of last night’s assembly, the one called Cleitus. The other man looked him over and nodded slightly. He seemed familiar but Phil couldn’t place him. Standing beside Cleitus, he seemed tall and young but Phil realized that was relative. Looking closely, he realized that the man was probably a little older than Phil himself and maybe just over average height.  
 
    After a few minutes the younger man looked away. He seemed distracted, gazing at something in the middle distance, rubbing his chin, like a student working on a difficult problem in school.  
 
    He shook his head and looked at Cleitus, “So what are you planning to do with him?”  
 
    Cleitus snorted, “Kill him, of course. That has always been the plan.”  
 
    Figures, Phil thought, my first visitors all day and all they can talk about is killing me.  
 
    The other man, the one Phil recognized but couldn’t place, spoke, “Is that wise, do you think?” Phil was starting to like the second man more every minute.  
 
    “It doesn’t concern you. I only allowed you to see him as a courtesy. Everything will be fine. Don’t worry about it. You wanted to see him for yourself and now you have.”  This seemed to settle things as far as Cleitus was concerned and he moved toward the door. The tall man stood looking at Phil for a few more moments and then turned to go. No one had addressed him or acknowledged him in any way.  
 
    He was thirsty and bored and irritable. “Hey,” he shouted and the tall man turned, “Why don’t you stay and talk for a while. I can be a good listener and I have some free time just now.” A half smile drifted ever so briefly across the man’s face before he turned again to leave the room. The two guards who, to show they were being vigilant, had pressed their spears more vigorously against Phil’s ribs during his outburst, now backed slowly out of the room.  
 
    And that was it. Not much of a visit, from Phil’s point of view. He wished he could remember who that man was. It was probably important. Well, it seemed he would have plenty of time to reflect on that and other interesting trivia while he was waiting for them to come back and kill him. He took another look around the room and again came to the conclusion that the only way out was through the door. The guards hadn’t risked visits for luxuries like food or water and they seemed unlikely to do so in the future. He had tried to call the guards early on. First he had pretended to have some important information and then later he tried pretending to be sick. These gambits had had no result at all. If anyone was listening, which Phil was beginning to doubt, they had been given instructions not to approach him under any circumstances. One thing he could do was to put himself in a better position in case the men came back. He made a man shaped pile out of his cloak against the wall at the back of the room. It wouldn’t pass a close inspection but Phil hoped he would only need a minute. He picked up a stout, marble phallus, apparently a ritual item that he had found with the other things. It was a perfect size and shape for his purpose. He moved over to the left of the door and stood waiting. He waited standing because he wasn’t sure how much time he would have between hearing someone and their coming in, but he didn’t want to tire himself out so he rested his back against the cold stone.  
 
    Time passed, maybe hours, he couldn’t say. Then he heard the sound of the lock being thrown. The door swung open and the same two guards walked in. He let them take two steps into the room before he stepped up behind them. He hit the first one on the back of the head and kicked the knees out from the second, catching him on the head with his improvised club as he went down. It was neat work. Phil checked that they were both down but he didn’t look long. His idea was to grab some, hopefully, ineffectual priest and make his escape using the hostage and the element of surprise. He moved forward and seized the first man who came to hand. It was the shrill leader, Cleitus and when Phil took hold of him, his body felt so brittle that Phil was afraid he would snap in two. With his hostage in tow he burst through the door and into the outer temple. He took one look and quickly stepped back inside, dragging his hostage with him. He pushed the man roughly back into the inner chamber and shut and bolted the door.  
 
    The outer area had been full of armed guards and Phil had not been confident that even with his hostage he could have gotten through unharmed. “Well,” he smiled at Cleitus, “it looks like we will have some time to get acquainted.”  
 
    The man sneered at him, “You will never escape from this place. The guards know they must sacrifice me to prevent you from leaving. They cannot let you free. Everything is at stake.”  
 
    Phil reflected that the man had a point. “Still,” he said mildly, “it doesn’t seem as though I have much to lose in trying, does it?”  
 
    The man only scowled.  
 
    “Oh, come on, don’t be that way, Cleitus. I think we could at least have a nice chat.”  
 
    Cleitus scowled again and turned his head.  
 
    Now that they were back in the inner chamber, Phil had to do something with the guards. He tore the cloak into strips, motioning to Cleitus, “Tie them up.”  
 
    “No. I’ll do nothing to help you.”  
 
    Phil shrugged, “Okay, up to you. That just means I tie you up first is all. You know you could have pretended to help me and then tied loose knots.”  
 
    Cleitus reddened but kept silent as Phil bound his wrists and ankles. Next Phil tied the two guards securely and dragged them into the corner of the room.                
 
    Then he turned back to Cleitus. He didn’t want to be impatient but the man was beginning to irritate him. He decided to try once more, “If what you say is true and I can’t escape, then there’s no harm in our having a conversation, strictly to pass the time. For example, you could tell me why you killed Critias. I admit, I am curious about that. And what Glaucon has to do with you and your crazy conspiracy. It’s not like him to risk his neck over politics.”  
 
    The thin man shook his head and pursed his lips.  
 
    Phil sighed and gave the man’s bony arm a sharp twist. “I really prefer not to break anything. I want us to get along.”  
 
    Cleitus squirmed a bit but he couldn’t free himself. He didn’t seem like someone who was used to pain. He grimaced and snarled in frustration,  “You are so stupid. Critias was stupid too. That was why he had to be killed. We had really hoped that he would handle everything more cleverly. He was supposed to give you the coin in exchange for money, the first day, no questions asked. We anticipated that you would be more amenable. But Critias had to get fancy.”  
 
    “So you had him killed?”  
 
    “Of course we had him killed. We needed to distract you and we still hoped that you would buy the coin without asking any uncomfortable questions.”  
 
    “What made you think I would do that?”  
 
