
        
            
                
            
        

    




Title Page
 
 
GREEKQUEST
 
 
by
Herbie Brennan



Publisher Information
 
Published in 2011 by
Andrews UK Limited
www.andrewsuk.com
 
This book is sold subject to the condition that it shall not, by way of trade or otherwise, be lent, resold, hired out or otherwise circulated without the publisher’s prior written consent in any form of binding or cover other than that in which it is published, and without a similar condition being imposed on the subsequent purchaser.
 
The characters and situations in this book are entirely imaginary and bear no relation to any real person or actual events.
 
Copyright © Herbie Brennan
 
The right of Herbie Brennan to be identified as author of this book has been asserted in accordance with section 77 and 78 of the Copyrights Designs and Patents Act 1988.



Introduction
 
Who’d have thought a package holiday in Greece with your parents could have landed you in so much trouble?
Who’d have thought there were any gods left on Mount Olympus, let alone a crabby old geezer like Zeus.
And who’d have thought he would pick you for the most dangerous, most terrifying, most brain-destroying adventure in the history of the universe?
In this unique game-book you can adventure through the semi-mythic world of Ancient Greece, sampling the marvels of the birthplace of democracy as you attempt to do the job that Zeus has picked for you.
Can you survive the rigors of Sparta, the toughest city state the world has ever known?
Can you keep your head while you consult the Oracle at Delphi and listen to the dreadful fate she has in store for you?
Have you the wits and strength to battle to the very end of this astonishing ... 
Greek Quest



Important: Read This First
 
You can’t just read this book - you have to live it.
To do that, you’ll need pen and paper and a couple of dice. You’ll also need to learn the game play system.
Of course, you may have done that already. You may have played another of the books in this series. In which case you’ll know exactly what to do.
But if this is your first book, turn now to the section headed GAME PLAY SYSTEM.
Otherwise, you can turn to 1 and get straight on with your adventure...



Game Play System
 
Here’s what you’ll need to survive this book.
 
Life Points
To get your starting Life Points, roll one of your dice and multiply the result by ten. This will give you a Life Point figure between 10 and 60. You’re allowed to do this three times and pick the best score out of the three.
 
Fights
First attack: In any combat situation, it’s important to find out who gets in the first attack. Roll one of your dice. Score 4, 5 or 6 and the first attack is yours. Score 1, 2 or 3 and your opponent gets to go first.
Striking blows: Roll both dice to strike a blow or use a weapon. Score 2, 3 or 4 and it counts as a miss. Anything else is a hit and the score comes off your opponent’s Life Points. Throw the dice for your opponent in exactly the same way. Any hits scored by him come off your Life Points.
Weapons: If you (or your opponent) are using a weapon, it adds extra damage to a successful hit. The amount of extra damage is given with the weapon. For example, if you find a pistol (+5), it means each time you successfully shoot somebody with it, you add 5 to the damage shown by the dice.
Ammunition: Firearms are useless without ammo. You’ll be told when you find a weapon how much ammo it contains. Once you run out of ammo, you score no extra damage when using a firearm.
 
Healing
Medicine: You can find all sorts of medicine in these adventures. Each time you do, using it will restore Life Points. You’ll be told how to calculate the number of restored Life Points with each medical pack.
Rest: If you can’t find medicine when you need it, you can always take a chance on resting. You can rest any time and as often as you like. To do so, throw one of your dice. Score 5 or 6 and you can add that number to your Life Points. But if you score 3 or 4 you have to deduct that number from your Life Points because you were attacked in your sleep. Score 1 or 2 and you rested without being attacked, but were too nervous to restore any Life Points.
 
Death
When your Life Points come down to zero, you’re dead and have to start the adventure again from the beginning. Same applies to any opponent you’re fighting.
 
Money
Keep a careful note of any money you may earn/win/find/purloin during your adventure. It could be useful for buying things or (occasionally) bribery.
 
Experience
Every time you win a fight (and in a few other special circumstances as well) you earn yourself one Experience Point. Keep careful note of the total, because 10 Experience Points gives you a Special Life Point. Special Life Points are added to your total just like ordinary Life Points and are lost in fights just like ordinary Life Points. But there are some important differences between Special Life Points and ordinary Life Points.
If you’re killed during an adventure, you can add all your Special Life Points to your score when you’re rolling up your Life Points for the next try.
You can add Special Life Points even if you score the absolute maximum of 60 when you’re rolling your Life Points. So if you have earned 6 Special Life Points and score 60 on your Life Point roll, your final Life Points will be 66.
You can carry Special Life Points with you into any other book in this series and add them in when you’re rolling up your Life Points for each adventure.
 
Absolutely Anything Roll
From time to time during your adventure, you might want to try to do something weird or spectacular. To find out the result, use the Absolutely Anything Roll. Throw both dice.
• Score 2 and you failed to do what you tried to do and killed yourself in the attempt.
• Score 3, 4 or 5 and you failed to do what you tried to do and can’t try again.
• Score 6,7, 8 or 9 and you failed to do what you tried to do but can try just one more time.
• Score 10, 11 or 12 and you succeed.
 
Use The Links!
Most e-reading devices will let you use the interactive links in each section to take you to your destination.



1
 
Your tour guide waves a hand at the threatening sky. “No need to worry, friends,” she says confidently. “According to Homer, there are never any storms on Mount Olympus.”
But she must be talking about Homer Simpson because the thunder and the wind and rain start up at once. 
“Stay together!” screams your guide desperately as everybody races for shelter in different directions.
You sensibly ignore her and head towards a rocky overhang that should provide some cover. But the rain’s so heavy you somehow miss your way because by the time you should have reached it you’re still running, soaked to the skin, half blinded by the downpour and with not the slightest idea where you’re going.
Then, as abruptly as it started, the storm stops. The clouds break up and the sun comes out with such violence that your clothes begin to steam. You look around to find yourself in a small clearing completely surrounded by twenty foot high cliffs. And though you just ran in here, there doesn’t seem to be any way out.
You turn full circle looking for an exit, then realise with a violent start there’s a weird old guy with a long grey beard sitting on a rock no more than a few feet distant from you. He’s wearing an outfit - sandals, laurel wreath headdress and a long white linen tunic - that makes him look as if he just escaped from the local funny farm. But at least he might point you the way out of here.
“Do you speak English?” you ask him cautiously since your Greek is non-existent.
He raises one grey eyebrow. “English, French, German, Italian, Dutch, modern Greek, ancient Greek, Latin, Mandarin, Hindi, Urdu and a word or two of Strine. Among others.”
“English will do,” you tell him quickly. “I was wondering if you could show me the way out from all these cliffs. I’m with a package tour, you see, visiting your wonderful Greek countryside. I’m afraid I’ve got in here by mistake.”
“No you haven’t,” says the weird old guy. “You’re here because I brought you here: no mistake at all.” He stands up and offers you his hand. “Name’s Zeus,” he says. “I want you to do a little job for me.”
 
Zeus? The god Zeus, otherwise known as the Greek version of Napoleon in every lunatic asylum from here to Athens? This guy’s obviously three lamb chops short of a musaka. But what are you going to do about it? You might try to humour him at 159 Or just ignore him and find your own way out at 110 Or if you’re as big a fruit-cake as he is, you might even take up his offer of employment at 55
 



Please select an option from the previous page.



2
 
“Act your age, kid,” you tell the young aggro merchant and turn to walk away.
“Just where do you think you’re going?” asks an adult voice. 
You turn to find yourself looking into the cold eyes of a hard-faced man. “Who are you?” you demand.
“I’m the paidonomos,” he says. “It’s my job to train Spartan children from the age of seven until they leave the barracks as fully-grown and usually decently married men. And while I can tell from your accent you’re some sort of barbarian, you mustn’t think you can ignore this young man’s challenge.”
“You mean you want me to fight with this little kid?” you ask incredulously.
“I certainly do,” says the paidonomos. “Nobody backs off from a fight in Sparta.”
“Not even a ba-ba-barbarian!” jeers your little enemy rudely.
“But I can’t fight somebody that young!” you protest.
“Fight him or fight me!” snaps the paidonomos.
 
What a choice! The paidonomos looks like he could eat you sprinkled with a pint of milk for breakfast, which is probably what he’ll do if you elect to fight him at 117. Otherwise you’re going to have to fight the child at 158.
 



Please select an option from the previous page.



3
 
“Wrong!” shouts the huge man, casually hurling you all the way to 61.
 
So pick yourself up, dust yourself off and select another destination from your 61 map.
 



Please select an option from the previous page.



4
 
“There you are,” you say, laying the statue at the feet of the statue. “A statuesque goddess,” you remark, nodding towards the statue of Aphrodite.
“Goddess of love and beauty,” Zeus remarks. “I suppose that’s why I’ve always had a bit of a fancy for her. Not a word to Hera about that, of course.”
“My lips are zipped,” you tell him, making a zipping gesture across your mouth. Then you prove they aren’t by adding, “I’m ready for my mission now.”
“Maybe you are and maybe you aren’t,” sniffs Zeus. “That’s up to the Oracle to decide.”
“You blink. “Oracle?”
“The Oracle at Delphi!” Zeus exclaims as if you were some sort of half-idiot. “You must ask her if you are indeed ready and also what will be the outcome.”
“But I don’t know how to get to Delphi!” you wail.
“Oh, can’t you figure out anything for yourself!” snaps Zeus.
He also snaps his great stone fingers, an action that covers you in mortar dust and chippings.
 
And also sends you directly to 142.
 



Please select an option from the previous page.



5
 
You walk angrily from the temple, trip on the offering left by a pilgrim, fall on your head, crack open your skull and die slowly as your brains ooze out.
 
Go to 13.
 



Please select an option from the previous page.



6
 
He stares up at you out of one half-closed eye. “What was that you wanted to know?” he asks breathlessly.
“Just the fastest route to Sparta city,” you tell him.
He points down to the five nestling villages. “That’s it,” he says.
“But that’s not a city!” you protest.
“Best we can do for one,” he tells you bluntly. Then, reaching into his tunic, he pulls out a scrap of paper. “You’re going to need this when you get there. I can tell from your accent you’re a barbarian, even if you do fight well.”
You open up the paper to discover it’s a map.
 
There’s lucky! Now get down to that excuse for a city at 61 and pick a destination from your map.
 



Please select an option from the previous page.



7
 
You arrive in Athens on the afternoon of the following day, only to discover Darius has established a beachhead of troops on the Plain of Marathon and General Miltiades had moved his own men out of the city to meet them. So it’s another 26 mile trot to get to the scene of the action.
By the time you reach the scene of the impending battle, you’re beginning to wish you hadn’t bothered. Your feet are killing you. Every muscle in your body aches and you’ve just realised you don’t care whether the Greeks or the Persians win.
But a deal is a deal and you haven’t come all this way just to toddle back again, so when General Miltiades marches across, you straighten your back and snap to attention.
“The Spartans aren’t too keen to help us,” Pheidippides tells the General, “but this young barbarian has agreed to advise on military tactics.”
The General, a thick-set man with a permanent scowl on his face, looks you up and down. “And what would a young barbarian know about military tactics anyway?” he asks scornfully.
It’s a fair question, but in point of fact you know a good deal more about the military tactics of this particular forthcoming battle than anybody else here, having looked it up in your Brief Guide to Ancient Greece. Under ‘Battle of Marathon’ you’ve not only discovered that General Miltiades managed to route the vastly superior Persian forces, but also found out how he did it.
“I know this much,” you tell him confidently. “If you put your strongest soldiers on the wings to the right and left of your army and then charge at a run instead of the traditional slow phalanx march, the chances are you’ll win the day with very few casualties.”
The General’s eyes narrow. “You may have something there, Barbarian,” he murmurs thoughtfully. “If we charge at a run, we have the element of surprise. With any luck, we could be inside the minimum range of the Persian archers before they’re a chance to shoot. And while we keep the Persian centre occupied, our wings might just make a breakthrough! By Zeus, I think I’ll try it! You and Pheidippides take yourselves out of harm’s way, Barbarian. You both look far too knackered to help in the fighting, so you can watch while we win the war!”
With which he turns on his heel and stalks off shouting orders to his troops.
Gratefully you take up his offer of a rest and sink down on a grassy hillock to watch as Miltiades puts your plan into action. Just as the Brief History predicted, the Athenians charge the huge Persian army with such speed that the Persian archers have no time to use their bows. 
Close in, the superior melee weapons and armour of the Athenians wreck havoc with the Persian forces and even though superior numbers eventually pushes the Greeks back at the centre, the two Athenian wings eventually make a breakthrough.
To your delight, the Persians panic and in minutes they’re running for their lives.
General Miltiades strolls across, his scowl now replaced by a wide grin. “Congratulations!” he calls heartily to you. “Your plan worked to perfection! Please accept this Sacrifice Cup as a token of my admiration and gratitude.” With which he hands you an attractive little goblet set with semi-precious stones.
You’re still admiring this unexpected gift when a part of your mind registers that the General is saying to Pheidippides, “Now you’ve had a little rest, you wouldn’t pop over to Athens and tell them we’ve won, would you, dear boy?”
“No, wait!” you call in sudden panic. But it’s too late. Pheidippides has jumped up and is already racing away across the plain.
“What’s wrong?” asks the General.
You subside. “Nothing,” you tell him. “I just wanted to say good-bye.”
“You’ll see him again if you ever visit Athens,” the General tells you cheerfully.
But you know you won’t. According to the Brief Guide, Pheidippides runs all the way to Athens with the good news, but is so exhausted when he gets there that he drops dead after telling it. The event is commemorated even in your own time by the Marathon race held at every Olympics.
Sorrowfully you collect up your belongings. “Well, General, I must be off,” you tell him.
“Back to Sparta is it to continue your good work training the young in military skills?” the General asks, having obviously made a few inquiries about what you were doing when Pheidippides found you.
“Something like that,” you nod, although you have absolutely no intention of returning to the academy. You wave him good-bye and trot off purposefully in the general direction of Sparta.
 
The only question being will you get there. You might be ambushed by brigands. Or meet another boar, or even a black bear. You might even drop down dead from exhaustion like poor old Pheidippides. Throw one die.
Score 1 and you’re ambushed by brigands. Roll the die again to find out how many. Each has 20 Life Points and a +2 sword. If they kill you, go to 13. If you survive, collect a healing potion (worth a double dice roll of Life Points) from each body. You can also collect a sealed jar of Greek Fire, which will kill one enemy of any size or sort instantly if thrown, but can only be used once. Now make your way to 61 and select another destination on your map.
Score 2 and you meet another boar. Like the last one, it has 20 Life Points and tusks that will do you +5 damage. If it kills you, go to 13. If not, roll two dice to find out how many healing meals you can make from the meat, each one restoring a double dice roll of Life Points, then go to 61 to select another destination.
Score 3 and you meet a black bear. This great brute has 50 Life Points and does +5 on fang and claw damage. If it kills you, go to 13. If it doesn’t, limp to 61 and select another destination.
Score 4 and you drop down dead from exhaustion like poor old Pheidippides. Go to 13.
Score 5 or 6 and you have an utterly boring uneventful journey back to Sparta. Go to 61 and select another destination.
 



