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For Alisha, my bright-eyed daughter
INTRODUCTORY NOTE

The Age of the Titans, the elder gods of Greek mythology, was little known even to the ancient Greeks
themsealves. Our knowledge of that erais still more scanty. The only work of gppreciable length dedling
directly with it, the Titanomachia, failed to survive the collapse of classicd civilization. What we know of
the Titansis drawn from short summariesin the Theogany of Hesiod and the Bibliotheca of Apollodorus,
and from brief references that must be sifted from works devoted to other, often nonmythological
subjects.

Although awork of fiction, Lord of the Crooked Paths is based upon extensive mythological research.
My purpose has been to shape anew, fictiona story around these scattered fragments, many of which
are quite esoteric and no longer have atrue story context of their own. In the process| have attempted to



form a coherent fantasy world from the sometimes confusing and contradictory € ements of Greek
mythology. Like the historical noveligt, | have felt freeto pick and choose among conflicting evidence,
expand upon tantaizing hints that lack full documentation, and extrapolate fregy within the established
confines of my subject. Neverthel ess, accuracy of mythologica detail has been my god, and | have
sought to remain faithful to dlassicd authority throughott.

The reader'sforbearance is requested for any seeming contradictions of the mythology of the Age of
Zeus. The godswilling, thesewill be resolved in future volumes. Only one such point need be mentioned
here. The Muses are generally said to be the daughters of Zeus and the Titaness Mnemosyne (Memory),
agenesisthat ismore alegory than myth. For this reason and others, | have overruled both Homer and
Hesod in favor of the nearly as ancient testimony of Mimnermus and Alcman, who deem them the
children of Ouranosand Gaia

The nature and manner of the godsis based primarily on Homer, while the milieu of Kronos and the
intricacies of divine relaionships are drawn principaly from Hesiod. Latin authors have been consulted
only to eucidate matters | eft unclear by the Greeks. Thetitleisloosely derived from the Homeric epithet
Kronos agkylometes. With a single exception the names of the gods have been directly tranditerated
from the Greek; as an aid to the reader, however, | have partly Latinized Kriosto Crios, that he might
not so easily be confused with Koios, his brother.

—Patrick H. Adkins
ONE

"Come, Kdliope! Mepomene—Thalia, come on!" Metis scowled, tapping her foot impatiently as she
waited for the three Muses to catch up with her and Lachesis.

For more than half an hour the five goddesses had been making their way across rugged mountains and
rambling foothills, walking with an ease and supplenessthat belied their towering Sze. They seemed to
glide over therocky terrain and between the hugefir trees of the mountain forests. When the trees grew
too closdly together, they bent them aside. They drew up the hems of the chitonsto step lightly across
riversand gaping chasms.

For the Muses the journey was alark; the divine maidenstraipsed along, Singing and bantering among
themsdves. The young goddess Metis, no longer quite a child but not yet ayouth, usualy rushed
impetuoudy ahead. Lachess, stately and somber as ever, followed at a steady pace, wrapped in her own
thoughts.

"Can't you three come on?' Metis demanded, her dark curls flouncing as she stamped her foot.

Lachess had gotten ahead of the others and finally dowed to astop. "1s something wrong?* she called
down, her voice not quite aslackadaisical asusud.

Mel pomene shook her head and held up a hand to silence them. Metis shrugged in resignation and began
to skip back down the path. A few moments later Lachesis followed her.

Thaliadanced toward them as they reached the group. "Quiet, child, do try to hold your tongue,” she
sang without the dightest hesitation, caressing Metiss cheek with her open hand; "asong is not asong,
you know, until that songissung!" Shetwirled gracefully away, continuing to sing as though there had
been no interruption.

Metisfolded her arms across her chest and waited with obvious impatience. Finaly Thaiacompleted her
last verse, swept into a pirouette, and ended with adeep bow. Kaliope and Me pomene, both laughing,



applauded with enthusiasm.

Metis planted her hands firmly on her narrow hips as she turned toward Mel pomene. ™Y ou promised to
show us something new and interesting,” she said. "Y ou're supposed to be leading usto it, but I'm aways
inthelead. And 1 don't even know where we're going!”

Thaliaanswered before her sister could. ™Y ou lead, rash child, because your feet outpace your brain. A
dower pace—"

"Y ou brought your basket,” Mdpomene interrupted, smiling indulgently. "If wewalk too lesurely, you
can distract yoursdlf among the plants that grow beside the path.”

Metis shook her head vigoroudly. ™Y ou go too Slow. Y ou keep stopping to talk and dance—and to sing
your untrue songs."

"What'sthis?' Thalia asked, turning to her sstersin exaggerated surprise. "Untrue songs, indeed! The
childthinkswelie"

"All those things you sing about—they never redly happened,” Metissaid. ™Y ou just make them up.”
"Not at dl,"” Kaliope said patiently. "Y ou're smply too young to understand. We only tdll truelies.”
"Truelies?' Metis grimaced. "How can you tell true—"

Me pomene was holding up her handsto quiet them. "No more, you three. Well walk faster, and Metis
can search for plants.”

Metis clutched her large basket against her sscomach. "I dways look for unusua plantswhen | walk inthe
woods. I've been looking. | haven't found any.”

"And we aways dance and sing in thewoods," Thalia said, patting the child's head.
They began waking again, Me pomene studying the crest of the high, rounded hill.
"Isit much farther?' Metis asked.

"Hush," Thaliasad, leaning toward her confidentidly. "Y oull only embarrass Mepomene. She'slog, you
know."

Now Kalliope drew toward them, speaking in amock whisper intended for Melpomeneto hear. "Tdl the
child the truth, sster. Mepomene doesthis dl the time. She says, ‘Come seewhat | have found—won't
tell youwhat it is, of course, to keep your interest up—and leads you on amerry chase for hours stacked
on end. It makesafine, droll taetotdl that night.”

"I think the placeis near,” Mepomene said, pointedly ignoring their conversation. "We must be quiet
now, or risk discovery. We mustn't scare them away. ..."

"Ah, discovery,” Thaiawhispered. "That certainly lendsan air of mystery to the affair.”
"Scarewho away?' Metis demanded. "Who? Tel me!”

Mel pomene shook her head. ™Y ou must be patient. | promised you something new, and | won't break
my promise. | think you'l find it interesting.”

"She's got such aknack for suspense,” Thaliasaid, till pretending to whisper.



"Whatever thismyseriousthingis, at least tell usalittle” Kaliope said. "When did you find it?"
"Y esterday afternoon, on my way back from Mount Helikon."
"Well, it can't bedl that interesting,” Thaiasaid, gill shed never have kept it a secret thislong.”

Mé pomene gave them her most tight-lipped smile. They had reached the top of the hill. All around them
sark peaks and gaping canyons bespoke the unimaginable age of their world; at the sametime laughing
streams and virgin forest proclaimed its eterna youth. Staring out across the treetops, Me pomene
scanned the smdler hillsand valeys below, teeming with life. A lone red deer came down from ahillsde
forest, while a saber-tooth stalked it from the concea ment of large rocks.

Beyond the farther hills began the moist expanse of the Boiotian plain, most of which was sill covered by
early morning fog. Near its edge herds of antel ope and bison had begun to graze. Barely visible, Lake
Kopaisglinted dull bluein the distance.

"Yes, I'mright,” Me pomene announced. "We aren't far now."

She pointed off to the left, where jagged limestone hills descended toward the plain. A crystaline stream
gleamed among the rocks. On itsway to the lake it broadened, becoming brown and shallow asit
crossed along, narrow glade rimmed by ash and oak trees.

"Isthat where were going?' Thaiademanded. "If you weren't log, you certainly took the most
roundabout route possible.”

"| wanted to avoid crossing the plain. If we were seen—"
"Shewaslogt!" Thaiabegan to dance around her Sgter.

"I was not," Mdpomene protested, for the first time becoming genuingly annoyed a Thadids playfulness.
"l didn't want to crossthe plain, and | didn't know the most direct way here.”

"That'swhat | said. Y ou werelost!"

Mel pomene folded her arms across her breasts and refrained from answering. It took only afew
momentsfor her to regain her normal, indulgent good nature. "'I'd love to bicker the rest of the morning,
dear Sgter, but we should start walking toward those trees. From here on we must be very quiet—I
know you'l find that achore, Thaia—and we must avoid being seen.”

Thaliagrinned broadly, but before she could reply, Kalliope took her arm and guided her in the direction
Me pomene had indicated.

The goddesses made their way down the rocky dope. By following the valleys and passes they managed
to cometo the plain at apoint not very far from the glade. A pride of lions, grunting their disapprova at
the appearance of the towering maidens, retreated at their approach.

Melpomene brought the goddesses to a hdlt at the edge of an open area. She held Metis back to keep
her from venturing too far into the open, then drew concedling fog from the plain. It crept toward themin
drifting wisps at firgt, then in dow, billowing waves. Thefog grew thicker, layer upon layer, completely
obscuring the space they must cross.

Hand in hand, Me pomene led them forward until they crouched behind the concedl ment of the tdl, thick
trees that rimmed the glade. She dismissed the fog and signaled to the others. Following her example,
they cautioudy parted the branches to peer through thefoliage.



Metis could see nothing. To get a better view shethrew hersalf CHI the ground and crawled forward
between the boles of the trees. Before her lay the mud bank of astream. All dongit, at irregular intervals,
vaguely ova mounds protruded from the water and ran up onto the shore.

Metis edged forward on her elbows, making as little noise as she could. The mounds glistened where the
sunlight struck the tranducent dime that coated them, and they heaved with dow, rhythmic movements.
She watched in puzzled fascination for more than a minute before she became aware of the creatures
acrossthe stream.

They weretiny, but perfectly formed—not much bigger than the hand of agoddess. All were dirty, but
some were caked with mud from head to foot. Much of their bodies was covered with coarse, sparse
hair, and in placesthe hair sprouted in thick patches.

Ten or fifteen of the creatures were visible across the stream, and now Metis realized that there were
more on her side. Some cracked open acorns and ate them. A few seemed to be playing. One began
making high-pitched, piping cries as another chased it.

Metis backed out from between the trees to join the other goddesses.

"Wéll," M pomene asked, whispering softly, "what do you think of this strange new thing? An interesting
discovery, arent they?'

"What doesit mean?' Metis asked. "Except for being so tiny, they look just like us.”
Me pomene smiled despite hersdlf. "Well, no—not just like us. Asfar as| cantdl, they'redl mae.”

"And they'refilthy," Kaliope said. "They've got ugly hair dl over their bodies and they smell dreadful. |
can smell them from here”

"Arethey redly little?' Metisasked. | mean, isthat their natural Sze?*
"I think so. That's how they looked yesterday."

Thaiawas studying them, her brows contracted in thought. "Dirty, smdly little gods," she sadfindly as
she turned toward the others.

"| think they're cute,” Metis objected.

"Filthy, hairy little creetures formed in the image of theimmorta gods. Grotesgue little godlings,
caricatures of the gods—mockeries of the gods!” Thalias eyes brightened and

her lips spread into an enormous grin. "And not afemae among them. | loveit! It'shilarioud!™
Metiswas pouting. "l still say they're cute," sheingsted. "All they need isagood bath.”

"L ook at the one over there," Thdia continued, pointing. "See* how he walks, watching the ground. He
lookslike Crios, and the one next to him could be Koios! Oh, thisisamarvelous joke. The godswill
never liveit down."

"There's something about, them. . . ." Lachesis said thoughtfully.
"Indeed thereis—their odor!" Thdialaughed.

"Quiet," Mdpomenewarned. "They'll hear us. Keegp your voices down.”



One of the creatures was wandering toward them in search of acorns. Even as Me pomene spoke it

looked up through an opening in the concedling leaves and branches. Its eyes grew very round and it
began to cry out in shrill, inarticulate sounds. Kalliope reached for it between the trees. The creature
stumbled backward, faling, and she picked it up by the feet.

At thefirst cry the others had disappeared among the rocks and trees and bushes. Now not one
remained inSght.

Mel pomene rose to her full height and the others stood up around her. They gathered to look at the
specimen Kalliope had captured. 1t wriggled like afish held by thetail, but as soon asit noticed their
huge, peering faces, it became completely limp.

For nearly afull minute Me pomene stared &t it, her head arched to one side. Findly she said, "Man."
Kalliope and Thdianodded their immediate agreement.
"What?' Metis asked. "What did you say?'

"Thisisaman,” Mdpomene explained. "That'swhat the crestureis caled. Usualy we know the right
word immediately, without having to think about it. Thistimeit took abit longer.”

L achesis repeated the word dowly as she stared at the peculiar man, which was still dangling upside
down from Kalliope'sfingers. "It'svery puny. Puny and helpless,” she said.

"Let meholdit,” Metis pleaded.

Kaliope gently lowered the man into her outstretched hands. Now Lachesis stood beside the child,
searching thetiny form with her eyes. Mepomene pushed her way between the trees, and the others
followed out to the bank of the stream. They stopped beside one of the mounds. A section of mud had
fdlen away near the top. Through the jagged opening they could see adiminutive, godlike mouth. It
gurgled and sucked air.

"Thisman," Metissaid, "isit agod? | mean, isit alittlegod or ... or ... only an animal in the shape of a
god?’