    Contempt was written on the man’s face but Phil could tell he was warming to his story. “Well you are a foreigner and not even an initiate of the cult. Why should you ask questions when you could make a quick profit. We thought it was Critias who had fouled things up. That was before we knew you better.” Phil didn’t know whether to be flattered. “So we needed to redirect your attention. We killed Critias to give you Xenodora’s name. I knew that you would be suspicious if the answer came to you too easily. She is a wonderful woman, is she not?” He stopped for breath and a moment of appreciation for Xenodora. Damn, even Cleitus was under her spell. He started again, “She is gifted and ambitious, with amazing powers of persuasion and she’s always anxious to help out the cause, for a profit of course. Unfortunately, you continued trying to keep your distance from the coin.”  
 
    “Glaucon is another story. He wanted money and has been willing to sell us his connections to get it, that’s all he cares about. But it didn’t work out as we hoped. We made another mistake using Glaucon with you. We knew of your relationship with him and we thought we could exploit it. We believed that if Glaucon seemed interested enough in the coin, it would clear any doubts concerning its value and you would buy it yourself. We failed to realize he is such a poor actor. Later, when you wouldn’t stop trying to give the coin to Glaucon and we couldn’t have him connected to the real sale of the coin, we realized that we were better off retrieving the coin from you and starting over with someone else. But that proved more difficult than we thought. Not killing you, obviously we could have done that at anytime, but finding you with the coin in you possession at a time when we were prepared to take it was not as easy as you might think. Either you had the coin and we were not ready or we had you but you didn’t have the coin. It has been frustrating.”  
 
    Phil broke in again, “So what is your plan. Who’s lined up for your sham government?”   
 
    Cleitus started to answer when he looked up,  “Listen,” he smiled an evil smile as the sounds of the men outside ramming against the door shattered the quiet of the room, “they are breaking down the door. If you intend to kill me, this is your chance.” And then the door burst open. Phil didn’t kill the little man, it didn’t seem worth it. After that things got hazy. 
 
    He woke up sore from head to toe. He was still inside the temple room but this time he had been bound hands to feet and tethered to a ring mounted on the wall. He could barely tell whether it was light or dark outside. After a while, even though he had, in a way, just woken up, he found himself drifting into a light and dreamy sleep. He saw himself walking down street after street, first in Piraeus then in Athens, through lanes lined with dark, stone walls. The way was so narrow he could barely squeeze by. He was looking for something important and he was close to finding it. It was night and there was no moon but he must have been moving fast anyway because he had the impression of the city rushing past him. He was getting closer to the object of his search but he was also being followed. He understood in the dream that he had to find what he was seeking before he was caught. He backed into a doorway to avoid his shadowy pursuer and found himself in a slimy crevice. He tried to go forward but he became stuck fast. He knew then that he would fail, that he would be stuck in this place, but he heard a woman’s voice, maybe from beyond the wall or maybe in his head. She said that he should go back the way he had come. He didn’t think he could get free and he was afraid if he went back he would be caught but the claustrophobia of the dank walls persuaded him. He tried relaxing and breathing out, leaning back until he slipped free and then making his way slowly through the narrow walls until he was miraculously able to move again. He heard something click and he thought he was about to die, but the sound repeated and it woke him.  
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    It was the key and the latch thrown back and that woke him from his dream. He looked up to see Leonidas, his face drawn and tense in the dim light that was just coming through the high window. “Come on, we don’t have much time.“  
 
    “I can’t.”  
 
    “You can’t, Zeus, don’t tell me you can’t walk.”  
 
    “I probably could but I’m all tied up.”  
 
    In answer, Leonidas drew his knife and swiftly cut through the ropes that bound Phil’s hands and feet. “Enough chatter, let’s go. Can you walk?”  
 
    “Sure, run I don’t know, but walk, you bet.”  
 
    The two proceeded toward the closed court of the outer temple hall. Leonidas was drawing Phil along for in spite of his assurances he was slow and unsteady. It was almost dawn and the hall was illuminated by a misty half-light. They made their way out of the temple building and across the court, both crouching slightly as if expecting an attack. None came. They left the courtyard through a side door and Leonidas heaved Phil into a cart he had waiting. “I wasn’t sure how I’d find you,” he said by way of explanation as he tossed Phil over the side of the cart and drew a canvas over him. The cart didn’t speed its way across the city but it didn’t linger either. They pulled up in front of some house Phil had never seen before.  
 
    Phil nodded his approval, “I’m glad we didn’t go to your house. It shows that you’re starting to take things seriously.” Leonidas looked at Phil and shook his head and whistled, “Man, you don’t know how serious things are.” Phil rubbed the bruises on his wrists pointedly but refrained from comment.  
 
    Leonidas opened the street door himself and the two went inside the house. Leonidas barred the door behind them and gestured for Phil to follow. They made their way across the courtyard and into the andron of the building. Once they sat down, Phil felt himself go weak with fatigue and relief. “Zeus, that was close. Thank-you.”  
 
    “Let’s figure that you owe me one. Actually, you owe me quite a bit. I had to bribe the night guards and they weren’t cheap,” Leonidas smiled but his eyes were worried. “I am sending the family up to the farm in Oinythus. I think they’ll be better off out of Athens for a while.”  
 
    Phil frowned, “I think that is the right idea but I think that you should to go with them, Leonidas. They might need you and if you weren’t there…” Phil let the unfinished sentence hang between them.  
 
    Leonidas shook his head, “I am not sure that I can leave. Not with things as they are. I told you before this is my city and I care what happens here. What are they planning, Phil? And who’s involved? This isn’t just about the cult treasury. Do you know the morning after I started asking questions, and I was very discreet, I assure you, a messenger came to my house to inform me that one of the family farms was to be confiscated. I mean, the very next morning. Not that I minded losing that place, a few shriveled olives are all I ever get from it, but it shows you the power of the people involved. What is going on?”  
 