Please select an option from the previous page.



8
 
“Right and you have just DOUBLED YOUR MONEY!” shouts the huge man with even more enthusiasm as he hands you another two drachmas. “And earned the right to go inside this mysterious building!”
With which he steps aside allowing you, at long last, to proceed. Which you do, to find yourself entering what must be Sparta’s public baths to judge from the swimming pool before you and the vast numbers of entirely naked people around you.
“Come join us!” calls someone cheerfully.
 
Nobody seems to worry at all about nudity in Sparta, but are you honestly prepared to get all your kit off in front of a bunch of total strangers? If so, you can take the plunge at 45. If not, you can try sneaking out at 21.
 



Please select an option from the previous page.



9
 
“Well, hello again!” exclaims a familiar voice. 
You open your eyes to find yourself in a golden hall at one end of an emerald colonnade. The colour contrast is a bit tacky, but you ignore it since seated at the far end of the colonnade on a massive throne that seems to have been carved from a single, impossibly enormous diamond, is your old friend Zeus. He’s dressed in robes of spun gold and silver, with a laurel wreath on his head and looks, frankly, a lot more impressive than the last time you met him in the flesh. He beckons you to come forward.
When you stand at the foot of the pretentious throne, he says in a voice like thunder, “Well done! To be frank, I never thought you’d get through the various tests - everybody else I picked has died in the attempt. Now, are you raring to go on your biggest adventure of all?”
“Well, not exactly raring -”
“Good!” says Zeus. “now, would you prefer to start at the beginning and try to sort the root of the problem, or would you feel happier plunging into the Trojan War itself and sort things out from there?”
 
Your choice. If you want to start at the root of the problem (whatever that might be) turn to 102. If you prefer to get straight into the action, go to 132.
 



Please select an option from the previous page.



10
 
You’re approaching a rocky escarpment with a deep, dark, bear cave half covered by a smallish bush.
 
There are paths running south to 42, south east to 84, west to 58, north west to 33, but if you’re feeling brave, you can enter the cave at 16.
 



Please select an option from the previous page.



11
 
“Oh, all right!” you exclaim a little petulently. Cautiously you remove your clothes.
“Into the Castalian spring!” screams the Pythia madly, jumping into the icy waters.
You take a deep breath, close your eyes and follow her. The shock to your system is so excessive you feel as if you’re back in Sparta. But fortunately since she’s mad rather than stupid, she doesn’t insist in staying long.
“Get your clothes on!” she shouts as you climb out. “I have to drink from the sacred spring Cassotis. I’ll see you back at the temple.” With which she scampers off.
By the time you eat your pelanos and get back to the temple, she’s waiting for you at the door, looking wilder than ever. 
“Walk this way,” says the tall priest, leading you into the temple and through to a room at the back. In one corner there’s a flight of stone steps leading downwards into a deep, dark cavern.
“Come on!” shouts the Pythia. “I love this bit.”
You follow them down the steps into a gloomy cavern. The Pythia climbs onto a tripod chair above a fissure in the rocks and begins to chew on a handful of laurel leaves.
“Here, I thought laurel was poisonous!” you exclaim in sudden alarm.
“Probably is,” says the priest. “I’ve often wondered what got her in this state. But you haven’t seen the worst of it.”
Scarcely have the words left his lips than there’s a sudden eruption of volcanic smoke and fumes from the fissure at her feet.
“Don’t inhale the smoke,” whispers the priest urgently. 
 
But has his advice come just a little too late? Throw one die. Score 1, 2 or 3 and go to 23. Score 4, 5 or 6 and go to 50
 



Please select an option from the previous page.



12
 
You move cautiously towards the voices. Although you still can’t see what’s going on, the words are becoming all too clear.
“I am,” says one woman.
“You?” exclaims another. “When you walk, your bum looks like two boys fighting under a blanket!”
“You’re hardly one to talk,” says a third voice. “I’ve seen better-looking aardvarks than you.”
“Any more talk like that and I’ll have my husband hurl a thunderbolt at you!”
“That old idiot? He couldn’t hurl his -”
And so on in similar aggressive vein until, as you creep behind a tree quite close to the clearing, one of the women says suddenly, “All right, I’ve had enough of this nonsense! We obviously need somebody to decide the question for us. I propose we ask that good looking young shepherd we saw earlier minding his sheep.”
“What an excellent idea!” chorus the other two.
There is a muted groan directly behind you. “I was afraid of this!” a male voice says.
You spin round to find yourself facing a remarkably aristocratic dark haired and handsome young man carrying a shepherd’s crook. He turns large brown eyes upon you and asks soulfully, “Any chance of giving me a hand here?”
 
You can volunteer to help this stranger at 36, tell him to stop creeping up on innocent adventurers at 56 or just quietly ignore him and slip away west to 153.
 



Please select an option from the previous page.



13
 
Well, the Greeks had a word for it and the word was dead. You’ve just cashed in your Greecy chips. If you had a son he’d be obliged by law to bury you. If you died in battle (which is very likely in this gamebook) the city state will pay a pension to your parents. Meanwhile you can get on with the job of resurrection. Grab your trusty dice and roll yourself another set of Life Points, not forgetting to add in any Special Life Points you may have earned. Then trudge off to Section 1 and start up the whole mess all over.
 
Try not to make the same mistake again.
 



Please select an option from the previous page.



14
 
“Well, I mean, I’m flattered, of course and if that’s the custom here, obviously I must become your paidonomos, although I’m sure I can never measure up, even in a small degree, to the example set by your late lamented ex-paidonomos. Yet, nonetheless ...”
While you’re waffling on in this ludicrous manner, there’s a sudden small commotion on the edge of the crowd around you and a slimly built, lightly bearded man breaks through. He is sweating heavily, gasping like a fish out of water and looks, frankly, as if he could do with several nights sleep.
He stands in front of you fighting for breath. Eventually he wheezes, “Are you the paidonomos?”
“Looks like it,” you tell him, “although I’m new to the job.”
“My name is Pheidippides,” he tells you.
It means nothing to you, but causes a stir in the crowd. A young man on your left leans forward and whispers in your ear, “The famous athlete, Paidonomos. Gold medal in the last Olympics.”
“What can I do for you, Pheidippides?” you ask, impressed.
“Message from General Miltiades,” he says and actually salutes. “Remember that business with the Persians a couple of years ago?”
You look at him blankly, but fortunately the young man on your left comes to the rescue again. “King Darius sent ambassadors to Greece demanding that everybody here accept him as their master. The Athenians threw them into a pit.,” he whispers.
“I remember it well,” you tell Pheidippides loudly.
“I’m afraid King Darius wasn’t too pleased,” the athlete tells you. “His fleet has just landed at Marathon Bay.”
Marathon? The name rings bells. “Where’s Marathon Bay?” you whisper out of the side of your mouth.
“Just north of Athens,” the young man on your left tells you quietly.
“We’ve counted six hundred ships and our estimate is they’re carrying a hundred thousand men,” Pheidippides goes on. “The standing army at Athens is only about nine thousand strong. General Miltiades sent me to Sparta to ask for help.”
 
Looks like you’re involved in a crisis in Greek history. But what are you going to do about it? Now you’re Paidonomos, you’ve got your own little army to command, so maybe you should tell them to go back with him at 65 As against that, half your people are little better than children, so the decent thing might be to go with him personally on your own and advise the Athenians how to fight their war. That’s something you can do at 81 Or, of course, you can simply refuse to send help at 137.
 



Please select an option from the previous page.



15
 
“Wrong!” shouts the huge man, casually hurling you all the way to 61.
 
So pick yourself up, dust yourself off and select another destination from your 61 map.
 



Please select an option from the previous page.



16
 
It’s dark. It’s very dark. It’s smelly.
Strewth - there’s a bear in here!
 
What do you expect in a bear cave? The animal has 75 Life Points and a very unpleasant disposition. It can hit you with +5 on every blow. Your only chance is that it might be hibernating. Roll one die. Score 5 or 6 and it’s hibernating, in which case you can creep back to 10 and select another path out. Score 1, 2, 3, 4 and it’s awake and ready for bother. If this encounter kills you, go to 13. If not, limp back to 10 and keep out of caves in future.
 



Please select an option from the previous page.



17
 
“Here’s my Cup,” you tell him cheerfully. “Bet you didn’t think I had one.”
“Never crossed my mind,” he tells you blandly. “Now, up you get onto the platform and just knock on the door of that little stone building at the back.”
“You’re sure this doesn’t involve animal sacrifice?” you ask.
“Positive,” he says.
So you trot across the massive altar to the little stone building at the back and knock on the door, which flies open violently as two enormous men burst out. 
“What have we here, Sophocles?” asks one, grinning down at you wickedly.
“Looks like another upstart wants to make the ultimate sacrifice, Plato,” replies his companion.
With which they both fall upon you with whirling swords.
 
Looks like the only animal in danger of sacrifice is you. And by two clowns pretending to be Ancient Greek philosophers at that. Sophocles has 50 Life Points and a sword that hits at +4. Plato has 35 Life Points and forgot to sharpen his sword this morning so it only hits at +2. Unfortunately the element of surprise is on their side so they both get first strikes against you. Apart from that, everything’s rosy. 
If you make the ultimate sacrifice, go to 13. If you manage to dispatch Sophocles and Plato, collect your special pass and a jar of ointment (good for a single application restoring a double dice roll of Life Points) and head for your map at 61 to select another destination.
 



Please select an option from the previous page.



18
 
As you walk into this clearing, you’re set upon by robbers.
 
Throw one die to discover how many there are. Each one has 25 Life Points and a +3 dagger. If the encounter kills you, there’s a pauper’s burial awaiting you at 13. If you overcome the robbers, you can add to your collection of +3 daggers and select any one of the following paths out of here: east to 42, south west to 67, north west to 78 or north to 58.
 



Please select an option from the previous page.



19
 
The world suddenly begins to spin around you. Your eyes dim. There is a ringing in your ears. You find yourself falling ...
 
... all the way to the dreaded 13.
Just kidding. You actually fall all the way to 9 which is a much better place to be.
 



Please select an option from the previous page.



20
 
You’re on a rocky hillside looking down into a wooded valley. The sun is shining and there’s a baby on the ground beside you. Your sudden appearance must have startled him because he begins to cry.
 
A baby in a gamebook? What sort of adventure is this? But now you’re stuck with the brat, what are you going to do about him? You might think of creeping off quietly and leaving him to his fate at 140. Otherwise you can begin an adventure full of sleepless nights and nappies by taking him with you at 120.
 



Please select an option from the previous page.



21
 
You give a weak smile and begin to tip-toe back towards the entrance.
“Oh no you don’t!” shouts someone, laughing.
At once a sun-tanned horde descends upon you to rip off all your gear and fling you, protesting wildly, into the pool.
Suddenly you stop worrying about nudity. The pool is absolutely freezing.
 
So much so that three of your Life Points turn into icicles and drop off before you can stop them. If this kills you, go to 13. If not, you can continue to freeze at 60.
 



Please select an option from the previous page.



22
 
As you sit in deep meditation, your muscles relax, your blood pressure drops, your brain begins to generate deep alpha waves, your galvanic skin response changes, your third eye opens and your lymph nodes stimulate your immune response.
(The result of which is that you gain an additional ten Life Points which you can add to your present total even if you’re currently at your maximum. The bad news is that this only happens the first time you meditate, so you can’t keep doing it until you turn into Superperson®.) 
You open your eyes to find Zeus standing in front of you with an impatient expression on his face. “Have you got the Judgement of Paris Certificate?” he asks stiffly.
 
If you happen to have a Judgement of Paris Certificate about your person, you can give it to Zeus at 29. Otherwise you’ll have to make your apologies to Zeus and move on regenerated, revived and refreshed north to 99, south east to 10 or south west to 58.
 



Please select an option from the previous page.



23
 
The world starts to swim around you. There is a ringing in your ears. Your eyesight dims.
“Too late!” you gasp.
 
As you slip into the dark depths of 13.
 



Please select an option from the previous page.



24
 
“An intellectual such as myself never backs away from such a challenge,” you say coolly. “Lay it on me, Ancient Greek Baby.”
“I am Zeno of Elea,” he tells you. “I’m known as a Greek philosopher, even though I’m actually an Italian - a situation that’s given me a taste for paradox. Are you interested in paradoxes?”
“If I were to say I was lying, I’d be telling the truth,” you reply paradoxically. 
His face breaks into a broad smile. “Excellent!” he exclaims. “You’ve just the sort of mind we need. May I introduce Achilles and Arthur?” He gestures towards his companions. “Arthur’s the tortoise.”
You nod an acknowledgement to them both. They nod back briefly.
“Achilles is the fastest sprinter in the whole of Greece,” Zeno tells you. “Arthur is the slowest tortoise. They’re about to run a race. The question is who will win. To make it fair, we’ll give Arthur one yard of a head start.”
“That’s easy -” you start to say.
But Zeno holds up his hand. “Before you make up your mind, remember Zeno’s Paradox,” he tells you. 
You blink. “What’s Zeno’s Paradox?” 
But he’s fallen into deep thought and doesn’t answer.
 
Looks as if you’re going to have to work this one out for yourself. If you think Achilles will win, turn to 31 If you think the tortoise will win, make your way to 46 And I suppose to cover every eventuality you might decide neither will win at 64, or that both will win in a dead heat at 54.
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“Well done!” calls a sophisticated voice with an upper-crust accent as you stand gasping among the carnage. “Someone with your fighting abilities will go far in Sparta!”
You turn to discover the fight was witnessed by a distinguished-looking nobleman seated astride a horse.
“Thank you, sir,” you reply a little breathlessly. “But talking of Sparta, can you tell me how to get to that city?”
“I’m afraid ‘city’ is a grandiose term earned because we Spartans beat up anybody who doesn’t use it. Sparta is actually that collection of five villages you may have noticed at the edge of the plain. Your fastest route is via 61 where you can make good use of this map.”
With which he hands you a rolled parchment, a bottle of retsina, salutes and rides off.
 
So what are you waiting for? Get on down to 61. Although you might like to take a swig of that retsina before you do anything else. Each gulp will restore a double dice roll of Life Points. Throw one die to determine how many gulps are left in the bottle.
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“Wrong!” exclaims the guard, neatly lopping your head off with one swing of his sword.
 
Look up at him from the grass while consciousness dims, then go to 13.
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“Wrong!” shouts the huge man, casually hurling you all the way to 61.
 
So pick yourself up, dust yourself off and select another destination from your 61 map.
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You start to argue with the priest and inadvertently breathe in the smoke.
 
Go to 13.
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Zeus glances at the certificate. “Have you ever noticed how difficult it is to make history turn out any other way than the way it’s always turned out?” he asks.
You look at him blankly. “I don’t follow you.”
“The whole Trojan War started because Paris decided Aphrodite was the most beautiful goddess,” he tells you. “I was half hoping you might have got him to pick one of the others. But you didn’t and now Aphrodite has sent him the most beautiful woman in the world who happens to be a young lady called Helen.”
“What’s wrong with that?” you ask.
“She happens to be married,” Zeus says soberly. “To Menelaus, king of Sparta. Now Menelaus will think Paris has abducted her and march on Troy, so the wars starts after all. You’d better get over there and sort it out directly.”
 