Me pomene looked down at the tiny form in the child's hands. "1t's hard to imagine that they could truly
begods," shesad. "They make mefed sad, somehow."

"Sad?Why 507" Kaliope asked.

"They're such pitiful creatures. Look at them. Wretched littlethings.. . . shaped like us, but born of dime.

"They're our brothers," Kalliope said. "We, too, are children of the earth.”

Me pomene smiled wanly. "A poor joke, Sster, and acrud one. By that logic the grass and the trees and
the insects are our brothers and ssters aso.”

"They are,” Kdliope said. "Lessfortune than we, but still kin, even if they have been born of mud and
dimerather than immorta flesh. Poorly born, these may yet prove worthy."

Mepomene looked doubtful.

"Look at thisone," Kdliope continued. "He has agood face, handsome under the grime. Look at hischin
and forehead—the nose too. All well shaped, not without atouch of nobility about them. Perhaps they



aregods. It'stoo early to say."

They moved dowly up thelong, narrow glade. Across the stream little heads appeared, wide eyes
following them.

"They'rewatching us," Metissaid. "They're curious. That meansthey're smart.”
A hittersweet smile touched Mepomeneslips. "So much theworsg, if they do have any intelligence.”
"Why?" Lachesis asked.

"They'll compare themsalveswith us. They'll envy usand aim too high. They'll smolder with resentment,
and findly they'll hate us, when the futility of their efforts startsto crush them. Oh, pay no attention to
me," she said suddenly. "I don't know what's wrong. My mood has turned terribly glum.”

Themoundsgrew in dl Szes. Somewerelittle larger than

acorns, others were as big as the full-grown men watching from the trees. Many of the largest mounds
had the mud broken away in places from the violent struggles of the creatures within, which seemed to be
trying to extricate themsalves.

"l think you'rewrong,” Kaliope said. "None of that matters. Even beings as wretched as these can be
noble, if they strive." Therewas a peculiar quaver in her voice.

"But without hope of success. .. 7'

"It doesn't matter,” Kadliopeinssted, pointing first toward one of the mounds and then across the stream.
"Y esterday they werefighting to birth themselves from these mud and dime cocoons. Today they're
playing in thewind and sunshine. Who may say what they'll do tomorrow?"

Metiswas absorbed in the man cuddled against her breast, and not listening to their conversation. "May
we take this one back with us?' she asked.

It took Melpomene amoment to cast off her sad thoughts. "Y ou'd better not, | would think. Not until
we've received Lord Kronoss permission.”

"Y ou'd better put him down now," Kaliopetold her. Shelifted the man gently from Metiss hands and set
him on the ground near the stream.

The goddesses continued walking, a pace or two at atime, each now sunk in her own thoughts. Metis
hung back, waiting till none of the otherswaslooking in her direction. Scooping up the man'sill limp
body, she hurriedly concedled him within her basket, then followed. As shelooked up, Thdiawas
grinning & her. She had seen, but made no attempit to tell her companions.

"Why do you suppose they've come into existence now, so late?’ Lachesis asked.
"Doesthere have to be areason?’ Thdiasad.

The creatures scurried along the opposite bank, behind the trees and brush. Here and there eyes and
headswerevisible.

"They're so curious" Metissaid. "Why don't we try to make friends with them?”

"Just how do you propose we do that?' Thaliaasked.



Metis congdered for amoment. "Y ou could sing for them. Even animas|ove your singing. I'm surethese
tiny godswill. Pleese sing for them."”

The Muses consulted.
"Dance for them too," Metis begged.

"What shdl we sing?' Me pomene asked,

"A lullaby. Sing agentle, soft lullaby.”

Metis and Lachess drew back to make room. M e pomene began with avoice like thewind whistling
through canyons and rustling among forest leaves. Her Ssters danced with the flowing grace of autumn
leaves |apped by the breeze.

Tiny heads appeared among the foliage on every side. Hairy, mud-streaked bodies edged forward, until
al around the goddesses men stood watching and listening in entranced wonder.

TWO

Proteus, the shape changer, awoke suddenly, listening. The snging was redl, though distant. It had
ingnuated itself into his dream, merging with the dow, rhythmic caress of the tide upon the rocky shore of
ashaded cove.

He arose dowly, disentangling himsdlf from the arms of the degping naiad beside him. She sighed softly at
his touch, moistening her parted lips and curling into amore comfortable position. During the night she
had shared her cloak with him. As he bent to tuck it carefully around her dender body, he experienced
once again the disconcerting sensation he had felt last night—a sort of false memory, as though he had
donethis before.

Rising, he made hisway out of the dimness of the grotto. Outside he paused briefly to listen, then
clambered partway up the steep rock wall that partialy surrounded the narrow valley. Small rocks
didodged benegth his huge feet, and more than once during the short ascent he was forced to shift his
weight unexpectedly from left to right or from foot to hand. In his own environment, the sure, powerful
movements of his supple muscles propelled him through the ocean depths with speed and grace no fish
could equd. Here, where everything seemed to be rocky cliff or rock-strewn valley, the ocean god felt
digtinctly out of place.

He raised his eyes cautioudy above the rim of the valley and peered out acrossthe plainin the direction
from which the singing came. He scrutinized the five goddesses, then, as he looked more closely, became
aware of the smdl, godlike creatures partiadly hidden among the foliage. He drew back alittle, passing his
fingersthrough histhick black hair. The strange sense of familiarity came again, even more strongly.

A hand touched his forearm, and he turned to find the naiad beside him. She had followed him up the
steep bank.

"Good morning, my lord," she said, brushing strands of long brown hair away from her face. Her mouth
had a pleasant smile but her eyes kept flitting away from him.

"Good morning,” he answered, trying to shake off the odd fedling that had claimed him. ™Y ou climb very
quietly.”

She looked out over the valey wall rather than meet his steady gaze. She found hersdf peculiarly
flustered at the Sight of his smooth, nude body. After an awkward moment of silence, shesaid, "'l loveto



listen to them sing. Sometimes | stay for days near Mount Helikon, just to listen to them.”

"Mount Helikon?' He started to follow her gaze, but changed his mind and |ooked back at her. ™Y ou
know them?'

"Of course. Everyone knows the Black-Haired Nine." She hesitated. "Pardon, my lord. Y ou must not be
fromhere”

"It'sbeenalongtime" he said, dmost to himsdif.

It was his eyes, she decided, that hinted of age. Hewastall, neither dender nor bulky, but with deek
musclesthat rippled benesth his skin with each dightest movement. "They are ladies of Olympos,” she
continued, her glancing eyes absorbing every detail of him. "Those who are singing are three of the nine
Muses and—"

"The child," heinterrupted, "sheis adaughter of Okeanos?’

"I don't know her, my lord." Hisface was clean-lined, with ahigh forehead and squared chin. He looked
even more handsome now than in the silver moonlight of the night before. "My nameis Naassa What is
your name, my lord?"

He had turned briefly to look toward the Muses. "What are thelittle creatures?”
"l don't know, my lord. I've never seen them before.”

Smal| beads of swest stood out on his forehead as he turned back to face her.
"You are... you are an old one?' she asked.

His eyesfastened on hers, and she could see amusement lurking in them. He wiped away the
perspiration. "'Y es—and you are a very young one."

Hissmilewas very atractive. Neverthel ess she looked away, flushing. She kept talking to relieve her
embarrassment. "Y ou dept soundly last night. Y ou must have traveled far.”

He nodded. "Quite far, especialy after chasing you."

Thistime she blushed vigoroudy. Sheturned her back on him and scrambled rapidly down to the valey
floor. She stopped there, hesitating, then turned to confront him. ™Y ou would never have caught me
among the rocks—if | hadn't wanted you to!"

Probably she expected him to follow her down, or at least to turn in her direction. Instead he stood
looking in the direction of the Muses. As she watched, his hands moved one a atime from their holdson
the rock face of the cliff to clutch his head. He swayed, then tumbled backward.

With acry of surprise sheran toward him. Helay on hisback, still clutching hishead. Histeeth were
gritted and hisface contorted in pain. She threw hersalf down on her knees beside him.

"What'swrong, my lord? What can | do?"

Hisface began to change firs, the features blurring. She drew back as his entire form began to ater. The
flesh started to run and shift, flowing like molten wax. As she watched in horror, an amphibious monster
writhed upon the ground; but no sooner had the form become distinct and recognizable than it began to
changeagan.



His mouth, which was no longer exactly amouth, choked out sounds. She forced hersdlf to lean over
him, trying to understand the strange words. Some were clear and plainly audible, but many were durred
beyond recognition. The garbled words were interspersed with groans and sobs and weird, dobbering
sounds.

More than five minutes passed while his body writhed in continua metamorphosis. The entiretime the
naiad, despite her fear, knedled beside him, ready to assist in any way she could. Then, assuddenly asit
had begun, the seizure passed. The god's body returned to its usua shape, the panicked breathing
dowed and became normal. Finaly Proteus was himsdf again. He stared camly up into her face.

"You'redl right now?' she asked, more upset than he. "Shal | bring you water?'

He shook hishead. "I'm sorry if | frightened you. That doesn't happen often, but when it does. . . well,
thereisn't anything | can do about it."

Shewas gtill knedling beside him, and now he sat up. She held hisarm to steady him.
"Did | speak?' he asked.

She nodded, her eyesvery wide.

"What did | say?Y ou must tell me the exact words."

Sherecoiled alittle at hisforcefulness. "1 heard you, my lord, but | didn't understand. Y ou kept changing,
so that you would say afew wordsthat | could understand, and then therest ... therest | could not.
Don't you know what you said?"

He shook his head. "'l never remember afterward. Y ou must try to remember. It'simportant.”

Nalassa settled on her haunches, pleased at whatever opportunity gave her hisattention. "They were
strange words, my lord—frightening, too, some of them. But it's very hard to remember, sncethey
meant nothing to me."

Hetook her hand and squeezed it gently. "What is your name?"

"I am Naassa, daughter of the river god Asopos.”

"Naassa, pleasetry.”

She nodded dowly, staring at the ground in front of them. "Y ou ill have not told me your name.”
"l am Proteus, son of Okeanos."

"Lord Proteus!" Her expression mixed surprise and befuddlement. ™Y ou areindeed an old one. Pardon,
my lord—" Sheroseto her feet and bowed her head dightly toward him.

Proteus smiled despite himsdif.
"Il tell you dl I can, Lord Proteus.”
Hewas grinning. "Good. Please do, but Sit back down. Y ou make me uncomfortable.”

She stiffened at hismild rebuke, but after amoment she shrugged her dender shoulders and complied.
Her brows drew together in concentration. "Change," she said dowly. "Y ou used that word . . . change
follows change—that was one of the things you said. And you said something about the Titans—not just



them, but al the gods, | think."
“What about the Titans?"

"Titan againg Titan," she said dowly. "Titan againg Titan, god againg god. And there was something
about ... about ... | remember! Change follows change—when god devours god,"

She looked up a him. "What does that mean?"

"l don't know. What else?'

"Power, force. . . Power unleashed, force undreamt— something like that.”
"Please keep trying to remember.”

"Something about birds—"

"What kind of birds?"

She frowned, seeking the exact words. "Thegull . . . thegull shdl . . . weep." She moistened her lips.
"Theeagle. . .theeagleceaseto soar . . . when. .. when . .. Thisisit—when the white mare rears her
hooves and the broken willow piercestheir hearts. Y ou said that many times. It's very odd.”

Proteus seemed logt in thought for some moments. Findly helooked up. "What else, Nalassa?!
She shook her head abruptly. "That'sal | remember. What doesit mean?"
"I'mnot sure.”

Shewas garing at him. "Proteus,” she said, amost to herself. "Lord Proteus, the Prophetic One. I've
been trying to remember what | had heard of you. They say you know the future.”

Heroseto hisfeet and without looking at her climbed the steep dliff to look out acrossthe plain. She
roseto join him, but he climbed back down dmost immediately.

"The goddesses have left, and it istime for meto go too."

"You didn't answer, my lord. Do you know the future? Those strange words, do they tell of what isto
ml?l

He shrugged. "' don't know the future any better than you."

"No, but you speak the future. That must be what they meant when they called you the Prophetic One.
Y ou fal down and begin to change shapes, and the words that come from your mouth tell what will be."

He had begun to wak down the valley. He paused and turned to look back at her. "The morning is
growing late, and | havefar to trave. If you want to continue talking, you'll haveto wak with me."

She broke into abroad grin and began sdlf-conscioudy arranging her disarrayed hair. "'If my lord wishes,
| will accompany him."

From the grotto she recovered her cloak. Shethrew it around her shoulders and trotted back toward
him. They made their way down the narrow valley, bending aside the small trees and stepping over brush
and bushes. A young deer scampered away &t their approach, almost from under their feet.

"Tdl me of Olympos, Nalasa"



She laughed. "Y ou, one of the greater gods, know far more of Olympos than would anaiad. | spend
most of my time with my sisters, or by mysdf in theforests. | s8ldom see anyone other than my family.
Olympos! Why, I've only been mere once, and that was years ago, with my father—and for only abrief
vigt."

"Come, Naassa, you're not as provincia asthat. Y ou recognized the Muses. Rumor travelsfast and far.”