    Phil was quiet for a minute, organizing his thoughts, “It seems we have an oligarchic coup going on, right here in our own little town. Not that I mean oligarchs aren’t always around. The government of Sparta certainly has always had its admirers here, and ever since the Spartan’s installed their puppet Thirty in Athens, certain people have been longing for a return to the good old days, especially those who got rich from it. But things are different this time. These aren’t just some Spartan lackeys wanting to get rich. These people are organized and about to be very well funded indeed. You know that they are using the Athenian cult of Demeter as a base of operations and using the goddess’ treasury as their coffers.”  
 
    Leonidas nodded for Phil to go on.  “Well, it seems that they plan to use the proceeds from their theft for bribery and to raise a mercenary force to back up their new government. I admit I’m surprised by their boldness and also that they have enough support to have gotten this far. But the news isn’t all bad. They are fighting among themselves now and their leader seems more like a crackpot fanatic than a visionary. All things considered, I’m pretty optimistic that they can still be stopped. What I am saying is… I don’t think you should bother to stay in Athens. There isn’t that much left to do.” 
 
    Leonidas took the opportunity to snort out loud, “Come on Phil, you don’t have to be the lonely hero here. I’ll stay and do what I can. That’s all there is to it. I mean not to put too fine a point on it but didn’t I just fish you out of jail?”  
 
    “I know but let me finish, I am not planning on trying anything especially brave. The conspirators are still at the bribery stage and they need more time before they’ll be ready. If I can talk to someone in authority, someone who can wake up the democratic government, someone that is who will take me seriously, then I can just let them know about the danger, drop a few names and places, incite the powers that be to action and call it a day. I think that will probably be enough to stop the conspirators. They don’t seem especially brave or well organized either. Well,” Phil amended, acknowledging Leonidas’ skeptical look,  “it will stop them for the moment anyway.”  
 
    “Alright, Phil, have your way. I will go with the family and stay out of your way, leaving all the credit and glory to you- as usual. But where is the coin now? You keep avoiding the subject. Do you still have it?”  
 
    “No, I returned it up in Eleusis. It’s back with the cult now, as it should be.”                Leonidas stared at Phil for a minute with a strange expression and then smiled, “Do you think that was wise. You might need it to prove your case. I know how you operate, all theatrics and solo performances.”  
 
    Phil looked at Leonidas thinking, then waited a second too long before answering, “Leonidas, don’t be that way, you know I always give you credit for your hard work. This time especially.” He rubbed his sore wrists again with feeling.  
 
    “So,” he said to change the subject, “whose house is this and can I stay here for a while?”  
 
    Leonidas was lost in thought and looked up when Phil repeated his name. “I’m sorry, what did you say?”  
 
    Phil repeated the question.  
 
    “It belongs to Autoclys and he is out of town at the moment. He is an old friend and a long-standing member of the cult of Eleusis. I am sure he has no idea about the new political policies of our religion. So all things considered, I think he wouldn’t mind lending you his house for a good cause.”  
 
    “Okay then, give my love to the family. And try not to worry.”  
 
    Leonidas walked toward the door, “Easier said than done I’m afraid. Take care Phil, I mean it.” After Leonidas left Phil found himself in an empty room full of couches. He went over to one, lay down and promptly fell asleep.  
 
    Phil woke up with the sun streaming in the high windows, casting long narrow shadows across the room. He felt much better. Leonidas had left some provisions so he helped himself to some bread, olives, cheese and wine. He sipped the wine slowly enjoying the flavor, the way only someone who has recently gone without is able. Then he washed up in the small washroom off the courtyard and dried himself off briskly. Having satisfied some basic needs he decided to get on with the business at hand. He left the house and started over toward the Agora and the council house. There would be someone there. Every tribe was on duty for thirty-six days, and they sat in shifts so there were seventeen members on duty day and night.  
 
    He walked down narrow streets that were almost empty in the mid-day sun. Phil approached the Agora cautiously. He was about to step out of the side street into the wide avenue leading to the council building when he stopped. He noticed some men loitering meaningfully just past where the road opened out to the market area. They looked like thugs, thugs who were waiting for someone. Well why take a chance? He retraced his steps and tried another route to the Agora with the same result, same kind of thugs, same kind of waiting. He went around a little farther but by this time Phil was pretty sure that the market was surrounded, and he was betting that they knew who he was and had orders to keep him away from the council. It was only a theory of his, true but he wasn’t in any shape at the moment to test it out, just to prove himself right.  
 
    So, if the direct approach was out, he would have to find another way but right then he was out of ideas. He went back to the house feeling tired and sick. He ate some more of the food and drank some more of the wine. His wrists and ankles were swollen and sore and the abrasions were starting to look ugly. He tried to formulate a plan but the wine made him drowsy and without meaning to he fell asleep. Pounding on the outer door woke him. It took him a minute to figure out where he was. After taking a second to appreciate not being tied to anything, he made his way, still stupid with sleep, through the courtyard to the door. Outside were Themis and Xanthius.  
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    When Phil opened the door she said, “About time,” as she pushed past him into the courtyard. She was apparently in no mood for small talk and in a hurry to get off the street. Phil knew just how she felt. He stepped aside to give Xanthius room to pass and then bolted the door behind them. He led them into the andron, sat them down on couches and gave them each a krater of watered wine from the now half empty amphora.  
 
    “Zeus, Phil, you look awful.”  
 
    “Thanks, I’ve been better and that’s the truth.”  
 
    Themis was looking him over carefully. She came close to him and lifted his arm to examine his wrist. “Phil, you can’t ignore this, it’s infected. Unless you want to lose the hand…” She shook her head, half angry, “Do you want to lose your hand?” She was raising her voice as she spoke, “and feet?” she added as she looked down. She put her hand to his forehead, “You’re feverish.”  
 