With which he waves a casual hand and sends you forward in time and space to 49.
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Swiftly you take out the neat little pocket publication entitled A Brief History of Ancient Greece that was issued to every member of your package tour. You flick through the index until you come across the following entry:
 
Trojan War
The Trojan War took place in the 12th or 13th Century b.c. between the Greeks and the people of Troy in western Anatolia (now part of modern Turkey.) 
It began when Paris, son of the Trojan king, ran off with Helen, a woman unfortunately married to Menelaus the King of Sparta, one of the Greek city-states.
Menelaus’ brother Agamemnon promptly led a Greek expedition against Troy, starting a war that lasted
“Hello,” you mutter, “the rest of this entry seems to be blank.”
“I know,” says Zeus. “I blanked it. In the historical reality the Guide is talking about the war lasted twenty five years, which is far too long. I want you to nip back and cut it short. If you succeed, I’ll see you get a mention in the book.”
“But is this all the information I get?” you complain.
“Unless you want to skim through the Odyssey and the Iliad,” Zeus says benignly. “That Roman poet Virgil wrote about it in the Aeneid as well. I’m sure I can find you copies somewhere.”
“No, thanks,” you tell him hurriedly. “I think if this is to be the start of an adventure, the sooner I get going the better.”
“Well said!” exclaims Zeus heartily. “In that case get yourself to 80 and we’ll set the wheels in motion.”
 
What are you waiting for? Turn to 80.
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“Think so?” asks Zeno. “But surely since Arthur is a yard ahead to begin with, by the time Achilles runs half that distance, Arthur will have moved on, however slowly, even if it’s only an inch or two. And by the time Achilles has covered half the remaining distance, Arthur will have moved on again. And by the time Achilles has covered half that distance, Arthur will again have moves a little further. So logically, Achilles will never be able to catch up with Arthur. Would you like to reconsider your answer?”
 
If it isn’t Achilles, then maybe Arthur wins at 46 or neither wins at 64, or both win at 54.
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There is a sudden volcanic eruption from the crack beneath the Pythia. Lava flows across the floor and melts you (with a particularly disgusting scorching smell) from the feet up.
 
Go to 13.
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There’s a small temple in this clearing, rather delicately rendered in pinkish marble. The door is partly open.
 
Which means you can probably go inside at 53. But if you don’t there are paths leading north to 99, south east to 10 and south west to 58.
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“Okay,” says the guard, waving you inside. “But before you can get through the second gate, you have to tell me whether our King’s wife is called Leda, Diana or Hecuba - barbarians never get that one right. Same rules as before.”
 
If you think it’s Leda, go to 41. If you think it’s Diana, go to 52. If you think it’s Hecuba, go to 68 If you think you’d rather not risk your life again, go to the army camp at 86.
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You’ve found it! This huge building is the Temple of Zeus! There’s no doubt about it. The statue outside is of the old geek you met on Mount Olympus. What luck. Now you can tell Zeus you’ve had all the training you need and get out of this dreadful place.
With a brief but admiring glimpse at the colonnade of pillars that surrounds the building, you race round to the main entrance doors ... Only to be stopped by a burly priest.
“Pass, please!” he demands. “You need one signed by Zeus to get in.”
 
An irritating development. Perhaps Zeus meant to give you a pass before he sent you to Sparta, but if so he forgot. If you’ve managed to find one from some other source, you can hand it to the burly priest and go inside at 154. If not, you’d better get back to your map at 61 and pick another destination.
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“I’ll do what I can,” you say soberly. “But what’s this all about?”
The young man speaks quickly and quietly. “My name is Paris - Alexander to my friends - and my parents are King Priam and Queen Hecuba of Troy.”
You look at him suspiciously. “If you’re a royal prince, what are you doing herding sheep?”
“Long story,” says Paris. “When I was a baby, some loony soothsayer predicted I’d be the ruination of Troy, so my father left me out on the side of Mount Ida to die - that’s the sort of thing they do round here.”
You nod. “I know. I came across something similar in Sparta.”
“Anyway,” says Paris, “I was found and brought up by shepherds. Does that answer your question?”
“Yes, but I’ve another one: what’s going on over there?” You nod towards the voices.
Paris sighs. “What’s going on over there is trouble. Three goddesses - Hera, Athena and Aphrodite. You know what it’s like when goddesses get together: argue, argue, argue! They’re trying to decide which of them is the most beautiful and now they want me to make the decision for them.”
“What’s wrong with that?” you ask. “You go over, pick the one you fancy, then get offside sharpish. Simple.”
“You don’t know them,” Paris says sourly. 
“I think I know Hera - that’s Mrs Zeus, isn’t it?”
Paris ignores you. “Come with me,” he begs. “Help me make the choice that won’t kill us both!”
 
Kill you? This is getting hairy. But you can still change your mind and refuse forcefully at 56, or creep away sneakily to 153. Otherwise it sounds as if you’ll have to risk your life (again) at 139.
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“Go with you? You must be out of your mind!” you exclaim as you hurl yourself upon them.
 
And in so doing, earn yourself an automatic first strike. Each guard has 40 Life Points , a +3 sword and -3 armour. If they kill you, you can bleed your way to 13. Survival will take you to 70.
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“You’ve done it!” gasps one of the spectators in amazement. “You’ve killed our paidonomos!”
“Yes, I’m sorry about that,” you tell him, “but he didn’t give me much choice, did he? Now if you’ll excuse me I’ll be on my way back to 61.”
“No you won’t,” says the spectator. “Anybody who kills our paidonomos has to take his place.”
 
It never stops, does it? If you’ve ambitions to turn brats into louts, you can accept the job at 14. But if you’ve better things to do with your time, you can try turning it down at 147.
 



Please select an option from the previous page.



39
 
“Wrong!” exclaims the guard, neatly lopping your head off with one swing of his sword.
 
Look up at him from the grass while consciousness dims, then go to 13.
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“As a matter of fact I did,” you tell her matter-of-factly. “It’s lying up near the top of the hill, waiting to get sunstroke or be eaten by wolves.”
“You swine!” screams the mother angrily. “You’ve left my poor dear sweet little Heracles to the mercy of the Fates!” She turns to the four strapping boys. “Avenge your little brother, my sons! Slaughter this uncivilised barbarian!”
“Yus, Mum,” reply the boys in unison, drawing wicked looking short swords from the belts of their thin tunics.
 
The good news is you may be able to fight your way out of this. The bad news is you’re very unlikely to succeed. Each of those swords gives the boys +4 on a successful hit. Since their mother’s bringing them up to be gentlemen, they’ll attack one at a time, but the fact remains you’ll have to dispatch all four to get out of this with a whole skin. As you’ve no weapons, you’ll fight the first one empty-handed, but if miraculously you succeed, you can use his sword for subsequent fights. Each lad has a strapping 50 Life Points.
If the boys succeed in doing what their mother told them, go to 13. If you manage, against all odds, to make it through this early punch-up, you can turn triumphantly to 69.
 



Please select an option from the previous page.



41
 
“Wrong!” exclaims the guard, neatly lopping your head off with one swing of his sword.
 
Look up at him from the cobbles while consciousness dims, then go to 13.
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You can hear music as you approach this clearing and as you reach it, you can see a group of dancers, men and women both, gambolling merrily accompanied by lyre, flute and drum.
 
They’re too busy to notice you yet, but you have the option of joining them at 62. If you’d prefer to stay miserable, you can sneak away without their even noticing by taking paths north to 10, north east to 84, west to 18 and north west to 58.
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“Sorry,” you say with an apologetic smile, “I’m afraid I’m on a mission for Zeus and I’ve no time for intellectual challenges.”
The old boy sighs deeply. “I don’t know what’s wrong with the younger generation,” he says.
And to your absolute amazement he, the athletic looking man and the tortoise shimmer for a moment then disappear as if they’d just been beamed up to the Enterprise.
 
Leaving you standing like a twit at 153.
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“Special offer! Passes to the Temple! Get your passes to the Temple. Each one signed by Zeus himself! Roll up! Roll up! Special offer!” 
Even from a distance you can hear the raucous call, although as you get closer you notice nobody seems to be taking up this special offer. You sidle up to the little man with the blue braiding on the thin, short tunic everybody seems to wear in Sparta.
“How much are your passes?” you ask cautiously.
“Small sacrifice on Zeus’s Altar,” he tells you, nodding to the broad, low, hexagonal platform behind him, covered in what look suspiciously like old bloodstains.
“I hope you don’t want me to sacrifice an animal,” you warn him. “I’m a member of the Animal Rights Movement and the Anti-Vivisection League.”
“No animal sacrifice, I assure you,” he assures you. “Now, do you want to give me your Sacrifice Cup, or are you going to waste my time all day?”
 
Sacrifice Cup? This clown wants something called a Sacrifice Cup before you can perform the sacrifice that will get you the pass that will get you into Zeus’s Temple that will (hopefully) get you out of here. If you happen to have one about your person, give it to him at once and go to 17. If not, your only hope is to get back to your map at 61 and start looking for one.
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“Look at me!” you call gaily as you fling your clothing to the winds and perform a spectacular backwards double flip and corkscrew into the pool.
 
Which is so brutally cold one of your Life Points drops off.
If this kills you, go to 13. If it doesn’t, take a deep breath and come up at 60.
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“Think so?” asks Zeno. “But surely there must be a time when Arthur’s run half way, then a time when he’s run half the remaining distance, then a time when he’s run half the remaining distance after that. So however far he runs, he will always have half the remaining distance still to run, which means logically he can never actually finish the race. And since Arthur has to run the entire one hundred yards to win, he can never be the winner, even with a head start. Would you like to reconsider your answer?”
 
If it isn’t Arthur, then maybe Achilles wins at 31 or neither wins at 64, or both win at 54.
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“Here, that’s not on!” calls one of the workers in the field. “That was supposed to have been a friendly fight and you’ve been and gone and killed him!”
At which all the workers begin to move menacingly towards you.
There are five of them altogether, all armed with farm implements capable of doing you +2 damage. None of them is particularly healthy - you can take the average Life Points to be just 15 - but they’ll all pile in at once and do their level best to kill you.
 
You’re welcome to take on this mass of angry rustics if you wish. Should they kill you, go to 13. Should you dispatch all five of them, turn to 25 But another possibility is to run blindly, shrieking and screaming in panic, in which case you’ll end up at 61
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You can see more of the dreaded dappled sunlight as you approach, but before it becomes all too, too depressing, the sound of voices reaches you across the balmy air. 
There are definitely more than one and they sound female. They also sound as if they’re arguing.
 
Do you really want to get involved in this? There’s nothing worse than being caught up in somebody else’s hassle - especially when you’ve got more urgent things to do. Nobody’s spotted you yet so there’s nothing to stop you slipping back west to 153. But if you’ve forgotten what curiosity did to the cat, you can investigate further (and take your chances) at 12.
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After a moment of disorientation, you find yourself on a plain outside a remarkable walled city characterised by scores of tall, well-built towers. To the east of you some distance away, you can see the tents and stables of a vast army camp. It looks as if the famous siege of Troy is well and truly under way.
 
And if you’re going to cut it short, you’ve got a quick decision to make. Are you going to try to get into Troy at 59. Or make your way to that great army camp at 86.
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You hold your breath, turning slowly purple in the face. The Pythia, by contrast, is inhaling like a woman possessed, which may be exactly what she is since she’s now making the most peculiar grunting and gurgling noises.
“Is she all right?” you gasp out of the corner of your mouth, trying desperately not to breathe in.
“Never better,” says the priest who doesn’t seem bothered by the smoke either. “That’s just Apollo talking through her. As we priests know, the gods always speak in a mysterious tongue that has to be interpreted (by us) for the hoi-polloi.”
You don’t recall Zeus speaking anything but plain English, but you don’t bother to contradict him.
“I shall interpret the oracle for you now!” he exclaims and promptly lets rip with the following verse:
A questioner sent here by Zeus
Asked of matters both vain and abstruse.
But in giving replies
It would be most unwise
For Pythia to play fast and loose!
You frown. “Very creative, but what does it mean?”
“Ah,” says the priest, “that’s why you need me to interpret. It means you have five possible approaches to the task set you by Zeus. One leads to glorious victory, the other four to ignominious death.”
“You got all this from that little poem?”
The priest nods and smiles. “That and much more. Us priests are able to make extensive interpretations of the smallest material, which is why we get so many tips, of course. Now your five possibilities are sections 5, 19, 28, 32, 72. Which one will you chose?”
“But how do I know which one leads to victory?” you protest. “I’ve got a five to one chance of getting killed - this isn’t fair!”
“Of course it isn’t,” smiles the priest. “But if you slip me a couple of drachmas, I’ll give you a suitably obscure clue at 88.”
 
This has suddenly turned into a nightmare. If you have two drachmas left, my strong advice would be to hand them to this greedy priest and go to 88 at once. If you haven’t (or just aren’t in the mood to listen to advice) then close your eyes and stick a pin in the following list of section numbers:
 
5
19
28
32
72
 
You might get lucky.
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Mmm, another temple by the look of it. Not quite so large as the one across the way, but beautifully designed. It’s rectangular and stands on a low, stepped terrace in a ritual enclosure. There a surrounding colonnade supporting a lintel under the gabled, tiled roof. The columns are Doric, heavy and closely spaced to support the weight of the masonry. But their heaviness is relieved by the tapered and fluted shaft. 
Since there’s nobody about to stop you, you slip quietly inside and look around. To the eastern end of the temple is a statue of a mature, but rather attractive, woman. You walk towards it, wondering which of the many Greek goddesses it might represent.
“It represents Hera,” says a voice inside your head. “Queen of the gods, daughter of the Titans Cronus and Rhea and wife of your current boss.”
“My current boss?” you echo also inside your head.
“Zeus,” says the voice sharply.
“Who are you?” you ask the voice nervously.
“Hera, Queen of gods, daughter Titans, wife of Zeus and mother of four - who do you think?” There is a sudden shimmering in the air and the statue stretches then squats down so its head is more or less on your level. “There,” it says, “I’ve animated my statue now. Do you feel more comfortable now you can see me?”
“A little,” you gulp. 
“Well,” she says, “what on earth are you doing wasting your time here when you should be finishing your training and getting to grips with the Trojan War. I’ve a personal interest in that little conflict, you know.”
“Have you? I didn’t know that.”
“Well, of course I have! The whole thing really started when Paris picked that slut Aphrodite over me in the beauty contest.”
“He must have been stupid or very short-sighted,” you put in quickly on the principle that flattery will get you everywhere.
Hera smiles. “Why, what a charming little adventurer you are. I’m glad my husband picked you to sort things out. When you get to the Trojan War, just make sure the Greeks win. I won’t be satisfied until Troy is completely wiped out. Now, how may I help you?”
“Well,” you say uncertainly, “if you have any advice on how to complete my training here quickly, I’d be very grateful.”
“Of course,” says Hera. “You must seek to witness the Battle of Marathon and advise on its outcome, otherwise you will never see my husband again.”
“That doesn’t make sense,” you tell her, frowning.
“The things that gods say very seldom do,” she tells you and turns back to stone.
 
