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hurling maces at each other in mock battle. Chandra stopped to 
watch, his interest returning automatically. 

‘I didn’t know these soldiers could use the mace or that they 
prefer it to their spears and swords. They don’t know how to use 
their weapons properly.’ 

‘Let them be,’ scoffed Chanakya with some contempt. ‘Some of 
his soldiers do seem to be untrained. That’s hardly the way armies 
should be organized.’ 

‘They can be of use to us,’ Chandra said thoughtfully. They 
were close enough to the two men now to see that the maces 
they wielded were light in weight and had spikes on their surface. 
‘That can be painful.’ 

Chanakya nodded. ‘It can drive elephants mad. These are the 
men from the mountains, they are light on their feet. They know 
about small battles, and would prove to be useful soldiers for quick 
assaults. But they will not suffer the arduousness and sacrifice that 
long wars need; they will give up during a long siege. Also, they 
are men of fickle loyalty.’ 

The same thought was racing through their minds. Pataliputra 
– the capital of Magadha – with its walls of stone, would be 
difficult to take. The hills on its three sides made the city almost 
impregnable. 

‘We will have to try another strategy to get into Pataliputra. 
The usual way of storming the fort won’t work,’ mused Chandra, 
his eyes on the contest.

They paused as someone else came up to take the place of one of 
the men wielding the mace. The newcomer looked very different. 
He had pale golden, cropped hair, kept in check with a head 
band, and looked near to Chandra’s age. The slender newcomer, 
however, proved totally ineffectual with the mace, and grinned 
unrepentantly as Chandra and Chanakya came nearer. 
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‘Oh, I will never get to be a soldier – weapons forget what 
they are meant for in my hands...’

He spoke Greek, a language no longer unfamiliar to Chandra 
owing to his days in the camp. The newcomer had an open, 
friendly manner, and even his whining had a tinge of the comic. 
Chandra smiled involuntarily at the other man’s humour. 

‘It is such a waste of time fighting. I would rather travel and 
see interesting things,’ the newcomer continued. He would have 
gone on had not someone shouted, ‘It’s time for the hunt. Get 
ready, all of you.’ 

The man shrugged. ‘See, there is always some action or the 
other. Say, aren’t you the one who played with the lions in the 
morning?’

Chandra smiled wryly, not just at the man’s infectious friendliness 
but at the fanciful way the man constantly changed topics. The 
man went on, now more enthusiastic than ever, ‘I was always 
curious about lions; they aren’t really the scary creatures they are 
meant to be. For example, the people of the Nile worshipped them. 
Can you worship creatures you are afraid of?’

Chanakya replied in clipped tones, ‘You worship them because 
you hope they will use the same frightening power to protect 
you.’ 

His voice was drowned in the thunder of hooves as a group 
of men riding horses came rushing out of the camp. One of the 
horsemen swiped the friendly newcomer on the head as he rode 
past, sending the young man sprawling to the ground.

‘Megasthenes, no one can ever make a soldier out of you.’ 
The young man grinned, his eyes crinkling up and creases 

appearing all over his face. He shook the earth out of his eyes 
and hair. ‘Who wants to be a soldier anyway?’ He called out to 
the disappearing cloud of dust the horsemen had left behind but 
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they did not hear him. ‘There are always too many of them and 
too little to do.’ 

Chandra took a last look at the blond Greek, who was still 
tossing the mace into the air and completely missing it on its 
return. Then he yelled out to Chandra – ‘Megasthenes. That’s 
what I’m called.’ 

‘I am Chandra.’
‘That’s a short name for a brave man who battled lions.’ 
Chandra stared at Megasthenes. He found himself liking this 

young warrior – who was not really one – despite Chanakya’s 
misgivings. ‘Then you can call me Chandragupta,’ he said first to 
himself and then again, loudly. 

They were walking back to their tent when a soldier stopped 
by them. ‘The emperor wants to see you.’ 

They did not look at each other, but Chandra knew that 
Chanakya shared his thoughts. Had the news about the scrolls 
reached Alexander and was he now suspicious of them? Chandra 
noticed the lines on Chanakya’s face, his deeply worried look as 
they were escorted to Alexander’s tent, led by soldiers who held 
their spears and swords menacingly high. Then Chandra realized 
that Bharata was missing, and had been for some time now – he 
knew then that something was very wrong. 
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