    She turned to Xanthius, “Go to the physician Machaon and buy some of his herbal salve and some clean bandages and poppy juice.” Xanthius nodded in his taciturn way and rose without speaking. Themis walked with him across the courtyard, speaking in a low voice as she went. After she had let Xanthius out, she went searching through the house. She came back with a bowl of water and a small brazier that she lit and then used to warm the water. While she worked she was quiet but every once in a while she would look up and shake her head. Once the water was heated, she bathed the wounds and asked him how he felt.  
 
    Phil looked at her affectionately, “I feel better. Thanks.” And he was surprised to find that he did feel better.  
 
    Xanthius returned with the supplies and Themis applied salve to his wounds and bound them securely. She did a good job and Phil was pleased as he flexed his wrists and ankles. He got up and moved across the room.  “So how’s Meno?” He almost didn’t ask, not sure he wanted the answer.  
 
    But Themis smiled as she answered, “He is much better. That worthless doctor predicts dire things but he is much better already and he seems to improve every day. He recognizes me now and he can drink by himself and he had a little clear soup. Personally, I think if he were going to die, he wouldn’t bother with the soup. What do you think?”  
 
    Phil couldn’t tell if she was serious,  “I don’t really care for clear soup so I suppose if I were a dying man, I would probably wouldn’t bother with it either.” Phil looked at Xanthius, “Do you agree?”  
 
    Xanthius just looked back at him, stony faced and silent.  
 
    Phil leaned against the door and watched them for a while. “Okay, no opinion on soup, I get that. Well, if Meno is better, god’s be praised, then what is it that has brought you all here?”  
 
    Themis sat up a little, “Leonidas told me where you were.”  
 
    “Yeah, I figured it was him but what possessed him to do it, I do not understand. Not that I don’t appreciate the help,” he said seeing Themis’ hurt look, “but he knows that it’s dangerous for you to be here and I am surprised he would put you at risk.”  
 
    “I asked Leonidas where you were. At first he wouldn’t tell me, but I insisted. Then he said that you were involved in something dangerous and that it was connected to what happened to Meno. Well, in that case, it concerns my family and I deserve to know what is going on.”  
 
    “And Leonidas agreed with you?” Phil raised an eyebrow.  
 
    Themis looked down,  “He said it wasn’t for him to tell me. That I could speak to you and ask you and that maybe you would tell me if you thought it was right.”  
 
    She was holding herself so still that Phil could tell she thought he was going to laugh at her. Well, he wasn’t in the mood for laughing.  “You want to know what’s going on? You think that you deserve to know? Well I don’t mind telling you. I’ll tell you everything I know and you can make what you like of it.” He took a breath, “It seems that there’s a conspiracy here in Athens, against the democratic government which, bad as we all know it is, is still the best thing we’ve got. The conspirators, oligarchs,” Phil rolled his eyes, “have set up around the cult of Demeter and they have been taking money from the goddess’ treasury to finance their program of bribery and violence. Meno, as I’m sure you’ll agree, would never agree to something like that and I think he was beginning to suspect what was going on and that they attacked him to make sure he stayed out of their way.”  
 
    “So here we are. Government in peril, barbarians at the gate and all that. I know what the men are up to. I know who they are, at least some of them, but so far I can’t get near anyone who could help me. So now you know everything I know and you can see my problem. Do you feel better?”  
 
    Themis had been listening quietly but now she said, “Who do you think will help you, who can you be sure of?”  
 
    “I can’t be sure of many people. I think I can trust Nicias, he is a democrat to the core of his being, but I can’t get near him, can’t seem to go anywhere without running into the watchers. The conspirators are keeping their eyes open for me, especially around any of my friends. I have no way to tell who is involved, and they all have the advantage of knowing who I am and what I look like.”   
 
    “I could go.” She had spoken so quietly that Phil wasn’t sure he heard her.  
 
    “What did you say?”  
 
    “I said that I could go. I could get near Nicias. No one would be expecting me.” 
 
    “Unacceptable,” Phil shook his head. “It seems as if your father is going to live and, assuming that I do the same, I have to be able to look him in the face.”  
 
    “He would want me to do this. My father believes in Athens, faults and all, and I know he would want me to help.” Phil was shaking his head, knowing full well that Meno, for all his patriotism, would not want her to help. Themis raised her hand to stop Phil’s objections. “It wouldn’t be so dangerous for me. I could go to one of his symposia. I could dress up like a hetaera. I heard you saying that’s what I should be, well here’s my chance. Don’t worry, I would just stay long enough to speak to Nicias.”  
 
    Phil started to object again but then let himself consider the idea. “So you would go to Nicias’ and slip in as the entertainment. Then you wait for an opportunity and get Nicias alone. What if he recognizes you before you can speak to him and blows the whole deal?”  
 
    Themis shook her head. “I bet he won’t recognize me even when I am face to face with him, I mean I have met him but not often and not in that,” she searched for a word, “setting. He will never suspect. I can almost guarantee it.”  
 
    “You sound pretty positive.” Phil was watching Themis so he didn’t see Xanthius’ fist until almost too late. He stepped back in time to avoid the impact of the blow and it glanced almost harmlessly off his cheekbone. He turned to Xanthius, “What’s all this then?”  
 
    “You can’t let her do this! Sending her into danger, even telling her all this. You should be ashamed.”  
 
    “Oh, I am ashamed. But not for telling Themis what is going on or for listening to what she has to say. I think she is brave and pretty smart and I can trust her.”  
 
    Xanthius made to strike him again but Themis put a restraining hand on Xanthius’ shoulder and sat him back down.  
 
    She smiled at him, “I know that you want to protect me but this is something that I can do. I know you don’t like it but I need you to understand that you’re going to have to let me do it. You can come with me. Alright?” She smiled gently at the old man. “Father would want it this way. Really he would.”  
 
    `The old slave looked at Phil, “This is your fault,” and sat back on the couch.  
 