Leaving you with no better option than returning to 61 to select another destination.
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“Wrong!” exclaims the guard, neatly lopping your head off with one swing of his sword.
 
Look up at him from the cobbles while consciousness dims, then go to 13.
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Nice and cool in here. By the look of things it’s not so much a temple dedicated to any particular god as a pleasant meditation spot.
 
If you want to meditate, you can do so at 22. But if you’d prefer to get on with your adventure without wasting time, the paths from this place lead north to 99, south west to 58 or south east to 10.
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“Think so?” asks Zeno. “But surely there must be a time when each has run half way, then a time when he’s run half the remaining distance, then a time when he’s run half the remaining distance after that. So however far he runs, he will always have half the remaining distance still to run, which means logically neither Arthur nor Achilles can ever actually finish the race. So they can’t both be winners, can they? Would you like to reconsider your answer?”
 
Your only other options are that Achilles wins at 31, Arthur wins at 46 or neither of them wins at 64.
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“Sir,” you say kindly, that being the sort of person you are, “if there is anything - anything at all - I can do to help, you only need to ask.”
“Well,” says the old geezer bluntly, “you can try to put a stop to the Trojan War for a start.”
You blink. “I’m sorry?”
He gets down off his rock and to your surprise he’s a lot taller than he seemed. “Look,” he says, “I know you’ve doubts about my identity, but we’ll sort that out in a minute. The fact remains that as Chief God of the Ancient Greeks it’s my job to sort out Greek history. And frankly they’re making a mess of it. Especially the Trojan War.”
“I thought the Trojan War was a myth?” you put in. “Didn’t Homer just make it up?”
“Not unless you’re thinking of Homer Simpson,” Zeus sniffs. “They’re always trying to tell you history is myth if it doesn’t suit the latest theories. It’s not so long ago they claimed Troy itself was a myth. Charlie McLaren told them where it was in 1822, but they didn’t believe it until that pompous little German Schliemann dug it up in 1870. I can still remember the fuss!”
“You were alive in 1870?” you frown, still not quite tuned in to who you’re talking to.
“I was alive in 1870 BC!” Zeus snaps. “And a long time before that, I can tell you. But the point is, the Trojan War’s been going on far too long. I want you to go back in time to stop it.”
“You want me -?” It sounds so ridiculous you start to giggle.
Zeus frowns. “I’m glad you find it amusing,” he tells you. “I just hope you’re still laughing when you find yourself on the battlefield. Now, do you want to go straight away, or would you like a few minutes to brief yourself about the period? I notice your tour guide issued you with a Brief History of Ancient Greece.”
 
Well, are you the sort of nerd who reads computer manuals or the sort of idiot who just blindly presses buttons? If you want to brief yourself about the Trojan War, turn to 30. If you’d prefer to jump straight in, you can do that at 80.
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“What are you - some sort of nutcase?” you demand. “You think you can scare the wits out of me like that and then bat your baby browns at me and ask for help? Don’t be such a prat!”
He blinks in surprise, then frowns. “Nobody talks to a prince of Troy like that!” he growls.
With which he hurls himself upon you.
 
This clown is a prince? Too late to worry about that now. The important thing is that he has 50 Life Points and that shepherd’s crook hits with a surprising + 3. If he kills you, go to 13. If you kill him (in self-defence, naturally) turn to 83.
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“RIGHT!” exclaims the huge man enthusiastically. “Have another nine obols. That’s two drachmas you have altogether if you count the obols I’ve already given you!”
“So can I go in now?” you ask again.
“Not yet. That was only my second question. My third question is, to which god is the first toast of wine given at your average meal in Sparta? This question is to keep the barbarians out, you appreciate. Is it Zeus? Is it Hera? Is it Cronus? Is it Baccus? Is it Dionysus?”
 
This is heavy going, but at least you’re making money. For Zeus, go to 148. For Hera go to 122. For Cronus go to 97. For Baccus go to 63. For Dionysus go to 8. And as always if you haven’t a clue, you can return to 61 and select another destination.
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Dappled sunlight. You’re in a clearing in the woods.
 
Paths lead south to 18, west to 78, east to 10, south east to 42, north west to 93, and north east to 33.
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You follow the walls of Troy around until you find a little gate. You raise your fist to knock. You hesitate. Like, are they really going to open the gate in the middle of a siege just because somebody knocks? You knock anyway.
The gate opens. “Welcome to Ileum,” says a guard. “If you can tell me whether our dear Prince Paris is also known as Hector, Alexander, or Lysander I’ll let you through the first gate, otherwise I’ll kill you.”
 
Here’s your chance. If you think the answer’s Hector, go to 26. If you think it’s Alexander go to 34. If you think it’s Lysander, go to 39. Otherwise, you can back off and make your way to the army camp at 86.
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You sink deep into the icy waters which must be fed from a deep underground spring to get this cold, then begin the long haul back to the surface. As you emerge, you notice your hand is convulsively clutching a small statue of Aphrodite you must have picked up from the bottom of the pool.
You climb out, feeling the same sort of pleasure and satisfaction a lunatic gets when he stops beating his head against a wall and go off to collect your scattered clothing.
 
When you’re decently dressed again, you can take your little statue of Aphrodite and your drachmas and troll on back to 61 to pick another destination from your map.
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You study your map. Now you’re close up, this curious collection of villages seems even less impressive than at a distance. Amazing to think this was the city-state that struck terror across the whole of the Mediterranean. Although the central village might become a respectable little town if it made the effort, two of the others are little more than collections of rather seedy little dwellings. Even the roads connecting them look little better than goat tracks.
 
The Five Villages of Sparta

 
Go to...
105
51
145
44
114
35
77
85
125
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It’s irresistible. Merrily you gambol into the centre of the little group and find a goblet of foaming purple wine thrust into your hand.
“Drink!” whispers a voice in your ear. “It’s the libation to Baccus!”
 
If you’re teetotal, there are paths north to 10, north east to 84, west to 18 and north west to 58. But if you’re prepared to drink this heady brew, you can do so at 76.
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“Close, but no cigar,” says the huge man. “It’s more or less the same bloke, but it’s not the answer I have on the card. Want to go back to 57 and have another try?”
 
Well, do you? If you want another try, turn back to 57. If not, you can always slip off to 61 and select another destination from your map.
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“I think so too,” says Zeno, “since there must be a time when each has run half way, then a time when they’ve run half the remaining distance, then a time when they’ve run half the remaining distance after that. So however far they run, they will always have half the remaining distance still to run, which means logically neither Arthur nor Achilles can ever actually finish the race. So neither can actually win, can they?”
“What a load of old codswallop!” you tell him bluntly. “Why don’t you just run the race and find out who wins instead of speculating about it logically?”
With delighted shouts Achilles and Arthur streak off down the track. Achilles wins easily, then trots back to the start as Arthur is still lumbering a good fifteen inches from the line. Achilles grins at you. “Just shows logic has nothing to do with real life, doesn’t it?” He fishes in the pocket of his tunic. “Here’s a Golden Talisman,” he says, handing you a small brass disc. “It’s not magic or anything, but if we ever meet up again it will remind me I owe you a favour. If it hadn’t been for you, Arthur and I would have been frozen in time forever.”
With which he picks up Arthur and he and Zeno walk off together into the woods, still arguing between themselves about the outcome of the race.
 
Leaving you with the options of going east to 48 or south west to 128.
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65
 
“All right, lads,” you cry. “We’re marching to Athens to help push back the Persian invasion. They’re probably better equipped, better armed and we’re outnumbered more than five to one even when you count in the Athenians, but what of that, eh lads?”
There’s a concerned buzz from the crowd around you. “Can’t go until the full moon,” somebody mutters. “It’d be bad luck.”
“Look here,” you exhort them, “this is your country that’s under attack!”
“No it’s not,” a dark-eyed youngster puts in. “The Persians are only attacking Athens. What’s Athens ever done for Sparta except give us trouble?”
“But you’re all Greeks!” you cry.
“Actually that’s quite true, although we prefer the term Hellenes to Greeks,” whispers the helpful young man on your left, “but since you’re a barbarian, perhaps I’d better explain the political set-up. Greece isn’t a whole country like Egypt or Persia. It’s just a collection of separate city states. Athens is one. Sparta’s another. And there are quite a few others that perhaps aren’t quite so important and besides, those that haven’t been forced into some sort of allegiance with Athens have mainly been forced to ally with us here in Sparta. Each city commands a farming hinterland that it’s conquered and filled with slaves to feed its people, but that’s about it. No Hellenic unity, no national government, no overall king or anything of that sort. We’re not actually at war with Athens at the moment, but it’s certainly true to say nobody here feels any burning need to help them - even against those lunatics from Persia.”
“Can’t go before the full moon,” somebody else says, more loudly this time.
“When’s that?” you ask.
“Five days I’d reckon,” the dark-eyed youngster tells you, obviously the sort of precocious brat who grows up to be Euclid or Archimedes, always calculating something.
“That’ll be far too late,” Pheidippides puts in.
“I order you, as your Paidonomos, to march at once!” you cry. There’s a sudden silence and nobody moves. “What’s happening?” you ask the young man on your left.
“I think they’ve just invented democracy and voted you out of office,” he tells you.
 
Which, amazingly in the circumstances, leaves you only with the options of going with Pheidippides yourself to see what you can do single handed at 81, refusing to help at all at 137 or throwing your hat at the whole thing and sneaking off back to 61 (which is quite close by) to select another destination from your map.
 



Please select an option from the previous page.



66
 
“Wrong!” shouts the huge man, casually hurling you all the way to 61.
 
So pick yourself up, dust yourself off and select another destination from your 61 map.
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67
 
Dappled sunlight. You’re in a clearing in the woods. But wait - there’s a bearded character with a reddish cloak over his linen tunic picking some plants.
“Don’t be afraid!” he calls when he catches sight of you. “I’m one of the asklepeia - followers of Asklepios, the god of medicine. What you would call a doctor. Do you need healing? I’m collecting herbs at the moment, but I’d be happy to help.”
 
Do you? Need healing, that is. If you do, turn to 146. If not, the paths from here lead north to 78 and north east to 18.
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68
 
“You’re obviously a friend,” the guard says. “Come on in.”
But as you step towards the second gate, it opens abruptly and Paris staggers through, trying to pull an arrow out of his head. “The archer Philoctetes got me!” he gasps. He catches sight of you. “That was really dumb advice you gave me.”
“Hey, just a minute,” you protest. “You can’t blame me for -”
But with an arrow through his head he’s in no mood to listen. He crawls back through the gate muttering, “Maybe I can get a magic drug from Oenone.”
As you start to follow, the guard steps in front of you. “No way am I letting any stranger through now the prince has been shot,” he says. “On your way!”
 
If you feel like going quietly, you can always try the army camp at 86. If you’re fed up being pushed around, you can try to slaughter the guard and force your way in at 75.
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69
 
“You leave my baby to the wolves and now you kill my other sons!” screams the mother. “Now you shall answer to me!!”
“Here, steady on,” you tell her as she snatches up one of the swords. “They’re the ones who attacked me.”
But there’s no reasoning with her. She hurls herself upon you with her sword glinting in the sun.
 
This is bad news all the way. The woman has 60 Life Points and is, believe it or not, so skilled with that sword that she raises its striking power from +4 to +8 on the first successful blow and using it at +5 thereafter. What’s more, she’s so quick off the mark she gains an automatic first strike. Should she succeed in killing you, go to 13. If you survive to kill her, thus depriving that poor abandoned baby of its mother and four brothers, you can continue your adventure at 130 and I just hope you feel proud of yourself, that’s all.
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70
 
“Well done!” exclaims a voice. “Those two couldn’t have been true Spartans if you finished them off so easily.”
You turn to find yourself face to face with a familiar face, the face of Achilles, who looks fully recovered from his ordeal with the tortoise. He grins at you evilly. “Now let’s see if you can dispatch me as quickly!”
“Hey, wait a minute, we don’t have to fight, ” you protest. “Don’t you remember me?”
“My memory’s not what it was since Zeno started messing with my head,” Achilles admits. “But if we’re friends, you’d better prove it by showing me your Golden Talisman.”
 
If you’ve picked up a Golden Talisman on your travels show it to him quickly at 79. If not, you’re going to have to fight him at 92
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71
 
“Wrong!” shouts the huge man, casually hurling you all the way to 61.
 
So pick yourself up, dust yourself off and select another destination from your 61 map.
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72
 
You spend so long trying to decide what to do that old age catches up with you and you keel over feebly from natural causes.
 
Go to 13
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73
 
“I think that’s about the dumbest idea I’ve ever heard in my life,” you remark honestly.
“How dare you speak to a king like that!” roars Menelaus, casually lopping off your head with his sword.
 
Don’t you know ANYTHING about history? Everybody says the wooden horse was the greatest strategic ploy in the annals of military thought. Did nobody ever tell you to beware of Greeks bearing gifts? Where do you think the saying came from? How could a no-brainer have got so far in this adventure? Look, you can skip 13 just this once, screw your head back on and tell him what a wonderful idea he’s had at 160.
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74
 
Swiftly you race back to the filthy pile of straw you were lying on when you woke up and pretend to be still unconscious. You hear a guard enter and set down a tray before leaving and locking the door behind him.
You wait a moment to make sure the coast is clear, then leap up to pick the lock.
 
But will you succeed? Make an Absolutely Anything Roll. If you manage to pick the lock, you can escape singing and dancing to 61. If you fail utterly or the effort of picking the lock kills you, go to 13.
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75
 
You hurl yourself upon the guard (who actually looks a fairly weedy specimen.) He falls back before your onslaught, whistling loudly through his teeth. At once a thousand heavily armed Trojan warriors race through the gate to his aid.
 
You thought there would be only one guard on a city gate during a siege? If you want to fight these thousand and one opponents, they’ve each got 60 Life Points, +5 swords and - 8 armour. But if you really can’t face the prospect of rolling the dice a thousand and one times (and that’s just to find out who gets first strike) you can cut this whole mess short by going directly to 13.
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76
 
The world spins at the very first sip. From somewhere distant you hear the old familiar voice of Zeus advise, “Don’t let my son lead you into evil ways!”
Then another, rather jolly voice whispers, “Don’t listen to my father. You just stick with Baccus and you won’t go too far wrong. Or if you do, at least you’ll have fun!”
“Who are you?” you call desperately.
“I’m BACCHUS,” shouts the voice. “God of wine and fruit of the trees, often confused with Dionysus, especially by myself when I’ve been drinking. Open your eyes and meet my followers.”
You hadn’t actually realised they were closed, but when you open them, you find yourself surrounded by a group of (rather handsome) girls dressed in fawn skins. They begin to dance around you chanting, “We’re the Maenads! We’re the Maenads! Welcome, welcome to the realm of Baccus!”
At any other time you might feel a little uneasy with the strangeness of it all, but the foaming drink has done something to your better judgement since you begin to grin widely. One of the girls comes forward and takes you by the hand.
“You’re in luck, young person. The god Baccus has taken a fancy to you - which probably isn’t surprising since I understand you’re working for his father - so he’s asked me to go with you and help you through the rest of your adventure.”
Your head is still reeling a bit, so you shake it to clear it. “Help me?” you echo stupidly.
She smiles and nods. “Obviously I can’t advise you or interfere with your decisions, but sure as treading grapes makes wine I can help you in any fight.”
 
