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Part One
ATHENS



CHAPTER I

Seven Years Old

THERAS was seven years old and because he was
seven he was to go to school. For that was the custom
in the city in which he lived. It was an exciting day
for everybody in the house, most of all for Theras.
For until this time he had had to stay at home with his
mother and the servants, and was allowed to play only
in the house or in the street close by the front door.
Now he was to go out to school with the other boys.
Now he would often be with his father and would go
to and fro in the city. He already felt grown up.

To go to and fro in the city was what Theras prized.
For he lived in the most beautiful city in the world.

It was not such a big city. Everybody knew ev-
erybody else, and who were his father and mother
and cousins. Nor was it so very rich. Theras’s father
lived in a plain, simple house and all his family and
cousins lived simply, too. But in this city were the
wisest and most famous men that the world has ever
known, and the most beautiful buildings.

It was called Athens. And though it flourished
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ATHENS

many years ago, no people since then have been able
to make so lovely a city.

No wonder Theras was excited and danced up
and down.

“Isn’t it time to go?” he said. “Isn’t it time to
go?”

His mother looked at him wistfully. Glad as she
was to have him go she knew she would miss him
sorely. For in Athens when once a boy went to school
he began to be part of the city life. He was no longer
of the house.

“Yes, it is time,” she said.

Now into the room came Pheidon, Theras’s father,
bringing with him a tall man named Lampon.

“Lampon is to be your pedagogue,” said Pheidon,
and Theras ran to the man, who laughed proudly and
took the boy’s hand.

“Mind, Lampon, you mustn’t be too easy with the
boy,” said Pheidon. “You are pedagogue now.”

By that he meant that Lampon was to take Theras
to school, carry his wax tablet which was his writing
pad, his stylus (or pencil), and his lyre which was
his harp. Lampon was to see that no harm came to
Theras, and if necessary he must punish him. Even
a boy of fourteen or fifteen in Athens would have his
pedagogue.

Lampon was a slave. That means, of course, that
Pheidon had bought him in the market just as you
would buy a horse or a cow. Lampon was a white
man not unlike the Greeks themselves. All people
in the whole world bought slaves in those days. The
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SEVEN YEARS OLD

only difference was that the Athenians were kinder
to their slaves than were other people. Lampon had
been in the house before Theras was born. He loved
his master, Pheidon, and his mistress; but his “little
master,” Theras, he adored, and indeed he was most
likely to spoil him.

“Look, Theras, here is your lyre,” said his father,
and handed him the beautiful little Greek harp. It had
bright strings and under the strings was a picture of
the god Apollo playing. Every boy must have a new
lyre the day he went to school.

“Is it mine?” cried Theras unbelievingly. “My
very own?”

He held it out to his little sisters standing near, and
when Opis plucked the strings with her baby fingers
the harp gave forth a thin sweet sound.
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CHAPTER II

A Walk in the City

BUT NOW they must start. Theras’s mother
put on him his long outdoor cloak; for in the house
he wore only one garment, like a shirt, reaching to
his knees. She also put on his sandals, for he was
barefoot. Then Aglaia and Opis, his two little sisters,
kissed him. His mother kissed him. You might have
thought he was going miles away.

Now his father took his hand, for this being the
first day he wanted to take the boy to the schoolmas-
ter himself. Out they went into the bright sunshine,
Lampon, the pedagogue, following them. The streets
were very narrow in Athens and the houses had no
windows, so they seemed to be walking between two
high walls with doors in them. The Athenians did not
build stately houses for themselves, but only for their
gods. The streets were crooked and turned this way
and that. It would be easy to get lost.

But high over the city they could see the rocky hill
called the Akropolis with the marble temples which
Athens had instead of churches. These temples were
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A WALK IN THE CITY

painted red, blue, and gold and had winged, dragon-
like creatures on the roof corners. They looked won-
derfully bright up there in the sunshine.

“Father,” said Theras, “take me to the Akropolis.
I'am plenty old enough to go to the Akropolis.”

“I’ll take you, never fear,” said his father, “but
today you are going to school.”

Suddenly they came into the bright open space
of the market, noisy, bustling, full of life and color.
“Buy my flowers,” the flower girls were calling. And
all that part of the market bloomed with their pretty
wares. “Buy my himations,” bawled a great fellow
who had white and purple cloaks for sale. “Buy my
toys,” yelled another who had balls and tiny carts and
gilded nuts on his booth. It was the noisiest place
Theras had ever seen; and how he loved the noise!
Over on one side was a long colonnade, a row of
marble pillars roofed like a porch, and with a wall on
its farther side. On this wall were painted pictures of
warriors taking the city of Troy. Also woman warriors
on horseback charging upon men who were fighting
them with spears.

Theras had never seen a picture book and these
were the most wonderful pictures he had ever seen.
Indeed men journeyed for days over rough roads and
rough seas to behold these paintings by Polygnotus.

“Father, stop! Oh, do wait a moment,” pleaded
Theras. But his father only paused to buy two dolls
of baked clay for the small sisters at home, and then
they hurried on.

“The market is no place for boys,” he said.
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ATHENS

“Hail, Pheidon,” called a friend, “where are you
going so fast?”

“I’m taking my son to school,” answered Pheidon
proudly.

As they came out again among the narrow streets
another friend, Epikides, greeted them.

“Come up to the Pnyx, Pheidon. Phidias is going
to speak to us all about buying new ships.”

“I will certainly come,” said Pheidon, “but first I
must take my son to school.”

“Your son! How fine!” exclaimed Epikides who
had only daughters in his house.

Theras felt his father clasp his hand more tight-
ly.

What a lovable, bright world it was!

At School

They reached the school. It was a little place with
only about thirty boys in it; for there were many dif-
ferent schools in Athens, and all were small. They
usually consisted of one large room, but this one was
a wide porch open to the sunshine with a room to
one side where the pedagogues sat waiting for their
charges.

The Athenians had everything in the open air—
schools, law courts, theatres, everything. The sun
shone almost every day of the year. Their sunshine
and open-air life made them very healthy and happy
people.

On the wall of the school hung the lyres of the
boys, the tablets, and the cloaks. The boys sat on
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A WALK IN THE CITY

benches and the teacher faced them. He was a grim-
looking man. Theras was sure he could give a whip-
ping when it was deserved, and perhaps when it was
not.

The teacher frowned down on Theras.

“Can your boy sing?”” he asked Pheidon.

“Well, I taught him the skolion of Harmodius and
Aristogeiton,” answered Pheidon. “That was a year
ago. He’s just a boy. He loves to romp and play.”

Now it was very important in Athens for a boy
to sing. For if he could sing he could get into one of
the boy choruses. That meant he would march in the
processions on holiday festivals, and the father of
such a boy would say, “Yes, my boy is in the chorus
of Dionysos” or “the chorus of Apollo.”

Perhaps the chorus would win the prize for the
best singing. Then all the family would be proud.
Even Athens itself considered that the boys had done
honor to the city.

Therefore the master asked first of all, “Can he
sing?”’

“But I can sing, Father,” said Theras in his high,
distinct voice. “I know the whole story of Telemachus
going to sea.”

The boys all nudged each other and giggled. How
silly the new boy was, to be sure!

“Silence!” thundered the master. “Theras, if you
can sing, sing it. Klinias, you play the lyre.”

And Theras, only thinking that he must do the best
he could, began at once.

He sang the story—quite a long one, too—of the
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