    “Nicias is probably having a symposium tonight. Xanthius, you go over and find out.”  The slave started to object but Themis stopped him with a look. He nodded grudgingly and went out. “The first thing we have to do is to fix you up for a party.” Phil looked at her appraisingly. Themis shook her head, “No, the first thing you’re going to do is tell me about what to expect. I need a crash course in symposia etiquette. You’ve been to enough of them to be able to tell me what will be expected and how I need to behave so I won’t arouse suspicion. Remember, everything that seems obvious and natural to you will be strange to me, so tell me everything you can.” Phil smiled at her, “I’m beginning to think that you have an ulterior motive for wanting to do this, Themis.” He laughed at her expression, “I’m kidding. You’re going to have to learn to be less sensitive for a start. You are probably going to see and hear things that will make you want to either bolt or hit someone but you have to remember that you are supposed to be a professional, a professional who does this everyday. Okay?” “I will try my best.” “Your best is good enough for me. And keep in mind that if you start to feel that things are getting out of control, you can just leave, come back here and no one will think any less of you. Come on, let’s see if we can find some clothes for you somewhere upstairs while we talk.”  
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    In the end, it took most of the day to find the right clothing and get Themis ready, working without a maid or anyone who knew how to dress a lady. But Phil had done the job in reverse enough times to give it a try. Xanthius came back with the news that there would be a symposium tonight.  
 
    “Good old reliable Nicias. Never one to sit home alone,” Phil muttered as he struggled with Themis’ hair. He had a pretty good idea what hetaerae hair was supposed to look like but he had no clue how to accomplish it. Finally, they settled on a simple style with her hair pulled off her face and allowed to fall in waves down her back. Themis’ prettiness would have to do the work for them. It was a sure bet that the women at the party wouldn’t be impressed with her but men notice fashion less and a beautiful woman doesn’t need much extra decoration to get their attention. And that was what counted tonight.  
 
    Phil suddenly really considered the consequences of what they were doing. He started to imagine the lecherous guests eyeing her and drunkenly pawing her and began to have second thoughts. She stood up to go.  
 
    He put a hand on her arm, “I don’t think you should go.” “I have to try, Phil, you know I do.”  
 
    She put up her hands in a gesture of supplication. “Please, let’s not fight.”  
 
    He shrugged his shoulders. “I suppose that it’s up to you but let me know how I am supposed to live with myself if anything happens to you.”  
 
    She just smiled and shook her head, “This isn’t the time for us to think about ourselves.”  
 
    “Easy for you to say.” But he let it drop.  
 
    The next problem would be getting Themis inside Nicias’ mansion. While she had been dressing Phil had carefully rehearsed her on what she was to tell Nicias. She was letter perfect in the speech by the time she was ready to go but getting inside to deliver it was going to be the challenge. 
 
    They all set out at once. Themis and Xanthius went together in the lead and Phil shadowed them at a discreet distance. The house was not far and they arrived without incident. Sure enough there were a couple of thuggish loiterers hanging out across the road from the house. Phil faded farther back into the shadows and Themis went up to the door and knocked. Almost at once the porter opened the door and Phil could see the bright lights cast by the torches in the courtyard.  
 
    The doorman was reluctant to admit Themis because she had come accompanied only by an old slave. She posed a problem for him because she was clearly not a dancing girl or a musician and yet she wasn’t with a male guest. The porter was going to send her off but she kept insisting that she had been invited. Swayed both by her educated way of speaking and by her looks, he had finally decided to go inside to check her story when luck brought a group of boisterous guests to the door. The man, reluctant to leave his post while the group of guests waited, motioned impatiently for Themis and Xanthius to go inside which they did without waiting to be asked twice.  
 
    After that Phil waited, trying not to pace. He considered going over to try to get a look in the windows but realized that if he were caught, things would be worse than they were already. So he waited, hour after hour for Themis to reappear. When she finally did he almost missed her. She had hurried out the door and down the street so quickly that it took him a minute to recognize her and catch her up. The two moved down the street away from the house and the watchers.  
 
    Themis shook her head and murmured, “Gods, that was awful, Phil, I had no idea.” she smiled but her face was drawn, “I could really use a drink. I left Xanthius outside the party to follow developments there.” Phil nodded and hurried them along. They were back at house within a few minutes. 
 
    “Okay, give. What happened?”  
 
    Themis tried to smile but she was clearly tired out by the night’s events. She poured herself some of the watered wine that was left on the table from the afternoon. “It was just as you said it would be, music, drinking, sex everywhere. You know I always heard that men discussed philosophy at those things. Anyway, after they let me in it took a while to find Nicias and then when I did, I didn’t want go straight over to him because it would look suspicious. So I tried to blend in for a while and then I went over to him and told him that we should go someplace private where we could be alone. He didn’t recognize me (just as I said) and he was interested, so we went over to a private corner. He was drunk already and didn’t understand me right away. But once I got him to see who I was he was so surprised that he almost did give everything away. I had to hold on to him with all my strength to keep him from jumping up and ruining everything. Even with all my precautions, there was a man staring at us. I saw him watching us the whole time we were together. I told Nicias about him, pointed him out but he said not worry, that he could handle it.” 
 
    “Anyway, I told him what I was supposed to and he said he understood and that he would take care of everything. Then he told me he would have to wait until the symposium was over so he wouldn’t give the game away. I left him but I didn’t want to leave the party right away because that would have looked funny. A man said that he wanted to read me some of his poetry and that sounded all right so I went with him. Needless to say, he didn’t want to read poetry at all. It was lucky that he liked wine more than he liked me. I just kept refilling his cup and kept him talking and eventually he passed out. And then I left.”  
 
    “I told Xanthius to stick around and see what happened. He was pretending to sleep in a doorway when I left him.” Themis finished her story and took another drink of wine. She was obviously exhausted.  
 
    Phil fought the urge to put his arms around her. “Let’s get you cleaned up and then to bed.” She nodded mutely and let herself be led to the small washroom off the courtyard. Phil poured some water into a basin and Themis scrubbed the last traces of make up from her face. She looked incredibly young and vulnerable. Phil reached out to brush some hair from her face. Themis looked up and met his eyes.  
 