This is a real stroke of luck. The young (and rather handsome) Maenad has 40 Life Points and enough martial arts training to strike at +4 even without a weapon. She will fight to the death on your side in any combat unless you instruct her otherwise. If she’s injured, she has three doses of herbal medicine in a pouch around her waist, each of which will restore a double dice roll of life points to her; and when that’s finished, she can share in any healing you may find. When your head clears, you can go on from this place hand in hand with the Maenad north to 10, north east to 84, west to 18 or north west to 58. 
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You are strolling round this impressive building admiring the architecture when a smallish man in a grubby tunic leaps out from a doorway and grabs you by the arm.
“Come in quick,” he says, “the performance is just about to start.”
“You mean this is a theatre?” you exclaim, since you’d been wondering what on earth it was.
“Thought they only had them in Athens, didn’t you?” the man grins. “But we’re very civilised here in Sparta. Tell you what. Since you’re obviously a barbarian, I’ll let you in free this time. I’ll even give you a sack of figs.”
“Well, thank you,” you say as he drags you inside. “But what are the figs for?”
“Throwing at the actors, of course!” he tells you.
As you slip inside the auditorium you realise theatre must have been very popular in Ancient Greece. This place looks as if it would literally seat an audience of hundreds. A quick glance at your Brief Guide tells you that this place in Sparta is nothing when compared to the Theatre of Dionysus in Athens which actually accommodated fourteen thousand.
You slip into your seat.
“It’s a comedy,” whispers a man in the seat beside you. “I’m glad, aren’t you? Those old tragedies they used to put on were so depressing. Who wants to hear about the gods and heroes when you can have a good laugh, eh?”
“Right on,” you reply and settle back to enjoy the show.
It’s a bit different to what you’re used to. There only seem to be three actors, no actresses at all, and a sort of chorus of about a dozen blokes who prance about, singing and dancing, to fill in the details of the action.
But though there are only three actors, this play (by some hack called Aeschylus of Athens) has many more than three characters, so that the actors keep putting on different masks. You notice all three are wearing very thick-soled shoes that make them look taller than they actually are. You find it all very confusing, but the rest of the audience obviously loves it.
Since it seems a waste to throw the figs at the actors, you munch them instead.
 
A fortunate burst of appetite since these wonderful fruit will restore you to full Life Points if you happen to be depleted. But enough of stuffing your face and amusing yourself at the theatre. You’ve a job to do, so you’d better get back to 61 and pick another destination from your map.
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78
 
You’ve stumbled on a pool. The water looks cool and inviting, but there’s something swimming in the depths that looks suspiciously like a crocodile.
 
Ah, come on - there were no crocodiles in Ancient Greece! Or were there? You may find out if you take a dip at 116. But if you don’t want to risk it, the paths leading out of this place go north to 93, east to 58, south east to 18, south to 67 and north west to 107.
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79
 
Achilles blinks. “That’s good enough for me,” he says, absently rubbing his heel. “Now, would you like me to take you to meet the King or do you fancy another fight if I get you healed up to full Life Points - I have to avenge my friend Patroclus and I could do with some help.”
 
Which is it to be? Achilles will take you to the King at 98. Or you can help him avenge his friend at 136.
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80
 
“Now,” says Zeus briskly, “just a few preparations. First -”
He waves both arms wildly above his head and a luminous cloud settles briefly round yours. You experience a moment of disorientation before the cloud disappears. “What was that?” you gasp.
“Language,” Zeus says shortly. “Pointless sending you on an adventure if everything everybody says is Greek to you. You’ll now be able to understand the lingo perfectly. Speak it too, although I’m afraid you’ll have a slight accent - nothing I can do about that. Now, training -”
“Here, wait a minute, you didn’t say anything about training!” you protest in sudden alarm.
“Oh come on!” Zeus exclaims. “You don’t think I’d set you down in the middle of a war zone without training, do you? You wouldn’t last five minutes.”
With which he waves his arms around his head again and this time the luminous cloud envelopes your whole body.
 
Carrying you instantly (and somewhat unexpectedly) to 20.
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81
 
“Look here, Pheid,” you say brusquely, “I’ve no authority to send soldiers, but I certainly won’t let you down in your hour of need. I shall run bravely back with you to Athens - it’s only a couple of hundred kilometres, after all - and there instruct your worthy General Miltiades on how to win the battle.”
To your surprise, the crowd around you gives a rousing cheer.
 
This is all very well for the morale of the troops, but are you fit enough to run all the way back to Athens with Pheidippides? Make an Absolutely Anything Roll. If it succeeds, turn to 109. If it fails, all you can do is creep away to 61 in utter disgrace to select another destination. If it kills you, go to 13.
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“Stay here,” commands the priest. He walks into the temple, but returns only moments later hand in hand with the weirdest looking woman you’ve ever seen.
She’s something over fifty years old with unkempt greying black hair, thin as a pipe cleaner and with a pale face dominated by huge wild eyes. Frankly, she looks daft as a brush.
“This is Pythia, our chief priestess and oracle,” the priest introduces you. 
She stares as if she’s about to eat you alive, but says nothing. 
“Charmed, I’m sure,” you nod.
“Now,” says the priest, “you’re supposed to have sponsors, but since you haven’t, I’d better take their place. I don’t suppose you have a pelanos either?”
“What’s a pelanos?” you ask blankly.
“Ritual cake,” the priest says. “Obviously you don’t, so we’ll use this one.” He pulls a small cake from a fold in his robe and hands it to you. “I don’t see any sacrificial animal either -”
“I’m a member of Animal Rights and the Anti-Vivisection League!” 
“- Yes, yes,” the priest says hastily. “We’ll forego the sacrificial animal in this instance. Walk this way.”
The three of you walk a little way from the temple to a small river. “The Castalian spring!” announces the Pythia. To your amazement (and horror) she starts to throw off all her clothes.
“You too,” the priest tells you.
 
What is this - some sort of orgy? If you’re prepared to take your clothes off in front of these extraordinary people, you can do so at 11. If modesty forbids it, you’ll be a lot better off at 118.
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83
 
As you step back from the body, there is a sudden thunderclap and a large (but depressingly familiar) voice booms down from the sky: “You blithering idiot! That was Paris you just killed!”
“Paris, France?” you frown, bewildered.
“No -Paris, Troy!” shouts Zeus from his heavenly abode. “When he got involved with my wife and those two other trouble-makers, it was the start of this whole Trojan War business. Now you’ve killed him, the war will never get started.”
“But I thought that’s what you wanted!” you protest.
“I wanted you to cut it short, not stop it happening altogether!” Zeus snaps. “I’d better send you back in time a little while so you can undo this ghastly mistake.”
And before you can protest, you find yourself whirling through spacetime in a giddying manner.
 
Roll one die. Score 1 and land at 33. Score 2 and land at 135. Score 3 and land at 93. Score 4 and land at 58. Score 5 and land at 84. Score 6 and you’re caught in a time-loop and have to roll the die again.
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84
 
Dappled sunlight. You’re in a clearing in the woods.
 
Paths lead north to 135, south west to 42, or north west to 10.
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85
 
Ah, the merry sight of happy children romping in the school playground, the joyous sound of happy laughter tinkling -
Wait a minute, something wrong here. The place certainly looks like a school since it’s packed with kids of about seven years old and upwards. But it’s all boys - no girls at all - and scores of the boys must be old blokes of thirty, for heaven’s sake! What’s going on here?
You catch a passing youngster by the ear. “What’s going on here?” you demand.
He twists out of your grip with the expertise and speed of a judo Black Belt. “How dare you treat me like a slave!” he snaps. “I demand we fight to the death!”
 
You’re not really going to fight this seven year old child to the death, are you? You can refuse by telling him to act his age at 2 But it’s your choice and if you really want to have a go at somebody smaller than yourself, you’ll find the action at 158
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86
 
You can tell right away this must be a Spartan encampment. Soldiers are racing up and down carrying heavy loads of rocks, washing themselves in freezing water, eating live scorpions, impatiently amputating broken arms that hinder their use of weapons and generally behaving in a very macho manner.
Two guards approach.
“Oh, you!” one calls. “Lay down your arms and come with us!”
 
No preliminaries, no by your leave. This is Sparta all right. But if you don’t feel like doing what you’re told, you can fight these two goons at 37. Should you be weary of fighting at this stage of your adventure, you can equally well go with them at 144 And if you’re really quick off the mark, you can make a break for Troy at 59.
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87
 
Dappled sunlight. You’re in a clearing in the woods. But wait - there’s a bearded character with a brownish cloak over his linen tunic seated beside an array of weapons and armour set out on the grass.
“Interest you in a few little security devices?” he asks. “Take your pick from this list.”
The list he hands you reads:
Breastplate -3 - 3 obols
Catapult +1 - 1 obol
Helmet -2 - 2 obols
Long sword +6 - 1 drachma
Shield -5 - 1 drachma
Short sword +3 - 3 obols
Short sword +5 - 5 obols
 
You can buy what you like from this list, provided you’ve got the wherewithal in cash. Once you’ve finished your arms dealing you can follow the path north to 156, east to 99, or south to 107.
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“Oh, that’s very kind of you,” the priest smiles as he bites the drachmas and drops them into a pocket in his robe. “Here’s your clue.” 
With which he hands you a small piece of Egyptian papyrus on which is written:
If the gods live on Mount Olympus, go at once to 5, unless Apollo is a sun god in which case turn to 19. But if Apollo is not also known as Phoebus and has absolutely nothing at all to do with divine distance, ignore that last instruction and go instead to 28, unless Aphrodite is the goddess of light in which case you should go to 32 except when you believe Hera is the wife of Zeus, but was not the daughter of Titans in which case you should go instead to 72.
“I can’t understand this mumbo-jumbo!” you wail, shaking the paper under the priest’s nose. 
“Tough,” he replies. “Did you ever know a priest who gave a money-back guarantee?”
 
No, neither did I. But you’re still faced with the same lethal old choice, I’m afraid. Are you going to 5, 19, 28, 32, or 72?
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89
 
“Whee, isn’t this fun!” shouts Achilles as he whips up the horses. Behind the chariot, the body of Hector bumps on the rocky ground. 
But before you can reply, the familiar figure of Paris steps out of a small gate in the walls, an arrow in his bow. 
“Hey, Paris,” Achilles taunts, “see what I’ve done to Hect -”
He stops abruptly as Paris’s arrow catches him in the heel, killing him instantly.
“Now you,” mutters Paris, notching another arrow.
 
Which misses your heel completely, but passes through your heart, deflects on your rib cage, punctures your lung then rips out your throat and lodges in your brain. Go to 13.
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90
 
“Baby?” you ask innocently. “Did you say baby? No, I’m afraid I haven’t seen him. Not at all. Not even in the distance.”
“How do you know my baby is a boy then?” the woman demands. “I never mentioned that.”
“Liar, liar, pants on fire!” chant the four young men in Greek, drawing short swords and hurling themselves upon you.
 
Each of those swords gives the boys +4 on a successful hit. Since their mother’s bringing them up to be gentlemen, they’ll attack one at a time, but the fact remains you’ll have to dispatch all four to get out of this with a whole skin. As you’ve no weapons, you’ll fight the first one empty-handed, but if miraculously you succeed, you can use his sword for subsequent fights. Each lad has a strapping 50 Life Points.
If the boys succeed in doing what their mother told them, go to 13. If you manage, against all odds, to make it through this early punch-up, you can turn triumphantly to 69.
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“Right!” exclaims the huge man. “Have three obols!” With which he presents you with three small coins.
“Can I go in now?” you ask, testing the coins with your teeth.
“Not yet,” he says. “That was only the first question. The second question is: how many children has Hera? One, two, three, four or five?”
 
Nice to get a bit of money, but can you answer his second question. If you think the answer is one, turn to 3. If two, turn to 15. If three turn to 27. If four turn to 57. If five turn to 71. If you haven’t a clue, you can always get back to 61 and select another destination.
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92
 
“I’m afraid it’s going to be a fight,” you say reluctantly.
 
As well you might. Not only are you tired from your fight with the guards, but Achilles has an infinite number of Life Points on account of his Mum (the sea nymph Thetis) dipping him in the River Styx when he was a nipper to make him immortal. Your only chance is to get him in the heel, which was the only bit didn’t go into the water since Thetis was holding him by it at the time. If you can strike a heel blow, only possible by throwing a double six, you’ll knock him unconscious long enough to stop the fight. If not you will score no damage against him whatsoever, despite what the dice may show. If you manage to stop the fight, turn to 79. If Achilles kills you, read about it at 13.
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93
 
Dappled sunlight. You’re in a clearing in the woods.
 
Paths lead north east to 99, south east to 58, south to 78 or south west to 107.
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94
 
“Well done!” exclaims Achilles, absently tying Hector’s corpse to the back of his chariot so he can drag him about in full view of the city walls. “Now, do you want to come with me while I bounce this body a bit or would you prefer me to write you a note of safe passage to King Menelaus who’s an old friend of mine?”
 
Decisions, decisions! If you fancy a tour of the city walls with Achilles (and Hector in tow) turn to 89. If you’d prefer safe conduct to King Menelaus, go to 101.
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You wake up with a pounding headache. The first thing that hits you is the smell. The second is the gloom. You pull yourself painfully to your feet, every muscle aching and look around. You’re in a tiny stone-flagged chamber that feels suspiciously like a prison cell. You’ve been lying on a bed of filthy straw, your only covering a scrap of paper that turns out to be a map of Sparta left by the last miserable wretch who used this place.
You move across to the door and examine the lock. From your modern, sophisticated viewpoint it appears a simple mechanism, probably fairly easy to pick, given time. But before you can test your skill, you hear footsteps outside and a cheery voice calls, “Wake up inside - it’s time for the slops they call dinner round here!”
 
Obviously a guard, so now you have a choice. You can jump the guard when he comes in at 134 or you can eat your slops, regain your strength and try to pick the lock later at 74.
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“Well,” you remark cheerfully, “I could do with an honest day’s toil slaving in the sun for a pittance of a wage.”
But in fact it isn’t too bad at all. Everybody’s extremely chatty and quite prepared to talk about their life in Sparta. One of the women and two of the men turn out to be slaves.
“I was captured by pirates and fetched 300 drachmas when I was sold,” says the man who spoke to you first.
“You mean you don’t own this place?” you ask, amazed.
He shakes his head. “No, I just run it. Lots of educated slaves like me end up running businesses. I’m saving up tips to buy my freedom. When I do that, I might go into partnership with my present master.”
This isn’t at all the way you imagined slavery to be. “Are there many slaves in Greece?” you ask curiously.
“About one third the population in Athens,” he tells you. “Much the same in Sparta, although most of us are sent to the hinterland to farm since the Spartans are tough and don’t much like house slaves looking after them.”
“What do you do if you’re not farming?”
He sniffs. “House slaves help the women look after children and the old people. Others do building work. The clever ones are in craft shops like us. There’s a sword maker down the street owns more than thirty slaves in his forge. And you know Lysias, the orator -?” You shake your head, but he ignores you. “- well, he has a shield factory that keeps a hundred and twenty slaves busy.” He shrugs. “Anyway, it’s better than the silver mines. There are about forty thousand of us down there. Dreadful conditions.”
Enlivened by the conversation, the day passes quickly. You collect your wages and are about to leave when the freeman of the party suddenly calls after you, “Want to spend the night at my place? You’re good company for a barbarian and it’ll save you looking for digs.”
 