"I've heard rumors, that's true—but my mother dways saysthat it isfoolish to believe them. Still, the
rumors are interesting, and it'sinteresting to hear of the doings of the Titans and the other gods. Just now
everyoneistaking about the marriage of Lord Criosto Lady Eurybie. They say itisto be held not on
Olympos, but in the Kingdom of Lord Nereus, the seagod. Isthat why you've come? To go to the
wedding? They say it will bewonderfully fancy—"

"No," hereplied, "but | know about the wedding. What elseis said?’

She stopped walking and turned to look carefully at him. "I think you have something in mind, my lord.
What do you want to know? Why not just ask, rather than waiting for me to sumble on it?"

"Y ou're pouting. Such seriousnessis unnaturd to your festures."

She turned suddenly and made a particularly grotesqueface a him. "I'm not a al surel likeyou," she
sad, and began walking ahead of him.

For some time she walked rapidly, without looking back. She wished that she had run harder and faster
the night before, that she had taken her first opportunity this morning to dip away, perhapsto find her
father and bring him back to punish the insolent ocean god. God of fishes, she thought.

Her feet were beginning to hurt and she found alarge outcropping of rock to sit on. She rubbed her feet,
glancing up every few seconds to watch as he approached. Part of her wanted to didike him, if only
because he gave her so little attention, but she found herself fascinated by the supple movements of his
perfect body as he picked hisway among the huge boulders that separated them. The natural ness of
movement and perfect symmetry of the bronzed form drew her eyesto it again and again. Ashe came
nearer, the sun picked out bluetintsin hishair.

"Why are you tanned?' she asked as he reached her. "Why aren't you milky white, like afish, from
swimming around under the ocean?”

"Too many afternoon naps on the beach, | guess," he said, giving her awry amile.

They continued walking but still without much conversation. Despite herself she kept going over in her
mind the events of the night before. Her eyes kept wandering to his body, until she felt hersalf beginning
to blush. Of course the gods often abandoned clothing of any sort, displaying their mae bodieswith an
openness and natural ness unthinkable to agoddess. Still, Nalassa could not help fedling that she was
garing overmuch.

At last they cameto awide gulf that opened into the Aegean through anarrow gtrait. She sat on alow
hill, her toesin the sand.

"Well, Ndassa," hesad, "l must leave you now."
"Y ou're going to Olympos?'

He seemed not to want to answer, but finaly nodded.



"Good-bye."
"Good-bye, Nalassa. | wish you well."

As shewatched he ran toward the shore and dived far out into the glistening blue water. Without
intending to, she rose and waked afew steps after him, watching for him to surface.

He came up out of the depths like a dolphin, white spray following him, then disappeared again. When he
surfaced the second time he was much farther out. He waved at her, and she found hersalf waving back
excitedly. Shewatched until he was out of sight, then returned to St on the smdll hill, brushing her feet
back and forth across the sand.

After awhile she drew her knees up under her chin. The same thoughts ran through her mind. He was
thoughtless and arrogant, not really concerned with her at al. She should be glad to see him go back to
hisugly fish. She should have run fagter; she shouldn't have let him catch her. She had never let anyone
else catch her. But she kept remembering the strength of hisarms around her, the taste of his mouth on
hers, the heet of hisbody and the rippling of his smooth, vibrant muscles.

Findly she stood up, threw her cloak over her shoulders and straightened her tunic. She began walking
toward the north.

"Why shouldn't | vist Mount Olymposif | want to?" she asked hersdf out loud.
THREE

"| told you," Metis said as she adjusted makeshift clothing around the miniature, shivering god that the
Musescaled aman. "I found him near astream, with many othersof hiskind.”

Prometheus and Epimetheus gathered around her as she struggled to form the rectangle of clothiinto a
crude chiton. The man, recovered from historpor but dazed by the events of the day, sat dmost limply
upon Metiss bed, dlowing her huge fingers to manipulate him as necessary to make the clothing fit.

Metis had returned with the four goddesses to the palace of Kronos on Mount Olympos. Almost as soon
asthey reentered the massive walls, she made her way to her own room within the chambers of her sster
Klymene.

Klymene was perhapsthe lovdiest of the many lovely daughters of the Titan Okeanos. If she lacked
anything of beauty, she more than compensated for it through the charm of her manner and the sweetness
of her dispogition. She had married | apetos, her Titan uncle, and goneto live with himin his brother's

pal ace on Olympos, where she bore four children. Atlas, the eldest, was now fully grown and occupied
an gpartment of his own. Prometheus and Epimetheus were nearly the same age as Metis—physically
and mentdly if not chronologicaly, for the gods do not mature a a cons stent rate— while Menostios il
suckled at his mother's breast.

Klymene had found hersdlf longing for the companionship of her sstersand invited some of them to come
to Olympos as her guests. Philyra, unmarried and unattached, accepted, and the youthful Metis begged
to be allowed to go with her. The two Okeanids joined the household of 1apetos.

Prometheus and Epimetheus had been playing in the atrium, the spacious entrance hall and main room of
the gpartment. When Metis did not soon reappear from her room after returning from her outing, they
followed her there. They found her drying the tiny god-cresture after giving it abath.

"You will kegp your promise, won't you?" Metis continued as she finished adjusting the miniature chiton
and prepared to stitch its edges. ™Y ou won't tell anyone about him?'Y ou promised.”



"Wewont tdl,” Prometheus assured her, leaning forward in his squatting position so that he could more
clearly view the creature. "He does ook like agod, al cleaned up and dressed. Y ou can't see dl the hair
on hisbody. Why ishe shivering 07"

The man had partialy revived during his bath, trying vainly to escgpe from the bowl in which Metishad
deposited him. Since then he had for the most part remained very ill, clutching hisarms across his chest.
His skin was beginning to show almost abluetint.

"I don't know. Maybe he's cold.” Metis jumped up and ran across the room to one of the oaken chestsin
which garments of every sort were stored. She found what she was looking for and returned with an
odd-shaped fur and asharp knife. "This should be warm enough.” Drawing the small dagger fromits
shesth, shefell to work cutting and shaping atiny cloak from the fur.

"But why does he look like agod?' Prometheus asked as she worked.

"What do you want him to look like? A bird?" Epimetheus said, laughing. "Then hed be abird and not a
tiny god."

"Heésaman," Metissaid. "Médpomene said man'swhat heis."
"But why does helook like agod?' Prometheus persisted. "Nobody's ever seen agod so tiny. ..."

Metisfitted thelittle cloak around the creature and held him in her handsto warm him. "'l don't have
anything smdl enough to use asaclasp at the cloak's neck.”

"You could sew it," Epimetheus suggested. "Y ou'd have to leave the neck opening big enough for his
head to dip through.”

"l guessthat'swhat I'll haveto do." Shelifted the fur back off the man and handed him to Prometheus.
"Kegp himwarmwhilel finishthis" she said.

Prometheus grinned as he took the man in his hands. Epimetheus scowled. "Let me hold him too.”
"Inaminute,” hisbrother said, gently stroking the creature. "'l can't help thinking it means something.”
"What means something?"' Epimetheus asked.

"That they look like usl What else have | been talking about?"

"I don't know. Y ou're dways talking about peculiar things. I'd never have timeto think about anything
mysdf if | dwayslisened to you:"

"Do you think Lord Kronoswould let me keep him?* Metis interrupted, looking up from her sewing.
"I don't know why he shouldn't,” Prometheus said.

"Lord Kronos might want to exterminate dl of them," Epimetheus said. "Father saysit was Lord Kronos
who made the other gods hunt down and kill al the monsters.”

"They'renot al dead. Lord Hyperion still goes hunting for mongtersto kill.”

"Hejust likesto be away by himsdlf," Epimetheus said. "He never finds any. They were dl killed years

"Y ou don't know that. He may not have found the last of them yet."



"Nobody's found amongter in years. In ages. They're dl dead,” Epimetheusingsted.
"Y ou don't know that. New ones could be born anytime, just like the men Metis saw.”

"But what's this have to do with the men?" Metis asked. "Why should Lord Kronos want to kill them?
They arent mongers.”

"Lord Kronos might consider them monsters,” Epimetheus said. "He might kill them because they look so
much like gods, but aren't gods.”

"Y ou don't know they aren't gods," Metissaid firmly. "They may belittle gods."
"Then why do they gay little? Why doesn't this one make himself big?"
"Maybe he doesn't know how. He'sonly afew daysold.”

Prometheus was il holding the man againgt his chest to warm him. "He's sarting to look around alittle,”
he said. "Hesmoving alot more.”

The man had indeed become more active. The bluish tint had left his skin and hewas craning hishead in
every direction to observe the room and his enormous captors. He seemed to be trying to escape
Prometheuss restraining fingers.

Metis had just finished stitching the little cloak together near the neck. She gently retrieved the cregture,
adjusted the cloak around it, and set it down on the floor. It took the man afew seconds to become
steady enough to walk. The youthful gods watched quietly as he took afew hesitant steps. Ashis
confidence increased, the man began cautioudy to explore the room. At first the unfamiliar clothing
impeded his progress, and two or three times he seemed to be in the process of ridding himsdlf of the
encumbrance, but each time Metis stopped him.

From outside Metiss room the children heard voices. Klymene and Philyra, who had been e sewherein
the gpartment, were coming toward the room.

Metis swooped up the man and thrust him into her basket, which rested upon her bed. She turned to face
the door, shielding the basket from view with her body.

A perfunctory knock was amost immediately followed by the door opening wide. Klymene stood in the
doorway, Philyrajust behind her.

"So here you are—" Klymene began, but her smile faded quickly to an expresson of puzzlement as her
eyestook in the room and its occupants. The room was exactly what one would fear from achild of
Metiss age. Articles of every description lay scattered about it. Metiss herb collection, officidly
conggned to the ledge of the gallery just outside, had spread to every comer of the room.

Philyra, who felt especialy responsible for overseeing her sster's conduct, let out asigh of exasperation.
Klymene, however, seemed more interested in the guilty expressions of the children. A look of suspicion,
not unmixed with amusement, came over her face as she moved into the room.

"Y ou left your toys scattered al over the atrium,” she began. "'l was going to tell you to pick them up
before your father gets home. First, though, I'd like to know what you three have been up to.”

The children maintained stony silence'as she gpproached them. A quick glance disclosed the remnants of
fur and cloth left lying on the floor near the bed, dong with the thread Metis had used in her sawing. She
stopped directly in front of the young goddess.



"Y ou seem strangely stationary for achild with your energetic temperament. Is there something behind
you | shouldn't see”?’

Metis began to shake her head but nodded instead. She stepped reluctantly aside. Klymene looked at
the basket, then back at her young sister. Puzzled, she picked it up and flipped back thelid. Asshe
looked inside she let out a gasp, amost dropping the basket.

"It'saman,” Epimetheus said.
"Metisfound it in theforest," Prometheus added.

Recovered from her surprise, Klymene peered into the basket again. Philyrajoined her. Before long the
man had again been freed and was attempting to walk upon the too-yielding surface of the bed.

Metis had to relate again the story of her morning adventure. "Please don't tell anyone | have him," she
begged in conclusion. "Lord Kronos might not let me keep him."

Philyraturned to Klymene. "Isthat true? Would Lord Kronos disapprove of this odd creature being kept
here?'

Klymene shrugged. "I don't know. I'll ask lapetos. | don't see why there should be any problem, but hell
know for sure. In the meantime, Metis, keep him out of sight and trouble.”

"lsn't he cute?' Metis asked, now holding the struggling creature against her breest.
"| suppose so," Philyrasaid without assurance in her voice,

"Inadisturbing way," Klymene said.

"Why do you think he looks like us, Mother?' Prometheus asked.

Klymene was stopped short by his question. His questions often had that effect on her. She stared into
the handsome face and unknowable eyes of her son, reaching reflexively to brush back the locks of dark
hair that covered hisforehead.

"l don't know," she said. "But | do know that those toys are still waiting to be picked up.”
R uctantly Prometheus and Epimetheus began walking toward the atrium.
"Aren't you going to help them?' Philyraasked Metis.

"It'sdl right," Prometheus called back from the doorway. "It's our mess. She didn't even play with the
toystoday."

As soon asthe others had |eft, Philyratook Metis by the hand and led her toward the bed. They sat side
by side.

"Metis" she said, trying to make her voice asindulgent as possible, "1 thought we had an understanding
between us™"

"Y ou mean about the room?' Metisasked. "I'll clean it up.”

"Y es, about the room, but also about this creature. While we're here, you're my responsibility. If you get
into trouble, it's my fault. Mother was very clear that | should keep careful watch over you."



Metiss lips were pressed together and her eyes cast down.
"And your actionsreflect not only on me, but on Klymenetoo."
"I'll stay out of trouble,” Metis said softly, not looking up.

There were noises from the atrium, heavy knocks followed by a degp, masculine voice. Philyrarose and
walked to the door to listen. After amoment she disappeared down the hall, only to reappear afew
moments |l ater.

"It'sLord Kronog!" she whispered emphatically.
FOUR

Kronos, Lord of the Titans and King of the Gods, stood just inside the doorway as Metis reached the
atrium. She had paused only long enough to safely deposit the man within her basket, then followed
Philyraback to the main room of the gpartment.

Hewasthelargest of al the gods, agiant among giants— tall and very broad-chested, with enormous
shoulders and biceps which bulged even &t rest. Hisonly clothing was a golden rectangle of cloth wound
about hiswaist and pinned by asmple gold fibula. Thick black hair hung like amane nearly to his
shoulders, merging in places with the curls of hisfull beard.

