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The moment in which some men began to wage war each 
other...



is lost in the mists of time and who knows why?



A disputed land? 



The stolen food?



An agreement not respected?



The need to defend the borders?



Any excuse was good to satisfy the craving for possessions and 
the thirst for power.



At Throwthestone, a remote village on the Scottish moor, war 
was a reality always present in the lives of its inhabitants.



The name of the same place recalled the primitive struggles that 
occurred with the throwing of stones at the adversaries, flints 
carefully worked to kill with no way out.



From early childhood each learned combat techniques and 
entertained himself with weapons of all sorts.



In that context, the pain of the premature loss of a loved one 
accompanied the existence of every member of the community. 



Young Arthur, who had already lost his father in battle, was no 
longer willing to surrender to hatred. 
-         I don't want to fight anymore! Here it is all blood, death and 
pain. I have to do something! 
-         What do you mean Arthur?



Arthur asked all the Throwthestone boys to bring him a long strip 
of colored fabric, tearing it from clothes, curtains or various types 
of upholstery, obviously hidden from adults. Convinced that the 
young man was preparing for them a new game, many arrived 
with the fabrics he requested. 



At night Arthur entered the warehouse that kept the weapons 
and stole at least four quivers full of arrows. 



A few days later, while heavy rain prevented any movement and 
made it impossible to distinguish the shapes in a definite way, he 
went near the battlefield. He took cover behind a rock and waited 
for the armies to start the fight.



The moment it stopped raining, he took the bow, stretched it and 
shot his arrows afterwards, whose colors in the sky created in a 
flash a particular effect to the point of inducing warriors to 
interrupt their actions to look up with open mouth. 



Thus originated what we call the rainbow, a natural 
phenomenon that has become a symbol of peace, even if it has 
not eradicated the scourge of war. 