Nice offer. You can take it up at 131. But if you’re feeling anti-social, you can give him the finger at 151.
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97
 
“Wrong!” shouts the huge man, casually hurling you all the way to 61.
 
So pick yourself up, dust yourself off and select another destination from your 61 map.
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98
 
Achilles leads you to the largest of the tents, with guards at the entrance. They salute him smartly and gesture him to enter. A muscular, grey-haired man looks up as you walk in.
“I want you to meet an interesting young barbarian, Menelaus,” Achilles says easily.
Menelaus? Oh wow, this must be the King Menelaus, Helen’s husband, who started the war when Paris nicked his wife. He looks you up and down, frowning thoughtfully. “You aren’t the youngster working for Zeus by any chance?” he asks.
“Yes, I am,” you nod.
The king stands up and dismisses Achilles with a wave. “Good,” he says. “So you can tell me how to shorten this war. What I want to know is if I should fight that villain Paris in single combat or try some other tactic. What do you think?”
 
Interesting question. If you think he should fight Paris go to 129. If you think he should try something else, turn to 108.
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99
 
Dappled sunlight. You’re in a clearing in the woods.
 
Paths lead north east to 143, south to 33, south west to 93, west to 87 and north west to 104.
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100
 
“Maybe I’d better look after this myself,” you tell the men and walk on down the hillside.
As you approach the tree line, a fit-looking woman in her thirties emerges with a sword in her hand. She places the other hand on her hip and watches your approach with a small grim smile. “I see you’ve found Heracles,” she says as you come within earshot.
“If that’s his name,” you nod. “Are you his mother?”
“I am and proud of it. Little devil’s been racing off to get into mischief within a few hours of being born. I expect he’ll grow up into some sort of superman.”
“He will if he’s the Heracles I’m thinking of,” you mutter, trying desperately to remember if the Heracles/Hercules of Greek/Roman myth came from Sparta.
“But anyway,” the woman is saying, “I’m very grateful to you for bringing him back safely. You’d scarcely credit it, but there are people who’d actually leave a baby in the open to fend for itself. No, since I notice you don’t have a weapon - and you’ll certainly need one to survive in a place like Sparta - let me show you my gratitude by giving you this.” With which she hands you the sword she is carrying.
 
Wow, that’s really nice of her. The sword is so sharp it strikes with +5. Now after you’ve thanked her politely you have the choice of getting on with this adventure at 130 or, since you now know where you are at least, taking a minute to pick up a little background about Sparta from your Brief Guide To Ancient Greece at 150.
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101
 
You flash your safe conduct at the guards on the largest tent in the encampment and are ushered in to the presence of a muscular grey-haired man. This must be King Menelaus, Helen’s husband, who started the war when Paris nicked his wife. He looks you up and down, frowning thoughtfully. “You aren’t the youngster working for Zeus by any chance?” he asks.
“Yes, I am,” you nod.
The king stands up. “Good. So you can tell me how to shorten this war. What I want to know is if I should fight that villain Paris in single combat or try some other tactic. What do you think?”
 
Interesting question. If you think he should fight Paris go to 129. If you think he should try something else, turn to 108.
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102
 
“Good decision,” murmurs Zeus as the golden chamber shimmers all around you and your vision, momentarily, fades to black. From somewhere far away you hear him add, “Hope you can find your way to the sacred grove.”
 
With which he teleports you directly to 58.
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103
 
Dappled sunlight. You’re in a clearing in the woods. But wait - there’s a bearded character with a bluish cloak over his linen tunic. He’s seated beside a most diverse array of goods spread out on a ground sheet.
“Hey you!” he calls. “Need something? Anything? Come and see what I’ve got for sale!”
You walk across and examine the merchandise. 
“Hellespont mackerel,” he tells you proudly. “And lots of other fish if you’re feeling fishy. Thessaly puddings here if you like Thessally puddings. And prime ribs of beef.”
Since you’re not hungry at the moment you ask, “What are you doing selling stuff here?”
“It’s my job,” he says. “You sound like a barbarian, so I’ll fill you in. I’m from Athens and we’ve got four social classes. There’s the pentakosiomedimnoi - they’re the nobs. Then there’s the hippeis, who’ve enough cash to buy a horse. After that you’ve got the zeugitai, who’ve at least got a plough and two oxen and finally there’s the thetes - they’re the poorest landowners.”
“And which are you?”
“None of them,” he says. “I’m a metoikoi. That makes me lower than a thetes. Actually it makes me even lower than a woman, which is saying something. A metoikoi is a Greek from another city state who’s currently living in Athens. Since we’re not allowed to own land and we don’t have the vote and aren’t thought of as citizens, we usually become merchants, which is what I did.”
His range of goods is extraordinary. As well as the food, he shows you sails, rigging and papyrus from Egypt, ivory from Africa, raisins from Rhodes, carpets from Carthage, spices, ceramics and much, much more.
 
You can buy anything you want from the items mentioned at a nominal sum of three obols each since he’s taken a liking to you. After that, the paths out of here lead north west to 156, north east to 112, or south east to 99.
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104
 
“An excellent choice!” exclaims King Menelaus. “I was thinking of making a huge wooden horse, filling it with men and leaving it outside the walls of Troy while the rest of us pretend to retreat. Paris is so thick he’ll think it’s a gift and take it inside. When he does, our men will jump from the horse and open the gates for the rest of us. What do you think?”
 
If you like the notion, go to 160. If you think it’s the dumbest idea you’ve ever heard in your life, you can tell him so at 73.
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105
 
This place is open to the sky like a Roman amphitheatre, and even has a few tiers of seats for spectators. But even so it’s clearly not a place of entertainment. What it looks like is a military training ground. The good news (especially if you’re feeling a bit below par) is that there’s a character selling ointments, liniments and patent medicines from a tray.
“Free to soldiers and athletes!” he calls as you approach.
 
Here’s an interesting situation. Ointment costs an obol per jar, liniment is the same. Both restore a die roll of Life Points. The medicines are a drachma per bottle and restore a double dice roll of Life Points. All of which may be academic if you don’t have any cash. If you do, buy what you can afford, then get back to 61 to pick another destination. If you don’t, there’s nothing to stop you returning to 61 empty-handed, but since the healing is free to soldiers and athletes, you might like to try your luck down below on the training ground at 141.
 



Please select an option from the previous page.



106
 
“That’s all very well,” you say haughtily, “but you’d better make an exception in my case since Zeus sent me.”
“Why didn’t you say!” exclaims the priest. “Follow me!”
 
With which he leads you to 82.
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107
 
Dappled sunlight. You’re in a clearing in the woods.
 
Paths lead north to 87, north east to 93, and south east to 78.
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108
 
“You’re right!” roars Menelaus. “This confirms exactly what I thought. As far as I can see, our options are all-out attack, strategic retreat or some cunning ploy. What do you favour?”
 
Another good question. All out attack takes you to 119. Strategic retreat is at 113. But if you can think of some cunning ploy that might do the trick, turn to 104.
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109
 
The first day of the two-day run to Athens proves uneventful and you’ve lots of time to admire the scenery. The country is amazingly picturesque in a rocky, mountainy sort of way, and while the soil doesn’t look all that wonderful, the slave farmers manage to grow oranges, olives, dates, pomegranates, figs and even cotton.
In the wilder areas, you get to admire tulips, hyacinths, and laurel which seem to have come up without any help from anybody.
Although Pheidippides wants to keep going, you insist on taking a short rest in the heat of the afternoon. Pheidippides has gone off to find a stream to refill your water skins and you’ve just settled down gratefully in the shade of a tree when you hear a peculiar snuffling sound. You look round to discover a large black boar is watching you with beady brown eyes.
You start to scramble to your feet. “Nice boar,” you say soothingly. “Pretty piggy.”
The boar charges.
 
This bad tempered animal has only 20 Life Points, but it will automatically get in the first strike and it has tusks that will do you +5 damage. If this little hassle kills you, go to 13. 
If you survive, you should know that roast wild boar not only tastes delicious, but is low in fat and if cooked in oil pressed from olives, high in polyunsaturates, so each meal will restore a double dice roll of Life Points. Roll one die three times to determine how many meals you can make from the meat, but divide your answer by two since half of it will have to go to Pheidippides.
If you’re a vegetarian, you can ignore the above, but either way you should turn to 7 should you survive the boar.
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110
 
You shift sideways sharply before this old geek gets violent and begin to circle the ring of cliffs to find a way out. There isn’t one. Which is absolutely and utterly impossible since you ran in here, but the way things are nonetheless. As you complete the circle, you realise the old geek is grinning at you inanely.
 
Grin back while you make your mind up what to do. Which really comes down to humouring him at 159 or taking him seriously at 55.
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111
 
“Don’t be silly!” you tell him severely. “I’ve no quarrel with you!”
“Sissy!” shouts someone in the crowd around you.
“Cow herd!” shouts another.
“Litratute! Staterquet! Rumblebottom!” the rest of the crowd takes up in a chant.
 
All of which is the first subtle hint you’re about to be stripped of your new job due to cowardice and sent, ignominiously, to 61 to select another destination.
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112
 
Dappled sunlight. You’re in a clearing in the woods.
 
Paths lead east to 135 and south west to 103.
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113
 
“An excellent choice!” exclaims King Menelaus. “You can lead the retreat!”
Which, since you have no option, you do and are killed by the first arrow fired by Paris’s pursuing warriors.
 
Pull the arrow out and go to 13.
 



Please select an option from the previous page.



114
 
A huge man picking his nails with a short sword is lounging at the entrance to this building. He watches you approach, then steps out to bar your way.
“Anybody who wants to get in here has to answer some questions,” he growls. “And before you get any ideas about fighting your way through like most Spartans do, I have eleven brothers within earshot, all as big and as ugly as me and armed to the teeth. Harm one hair of my slightly balding head and they’ll fall on you like Mount Olympus.”
“What’s your question?” you ask hurriedly.
“My question is this,” says the huge man. “Were Hera’s Mum and Dad Hellenes, Olympians or Titans?”
You look at him blankly, your brain working nineteen to the dozen.
 
It’s make your mind up time. If you think the answer’s Hellenes go to 66. If it’s Olympians, try 127 . If you plump for Titans, turn to 91. If you haven’t a clue, the best (indeed the only) thing you can do is return to 61 and select another destination from your map.
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115
 
“I’d go for Aphrodite,” you whisper. “You might make a great marriage with the most beautiful woman in the world and even if you don’t, you’ll be the envy of the boys down the pool hall.”
The two other goddesses look dumbfounded when Paris announces his decision, but Aphrodite only makes with a mysterious smile and says, “Obvious choice. Now off you go to collect your reward.” She waves a casual hand and Paris disappears in a small, but powerful whirlwind.
Aphrodite turns to you. “Here’s your Judgement of Paris Certificate,” she says. “To mark the fact you’ve given good advice.”
With which, rather to your surprise, all three goddesses stroll off hand in hand.
 
Leaving you with no option but to retrace your steps west to 153.
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116
 
Convinced the dark shape is no crocodile, you remove your clothes as swiftly and completely as a Spartan and -
 
Look here, are you sure about this? I mean, you’re seriously about to leap naked into a pool with a dark shape in it? If you must go ahead with this madness, you can jump in the pool at 138. Otherwise, the paths leading out of this place go north to 93, east to 58, south east to 18, south to 67 and north west to 107.
 



Please select an option from the previous page.



117
 
“All right,” you mutter crossly, “but I’m doing this under protest.” A ring of young men has formed around you both and you notice the paidonomos has drawn his sword. “Here,” you protest, “we’re not using weapons are we?”
“In Sparta, fights are to the death,” he tells you sternly.
 
How did you get yourself into this mess? The paidonomos has 60 Life Points and is so skilled he actually adds +3 to any sword he uses and the one he’s using now is already +5, giving him a successful strike of +8. If he kills you, go to 13. If you survive, you can lick your wounds (a filthy habit) at 38.
 



Please select an option from the previous page.



118
 
“Modesty forbids it!” you exclaim. 
“Modesty?” echoes the priest. “You’re in Ancient Greece! We’re always running about with no clothes on here! Good grief, every athlete in the entire Olympic Games is starkers! Won’t you reconsider?”
 
Well, will you? If you reconsider your decision, you can denude yourself at 11. But if you’d prefer to stick to your guns (and your underwear) turn to 149.
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119
 
“An excellent choice!” exclaims King Menelaus. “You can lead the charge!”
Which, since you have no option, you do and are killed by the first arrow fired from one of those high towers for which Troy was famous.
 
Pull the arrow out and go to 13.
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120
 
Cautiously you take up the bawling brat who promptly does something runny and obscene down the front of your tunic.
“Doh!” you gasp as you try to clean it off with one hand and a hanky while clutching the baby with the other. All you do is spread the stain. “Why can’t you wear a nappy like any normal baby?” you ask furiously.
The baby doesn’t bother to reply.
You tuck it under one arm and begin to make your way down the hill, your nose wrinkling against the smell. You’ve gone no more than a few hundred yards when two young men with swords step out from behind a rock.
They look at you suspiciously. “What are you doing with that baby?” one of them asks you.
“I found it further up the hill,” you tell him. “Looked like it had been abandoned there.”
“Then why didn’t you leave it where you found it?” asks the other one grumpily.
“Leave it?” you echo, horrified. “Leave an abandoned baby?”
“Look, friend, this is Sparta. Weak babies get abandoned all the time. Usually by their mothers. Helps make sure we stay tough as a people.”
“You mean they’re just left there?” you gasp.
“Of course they’re just left there! How long do you think Sparta would stay strong if interfering do-gooder busybodies like you kept coming along and rescuing the abandoned babies? Before you know it we’d be losing to the Athenians. Now you just go back and dump that baby where you found it, that’s a good barbarian, and we’ll say nothing more about -”
“Here, wait a minute,” his companion cuts in. “That’s not an abandoned baby - that’s young Heracles. Toughest little wriggler in the city state. I bet he crawled up the hill himself!”
You look at the youngster underneath your arm. “But this baby’s only a few weeks old!” you protest.
“We breed them tough in Sparta,” the man grins. “Better get him back to his Mum - she’ll be worried about him. Just take him down to the tree line. You’ll find her somewhere around teaching her boys commando warfare.”
“Or we can take him down for you, if you like,” offers the other man. “Whichever you prefer.”
 
You can take the baby back to his mother personally at 100. Or you can hand him over to this kindly stranger now and be on your merry way without any further delays (or responsibilities) at 130.
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121
 
“And we’ll fight for him since he’s a bit tired,” volunteer two brawny young men on the edge of the crowd. 
Pheidippides starts to protest, but faints dead away from the effort.
 