"Pardon, Lady Klymene," he was saying as Metis and Philyra edged dowly from the hdl into the atrium.
"I camein search of your husband, Lord | apetos. Since he has not yet returned ..." As he spoke hislarge,
gray eyesreentlesdy roamed the room, merely glancing over the divine inhabitants but scrutinizing the
lessvisible corners and the closed and opened doors leading to other chambers. The look was not
furtive; there was nothing fearful about it. It personified boldness and intense dertness—the ingtinctive
response of acreature accustomed to finding enemies lurking nearby.

"He should be home soon,” Klymene said. "1've been expecting him. | suppose he must still bein his
workshop." Only the clutching together of her hands betrayed her nervousness.

"Probably so. That'swhere wasgoing," he said, his eyes suddenly returning to Philyra as he spoke. This
timethey did not flit away. "I thought | would stop on the way, in case he had returned early. . . . You
and your ssters grow more lovely each day. The atmosphere of Olympos must be good for the
daughters of my brother Okeanos.”

Philyra became more and more flustered as he poke, his eyes never leaving her.

Klymene acknowledged the compliment with a demure smile and dight inclination of her head. "Lord
Kronosistoo kind."

Metis had edged her way to one side and stood quietly with her back againgt the wall. Klymene's sons
were nowherein sight; she must have shooed them from the room.

Kronos smiled, and the smile, neither too broad nor too narrow, changed the entire aspect of his
meagnificent face. The craggy lines of sark maesty softened, now imbued with genuine interest and
friendliness

"Come closer, Philyra," he said. ™Y ou have no reason to be bashful about your beauty. Compliments are
not to be feared.”

Philyrahesitated, but finaly managed to glance quickly up a him. "'l do not fear them, my lord. | only



migtrust them. They are often more kind than truthful
Kronos turned toward Klymene. "Can she redlly not know how lovely sheis?'
"l amtoothin, my lord," Philyrasaid softly.

The Lord of the Titans carefully appraised her dender body. He shook his head dowly, talking till to
Klymene. "Shée'srefreshing. If only the other goddesses were alittle less artful and abit more naturd, like
your sgter. Y our father, Lord Okeanos, and your beautiful mother, Lady Tethys, breed fine children.
This one, however, must never have looked at hersalf inamirror. Too thin, indeed!"

Helaughed, still shaking hishead. "'l seem never to have timeto talk with the redlly interesting members
of court— those who cluster and chatter around me take up al my time. | must put astop to that. | will
put astop toit. ... Philyra, how long have you been here on Olympos?

Klymene answered for her. " She and Metis arrived nearly three months ago.”

"Three months! I've seen them about the palace, of course— many times, | suppose—but never realy
stopped to talk with them. Y ou, child,” he said, addressing Metis. "Have you found things to occupy you
here?"

Metisnodded. "Yes, my lord, [—"
"Of courseyou have. Y ou have Klymene's sonsto play with, young ..."
"Prometheus and Epimetheus,” Klymene said.

"Y es, young Prometheus and Epimetheus. Fine, handsome boys." He turned back toward Philyra. "Three
months, and I've barely had the opportunity to exchange more than afew wordswith you. This must
change. I'm growing tired of the same faces around me dl the time, with the same, tired conversation.

Y ou must come and dine with me tonight, Philyra—no, not tonight, for | have aready promised to let
myself be bored. Y ou must breakfast with me tomorrow. | would like to hear about your parents and the
briny reimthey rule”

Philyratill could not bring herself to look up. "'l fear | am apoor conversationdist, my lord."
"Nonsense. Y ou would amuse me even if you never uttered aword, merely by your presence.”

With the direct smplicity of achild Metis made her way to one of the ornate divansthat lined the walls of
the room. She sat down, fedling dighted by the way Kronos steadfastly ignored her. On the other hand,
she was thankful not to be the subject of too intense scrutiny.

Shefought againgt an dmost overwheming inclination to lie down as she continued following the
conversation.

"It's settled, then,” Kronoswas saying. "Y oull join me tomorrow morning, for breskfast. I'll be awaiting
you."

Out of the corner of her eye Metis caught amovement near the opening into the hall. Sharp-eyed Kronos
must have seen it too; he was now staring in that direction. A few moments later the movement was
repesated, something scampering from behind the leg of atable toward alarge amphora. Metisredlized
amogt immediately that it was the man she had thought safely confined within the basket on her bed.

She moved quickly, springing from her seat. Thelittle creature seemed intent upon avoiding capture.



Neverthel ess she managed after only amoment to scoop it up asit tried to dart from the amphorato the
concea ment of anumber of thick cushionslying upon the floor. She clutched the man to her breast to
keep him out of sight, and without a backward glance hurried straight toward the hall and her own room.

"Wait, child," Kronos called after her. "l would see the thing you are carrying. Bring it here."

"It'sonly one of my toys," she caled back, intent on transporting the man out of the room asrapidly as
possible.

"Bring it here, child," he repeated, not harshly, but with the salf-assurance of one accustomed to ingtant
obedience.

"Metisl "Klymene cdled after her, shocked that she would ignore the King of the Gods.
Metis hesitated in the doorway but did not turn to face them.
"Lord Kronoswould see the creature you found,” Klymene said. "Let him seeit. Do ashe asks!™

With unconceal ed rel uctance Metis turned and walked dowly toward theimposing figure of the Titan. As
she reached him she held the man out in her hand.

An uneven smiletouched the lips of the divine king. He took the creature from her with surprising
gentleness, held it loosely in one of his enormous hands and studied it intently. Finally helooked up. "This
isone of the creatures the Muses discovered. How did you come by it, child?"

"l waswith them thismorning.”
"But they said they had brought none back."
Metis hung her heed. "They didn't. | did."

It took him amoment to comprehend her statement. When he did he began to laugh. Hislaughter was
deep, from the chest, with nothing forced or false about it. "They didn't know, then. Y ou smuggled this
creature back againgt their wishes."

Metis only nodded.

"Canittak?' He held the man up in front of hisface and shook it ever so dightly—for agod. The
creature seemed to consider it avigorousjostling, for as soon as the shaking stopped, it tried to freeitsalf
fromthelight grasp of the Titan.

Metis nervoudy shifted her weight from foot to foot.
"Hasit any intelligence? The Muses said the creatures displayed curiosity.”

"It would seem to be abit intdligent,” Klymene said, finally managing to edge Metisto one Sde so that
she could take control of the Situation before the child offended Kronos. "But we're not yet sure how
bright thethingis.

"Very interesting,” Kronossaid. "Very interesting indeed.”

As he began to hand the creature back to Metis, aknock sounded at the door. Responding to Klymene's
imploring look, Philyramoved quickly to answer it.

The door opened to revedl thetall, black-mantled figure of Thanatos. With adight bow he made hisway



into the room.

"Ah, good, you're here, Lord Kronos," he began in hisrapid, intense manner, nearly obliviousto the
othersintheroom. "I must speak with you. | recognized your voice from the corridor.”

Kronos grimaced.” What isit? I'm occupied at the moment.”
"A discovery, my lord. Something which will interest you grestly.”

Frowning and sighing in resignation, Kronos said, "Well, you've tracked me down. Go ahead. Whét is
it?"

Thanatos hesitated and began to stutter. "M-m-my lord, | m-m-must tell you in private. Thisisnot—" He
stopped abruptly, al hisintense attention focused on anew object, the creature still struggling to escape
from Kronos's hand.

The man had continued to try vainly to climb out of the restraining fingers of the god; now he became
aware of the new face staring at him. Al effort to escape stopped as he began to quiver.

Kronoslooked down at him. "Thelittle thing isterrified of you, Thanatod! It's shaking al over in fear.”

Kronos started to hand the man back to Metis, but before the exchange could be completed, the long,
paefingers of Thanatosinterceded hesitantly. The man began to shriek, hisvoice surprisingly loud and
very dhill.

Kronos glared at Thanatos.

"Please, my lord," Thanatos said, "if—if | might . . . examine. . . this strange creature for amoment.” His
voice and entire manner were high-strung and his still extended fingers quivered as they drew back from
the object of their sudden fascination.

Metis, however, did not hesitate. She plucked the man from Kronoss hand, hugged him to her and ran
toward the door.

Kronosturned on Thanatos angrily. "What do you mean by acting like this?'

Thanatos fumbled unsuccessfully for words, his gaze twitching back and forth between Metis and the
king.
"Answver mel"

Findly Thanatos recovered his composure enough to say, "My Lord Kronos knows what interest | take
in peculiar life forms of every sort." He forced himsalf to speak dowly. "Please accept my—my abject
gpologiesfor my lack of courtesy, but—but | sesem to lose control of mysalf when | encounter something
that arouses my interest to the degree that thislittle creature has aroused it. I—I have never seen such a
thing before. | would very much liketo examineit."

Klymene had intercepted Metis before she could disappear from the room. The child was shaking her
head as she faced Thanatos.

"No, hesmine. HEsmineand | don't want you to touch him. Y ou frighten him. He's afraid of you. He's
gl sheking."

Thanatos edged toward Kronos. "If | might speak with you about this privately for amoment. ..."



Kronos frowned. "Y ou aways want to speak in private. Why must you be so secretive? It's very
impalite”

Klymene was trying to take the man from Metis, determined that the creature must be handed over if
Kronos so asked. Kronos held up his hand and waved her away. "L et the child be," hetold her, his
expression clearly showing his displeasure with the commotion Thanatos had caused.

Thanatos fidgeted, rubbing his hands together and doing his best to communicate without wordsto his
master how imperative it was that they talk privately. At last he leaned toward Kronos and whispered in
the god's ear. Kronos frowned still more deeply, then sighed.

Heturned toward the ssters. "1've stayed too long aready. Lady Klymene, if | should missyour
husband, please tell him that I'm anxious to see him. Lady Philyra, | shdl be looking forward to your
sweet face across from me at breakfast tomorrow." His eyes moved to Metis. "Y oung lady, please keep
me informed of your tiny ward. I'm interested in everything that happens on Mount Olympos.”

He turned toward the door. Thanatos opened it for him and, without having directed asingle word to the
inhabitants of the apartment, followed his master out into the corridor.

HVE

The Titan lapetos had his workshop on one of the lower levels of the palace of Kronos, where most of
the dark rooms were given over to storage. Here the cast-off possessions of the gods lay haf forgotten
aongside raw materids of every sort.

Piles of thick pelts and tanned hides reached nearly to the ceiling. Large lidded baskets, stacked one atop
the other, werefilled with wool, flax, or finest silk; huge wax-seded amphorae held dyes and perfumes.
Elsewhere row upon row of tegk, cypress, and ebony, brought from vast distances, lay ready for some
god to cut and shape. Elm and cedar trees, stripped of their branches, were neatly stacked for thekiln or
hearth, while bins of copper ore awaited smeting. There were whole rooms of gold and slver and ivory.
Other rooms overflowed with chests of precious stones.

It wasto thislevel that Kronos made hisway, the natural briskness of his pace forcing the lanky Thanatos
into an uncomfortabletrot at his side. They descended wide, spira-ing staircases and traversed lengthy
corridors. Asthey walked, Thanatos turned continually to reassure himsdlf that they could not be
overheard.

"Thelittle godling can wait,” Kronos sad gruffly.

"WEell, yes, Lord Kronos, but | think if you understood the possible importance—"
"But it can wait?'

"Wdl, yes, my lord, but—"

"Then, vulture-loving child of Nyx, let it wait!"

"But Lord Kronos, this could be an important piece of the puzzle. The sooner—"

"Y ou should take alesson from your lessinquisitive brother,” Kronos said, histone now good-humored.
He nodded down the corridor in front of them. "He never lets himsdlf get unduly enthusiagtic.”

A shapeless mass covered a shadowed bench in an acove just ahead. Asthey approached, the gray
mass began to tir, rising up on the bench. Kronos dowed to astop as a puffy face appeared from amid



the wrinkled folds of afaded cloak. Bleary eyesblinked at them.
"Have the benches grown any softer, Momos?' Kronos asked without the suggestion of asmile.

Momos rubbed the deep from his eyes, grumbling as he made vain gestures toward smoothing the cloak
over hisshoulders. "No, they havent," he said. "Thefloors are too hard too. Y ou should see to them.
They maketoo much noise."

"Now the floors are making noise?' Kronos asked. ""Has someone taught them to talk?”
"They make noise when anyone walks on them," Momos explained.

"Ah, | understand,” Kronos said, chuckling. "The marble dapstoo hard against bare feet."
"Againgt sandastoo. Y ou should make quiet marble.”

Thanatos, who despised his brother, glared with unconceal ed contempt at the paunchy, rumpled god. "If
you'd deep in your own bed, you fat foal, it wouldn't matter how much noise anyone madein the
corridors. Why do you think you have your own quarters?"

Momosrose from his seat with what he must have considered great dignity. "That's another thing. This
palaceistoo big. Every placeistoo far from every other place.”

Kronos laughed with genuine amusement. 1 shal remember that when we build anew paace.”

Momos nodded. Grumbling to himsdlf, he shambled off down the corridor in the opposite direction.
Kronos watched almost until he was out of sight.