    There was a loud pounding from the door. “Damn,” Phil swore under his breath, “That must be Xanthius back with news.” The pounding grew louder and more insistent as they hurried across the courtyard. Phil threw back the bolt and opened the door. Xanthius rushed in, breathless and clearly upset, “Nicias was attacked.”  
 
    “What, what did you say?”  
 
    “Nicias, he was attacked. Men surrounded him, he was attacked.”  
 
    Phil drew his breath and asked the gods for patience, “Slowly now, tell us from the beginning what happened.”  
 
    Xanthius made a visible effort to compose himself. “I was waiting in a doorway pretending to sleep. The guests began to leave in small groups, making noise, looking for some place to go next. Then, once they had all gone away, Nicias came out.”  
 
    Phil interrupted, “Was he alone?”  
 
    Xanthius shook his head, “No, he had maybe half a dozen very sturdy looking bodyguards with him. They started toward the Agora, toward the council house probably, and then out of nowhere men appeared and Nicias and his men were surrounded. They fought, it was hard to see what was happening but I heard one of his men say Nicias was wounded. Then his men surrounded him and started to bring him back to his house. After that the attackers broke off and melted into the night.”  
 
    “Did they go off in any particular direction?”  
 
    “No, they scattered.” Xanthius took a cup of wine from Themis. He raised the wine to his mouth with a shaking hand and drank whatever didn’t spill over the side.  
 
    Phil felt his guilt and disappointment struggle with fatigue, “Okay, you did very well. You must be tired. Lay down in here,” Phil gestured toward the andron. “You too, Themis. Why don’t you go upstairs and get some rest.”  
 
    “What are you going to do?” She saw the look on his face, “You know you can’t blame yourself for this. This isn’t just your problem anymore, there is too much at stake.” 
 
    “I know but I should have figured something like this would happen. I knew they were watching Nicias. It doesn’t solve a problem just to pass it on to someone else. All that does is shift the danger off of you and onto them and doesn’t help anything.”   
 
    Phil could see Themis was struggling just to stay on her feet. He put an arm out to steady her. She smiled, “There is a way, Phil. We just need to find it.”  
 
    “Yeah sure, easy. Now go to bed before I carry you.” He watched while she went up the stairs and then turned and went into the andron. He lay down opposite the already snoring Xanthius but before he could even adjust the cushions he heard a pounding at the door. “Gods, what now.” He practically had to drag himself across the courtyard. He opened and looked through the small grate and then unbolted the door.  
 
    “Leonidas, what are you doing here. It’s the middle of…” Before he could finish Leonidas gave a firm push to the door and walked into the court. Close on his heels were two hulking bodyguard types. “Leonidas, what is going on?” Phil knew he was repeating himself but he was beginning to get a picture and he didn’t like it.  
 
    Leonidas made a bitter face and said, “Why Phil? Why not just take the blasted coin and sell it at the beginning?” Leonidas was holding a stout sword, not brandishing it or anything, just holding it loosely at his side while his men each moved around to close Phil in as he slowly retreated across the court.  
 
    “Zeus, Leonidas if all you wanted was to finish me off why drag me out of the Eleusinium?”  
 
    “Simple, we weren’t sure if you still had the coin. We were really hoping to hang onto that if it was at all possible. But you took care of that.” Leonidas smiled sourly. “It’s easy to be moral when you’re rich, ever notice.”  He made his voice an unflattering falsetto “‘Oh, no, I couldn’t possibly sell your coin. It wouldn’t be right.’ Well now here we are and things aren’t right, are they? Damn it Phil, why couldn’t you just have sold it?”  
 
    Phil shook his head,  “Are you asking me, Leonidas, because I would have thought that you knew me well enough to know the answer. But it’s pretty clear that we don’t know one another as well as we thought. Why are you doing this?”  
 
    “Money, just that. I know you won’t understand because you have never been without it, but that’s my only reason and it’s generally considered a pretty good one.” 
 
    “Don’t make my life sound so easy. I had to do without other things, you’ve seen for yourself,” Phil was making an effort to keep Leonidas talking and at the same time keep an eye on the two guards at his sides. “Life isn’t easy, with money or without. There is always something that’s missing.” 
 
    Leonidas kept his attention on Phil’s face, meeting his eyes, “Maybe so but I am willing to change places for a while and give the other side a try.” Leonidas smiled but his eyes were full of malice. He stepped forward and started to lift his sword but his foot rolled on a loose stone and he took a half step to get his balance. Phil took his opportunity and crouching, grabbed a handful of dirt and flung it into Leonidas’s face, kicking out at the guard on his right as he did so. The other guard moved in but Phil was ready and, using the man’s own momentum, he drove his fist into the oncoming gut. The man grunted and went down on one knee. The first guard was already up and so was Leonidas. Things were going to go from bad to worse. Leonidas started to move forward again but all of a sudden, he stopped and with a puzzled look on his face, he tumbled forward onto the ground in front of Phil.  
 
    Phil didn’t stop to think, he turned to face the right-hand guard and after a brief struggle had just succeeded in knocking the man to the ground when he noticed that Xanthius had arrived and was using a stout piece of wood, maybe the leg off a table, to take the remaining guard out of the action.  
 
    “Thanks, that’s two to you.” Phil smiled at the old slave.  
 
    “Not two, just this one.” Phil heard a noise from above and looked up in time to see Themis pull her head in from the second floor balcony. In another minute, she was down in the courtyard with them surveying the damage.  
 
    “So…that was you?” Phil pointed to Leonidas.  
 
    Themis nodded smiling.  
 
    “Good shot.” Phil was impressed with her aim, “What did you use?”  
 
    “A chamber pot. I needed something heavy but still easy to throw. It was the first thing that came to hand.”  
 
    “Nice touch,” he said, looking around. “I don’t think it’s going be easy to explain what we are all doing here. We need to find some place else to hide. Let’s tie these up to buy ourselves some time.”  
 