Leaving you to face two Spartans with 40 Life Points each, swords that hit at +3 each, and a grim determination to put you away so they can become joins paidonomoses in your place. If this somewhat unexpected encounter kills you, go to 13. If you survive it, the crowd will strip you of your title on account of your bad behaviour to a famous (but now fainted) athlete and send you off to 61 to pick another destination from your map.
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122
 
“Wrong!” shouts the huge man, casually hurling you all the way to 61.
 
So pick yourself up, dust yourself off and select another destination from your 61 map.
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“Get real!” you exclaim, bopping him on the nose.
 
This may not be the best decision you’ve ever made. While I’m sure you have no desire permanently to injure the priest, he now has every desire to cut you into little pieces and feed you to the crows. His Life Points stand at a healthy 60. His dagger strikes at +4 and if he ever throws a natural 12, he will pray to Apollo to strike you dead and Apollo will comply without a moment’s hesitation. If the priest kills you, go to 13. Should you bring his Life Points below 15 (since you definitely don’t want to kill him) he will capitulate suddenly and take you into the temple at 82.
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You rub your chin. “I think Athena’s your best bet,” you whisper. “I happen to know there’s a good chance of war between Troy and Greece. You could do a lot worse than getting a little supernatural help for your side.”
“You want him to pick that hideous freak?” screams Hera, obviously having overheard every word. “She wasn’t even born - she jumped out of her father’s forehead fully grown.” She turns her head upwards so she’s staring into the sky. “Zeus - punish this stupid young person!”
“Yes, dear,” sighs a tired voice from the heavens. With which a thunderbolt crackles from the cloudless sky to strike you dead.
 
Your hair will have stopped standing on end by the time you reach 13.
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125
 
You peer curiously through the open entrance in the wall around this scruffy building to see three men, two women and a youngish boy all hard at work cutting bits of leather. One of the men looks up and spots you.
“Hallo,” he says, “is it repairs or a new pair of sandals?”
“Well, neither actually,” you tell him. “I’m just trying to find my way around.”
“We’ve got very good sandals here,” he insists. “Best in Sparta. Bit expensive, admittedly, but then you have to pay for quality. Three obols a pair.”
There’s a heap of sandals beside him in various sizes and they do indeed look rather stylish. 
The man notes your hesitation and says, “Tell you what. If money’s the problem, how about giving us a day’s work? We’ve a rush order on and we could do with all the hands we can get. I’ll pay you a drachma, which is a skilled worker’s wage. Can’t say fairer than that.”
 
Considering you’re far from skilled, that’s very true. If you want to spend a day as an Ancient Greek shoemaker, turn to 96. If you have three obols already and want a new pair off sandals, turn to 155. Otherwise you can return to 61 to select another destination from your map.
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“Positively, absolutely, definitely not!” you exclaim, striking a noble pose. 
To your surprise, the priest drops to his knees, closes his eyes, clasps his hands and intones in prayer, “Great Zeus, this not so humble servant of yours refuses to comply with the traditional ritual of the oracle. I thought I’d mention it to you in case you wanted to do something about it.”
At which a thunderbolt slams down from the cloudless sky and strikes you dead.
 
Looks like old Zeus finally lost patience. Go to 13.
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“Wrong!” shouts the huge man, casually hurling you all the way to 61.
 
So pick yourself up, dust yourself off and select another destination from your 61 map.
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128
 
Dappled sunlight. You’re in a clearing in the woods.
 
Paths lead north east to 152 and west to 156.
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129
 
“You’re right!” roars Menelaus. “This confirms exactly what I thought. In fact, to tell you the truth I’ve already made the arrangements. Come with me and you can watch what happens.”
You follow him a little sheepishly to find Paris already waiting a little distance from the city walls, his sword already in his hand. Menelaus breaks away from his men and runs towards him, his own sword swinging.
Within minutes it looks as if Menelaus has the upper hand. Paris slips, falls. Menelaus moves in for the kill.
But suddenly a cloud surrounds the fallen Paris and he rises upwards to float out of reach over the walls to the safety of his native Troy.
Menelaus stamps back angrily towards you. “What do you think happened there?” he demands.
“Paris has been practising Transcendental Meditation?” you venture.
“Nonsense!” snaps Menelaus. “Aphrodite carried him to safety. That sort of trick has Aphrodite written all over it. Now, since that didn’t work, we have three possibilities as I see it - all-out attack, strategic retreat, or cunning ploy. Which do you vote for?”
 
All out attack takes you to 119. Strategic retreat is at 113. But if you can think of some cunning ploy that might do the trick, turn to 104.
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130
 
With far too little information on your situation in the Brief Guide, you squat down with your back against a convenient tree to do some serious thinking.
Zeus talked about training and he’s certainly sent you to the right place to get it. But where and how exactly are you supposed to train? More to the point, how are you supposed to let Zeus know when you’re ready to tackle the main job in Troy? All tricky questions.
After a bit of hard thinking, you come to the conclusion that the place to train is the city of Sparta itself and the way to let Zeus know you’re ready would be at his temple, which a city like Sparta would certainly have.
You stand up again and wander further down the hillside until you emerge from the trees. Beneath you is a fertile river valley with a clustering of five villages at one end on the edge of a vast, broad plain, but no sign at all of the city you’re looking for. Obviously you’re going to need directions.
Fortunately there’s a group of yokels working in a nearby field. One is chewing a straw and watching the others, presumably some sort of foreman. You stroll casually up to him.
“Excuse me, good peasant,” you greet him cheerfully, “but could you tell me the way to Sparta City please?”
He looks you up and down and spits on your sandal by way of reply.
 
Charming! But when in Rome - er, Greece, do as the Greeks do and this one’s obviously spoiling for a fight. It’ll have to be a bare-knuckle affair since you want some answers and there are few forthcoming from a corpse. The way it works is this:
The yokel making free with his goobers has 35 Life Points. If you can bring these down below 10 without killing him, you can ask him the question again at 6. If you kill him accidentally, you’ll have to sort out something very different at 47. If he brings you down below 10 without killing you, you’ll fall over unconscious and wake up at 95. If he accidentally kills you, go to 13. Nobody uses weapons even if they have them.
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131
 
“How very kind of you,” you remark politely. “I could do with a bit of home cooking.”
Which is exactly what you get when you arrive at Pericles’ (that’s his name) home. The first course is a plate of sea urchins garnished with olives, garlic and radishes.
“A toast to Dionysus!” calls your host, pouring goblets of wine.
You’re still fighting to keep the radishes from making rude noises in your stomach when the second course arrives - herb-stuffed tuna cooked in sea water and really delicious.
“A toast to love!” exclaims Pericles, refilling the glasses.
“That was excellent,” you remark, wondering what’s for pud, as the third course arrives. This turns out to be lamb flavoured with cheese and aniseed, a pungent combination not entirely to your taste. With it comes vegetables, roast garlic, fruit and a salad made from dandelions.
“A toast to fighting!” shouts Pericles, slurring a little.
By the time the meal is rounded off with some of the most amazing pastries you’ve ever eaten, you’ve taken so much wine you’re not sure what the next toast is all about, although it sounds as if it might be politics.
You stagger from the table and collapse on a couch while female hetairai put on an entertainment of song and dance accompanied by tambourine, pipe and lyre. The evening begins seriously to blur when the women leave and your host begins a discussion on philosophy. You have a vague recollection of impressing him deeply with the phrase cogito ergo sum (which won’t be heard again for several centuries and even then not in Greece) before throwing up violently and passing out on the floor.
 
A fairly disgraceful end to the evening, but at least you have the decency to creep out the following morning before anyone is up to select another destination from your map at 61.
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132
 
“Chaaaaarge!”
You hear the call from somewhere behind you and swing round to discover several thousand armoured soldiers are bearing down upon you, swords and spears waving wildly in the sun.
You swing back. In front of you are several thousand soldiers in slightly different armour, also charging, also waving spears and swords.
Everyone is running, but, ironically, there is nowhere for you to run.
 
These warriors aren’t in the least bit interested in killing anybody except each other, but that’s small consolation when you’ve been trampled by several thousand men, twice. Go to 13.
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133
 
“Listen,” you whisper, “why not go for Hera? I know she’s a bit of a bag-lady, but Europe and Asia sounds like a really good deal.”
“Pick Hera?” shrieks Athena, who obviously heard every word despite the whisper. “You’re supposed to be working for my father!” The owl on her shoulder flies off in sudden panic.
“You’re Zeus’s daughter?” you gasp. “But that makes Hera your mother, since she’s Zeus’s wife. You can’t object to his picking your mother!”
“She’s not my mother!” howls Athena. “I sprang fully-grown (and heavily armoured, I might add) from my father’s forehead. He was so pleased to see me he let’s me use these -”
With which she releases a stream of thunderbolts in your direction.
 
Go to 13.
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134
 
You move to lurk behind the door in order to use the old lurking-behind-the-door trick, which is probably fairly new in Ancient Greece. After a moment the door opens to a rattling of keys and a bearded warrior walks in carrying a tray of slops in one hand and a sword in the other.
“Hello,” he says, looking at the empty pile of filthy straw where you were lying, “where’s the prisoner gone? I do hope he’s not stupid enough to try the old lurking-behind-the-door trick.”
With which you leap out from behind the door and hurl yourself upon him.
 
You’ll still have to roll for first strike since he knew all about the old lurking-behind-the-door trick. The guard has 50 Life Points and can do +4 damage with that sword. But he can do even more damage if he succeeds in hitting you with the tray of slops (+6) although thankfully he can only use it once and if he misses, you’ve only the sword to worry about. Should you win the fight, you can make your break from prison to the (comparative) safety of 61. Should you lose, you will reach the absolute safety of 13 where nothing more can happen to you.
 



Please select an option from the previous page.



135
 
Dappled sunlight. You’re in a clearing in the woods.
 
Paths lead south to 84, south west to 143 and west to 112.
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136
 
“What’s all this about your friend?” you ask curiously.
“Poor Patroclus,” Achilles sighs, suppressing a tear. “He borrowed my armour to lead the Myrmidons into battle and like a fool I let him go. That swine of a Trojan, Prince Hector, killed him. I won’t rest until I’ve avenged him. Thank you for agreeing to help me.”
“Don’t mention it,” you murmur. “But where are we going to find this Hector character?”
“No worries,” Achilles tells you. “I’ve already challenged him and his finest warrior to single combat. They’re waiting for us outside camp.”
You follow him with some trepidation to find that he’s right. A massively built giant of a man who looks every inch a Trojan prince is waiting in the open field. Beside him is a little titch who looks as if a single puff of wind would blow him over. If this is the finest warrior Troy has to offer, the Greeks are bound to win the war.
“I’ll take Hector,” says Achilles. “You dispatch the other one.”
“No problemo!” you exclaim, drawing your sword and heading towards the little warrior.
“That’s Hector,” Achilles whispers. “Yours is the big one.”
 
You can rely on Achilles to kill Hector since Achilles’ Mum dipped him in the River Styx to make him an immortal and the only place he can get wounded is his heel where she held him. Whether you can rely on yourself to kill the big bloke is another matter. He has fully 70 Life Points and a +3 sword. If he kills you, go to 13. If you survive, turn to 94.
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137
 
“Sorry, old boy,” you shrug, “nothing I can do. I mean it’s not like I’m king here or anything, so you’d better just push off.”
“Spawn of the netherworld!” exclaims Pheidippides, “I’ll kill you for this!”
 
Sparta definitely seems to be one of those places where everybody sorts out disputes by killing people. But you probably don’t have to worry too much here since Pheidippides is obviously on his last legs after running the 200 kilometres from Athens so you should be able to take him easily at 121. Alternatively, of course, you can simply refuse to fight at 111.
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Splish-splosh. You plunge into the pool and dive smoothly down to the dark shape which looks so much like a crocodile only to discover ....
It isn’t a crocodile, but some weed that doesn’t even look a bit like a croc close up. You swim back to the surface feeling very pleased with yourself, very happy, very energised.
 
As well you might since this is a healing pool. If you were low on Life Points when you plunged in, you are now back to your maximum. And the good news is, the pool will restore Life Points each time you visit it. Now the paths leading out of this place go north to 93, east to 58, south east to 18, south to 67 and north west to 107.
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You take a deep breath. “Okay, I’ll come with you for whatever good it will do you.”
“Thanks,” says Paris. “You’re a pal, even if you do sound like a barbarian.”
Together you walk across to a grassy hillock where the three goddesses are pacing about impatiently. “Ah, there you are!” exclaims Hera to Paris without so much as a glance in your direction. “We want you to decide which of us is the most beautiful - myself, Athena or Aphrodite. And may I add by way of encouragement, if you pick me, as any red-blooded man would do anyway, I shall ensure you become ruler of Europe and the whole of Asia.”
“Here, just a minute!” calls Athena. “If we’re into bribing the judge, let me tell you, young man, if you pick me I’ll help you lead Troy to victory against the Greeks.”
The third goddess sidles up to Paris and looks deep into his eyes. “If you pick me,” she whispers in a husky voice, “I’ll give you the most beautiful woman in the world.”
Paris looks round at you in panic. “I don’t know what to say!” he wails. “You’ll have to advise me!”
 
Ever get the felling that whatever you say is going to be wrong? You can advise him to pick Hera at 133, Athena at 124 or Aphrodite at 115.
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Ignoring the bawling baby, you start to walk away in the direction of the valley.
“Waaaah!” shrieks the child.
“Shut up, Kid, I’ve got problems of my own,” you mutter hard-heartedly.
“Waaaah!” shrieks the child again, but the noise is definitely fading as you make your way down the hillside and by the time you’re approaching the tree line, you can’t hear the bawling at all. You start to wonder where you are and what sort of training Zeus has planned for you.
Suddenly five muscular young men step out of the trees, led by a plumpish woman of about thirty-five. She fixes you with a gimlet eye. “Have you seen a baby anywhere?” she asks.
 
Oh-oh! How do you answer that one? If you admit you have (at 40) she’s going to ask why you left the poor thing defenceless. If you deny it (at 90) it could be the sweet little mite’s last hope of rescue.
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You make your way down the tiers of seats to the training ground below. “I’d like to have a try at that,” you tell the man in charge, nodding towards an area of grass on which two young men seem to be trying to strangle one another.
“Spoken like a Spartan!” he exclaims. “Off you go then.”
You blink. “But what are the rules?”
“There aren’t any,” he tells you. “Just try not to kill anybody.”
 