"I can't imagine why you even tak to that fool," Thanatos said.
Kronos shrugged. "He's the only one of the gods| can dmost trust.”

"Trust! You trust that doddering, fat... All he ever doesis complain and criticize. He criticizes you more
than anyonedse."

"Not trus—amost trust. He never triesto hide what he thinks.”

Thanatos shook his head in bewilderment. Kronos began waking again, and Thanatos hurried after him.
"The other thing | wanted to tdll you," he said, "it's the most amazing discovery. ..."

"Canit wait too?'

"Well, yes, | guessit can, but—"

They entered the stairway that led to the lower levels. Kronostook atorch from its sconce and gestured
to Thanatos to do the same.

"But it isabsolutely amazing. When | tdl you—"
"But it canwait?'
"Yes, Lord Kronos."

"Very good, Thanatos. In two or three centuries you may acquire amodicum of patience. It'san
important virtue, absolutdly essentid for the fulfillment of any ambitious project. | must give you afull



dissertation upon its merits. You will remind me"
"Yes, Lord Kronos," Thanatos said glumly.

They had amost reached Kronoss degtination. "I don't know why you've insisted on walking al thisway
with me" hetold Thanatos, "but you can make yourself useful. Go through the storerooms and find the
most beautiful mirror there, of gold. It should be full length, for agoddessto properly appreciate her own
appearance, but | suppose well have to be satisfied with whatever you can find. Dust and polishiit, then
deliver it to Lady Philyra, the sster of Klymene."

"But my lord, that could take hours. The discovery | have made—"
"l will cometo your chamberswhen I'vefinished,” Kronos said with afindity tantamount to dismiss.

Turning his back on Thanatos, Kronos entered the workshop of Iapetos without announcing himself,
carefully closing the door behind him. He paused by theforge, first placing his hand near it, then touching
the sde; the metal was barely warm. No detail escaped him as he moved through the apartment.

Hefound his brother in one of the rear rooms, hard at work. Nearly thirty seconds passed before
| apetos became aware of his presence. With aquick movement he threw arag over something on his
bench and turned to mest the intruder.

"Oh, it'syou, brother,” he said, swirling around on his stool and standing.

Kronos came toward the workbench and lifted the rag from the object it had hastily concedled. He
nodded approvingly and took the object in his hands, dmost with reverence. "It's finished?' he asked.

|gpetos nodded. "1 haven't ornamented the hilt yet, but asde from that—"
"That doesn't matter. No one else has been here? No one knows of its existence?”’
"No one but us" Iapetos said softly as Kronos searched his aquiline features for any trace of duplicity.

Kronos had ensconced his torch in the atrium of the workshop, and now he took the long, heavy weapon
in both hands and held it near the ail lamp that burned upon the table. The bronze blade glistened.

"It fill needs abit more sharpening,” 1apetos said.

Kronos shrugged. "Y ou can do that later." He ran the edge of histhumb along the blade, then held the
weapon extended from one hand as he tested the balance.

"Thisiswhat you had in mind?" lapetos asked. "Thisoneis satisfactory?'
"Yes, | think so. What have you done with the other?"

| apetos made hisway to a corner of the room. From behind ajumble of objects he withdrew asimilar
weapon, tall asafull-grown holly tree. The blade was straight, lacking the long, gradud curve of the
newer one. lapetos brought it to Kronos.

The Lord of the Titans held one in each hand, making dow, dashing movements with the swords. Then
he lay the new, curved one on the workbench and took the other in both hands. Very ddliberately he
snapped its bronze blade across his knee.

"Médt the pieces down," he instructed, handing | apetos the two haves. "Méelt them down so that no one
may ever ook upon the bronze and guess what it once was."



lapetos nodded in assent, his eyes peering into those of his brother. "When | began thistask for you, |
promised to abide by your wishes. The curved blade satisfies you more, but the straight one might have
been of some use—if thereisany usefor aknifelonger than aleg.” As he spoke, |apetos seated himsalf
infront of hisbench and began to hone the sword's edge with astone.

"It'smy wish, brother," Kronos said, “that only one of these long knives ever exist. The other must vanish
asthough it had never been made. And no one must ever know about this one.

"l know," | apetos observed.
"What is known can be forgotten.”

"Perhaps, intime," lapetos said. "But for the present | can't help being curious. What is the purpose for
such ablade? It would be of little use for the tasks normaly performed by aknife. An ax would do better
for chopping wood."

"Thereisno need for you to know its purpose, brother. | needed the skill of your hands, and you have
givenit to me admirably. | dso need your slence. And loydty. Do | have them?”

| apetos continued sharpening the long, bronze blade, now moving the stonein light, polishing strokes.
"Werethe gradua curve of the blade not important,” he continued, "you would have accepted my first
effort. A curved blade would be excellent for dashing." He looked up. "For clearing away bushes and
sgplings, for ingtance.”

Kronos did not answer.

lapetos applied thefinal strokes of the stone, then held the sword upright by the hilt. "It would make a
fearful weapon with which to attack agod, wouldn't it, brother?' He turned it around and handed it hilt
first to Kronos. "Of course, you have no need of that."

Kronos studied him through half-lidded eyes. Finaly he said, "'l want you to pledge me your slence.”
"I'vedready pledged it,” lapetos said. "Y ou shall haveit. No one shdll learn of thisthrough me."
"You will obliterate every trace of the first sword?!

| apetos nodded.

"Andyour loydty?Do | ill havethat?"

"Asmuch asever."

Kronoss face unclouded and he lay an affectionate hand on his brother's shoulder. " Good. | need you."
He hefted the sword again. "I'm very satisfied. Y ou've never done better work. I'll takeit with me now."

"l can dill embelishthe handle.”

"No, it's not necessary. Thisisfine. Do you have acloak? | didn't bring one, and | need something to
conced this"

They waked together to one of the other rooms, where lapetos lent him along, dark mantle. Kronos
wrapped it about the sword in such away that none could determine what lay within.

Just before they reached the main door Kronos turned toward him again. "Y ou will take care of the other
one— soon?'



lapetos nodded. "Today. Before | leave here.”

"Good." Kronas clapped him on the shoulder again. "Good, brother, | know | can always count on you."
He turned and | eft the room.

For afew minutes | apetos stared vacantly at the closed door, then dowly made hisway back to his
workroom. From behind amound of clutter he brought out athird sword, identical to the second. He
carried it to his bench and began to sharpen it.

SIX

Just outside the door of |gpetos's workshop Kronos was accosted by Thanatos, who had been waiting
for him to reappesr.

"What are you doing here?'
"I've been waiting for you, Lord Kronos, to talk to you as you walk back."
Kronosglared a him in annoyance. "What about the mirror | asked you to find?"

"Hereit is" Thanatos brought out an enormous mirror of polished gold from among the shadows. "I
found it without much difficulty, and have been dusting and polishing it while | waited.”

"Doas| told you," Kronos commanded, keeping the cloak-wrapped sword to one side, where Thanatos
would not seeit. "Bring it to Lady Philyra—now!"

"Y-y-yes, my lord."

Kronos stood watching as the god hefted the heavy mirror and stumbled down the corridor with it. He
waited until Thanatos had had timeto get dl the way up the sairs, then proceeded hurriedly to hisown
chambers on the uppermost floor of the palace.

Passing quickly through innumerable outer rooms, he came at last to asmadl, nearly empty one. Laying
the sword on atable, the Titan went to a cupboard and withdrew alarge object draped in black. He
carried it to another table, deposited it there, and from an adjoining room brought a stool. He worked
with these until he was satisfied with their arrangement. The stool stood atop the table and the draped
thing atop the stool, the whole reaching nearly to the height of the King of the Gods.

He stood back alittle and pulled the cloth free to reved the huge clay bust of agod, agod peculiarly free
of facial features. It had eyes and nose and mouith, but portrayed no one.

From the other table he took the sword, unwrapping it and holding it loosdly at his side. He positioned
himsdlf in front of the bust, the sword amost dangling from his hand. Twice he reached forward and
adjusted the bust so that it faced exactly the direction he wished. He stared into the lifeless clay eyes.

Suddenly the sword flew back to a position far behind his head, then swept forward in awhirling arc.
The clay head rolled free, striking the floor with athud. Part of the clay shoulder followed it down.

For afew momentsthe Lord of the Titans stood staring &t the headlessfigure,

He lay the sword aside and picked up the moist clay. Hisfingers trembled as he began to reshapeit and
work it back onto the bust. When he had it firmly reattached he took up his position again. Again the
sword whirled and the clay head thudded to the floor.

For nearly an hour he worked without stopping, reshaping and decapitating the sensaless clay until the



bust ceased to resemble anything divine.

Headlowed himsdf to St quietly in athickly cushioned chair for ten or fifteen minutes, histhoughts
clustering fast and thick. Findly, with adeep sigh, he rose and put away the clay and the sword. He
locked them both within the cupboard.

Thanatoswas awaiting him in the hall, pacing nervoudly.

"Thereyou are, my lord," he said as Kronos appeared from one of the doors. "Thisway, my lord. . . ."
"Did you deliver the mirror?'

"Mirror? Oh, yes, as soon as| |eft you. This discovery may be the most important yet. It's another—"
"Did shelikeit? Was she pleased?’

"MPeased? Who? Oh, you mean the Okeanid."

"Y es, the Okeanid Philyra," Kronos said crosdy. "Does she like the mirror?

"l suppose so, my lord." Thanatos looked at him with apuzzled expression.

"Y ou suppose so!"

"Yes, my lord,” Thanatos said, nodding. "It's an attractive piece of furniture, for those who care about
such things™

"Didn't she say anything? Didn't you notice how she reacted when you gaveit to her? Did her eyeslight
up?Did sheamile?’

"Shesaid it was lovely and that | should thank you. Yes, | think that's what she said. Asto whether or
not she smiled, | redly didn't notice. But as| was saying, my lord, this discovery presents not only anew
part to the puzzle, but one that we did not even suspect existed.”

They had reached the entrance of the apartment in which Thanatos was alowed to live and work.
Pushing open the enormous double doors, Thanatos stood to one side to alow Kronosto precede him.

"Thisdiscovery of yours," the Titan said, "it better be important. I'm growing weary of your pestering.”
"It's very important." Thanatos followed his master through the open doors and pushed them closed.

The small gpartment, one of the suites set asde for Kronos himsdlf, wasfitted and furnished in gold and
ivory, ebony and teak. Now it was cluttered to overflowing and thick with dust and debris.

"Clean this place up,” the Titan grumbled.
"Of course, my lord; assoon as| canfind time.”

They continued through the series of rooms to the bedchamber, which testified even more forcefully, not
to the laziness of the occupant, but to his singlemindedness. Precious moments could not be squandered
on anything asinggnificant as deanliness.

A massive bronze door blocked their way at the rear of the bedchamber. Thanatos ran hisfingersaong a
portion of the nearby wall in search of ahidden catch. A click sounded and the heavy door svung
inward.



Kronos recoiled at the dark portal, the odor of decay billowing out from the opening.
"Can't you do something about this smell?* he demanded.
Thanatos seemed not to hear him. He was adready busy

lighting the lamps that were set in niches al around the walls. At the noise of his movements something
began to moan softly and make muffled, whispering sounds.

Kronosforced himself to look dowly around the room. It was crowded with brass tables and cages of
living animass, birds and mammas of many kinds. Onetable held along row of brassinstruments; light
glittered from their cutting edges. Most of the other tables were covered with neatly dissected animal
corpses. Usudly the removed organs lay negtly arranged aong one side of the opened body. Many were
in an advanced state of decay, with flesh now browned and desi ccated.

Kronos stepped over an dmost-filled bucket of congealed blood as he moved to pick up one of the oil
lamps. The whispering sounds had continued, and he followed them back into a dark recess of the room,
thrusting the lamp forward to dispel the darkness.

"Over here, my lord," Thanatos was saying.

"Can't you stop this noise?' Kronos said, distressed by the entire atmosphere of the room. As he spoke,
the light fell upon the decapitated head of agod. It hung by the hair from apeg inthewadl, atiny,
completely formed body dangling from its neck.

"It'sonly Oizys. Come seethis, my lord."

Kronos drew back. "What does he want? He's trying to say something." He watched in horror asthe
flabby lips moved soundlesdly.

Thanatos came to Kronoss side, intent upon leading him to the other side of the room. "He can't talk yet.
His body hasn't regenerated fully enough. The lungs are too small to make words, so he makeslittle
whispering or moaning sounds as best he can. He's probably hungry again.”

"How long hasit been snceyou've fed him?"

Thanatos shrugged. "A few days, | guess. | have to feed the others or they'll die, but sometimes| skip
him."

Kronoss face hardened in indignation as Oizys ceased trying to speak and began to whimper. "Why
don't you feed him, then?'
"I'll feed him later, my lord. Right now | want to show you—"

"Feed him now, Thanatos—feed al of these creatures—or I'll seeto it that you don't eat yoursdlf for a
week."

Thanatos, who sometimes forgot to et for days at atime, hurried to fulfill his master's command. He
located the bag of grain that he kept for the animals and dumped alarge quantity into aflat pan. He made
acircuit of the room, tossing food into the cages. The birds began to flutter excitedly, the pigsto grunt.
Findly he rgoined Kronos, placing the pan on the top of one of the tables.