    Themis nodded, “We could go back to my house. It isn’t exactly hiding but it should be safe for now. They might think of it but it should take a while, at least as long this group are out of the action,” gesturing at the prone men.  They dragged the men into the andron and tied them securely. Then they made their way to Meno’s where everyone tried to get some sleep. But Phil was troubled and restless.  
 
    He needed to find a way to tell his story to all of Athens at one go so that a cover-up would be impossible. He needed some place so public the conspirators wouldn’t be able to control the situation, somewhere…Phil felt an idea start to take shape in his mind. It was something Leonidas had said. “No, it was too crazy. But still… maybe they needed something crazy, Zeus knew they had tried everything else. ‘All theatrics and solo performances,’ was how Leonidas had accused him of behaving. Well, why not. As he let his imagination fill in the details, he noted that, outlandish as it was, the plan itself was pretty straightforward. He would go to the theater of Dionysus when everyone was there to see the plays, uncover the conspiracy in front of the entire city, go home, and get some sleep, simple.  
 
    The theater was the perfect place. Athenians loved the theater. Everyone went when the plays were put on. Even the poor could attend thanks to the theater patrons and city subsidies. And the festival was just beginning. He would wait until the tragic competition in two days. His fevered brain was already composing the speech. He scribbled it out onto scraps of parchment and finally fell into an exhausted sleep.  
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    The next morning, after they had moved again this time to the home of a friend of Meno’s, he told his plan to a skeptical Themis.  
 
    “I don’t think it’s going to work, Phil. No one is going to take it seriously.”  
 
    “They will, Themis. Athenians are democrats, they’re used to being persuaded by speeches and this speech will have the attention of the whole city.”  
 
    “Their attention maybe but to get them to take it seriously, that’s going to take some fast talking….”  
 
    “Well, I grant you that it may not be the perfect plan but it is the best plan I can come up with. If you have something better, I am happy to hear it.” Themis shook her head. “Okay, then. Let’s get started.” 
 
    During the festival of Dionysus, the plays were put on at a rate of one playwright per day. Most of the time, four plays were acted from morning to dusk. The theater was sited on the south slope of the Acropolis with seats stretching all the way up the side of the hill to allow for maximum occupancy. It afforded the audience excellent viewing and acoustics. The tragic contest was in honor of Dionysus the god of wine and bad behavior, and since he was originally a Lydian deity, Phil had always had a special fondness for him. It seemed like a good omen. 
 
    The plays were a really big deal in Athens and the prestige attached to the winner was enormous. Like most things in Athens, the process of judging was complex and political. First the Archon chose the three poets who would participate. Any playwright who wished to be considered had to submit his four plays, a tragic trilogy and a satyr play for comic relief. Then the judges were called, each of the ten Athenian tribes contributed fifty men. The plays were performed, starting at sunrise each day and usually lasting all day. When the presentations were completed one name for each of the ten tribes was drawn and then of those, at the very end, five of these were chosen by lottery. So five hundred men were called so that five judges could pick the best play. Sure, it was overkill but it put a stop to any jury fixing since not even the richest man in Athens could bribe five hundred potential jurors. Then the winner was chosen and there was much rejoicing. 
 
    Phil and Themis spent the time leading up to the dramatic competition working on the speech, missing the processions and sacrifices of the early part of the festival. If the plan worked, Phil thought Dionysus would forgive him.  He had originally thought he could deliver the speech himself. It seemed simple enough, he figured he would just wait until end of the last play and step onstage while the audience was still in their seats and tell them what he had to say. But, when he started to imagine giving his speech in front all of Athens, a foreigner and a banker besides, he knew he would have to come up with a better option. Not only was he an unsympathetic character, he was no trained orator. In the end, he paid an actor to do it and the guy was worth every penny. He learned the lines the day before and was letter perfect on the day. 
 
    Phil had started off to the theater early but not early enough to get a good seat since he had waited, counting on getting lost in the thousands steaming into the theater. He sat through the plays without hearing a word. At the end of the performances, he sat back in his seat and listened to the rich, well-trained voice of his actor as he took the stage. “Athenians,” the man began, “there are men here today who want to take your rights from you. They believe that they know what is best for Athens and they believe that they should rule instead of you.” And so it went, the resonant voice outlining the conspiracy, naming the conspirators, outraging the audience with the crimes committed against their fellow citizens. Phil had made sure to describe the attacks against Nicias and Meno in lurid detail, to the great appreciation of the crowd. He left out the attacks against himself, since he was a banker and wasn’t even a citizen, and knew the audience would think that he probably deserved whatever happened to him. 
 
    Then with a dramatic flourish the actor produced the list and invited all those present to help him deliver it to the Tholos in the Agora where Athenian democracy could take its course. The audience, wound up by the speech and excited to have a part in the drama, rose from their seats and filed out after the actor. Phil wasn’t sure that he would be safe at the council, even now, so he remained behind at the theater. Ironically, the men named in the conspiracy also failed to rise up and join the crowd, preferring to remain at the theater and waiting to disappear quietly after everyone had gone.  
 
    So Phil was left surrounded by his enemies. He didn’t think it was likely that the men would move against him, especially without their hired henchmen. And they had enough to deal with, facing their own problems. But still, he figured it would be best to make his exit while he had the chance. He was walking toward the side of the theater, intending to leave through the passage to the right of the orchestra, when he saw the man from the Eleusinium, the one who had been with Cleitus when he was being held prisoner. He had looked familiar at the time but now Phil recognized him from Glaucon’s shop. He was the man who had been with Glaucon on that first day in Athens. Gods, that seemed a long time ago.  
 
    Phil approached him as he was leaning casually against the building. He was lean and athletic with very short-cropped hair and an alertness that made Phil wary.  
 
    “Waiting for me?”  Phil thought the direct approach would be best.  
 