Well, that seems clear enough. Once you step onto the field, roll one die to find out how many opponents you’ll be facing. Each has 20 Life Points and since nobody’s supposed to be killed here, bringing anybody - including you - to 10 Life Points or below counts as a win and the fight stops, with that opponent at least. If somebody accidentally brings your Life Points to zero, go to 13. If you win all your fights, or lose even one of them by having your Life Points brought to 10 or below, you’re free to go back to 61 to select another destination. But before you do, you’re entitled to one free bottle of medicine and two free jars of ointment from the vendor, that being why you get yourself into this mess in the first place.
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“Here,” says a gruff voice by your ear, “how did you get here?”
Since you’re not entirely sure yourself, you say nothing. You seem to be standing outside an impressive temple on the slopes of a picturesque mountain. 
You shake your head to clear it of clutter. “Where am I?” you ask. “What’s the name of that mountain?”
The gruff voice belongs to a tall thin man in priestly robes. “The mountain is Parnassus,” he tells you, “and you’re at the Temple of the Oracle at Delphi.”
Which is where Zeus said he was sending you, so that makes sense. But what has the old geek let you in for? You decide to play dumb. “The Oracle at Delphi?” you repeat dumbly.
The priest nods his head impatiently. “That’s right. You know - the one founded by the god Apollo.”
“God Apollo?” you echo dumbly.
“You might know him by his first name, Phoebus,” the priest says. “Sun god. God of divine distance.” He catches your imbecilic expression and says, “Well, anyway, Delphi is at the exact centre of the earth, as you’re probably -”
“Exact centre?”
“- well aware and there used to be an oracle here to the Earth goddess Gaea. But Apollo threw her out because one of her snakes annoyed his mum when she was pregnant. Set up his own oracle in her place. I suppose you’ve come to consult it?”
“Yes,” you say quickly.
“Well, you can’t,” the priest tells you firmly. “We only do oracles on the seventh of the month, that being Apollo’s birthday, and we never do them at all during winter because he’s off visiting the Hyperboreans in the north and can’t talk to anybody. So you’d better just go home and call back at a more convenient time.”
 
This is not going according to plan. Since you obviously can’t take the priest’s advice, you’d better decide on an alternative course of action. You might, for example, try arguing with him at 157. Or you could simply beat him to a pulp at 123. Or maybe you should pull rank and simply tell him Zeus sent you at 106.
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Dappled sunlight. You’re in a clearing in the woods.
 
Paths lead north east to 135, and south west to 99.
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The guards march you off to the largest of the tents, which has guards of its own at the entrance. A muscular, grey-haired man looks up as you’re marched in.
The guards salute smartly. “Barbarian, Your Majesty,” one says. “Found it sniffing round the outskirts of our camp.”
Your Majesty? Oh wow, this must be King Menelaus, Helen’s husband, who started the war when Paris nicked his wife. He looks you up and down, frowning thoughtfully. “You aren’t the youngster working for Zeus by any chance?” he asks.
“Yes, I am,” you nod with a distinct feeling of relief. Maybe you aren’t going to be executed after all.
The king stands up. “Good. So you can tell me how to shorten this war. What I want to know is if I should fight that villain Paris in single combat or try some other tactic. What do you think?”
 
Interesting question. If you think he should fight Paris go to 129. If you think he should try something else, turn to 108.
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“Haven’t seen you here before,” remarks an elderly but muscular man sweeping the doorstep of this low-rise building. 
“That’s because I haven’t been here before,” you tell him. 
“Obviously not Spartan,” he mutters.
“Is it my accent?” you ask, by now well accustomed to being taken for a barbarian.
“Well, you do talk a bit funny, but that’s not it. If you were Spartan, you’d be living here from the age of seven, getting trained for military service. Means our youngsters aren’t as soft as the big girl’s blouses from the other city-states. Matter of fact, we call the other city-states sissy-states. That’s the Spartan philosophy, kid. That’s what makes us strong and famous. Want to find out more, you go see what’s happening at the Military Barracks. If you’ve got a map, it’s the furthest numbered building from this one. We do that on purpose so the recruits get a good run every morning.”
 
Consult your map at 61 and see if you can find out what this silly old fool’s rambling on about. And of course if you don’t want to visit the Military Barracks, you can always pick another destination.
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“Let’s have a look at you,” he says, peering into your eyes and pulling out your tongue. “Now, as you know, everything in the world is made up of four elements, Earth, Air, Fire and Water, while your body is composed of four humours, blood, phlegm, yellow bile and black bile -”
“What’s yellow bile?” you ask.
“Vomit,” he tells you tersely.
“And what’s black bile?”
He shakes his head. “You wouldn’t want to know. Now, disease occurs when the humours get unbalanced. Summer, which is the season of the element Fire tends to produce too much yellow bile, for example, while spring influences the humour of blood. Once we get you balanced, according to the principles of Hippocrates, the father of Greek medicine, you’ll feel wonderful. Chew this.”
With which he hands you a bunch of dried leaves.
 
You may feel a bit of a goat munching dried leaves, but these old Greek herbal treatments really worked, even if their theories were a bit batty. The treatment will restore a double dice roll of Life Points and leave you free to skip along the path north to 78 or north east to 18.
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“Sorry, lads,” you say pleasantly enough, “not my bag. Besides which I’ve got this thing to do for Zeus and you know how gods hate to be kept waiting.”
“You mean you’re not going to take the job?” asks one child, staring up in wide-eyed innocence into your face. A tiny tear escapes and begins to trickle down his cheek.
You reach over to pat him on his curly little head. “Afraid not,” you smile wistfully.
“Kill him!” snarls the boy.
“Kill him!” screams the crowd gathered around you.
As one man they hurl themselves upon you.
 
You can make a fight of this if you like. There are 7,000 students at this military academy, each with 50 Life Points and access to a +3 sword. But when you get tired of rolling dice you can always accept your fate by moving on directly to 13.
 



Please select an option from the previous page.



148
 
“Wrong!” shouts the huge man, casually hurling you all the way to 61.
 
So pick yourself up, dust yourself off and select another destination from your 61 map.
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“No, sorry,” you say prissily. “I’m afraid I simply can’t.”
“But if you don’t, you can’t consult the oracle!” wails the priest. “Are you sure you won’t reconsider?”
 
Well, are you? If you truly, deeply, madly want to consult the oracle, it looks as if you’re going to have to get your gear off at 11. But if you’re the sort of adventurer with the courage to stand on principle, strike a noble pose and turn to 126.
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To your irritation, the Brief Guide informs you that while Sparta was famous in the ancient world and gave us our modern word spartan, little is actually known about it. It was one of the ancient Greek city-states, the capital of somewhere called Laconia, situated in the foothills of Mount Taygetus, which is apparently where you are now.
You can also make a stab at guessing when you are now from the fact that Sparta was much like any other city-state in its early days, but from the 6th century BC on, the Spartans turned to military discipline in a big way. Deformed or just plain weak children simply weren’t allowed to live and boys started learning to be soldiers at the age of 7 - all of which makes some sense of your first impressions.
But apart from that and the fact that the city was eventually destroyed by the Goths, the Guide has nothing else to say.
It occurs to you suddenly that you should have asked the woman how to get to the city, but when you look up from your book, she’s disappeared.
 
Leaving you with no other option but to trudge off disconsolately to 130.
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“No, thanks,” you say politely. “I’m afraid I have to be getting on.”
“My home not good enough for you?” he asks belligerently.
“No, nothing like that,” you tell him placatingly. “It’s just that -”
“Not good enough for a smelly barbarian, then? Not good enough for somebody who can hardly speak Greek without baaing like a sheep? Not good enough for some sweaty, ugly -”
At which point you punch him on the nose.
 
Thus removing five of his 45 Life points and giving you an automatic first strike in the fight that’s sure to follow since these Spartans seem ready to pick a fight at the drop of a hat. The other employees of the little shoe factory won’t let either of you use weapons, so you’re just going to have to batter each other to death with your bare fists. If either of you is brought below 10 Life Points without dying, that will count as a win for the opponent and you can stagger off to 61 to select another destination. If you’re killed, you can only stagger off to 13.
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Dappled sunlight. You’re in a clearing in the woods.
But not an empty clearing. There’s an old guy with a high forehead and a long white beard standing to one side of the starting line of what looks like a hundred yards race track. Beside him, on the line itself, are an athletic-looking young man and a tortoise.
“Ah,” he calls out when he sees you. “Just what we need - a young person with brains. Are you interested in an intellectual challenge?”
 
Good question. If you’ve time for an intellectual challenge, turn to 24. If not, you can always refuse politely at 43.
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Dappled sunlight. You’re in a clearing in the woods.
 
Paths lead east to 48 and south west to 128.
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You can tell at once Zeus is the boss around here. Not only is the temple enormous, but the statue in it is nothing short of gigantic - the sort of thing that gets listed as one of the Seven Wonders of the Ancient World, or at very least merits a small mention in the Guinness Book of Records.
You walk over to the big toe, which towers above you in its own right. A little overawed at how well thought of the old boy seems to be round here, you cup your hands to your mouth and shout up towards the head, “I’m here, Great Zeus. I’ve made it!”
With a curious grinding noise, the statue bends down so you are nose to nose. “Where’s my statue of Aphrodite?” it asks stonily.
 
There’s an unexpected turn-up. If you happen to have a statue of Aphrodite about your person, lay it at the feet of Zeus and move on to 4. If not, you’d better get back to your map at 61 and see if you can find one, not forgetting to get your pass back from the temple guard so you can get back in again.
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“Three obols seems quite reasonable,” you tell the man. “Perhaps I will have a new pair of sandals after all.” You point to a pair in the heap beside him that have some ornate thonging. “Those, perhaps.”
“Why bless you,” he says kindly, “you can’t have those - they’re in for repair. Besides which, we couldn’t guarantee a good fit if you just picked a pair ready made.”
“So what -?” you ask, confused. You’ve bought shoes ready made all your life.
“I can tell from your accent you’re a bit of a barbarian, but never mind that. You just come in here and we’ll soon sort you out.”
You walk through the entrance into the open courtyard and the young boy rushes across to lead you to a low wooden bench strewn with various pieces of leather. “Just put your foot up here, please,” he says.
For the next half hour you’re treated like a king. Using a metal-tipped wooden-handled tool, the boy carefully traces outlines of your feet on matching pieces of leather. Then you’re handed a goblet of foaming purple wine to drink while one of the women cuts the leather. 
Another of the men comes across to try various thongs against your ankles. There’s a lengthy discussion about style and decoration and finally you get to watch while the second woman stitches your new sandals together. You slip them on, tie them up and they fit perfectly.
“Worth every penny,” you tell them as you hand over the obols.
 
Better get out of there quickly before you’re tempted to leave a tip. Now walk comfortably back to 61 and select another destination from your map.
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Dappled sunlight. You’re in a clearing in the woods.
 
Paths lead east to 128, south east to 103, and south to 87.
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“But look here,” you argue, “don’t you ever make exceptions?”
“Did once,” says the priest thoughtfully. “Cadmus, his name was. He was son of the King of Phoenicia, though, and on a very important mission. Trying to find his sister - they say Zeus kidnapped her. Anyway, he turned up in winter and we let him have an oracle. Not that it did him any good. The pythia ordered him to stop looking for his sister, follow a cow, and build a town wherever the cow lay down. That’s how we got Thebes. He brought the alphabet to Greece as well. Very important man.”
“If you did it for him, surely you’re ethically bound to do it for me? After all, I’ve come a long way.” you say reasonably, hoping he won’t ask you how far.
“You’re probably right,” says the priest. “Besides, if Apollo doesn’t want to talk to you, he’ll probably send Dionysus.”
“And will he give me an oracle?”
The priest nods. “It may be a little slurred, since he’s usually quite tipsy, but you’ll certainly get something. Follow me.”
 
With which he leads you directly to 82.
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“Look here,” you tell the brat in one last attempt at sweet reason, “why don’t we just wrestle without weapons. Three falls, one submission or a knock-out wins?”
“Suits me,” says the kid and hurls himself upon you.
Which automatically gives him first strike. And if you think that’s academic in the circumstances, think again. This little tearaway can actually punch at +3 which makes his fists lethal weapons and whatever he’s just said, he’s going to do his level best to kill you. Since you’ve decided on a wrestling match, here’s how it will work:
 
The kid attacks you in the usual fight-to-the-death way. If the attack kills you, go to 13.
When it’s your turn to attack, make an Absolutely Anything Roll to find out if you can get a submission or a knock-out. If you succeed, the fight’s over and you can skeeter off sharpish to 61 and select another destination from your map. If the Roll allows you another try, this counts as a fall. If the Roll kills you, go to 13.
You both keep doing your own thing, turn about, until one of you gets a result.
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“My dear chap,” you say in your best humouring-the-old-geek voice, “I’ve no doubt at all you sincerely believe yourself to be the greatest and most powerful of the Ancient Greek gods, but I’m certain if you just keep taking the tablets you’ll soon find -”
You stop suddenly, mainly because a thunderbolt has erupted from the old boy’s fingers and hit you right between the eyes.
 
Looks as if there might be more to the old boy than you thought. Roll two dice twice and add the scores to find out how much damage the thunderbolt has done to you. If it kills you, go to 13. If not, I really would suggest you get to 55 fast and agree to everything he wants before he throws another one.
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A Grecian Triumph
It took the Greeks several weeks of heavy-duty carpentry to put the wooden horse together since the thing was absolutely huge. When it was finished, King Menelaus gave you the option of hiding inside it with a selected band of warriors or remaining behind with the rest of the troops who were to make a noisy withdrawal, but hide themselves just out of sight of the city walls.
You never hesitated for an instant and as you climbed into the wooden horse with your fellow warriors, word arrived that Paris, Prince of Ileum and wife-stealer, was dead from an arrow wound inflicted by the Grecian archer Philoctetes. It sounded as if the war was as good as won.
And so it was ... almost. From the semi darkness inside the horse you listened to the sounds of the phoney withdrawal, then settled down to wait while the blazing sun turned the horse into an oven.
Nothing happened for the remainder of that day and as darkness fell, you began to wonder if the Trojans were going to fall for it.
But fall for it they did. At dawn next morning a sudden movement of the horse jerked you awake. For a moment you could hardly believe it, but it soon became obvious the innocent citizens of Troy were wheeling the horse inside their city gates.
Watching the outside world through a peephole, the sergeant of your little contingent suddenly gave the order. You and your fellow warriors piled out of the horse through specially constructed trap-doors and fought your way back to the gates. 
Taken utterly by surprise, the Trojans were no match for your ferocity. In less than twenty minutes, the gates of Troy were open and Greek reinforcements pouring through. An hour more and the war was over.
You were taking a stroll through the captured city later that day admiring the amazing architecture when a familiar figure fell in step beside you. 
“That was well done,” Zeus says grinning. “Could have been better, of course, but you kept the war to ten years which is a decent length by any measure and while I’m not ecstatic with your performance, I’m well enough pleased.” He sniffed. “Now, let’s get you home.”
With which he waved one hand and the world began to spin around you.
 
* * *
 
Stay together!” screams your guide desperately as everybody races for shelter in different directions.
You sensibly ignore her and head towards a rocky overhang that should provide some cover. But the rain’s so heavy you somehow miss your way because by the time you should have reached it you’re still running, soaked to the skin, half blinded by the downpour and with not the slightest idea where you’re going.
Then, as abruptly as it started, the storm stops. The clouds break up and the sun comes out with such violence that your clothes begin to steam. 
You look around to discover the remainder of your tourist party is no more than fifty yards below you. A half-remembered vision of an old man with a laurel-wreath headdress and grey beard flits briefly across your mind, but you dismiss it as mere fantasy and start down Mount Olympus to rejoin your friends.
 
The End



The End
 
Thank you for playing! If you enjoyed this book, look out for more Herbie Brennan adventure books from Andrews UK.
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