"l can't understand how you can stand to bein thisplace,” Kronos said, his eyes returning again and
again to the oval face and flabby lips of the head.



"My lord found it interesting enough when | first showed him what happens when agod's head and body
are severed.”

An amost imperceptible shudder ran through the King of the Gods. "'Feed Oizys quickly so you can
show me this new thing that you think is so important. | want to get out of this dreadful room. | warn you,
my patienceisgrowing short.”

Thanatos K fted the head of his brother down by the hair and lay it face down in the pan. Immediately
Oizys began to grunt and crunch the grain in-ravenous abandon.

Without a second glance at the cregture, Thanatos led Kronos toward the far side of the room. The
location and darkness had conspired until this moment to hide the thing upon the table from the Titan.

"Hereitis, my lord," Thanatos said with aflourish of thelamp he held in his hand.

"What . . . ?' Kronos moved closer to peer down at what seemed to be a divine body. The eyeswere
open and staring blankly. The lipswere drawn back in ahumorless grin. One hand hung limply off the
sde of the table, but when he touched it, he discovered it was not limp at al. It was giff and cold.

Kronosdrew away, aterrible oath dipping from hislips. "What isit?" he asked, amost whispering.
"A nymph, my lord. Or at least it was. It's dead now."

Kronos was shaking hishead. "No. No, that isn't anymph. At least not like any I've ever seen. Look at
the hair. It'swhite. And the skin isdried out and wrinkled.”

Thanatos nodded. "Neverthelessit'sanymph. A dead nymph.”

"That can't be," Kronos said. "Nymphs are not animals. They are goddesses—Iless powerful than other
goddesses, perhaps, but ill divine. They areimmortd.”

"That's what everyone has dways thought. Until now."
"Maybe she's only adegp, unconscious.”

"Sheisn't adeep,” Thanatos assured him. "If you lean close to her you can already detect the odor of
decay. Her body has begun to decompose.” He grinned broadly. " She's dead, my lord.”

"Detect the odor!" Kronos exclamed in asuppressed voice. "How can anyone distinguish an individua
and| here?'

"My noseisvery acute. Y ou can take my word for it, she'svery dead.” Hewas amost gloating over his
discovery now.

Kronos stared down at the corpse. Finally he shook his head again. "There's some mistake. She was
somekind of freak. The gods areimmortal. They don't dielike animas. They don't become mest for
jackas"

"That could betrue, my lord. Still, it isavery important piece of information, even if she was not atypica
nymph. | think you're wrong, though.”

"But why does shelook likethat?"

"Part of her appearanceis due smply to her being dead. But the white hair and wrinkled skin—they're
what make you doubt she was anorma nymph. Perhaps you've never noticed, but thereisasimilar thing



that happens to animals when they liveto be very old. Their bodies begin to wear out—somewhat as
flowerswilt or trees die branch by branch. | think the same thing must have happened to her."

"But why hasn't it ever happened before?’

"Thereadwayshasto beafirg time. | think thisisit. If I'm right, other nymphs—the oldest of them—uwill
begin to wear out, just asthis one must have. She needn't even bethefirst, for that matter. Living asthey
do—by themsalvesfor the most part—a number may have withered and died without anyone being
aware of it. | do know that she died from the ins de—there are no external wounds."

Kronos only stared down at the once beautiful body.
"That, of course, leads to the next question,” Thanatos continued. "If she could die, could she be killed?!
"Who was she?' Kronos asked suddenly.

Thanatos shrugged. "Just one of the thousands of nymphs who teem among the hillsand valleys. | found
her body in Aetolia, where my servants had discovered it."

"Thevultures," Kronos said.

Thanatos nodded. "No one else was around, not for avery long distance. No one but you and | know of
this”

"Areyou certain sheisn't adegp?' Kronos asked.

"I'll proveit to you," Thanatos said, plucking from anearby table asharp, gleaming instrument. He ran the
edge along the forearm of the corpse so that the flesh opened to afair depth. " See, theichor doesn't
flow, even from ardatively deep wound. It only cozesout. . . ."He performed the same operation on his
own forearm without the dightest hesitation, cutting not quite as deeply. " See, the ichor flows out
immediately.” He displayed hisarm.

Kronos watched in shocked fascination as the thick, trand ucent substance that is the immortal blood of
the gods welled from the long cut and began to run down Thanatoss arm.

Thanatos wrapped his arm in amakeshift bandage. "The questions raised by this discovery are
fascinating, and it will take along time and much more research to answer them. Can dl nymphsdie?
Can they bekilled, or only die of old age? If nymphs can die, can the other lesser gods? Are dl of the
gods morta to some degree?’ He stared into Kronoss face, arazor smile spreading over hislips. "Can
the gods be killed?'

Kronos wanted to look away from this creature who spoke of death and decay so offhandedly.

Thanatos walked partway across the room, Kronos following him, glad to be away from the nymph's
corpse. Thanatos stopped beside the headless body of Oizys.

"It's been two months now since | cut off Oizyss head, but his body remainsimperishable. If | cut it,
ichor flows, just asthoughiit fill had a head and were completely dive. After aday or two the wound
heals completely. The heart continuesto beat—very dowly. Yet it hasn't begun to regenerate ahead. |
suppose the head will grow back acompletely new body and this body will remain just asitis, lying here
and twitching occasionaly—perhaps forever.”

He spun around to face Kronas, his face and hands animated by intenseinterest. "The power of
regeneration must be centered in the brain—but not completely so. See where | amputated his



finger—it's coming along nicdy and soon will befull Szeagain." He rubbed his hands together. "There's
so much to study. Scars, for ingtance. | had to inflict twenty-seven cuts on the body before | could get
oneto scar. That

may mean that the regeneration response worksimperfectly, that it sometimes makes amistake. But
many experiments still have to be performed to be certain.”

The head of Oizys had begun to make low noises again. Thanatos went to it, yanked it out of the pan of
grain, and hung it back on thewall.

Kronos stood brooding over what he had seen and heard. At last he said, " She died from living too
long?'

"That's my first thought, but | must have time to make experiments. | want to see how the body decays.
That could provide important clues. I've been unableto kill Oizys, even when | cut hisskull in haf. He
just went into some kind of deep deep until the two halves grew back together properly. . . . Still, if you
give metime, it'svery possblethat | may find the secret of killing agod.”

"What an awful gift you dangle before me."
"Gift, my lord?'
"Y es, with your studies, should they succeed.”

"l don't understand. Y ou mean if | learn how agod may be killed? That would be a powerful weapon,
and would repay you for alowing me to make my experiments here."

"Why are the gods godsT" Kronos went on. "How do they differ from animals? Why are they deathless?
"Y ou said the knowledge might be useful toyou. ..."

"Indeed, it very well might be—why elsewould | put up with this carrion room of yours? The nature of
life, of mortdity and immortality—those are thingsfitting for the King of the Godsto know. The limits of
immortality! | have many enemies, and such knowledge could be a potent wegpon indeed. Cleave a
divine head in haf and the god isincapacitated until the halves hedl back together. Decapitate him and his
body flopsto the floor, powerless againgt you. Not pretty thingsto consider, but potentidly very useful.”

"But Lord Kronos, it would be ever so much more efficient if you could kill your enemy.”

Kronos shook his head sadly. "Y ou don't understand, do you? Y ou tell me blithely that the gods may not
beimmortd after al. This one nymph has died for some reason or other, and perhaps you can find away
that even the great gods can be killed. But deeth is a double-edged dagger. If | can kill my enemies—my
enemies can kill me! If they can die, then | too can die—you can die!”

Thanatoss pale, narrow face watched unblinkingly, polite but unperturbed.

"No, you redly don't understand.” Kronos shrugged. "I've seen enough. Keep meinformed, but | don't
want to have to come back here unless absolutely necessary. No one saw you bring the nymph?”

"No, my lord. | was very careful. | concedled both of usin dark clouds.”
"Good. No one must learn of this." Kronos began to leave the room.

"A moment more, Lord Kronos," Thanatos said as he followed him.



In the bedchamber Kronos paused, listening impatiently.

"Thisnew creature, the one Metis discovered ..."

Kronos nodded. "What about it?"

"l must haveit.”

"Why?

"Tolearnwhat it is. To dissect it and see how it differs from the nymph and Oizys, and from animas."

Kronos thought for amoment. At last he said, "Do what you must. But don't draw attention to yourself,
and don't involve mein what you do. Y ou're tolerated here because | need your work—the knowledge it
promises. | make no pretense of liking it. Y ou must be discreet.”

"Yes, my lord, | will. Onelast thing. | must establish the mortality or immortality of nymphs, and to do
that | must have another to experiment on.”

Kronos shuddered, turning away and walking toward the front of the apartment. Thanatos followed
directly behind him.

"Well, my lord? May | acquirethe things | need to continue my work?"

In front of the main door Kronos paused. " Do what you think necessary, but let no one discover it. |
don't even want to know about it."

Heturned and | eft the apartment of Thanatos, a disconcerting, churning sensation deep within him.
SEVEN

Proteus, the shape changer, moved effortlesdy through the blue depths of the Aegean. Slow, powerful
grokes of hishugetail fins sent him skimming dong just above the languidly waving growths of the
sea-bottom plain. Silent, rainbow-colored fish frolicked about him or followed in hiswake.

Cord-covered cairns of rock rose nearby like ghostly castles. An ed, startled at his approach, sought
shelter within the crevices. A scarlet, spiked cregture watched him from unblinking eyes.

Even hisbrief, overnight sojourn on land had left him longing for the magnificent solitude of the blue
depths, where even sound seemed to move a amore leisurely pace. The enchanted vistas of sunken
mountain and valey camed him and quieted his apprehensions.

Hetraveled dowly, perhaps because of the mild uneasiness with which helooked forward to arriving on
Mount Olympos. More than once he had to concedl himsalf when a golden-haired Nereid came within
sght. Sometimes he lolled behind an outcropping of rock until she svam away; other timeshe
metamorphosed himsdlf into a dolphin or other sea denizen to escape her notice,

Although he intended to visit his brother-in-law Nereus, the king of the deep Aegean, he preferred to
conced his presencein the areauntil the time of that visit, after he had been to Olympos.

Tranquil hours dipped away as he swam, until at last he neared his destination. He came up from the
water draped in seaweed and waded toward the shore of a shaded cove. A few hours remained until
twilight. Helocated a cave, and drawing himsdf up intoiit, fell quickly adeep.

When he awakened, night had fallen. He came out of the cave and stood for afew minutes surveying his



surroundings. The moon had risen, full and clear. Moonlight speckled the seawith silver.

Mount Olympos began dmost at the beach and stretched more than twenty-five milesinland, its many
peaks thrusting upward toward heaven like the fingers of agigantic rock hand. Animmense, ragged
gorge faced him; beyond it precipitous limestone walls rose nearly two milesinto the sky, disappearing
among dark clouds.

With adeep sigh Proteus dlowed himself aladt, lingering look at the sea. Then he transformed himself
into agull and began the arduous ascent, flying just above the dark forests that clung to the mountain
dopes. The powerful wings of the sea bird carried him both inland and upward, toward the home of the
Titans.

Innumerable small streams cascaded downward, cutting deep channels. Whenever possible he followed
these paths, skimming aong above the water. As he rose, the dark forest growths thinned and finaly
vanished completely. It grew cold, and the air thinned. Clouds clustered around the mountain peaks.

Above the clouds began the precinct of the gods. The air grew pleasantly warm and thick again; sweet
smelling, too, with the dightest suggestion of the odor of pansies. The sky above was completely clear, its
velvet blackness sudded with amillion stars.

Now, more than ever, he flew closeto the face of the cliff, hugging the shadows. Ahead of him stood the
palace of Olympos, bathed yellow gold in the moonlight. It seemed to grow out of the mountain pesk,
tier upon tier partidly carved from the rock summit, partialy constructed from huge limestone blocks.

He settled amid the shadows and carefully observed the long, narrow galleries that ran along the outside
of each floor of the palace. There, or within the rooms just beyond the galleries, he could discern moving
figures, and so he was

forced to move forward stedthily. He took on the form of a serpent and dithered closer, shielded by
rocks and boulders.

When he was quite close he paused to more carefully observe the inhabitants of the gpartmentsfacing
him. One of these gpartments particularly drew his attention, and he began making hisway initsdirection.
At the base of the paace wall he resumed the shape of agull and flew dmost straight upward. He lighted
first upon the marble balustrade, then dropped to the gallery floor as he reassumed his natura shape.
Silently he moved to a point from which he could observe the interior of the apartment.

A youthful goddess laughed gaily as shelay on her bed. A tiny creature shaped like agod waswalking
on her ssomach, and she kept catching it asit started to fal. Proteus studied her features until he was
certain of her identity, then stepped boldly into the room.

"Y ou seem to have made a pet of that one.”

The goddess sat up, sending the man on her somach faling. She managed to catch him in midair and set
him down quickly beside her as she turned to face the intruder.

"Who are—" As she spoke, her expression changed from surprise and indignation to puzzlement, then to
recognition. "Proteud™ she exclaimed, legping from the bed and running toward him.

Shethrew hersdlf into hisarms. Helifted her up and swung her around twice before setting her back on
her feet and holding her at arm's distance to look at her.

"Y ou've grown so much, | wasn't surel recognized you," hesaid. "Y ou'll be full grown before long.”