    “Yes, I was. I was hoping we could have a word.” The man seemed relaxed and pretty calm for someone whose conspiracy was just blown through the roof.  
 
    Phil raised an eyebrow. “You want a word with me? I’m surprised. I would think I’d be the last person you’d want to speak to.”  
 
    The man smiled a slow smile, “Well, I’m a pragmatist and so is my boss. If one thing doesn’t work out, then you try something else. It’s been our policy for hundreds of years and it has served us well.”  
 
    Phil smiled his slow smile back, “Sure, I put a few things together in my spare time. You don’t have to be a philosopher to see the hand of the Persian king and his agents. But I still don’t see what business you have with me. Unless of course, you’re still planning to kill me?” Phil looked carefully at the man across from him. He was staying wary despite the other’s apparent friendliness.  
 
    The man shook his head, still relaxed. “No, although I admit, it is tempting. This is a year of work that you have ruined so casually. I worked hard on this project and there will be a price to pay, you can be sure.”  
 
    Phil shook his head, “I wasn’t being casual, I promise you that. I care about this city, and I take care of her, just like anyone else would.”  
 
    The Persian spy shook his head in a fair imitation of Phil, “I am a Greek working in Persia. You are a Lydian working in Greece. I think we have something in common. You are not a citizen here and you will always be treated like a foreigner, a barbarian. I can offer you a lucrative partnership. My king doesn’t care about Greek politics. He just distrusts the democrats. He finds them unreliable and unpredictable. He used to like dealing with Sparta. They have a conservatism he found most agreeable. However since Sparta has lost power, he is looking for a new king or even an oligarchy, just someone he can trust, easy to deal with. He doesn’t care which city it is in. You are a smart man and you know it would benefit Athens to be the city that speaks for Hellas. The Persian king still wields a lot of power. Whoever he backs rules Greece. It has been that way since he sponsored Sparta in the Peloponnesian war. You can help to make Athens the leader of Greece once more.”  
 
    Phil clapped his hands slowly, “Very nice. Well done, applause all round, we are in the theater after all, but what you’re suggesting won’t happen. Athens is the sum of her parts, good and bad, and if you take away her democracy then she’ll be less. I won’t help you. I am an Athenian even if I am only a metic and an outsider.”  
 
    “Then you will lose. Athens won’t withstand the future. In the coming days, no city-state will be strong enough on its own. Empire is the way of the future.”  
 
    “That may be, but no matter what, she won’t be a colony of the Persians either. I am willing to let Athens take her chance.”  
 
    The Persian spy shrugged and turned away, leaving Phil with the bitter satisfaction that comes from having the last word but losing the debate.  
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    A few days later Phil sat in Meno’s room, recounting events for Meno and Nicias who had both missed the action for one reason or another. Meno was lying in bed, because even though he was much better than he had been, he was still bed-ridden. Nicias, his arm bound in bandages, sat pale but attentive, winking every now and then at Phil to show he was paying attention. “So that guy was a Persian spy you say, well that’s the last time I trust Lysias to bring a friend to one of my symposia. I knew something was wrong the minute they surrounded us and stabbed me in the arm.”  
 
    Phil made a face at his friend, “You should be thankful that your men were alert and the enemy was so reckless and unskilled, otherwise we might not be enjoying your company now.”  
 
    Meno, who had been looking at Phil, sat up, “I wanted to tell you how sorry I am about Leonidas. It came as a complete shock to me.”  
 
    Phil looked at a spot on the floor, “Yeah, well, I am getting used to the idea. It’s funny. Leonidas knew I had figured out that he was involved in the conspiracy and I knew that he knew but even then I didn’t think he would try to hurt me. I guess I really didn’t know him.” He shook his head, “At least it seems that no one else did either. Makes me feel a little less stupid…but not much.” 
 
    A hush fell over the room as Themis walked in. “Stop it, all of you. I know what happened, I was there. Remember? You can talk in front of me.”  
 
    Phil grinned, “We know we can but since you were there, what’s the point? I for one am tired of going over the same story. Suppose we talk about something else for a change.”  
 
    Themis curled her lip, “What else is there. The conspiracy and that speech at the theater are all anyone can talk about.”  
 
    Phil looked around, “Well, not me. I have some new news. There was a message waiting at home for me from my father. He wants me to go to Sardis. Says he needs my help with something, something that he couldn’t put it in the message. It seems like I have to leave right away.”  
 
    Overall, Phil was glad for the excuse to leave town. Even though most people didn’t know the details of the conspiracy, they did know that he was involved in some way and they were treating him with more suspicion than usual. It would all blow over eventually but it wouldn’t hurt to be out of sight for a while. He was sorry to leave Themis. He had a feeling that something was starting to happen between them. But he also had the impression that she was stubborn enough that, if she was interested in him, which he still wasn’t entirely sure she was, she would wait until he got back to see how things turned out.  
 
    He said good-bye to the others and Themis walked him to the door. He put a hand on her arm, “I’ll be back in a few months, you know.”  
 
    She turned to look him in the face, “Okay.” She shrugged,” It’s a pretty good bet that we’ll be here.”  
 
    He felt awkward. “Maybe when I get back we could….”  
 
    He was drawing a blank. But Themis burst into laughter, “go to a symposium? Sorry, Phil, I’ve already done that and I think I’ve had enough for a while. Just come by to say hello. Meno will be glad to see you. And, if I’m honest, so will I.” She smiled as she turned away and then walked back into the house before he could say anything. 
 
    He went home to close up the house and pack a few belongings. He gave instructions to his indifferent slaves, paid some people to watch after the business and was surprised at how little it took to manage it all, how few people would miss him. He booked his sea passage to Smyrna. From there he would travel overland to Sardis. So he was off to his homeland, a place he’d never even seen. He would see why his father needed him and maybe take a look around the country, visit his family and see some of the very minor and somewhat tawdry marvels that he had read about in Herodotus. If nothing else, he thought, it would be nice to have some peace and quiet after last few weeks. 
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