"| recognized you right away—waell, amost right away. How could | forget my favorite brother, even if
thisisonly thethird time I've seen him?"

"Isit only thethird time?'

She nodded emphaticaly, managing to look reproachful a the sametime. "I ought to scold you. Anyone
would think you didike your family. How are Mother and Father? Have you seen them?'

He nodded. "The same as dways."

"Y ou mean they're fighting every minute of the day and night. But why are you here? | can't imagine
anything that could get you to Olympos. Wait till Philyrahears— What am | thinking of ? She'sin the next
room. I'll get her."

But before she reached the door, hisfingers closed around her wrist and held her back. "No, Métis.
Dont cdl her. At least not yet."

"But shelll be delighted to see you. And so will Klymene."
He was shaking hishead. "Not now. | don't want anyone elseto know I'm here."
"l don't understand. Why don't you want to see them?”

He put his hands on her shoulders. "Métis, there's something peculiar going on here. At lesst | have
reason to believe thereis. Lord Okeanos has sent meto find hisfriend, the seagod Aigaion. Until I've
had time to discover what the Situation is, | want my presence to be kept a secret.”

"Aigaonwashere" Metissaid. "'l saw him when wefirst arrived, but he must have left. | haven't seen him
sncethen.”

"Neither has anyone e se. That'swhy our father sent me."
Metiss eyes grew wide. "What do you think happened to him?"
Proteus shrugged. "It's said he displeased Kronos."

"Y ou think Lord Kronos has done something to him? Imprisoned him? But wouldn't all Olympos be
talking about it? Wouldn't | have heard?"

Proteus shrugged again.
"But why keep your presence asecret from Philyraand Klymene?'

"Mgétis, youre thefirst friendly face I've encountered. If not for that—and the bit of assstancel
require—you might not know ether.”

Shegrinned back at him. "How can | help?"
"I need information and shelter. May | stay here tonight, after I've had alook around?!
"Certainly!

"Good. | aso need to know where the gpartments of the Titans are located. Kronosis ill on the
uppermost leve, | presume.”

She nodded and proceeded as best she could to give him the information he required, often elaborating



unnecessarily. Helet her continue uninterrupted.
"Very good, Metis" hetold her when shefinished. "1 should be able to find my way now."

While they had been talking, the creature called aman had managed to dip down the side of the bed to
the floor. He was exploring the far comer of the room when Metis noticed him. She picked him up and
held him againgt her breest.

Proteus walked back toward the gallery and Metis followed.

"Y ou will come back heretonight?' she asked.

He nodded. "But don't wait up for me. I'm going now to see what can be learned among the shadows.”
"Shadows?"

"That'sadelicate way of saying | have alot of snooping to do, alot of listening a doorways. Before the
night isover, | hope to know more about Olympos than the King of the Gods himself."

"Becareful,” shesaid. "I think Lord Kronos could be very dangerous.”

An expression of deadly seriousness flickered across his face. He stooped and kissed her lightly on the
cheek. "Y ou said the chambers of Crios are on thisfloor. Which way?!

She pointed to the lft. ™Y ou could follow the galery, except for the partitions.”
As shewaiched, he transformed himsalf into agull and flew in the direction she had indicated.
EIGHT

There were twelve Titans, children of Gaiaand Ouranos— six mae and six fema e—the most powerful
of the gods, the lords of the world. Vast ages before, when the earth till teamed with primordia
mongters, Okeanas, the eldest of the Titans, had withdrawn with Tethys, hiswife and sster, to rule over
their wide, watery domain. Kronos, succeeding hisfather as King of the Gods, led the other Titansto
their new home in the palace on Olympos. With the exceptions of Mnemosyne, who had never married,
and of Crios, who would soon wed the sea goddess Eurybie, Titan married Titaness—Kronos and Rhes,
Hyperion and Thea, Koios and Phoibe, 1apetos and Themis; but eventudly lapetos put aside hisfirst
wife, who was barren, and took instead the Okeanid Klymene, his niece.

It wastheseten, in particular, that Proteus wanted to |ocate among the inhabitants of the palace.

He darted away from Métis, flying aong the balcony railing and swerving out around the partitions that
separated the galleriesinto private sections. Around the far Sde of the building he located the chambers
of Crioswithout difficulty. Still in the form of agull, he perched outside thefirst lighted room he cameto.

The Titan, however, lay stretched upon adivan, dozing lightly. Proteus dlowed himself afew minutesto
study Crioss face and form, then spreading hiswings, dropped silently down to the floor below.

For nearly two hours heflitted from gpartment to gpartment, acquainting or reacquainting himsdlf with
many of the occupants of the palace of Kronos upon Mount Olympos. Koios sat distractedly with his
wife Phoibe as she sewed and tried to discuss domestic affairswith him. The nine Muses, in groups of
two or three, chattered incessantly, their conversations occasiondly interspersed with short bursts of
song. Sometimes the rooms fronting on the gallery were vacant, and more than once Proteus crept
recklessy into an gpartment to listen a the door of an inner room.



After completing hisinitia circuit of the lower levels of the paace, he turned his attention upward,
intending now to investigate the chambers of Hyperion. His route brought him back near the apartment of
Crios, and astrident voice led him to perch again outside the large atrium.

Crioswas awake now, and decidedly unhappy. Additiona lamps had been lit, and the Titan was Sitting
on athree-legged stoal, his elbows on his knees and hisface in his hands as Eurybie, sster of Nereusthe
seagod, paced the room in front of him. Her full, golden hair flailed around her as she moved.

"Well," she demanded, her fists coming to rest on her ately hips, "are you just going to Sit there?!

Helooked up at her dowly. "At least after we're married | won't have to see you as much. | don't know
why | ever let mysdlf get talked into this." Hislow voice wasfilled with bitterness.

Eurybiewastdl and very beautiful, with arobust figure that seemed doubly voluptuous within the clinging
folds of the peplosshewore. "Y ou redlly are aspindlesswretch,” shetold him, only occasionally favoring
him with a glance as she paced the room. ™Y ou know very well why you're marrying me. Because your
brother told you to. And you dare not disobey him."

Criosonly glared sullenly.

"Y ou don't think I'm pleased about having you for a husband, do you?Would | have chosen you if | had
any other choice. .. ?Oh, | wish | had been bom agod instead of agoddess!"

Crioslooked up. He was of middle height and dender, with adight paunch. His shoulders dumped and
he had the habit of watching the floor when hewalked. "That, my lady, ismy fondest wish a0, he sad
softly. "But why do we haveto talk about dl this? It was settled long ago.”

"Y es, but your brothers want to talk some more." Eurybi€'s voice became patronizing. “They implore
your attendance. | suppose they'll missyour sparkling wit. All that'srequired of you isyour presence. I'll
do dl the talking for both of us. Y ou won't have to ssammer out more than hello and good-bye. . . ."

"Then just go without me. I'm weary of these continual machinations. If thiskeeps up, I'll find some cave
tolivein, far fromdl of you."

Shelaughed, aflighty, girlish laugh completely unsuited to both her personality and gppearance. "You're
welcometo your cave, once werre married and I'm safely amember of the family. Kronos may think he
needs you, but you and | know better." She tapped her sandaed foot impatiently. "Are you going to
come, or shall | make up some excuse for you? | have to get back soon, before the others start to
arive"

He glanced nervoudy around the room, as though seeking some plausible reason for absenting himself
from the mesting.

"I could tell them you dipped on the stairs again. Or better yet, you could go and actudly do it right now,
so |l won't havetolie

"Thisismadness,” he said. " Sheer madness, to let mysdlf get involved inthis.”
She shook her head dowly, making little reproachful soundswith her mouth.
"Who's going to be there?"

"Koios and lgpetos, you and me."



"Not Kronos?"

She shook her head. "He doesn't even know about it. That's the idea. Koios wants to discuss things
without Kronos evaluating every word.” Sheretrieved her scarlet cloak from achair and swirled it
around her shoulders.

Sheturned and gave him afind, withering look. "Goodbye, then.”
He sghed. "Wait amoment. I'm coming.” He rose weerily.
"Sorry, can't wait. Y ou can find your own way, can't you?Y ou do know where your betrothed lives?"

The door closed behind her and Crios stood perfectly till, his head bowed, for what seemed like along
time. Findly he began to straighten his smple, unadorned chiton, disappeared into an adjoining room to
return aminute later with adrab gray mantle wrapped around him, and made hisway out of the

apartment.

Proteus waited impatiently until Crios|eft, then came down onto the gallery, assuming first hisown form,
then after afew moments consideration, the semblance of the Titan Koios. Leaning out over the balcony,
he drew up from below wisps of cloud and formed them around himself in the likeness of the tunic he had
seen Koios wearing, and into a nondescript cloak.

He moved quickly to the door, cracked it open and peered out into the corridor. Crios was just
disappearing around afar corner. At the other end of the corridor, however, alanky, dmost emaciated
figure paced nervoudy back and forth near the entrance of another apartment.

As Proteus watched through the narrow opening, the agitated figure seemed to come to some resol ution.
Turning suddenly, the god stalked down the corridor toward him. Proteus pushed the door closed and
pressed his ear to it, listening as the muffled footsteps passed by and continued in the direction that Crios
had taken.

He had intended to follow Crios from adistance. Now that was no longer possible. Hisearlier
explorations had not led him across the gpartment of Eurybie. If he hoped to locate it—and the Titan
mesting—he would haveto turn again to Metis.

No sooner had he determined to return to Metiss room by way of the galeries, than he heard the sound
of adoor opening or closing in the corridor. He looked out again.

It was Metis. She was cregping down the wide hdl, an apprehensive look upon her face and something
clumsily concealed under her cloak. Hewaited until she had dmost reached the doorway from which he
watched, then stepped out into the hall and pulled her into the room with him, smothering her cry of darm
with hispam.

"Quiet, agter! Itisl, Proteus.”

"Oh, Proteus, I'm so glad to find you," she said, panting for breath ashelet hisbody dip back into its
natural form. In her excitement, even the facility with which he changed shapes did not astound her.
"Thanatos sneaked into our apartment and tried to take the man from me. Hetried to forcemeto tel him
where he could find the others™

She seemed to remember the thing concedled under her cloak, and brought out the tiny, godlike cresture.
"I think I'll call him Alalkomeneus," she continued. The name meant Guardian. "I've been trying to think of
aname for him, and he certainly did his best to guard me from Thanatos. In our struggle we broke a

vase, and little Alallcomeneus, who was on the floor, somehow picked up a piece of the vase and jabbed



it into Thanatoss ankle. Oh, how braveyou are, little Alakomeneud!" she cried, hugging the creature to
her. "Besides," she concluded, "it'll be amusing to have such abig name for such alittle god.”

"A wounded ankle wouldn't have stopped him for long.”

"No, but it must have been quite painful"—she grinned— "judging from how loudly he yeled. Klymene
came to see what was the matter. Thanatos didn't know what to say, and just gave her alittle bow and
walked out.”

"But why are you smuggling Alalkomeneus down the hal?" Proteus asked.

"I'm afraid Thanatos might come back. Klymene is going to have lapetos complain to Lord Kronos, but
Thanatosis capable of anything. He might come back to stedl Aladkomeneuswhile I'm out.”

Proteus nodded. "I suspect your fears are well grounded. Just before you appeared, there was an
odd-looking god pacing the corridor near your apartment—atall, thin creature, quite nervous.”

"That'shim. That hasto be him. Y ou see, Alalkomeneusis not safe there. | was going to take him to
Thalia, the Muse. I'm sure shelll take care of him for me.”

" She was one of the goddesses with you when this creature wasfirst discovered?”
"How did you know?"'

"l saw you". | wasthere—nearby, anyway. Mdtis, | don't have timeright now to talk. | need your help.
Do you know where Eurybie's gpartment is? Can you lead me there?'

"| think so. She hasa smdll suite on the floor above, near Lord Hyperion.”

"Good. Listen, Metis, don't take your pet to Thaia. Thanatos might decide to question her, too, and find
him there. Leave him here, in one of the inner rooms without windows. Crioswill be gone for some
time—I can promise you that. Y ou'll have time to lead meto Eurybie's chambers and then come back for
him."

Metis seemed unsure. While she vacillated, Proteus moved quickly to look into the adjoining rooms.
"Here, thisonewill do. Turn him looseinside and pull the door closed.”

Metis examined the room carefully and reluctantly agreed. She kissed the creature and set it on the floor.
"I'll be back soon," she whispered to it, then closed the door.

Proteus had reassumed the semblance of the Titan Koios. The corridor was empty, and within moments
they were on their way toward a massive circular Staircase. The corridor twisted and turned, and as they
rounded a corner arumpled gray mass began to stir on abench set back in anarrow acove.

Grumbling under his breath, Momos sat up and rubbed his eyes. He rose dowly to hisfeet and began to
walk away from them. Proteus pulled Metisto a halt and turned to watch the retreating figure.

"A better choice, don't you think?" he asked.
"What do you mean?"'

Hewaited until Momos was out of sight, then transformed his body. He became much shorter and
heavier, with aprotruding belly. Deep furrows lined his face and his eyes became surrounded by puffy
sacks of flesh. At the same time he reformed the phantom clothing he wore into a perfect imitation of



Momos's faded garments.
Metis watched the metamorphosisin wonder. "I wish you could teach meto do that."
He amiled. "It'sataent; something you're bom with, not taught.”

"But how can you go from one to another so quickly and easily? Shape changing is exhausting! | could
never do such aperfect imitation of another god—I don't think anyone ese could. Just holding adifferent
shapeishard. Doesn't it tire you?”'

Proteus shook his head. "Now that I'm Momos, you'd best walk ahead of me. Not too fast, though.”
"But why is Momos better than Koios?'
"Because we know where Momosis."

They reached the stairs and he et her get dmost hafway up before mounting the first step. She climbed
dowly, so that she would not get too far ahead, and had almost reached the landing of the next floor
when she came face to face with Thanatos. The god stopped directly in front of her. He glared at her.

"Where are you going thistime of night?' he asked, blocking her path. "'I'm surprised you've deserted
your preciouslittle cregture.”

Proteus, still in the role of Momoas, was coming dowly up the sairs toward them. He seemed to be
watching the steps, but actudly he was carefully observing everything taking place above him.

Metistried to edge around Thanatos. He countered her move so that she could not pass. But then he
stepped unexpectedly to one side. As she climbed past him his hands shot out to press against her body,
nimbly searching her before she redized what he was doing.

Proteus, head bowed and lips mumbling, had amost reached them. Metis, once past Thanatos, bolted up
the remaining steps. Thanatos continued downward, pointedly ignoring what he thought to be his brother.

Metiswaited for Proteus alittle way down the seventh-floor corridor. "Let's hurry," shesaid. "l want to
get back to Alalkomeneus.”

Sheled him rapidly through amaze of passages, finaly pointing to adoor just ahead.
"Thank you, sster," hetold her. "Hurry back to your pet. I'll seeyou again assoon as| can.”

She returned to Crios's chambers as quickly as she could without drawing attention to hersalf. Thanatos
was nowherein sght, and shewent inimmediately.

"I'm back, Alalkomeneus, my brave little Aladlkomeneus," she caled as she entered the inner room.
Nothing moved within the room.

"Aldkomeneus,” she cdled, looking dowly around. A single lamp burned on asmal table. She picked it
up and used it to light the wall lamps. She went down on her knees and searched behind the furniture.

Alakomeneuswas gone.
NINE

The corridors of the palace of Olympos werelit by torches ensconced at regular intervals dong the



massve gonewadls. Thefitful illumination left long, dark stretcheswhere light refused to reach. In afew
places moonlight streamed in through high, broad windows set within deep dcoves.

As Metisleft him, Proteus moved toward one of these windows, which opened upon an exterior gdlery.
By thisroute he hoped to gain access to the gpartment of Eurybie. He paused long enough to resume his
own form and to darken his cloak; then, with one hand on the windowsill, he vaulted through the opening
and dropped to a crouching position on the narrow floor of the bacony.

A soft breeze was blowing, rustling his sable hair as he crept forward. From ahead of him, distant and
muffled, came voices, among which he could distinguish the clear, unwavering tones of the sea goddess
Eurybie. He hesitated directly outsde adark, open window; other windows lay ahead, leading into the
same gpartment. Many of them were lighted. After afew moments consderation he climbed silently over
the stone sl into the blackness of the room.

Hefdt hisway aong, letting the distant voices guide him through what seemed amaze of pitch-black
chambersuntil a last he cameto aroom lit only by the dim yellow light that entered through an open
door. The voices had become clearly distinguishable now, and he moved to position himself opposite the
door, where he could see clearly into the adjoining room. Pulling his black cloak dmost completely
around him, he settled himsdlf on the floor amid deep shadows to watch and listen.

Eurybie had found time to ornament herself with gold and silver bracdets and to confine her luxuriant
golden hair beneath a silver tiara upon which were mounted delicate, jade-petaled flowers. She and her
three Titan guests sat in atight circle near the middle of the room, smal tripod tables drawn up beside
each chair.

"Lord Koios," Eurybie was saying, "1 wasn't aware that you had grown more cunning than your brother.
If Lord Kronos says his plan will work, I'm much inclined to believe him."

Koios set aside hisgoblet of nectar. "That's one of the points I've been trying to make. But we haven't
talked openly about this, and | think we must before we go any further. | know how | became involved,
and I'm not pleased by it. Kronos smply took it for granted that | had agreed to my part in the plan. He
left it to meto tell him otherwise. Of course, | never did. . . ."

Crios, sulking in hischair, nodded. "That's dmost exactly what happened to me. Before | knew it, not
only was | committed to helping him in this mad scheme, but | was engaged to marry her\" He sneered
thefind word.

Eurybie smiled benignly at him. "Do you redly think I've the better part of the bargain, darling? The very
thought of your weak, trembling hands on my body makes me decidedly ill."

"Who wants your body?" he demanded. "It'sasicy asthe far dopes of Olympos.”

"Isit?" she asked, completdy unruffled by hiscomments. "I didn't know you fdt that way. Y ou certainly
didn't seem to the night you came whining and begging to touch it."

Koiosheld up hishand for silence while Crios, livid with embarrassment, sank even more deeply into his
chair, muttering bitterly.

"Pease" Koiossad, "thisisimportant. Let's not waste whét little time we have. We may not have
another opportunity to talk fredly. Kronos has drawn usinto this affair, and asfar as| can see, he's
smoothly manipulated things so that we haven't been ableto talk among oursdves. | think it's

important that each of us know how thoroughly committed the othersare. | think it'simportant we each



understand exactly how serious astep weretaking.”

Helooked directly at Crios. "Yes, asKronostdlsit, it'll be quite smple. Okeanos and Nereus have been
plotting againgt him. During the celebration following your marriage, when the moment isright, Kronos
and lapetos and | will make prisoners of Okeanos and Nereus. Kronoswill justify himsdlf to the other
gods by digplaying proofs of treachery, and al will befine.

"This sounds well enough, but can we indeed make prisoners of them? Nereus may not be much of a
problem, except for his proficiency at changing his shape, but Okeanosis very strong. Then, evenif we
do succeed, will the proofs convince the other gods? More than that, will the numberless spawn of
Okeanos accept them? Or will they plot against us?’

Heturned dowly to look at each of his companions. "I said before that there could be very serious
ramifications, and | mean that—whether we succeed or fail. Our actions could cast the godsinto a
thousand years of drife. | wonder, has each of you considered this?"

| apetos sat quietly, hisface expressionless as he listened and watched the others. Crios looked
frightened. "I never wanted any part of this" he complained. "All I want isto beleft done.”

Koiosturned his attention to the sea goddess.

She smiled a him. "My actions are guided by the same principles that guide yours—that guide each of us.
| act out of respect and love of Lord Kronos. Whatever he asks of me, I'll do. | haven't sought this out,
but | have no quams.”

Koiosamiled ironicdly. "I admire your devotion to my brother,” he said, "but | can't help remembering
something you seem to be overlooking."

"What'sthat?' she asked softly, her turquoise eyes staring at him with perfect ingenuousness.

"By sdflesdy serving Lord Kronos, you'l find yoursalf queen of the sea.” He glanced toward | apetos.
"And you, brother, will rule the deep-flowing ocean. Isn't it 07"

"Why shouldn't it be?" Eurybie asked, answering for lapetos. "Hiswife Klymeneisloya to Lord Kronos.
Asadaughter of Okeanos she hasaclaim to the throne, and her husband with her. Both lapetos and
Crioswill ruletheir domainswisdy and loyally. The Titanswill rule the entireworld. Y ou should gpprove
of that—you should be joyous at the prospect.”

"Okeanosisaso aTitan, and my brother. And asfar as| cantell, Lord Nereus has never done us any
harm.”

"Y ou forget that they both plot against Lord Kronos," she replied, becoming more animated. "They invite
their own overthrow.”

Koios shook his head somewhat sadly. "Kronos saysthey plot againgt him."
"Do you doubt hisword?" she asked.

He avoided her question. "Eurybie," he asked, "why do you hate your brother? Has Nereus done
something to you to make your heart so cold to him?"

"I love my brother,” she said. "But even love can't blind meto his actions. He opposes Lord Kronos,
therefore | must oppose him."



"And thereby become Queen Eurybie," he said, looking at her beautiful face and lovely, unflinching eyes.
"Thesad partis| haf believeyou. | don't think you hate him, but you don't love him ether, Eurybie. |
don't think you have any fedingsfor him at dl, or for anyone else. Y ou want to wear acrown, and the
only one available happensto belong to your brother'swife. Its priceisthat you must help plunge your
brother into the endless night of Tartaros™

Eurybie, gill amiling, only shrugged her shoulders.

"You do redlize, of course, that in actuality you'll be no more a queen than you are now. Oh, Crios may
be king, and certainly hell do just asyou tell him, but Lord Kronos's price remainsto be paid. It'll be he
who rulesthe seaiin your name—or you'll surely follow your brother to Tartaros.”

"I'll have no reason to disagree with Lord Kronos," she said. "I'll be pleased to follow hisadvice."

"Hisadvice | Advicethat comes prancing and blesting like alamb. Beware, Queen Eurybie! At any
moment that lamb can resumeits natural shape, and itsroar will shake you from your throne.”

For once the sea goddess remained silent.

Koioslooked sadly at Crios. "And you, poor brother— therésalion in your future too—alioness,
rather. Y ou've got alioness by thetail, pulling you down thetrail behind her. At theend of thetrail liesa
crown, but the crown lieswithin her den. Once she has the crown, shelll gobble you whole.”

Crios, more uncomfortable than ever, refilled his goblet and drank rapidly.
"What of you, lapetos?' Koios asked.
The Titan looked up dowly.

"I can't understand why you would sanction such athing— you, of al the gods. How can you lend
yourself to aproject that would consign your brother, the father of your beautiful wife, to the pitiful nether
world?| can't beieve Klymene would approve of this. Certainly she wouldn't do it merely to become
gueen of the ocean. Does she even know? Have you told her?

lapetos shook his head.
"Lord Kronoswouldn't want her told,” Eurybie said.

"What will shethink when shelearns?' Koios demanded. He hesitated, studying his brother's stony face.
"Shewon't dlow it. Shelll leave you rather than stay with a husband who betrayed her father."

"He's only doing what must be done," Eurybie said, growing tired of the conversation. "We're al doing
what we must do. Get to your point, Lord Koios, though | think I've uncovered it.”

Helooked at her inquisitively.

"It'svery smple, after al. Each of ushasareward promised for his services—akingdom. Each of us,
except you. You fed dighted, don't you?Y our services must be worth as much as ours." She laughed.
"And you're quiteright. The only difficulty isthat no kingdom remainsfor you . . . unlessyou'd liketo rule
over Tartaros."

Koioswas shaking his head sadly.

"I suppose a crown wouldn't make you more amenable to the righteousness of Lord Kronos's cause?'



Koiossighed in frustration, turning to | gpetos and Crios. "Can't | make you two understand? I'm trying to
tell you that we're courting disaster. The dreadful injustice to which we are making ourselves parties
could bring this pal ace tumbling down around us. Kronos has ways envied and distrusted both
Okeanos and Nereus. Maybe it's because they haven't totally bowed to his rule, maybe there's some
other reason. He'sfinally determined to be done with them—at whatever cost, even if it destroysdl he's
created, dl the good he'sdone. If you redlly love him, you'l think long and hard before you let him do
this"

Koios had become highly agitated and plunged on now, regardless of the consequences of saying too
much. "Asfor thisevidence of his, dl I've seenis poor Aigaion. Do you redly believe what he said—or
do you think he would have said anything Kronostold him to say? He was terrified. He could barely
stand without help, he was so weak. The bruises dl over hisface showed that he had been beaten,
probably for days. Isthat convincing evidence?'

"What better?' Eurybie asked. "Heis Nereuss own brother and mine, and a grest friend of Okeanos. He
admitted to sharing in their plot againgt Lord Kronos. Should Kronos dedl tenderly with his enemies?!

"In his state he would have accused his own mother and father. If you'll be honest with yoursaves, youll
admit that Kronos has become suspicious of everyone and everything. He sees plots everywhere, where
none exist. He grows | ess reasonabl e each day. He's becoming—"

Koios stopped abruptly. A massive figure loomed in the doorway leading from one of the adjoining
rooms. From benea.th his broad, furrowed brow the King of the Gods surveyed them through
smoldering, adamantine eyes.

TEN

Sheathed in darkness, wide-roaming Proteus, son of Okeanos, watched and listened intently as Kronos
advanced dowly into the room. Silence had fallen over the assemblage at his sudden appearance, and the
Lord of the Titans et his gaze move from one immobilized figureto the next.

Eurybie wasthefirgt to recover her wits. "Comein, comein, my lord,” she said, jumping to her feet.
"Well make room for you to join us"

Shewent to fetch achair while the Titans rose awkwardly to greet their brother. They began to fumble
with their own chairsand smal tripod tables, moving them backward to enlarge the circle.

"Please be seated, my lord," Eurybie said, escorting Kronos to the place she had prepared for him.
"1*11 bring you nectar to refresh yoursalf."

Without aword he took his seat. The other Titanswere forced to follow his example. Eurybie set afull
goblet near hishand, but he did not reach for it. Instead he continued to look dowly from oneto the
other of them, hisface, except for the eyes, an impenetrable mask.

"W, Lord Kronos," Eurybie said, till trying to break the silence, "to what do we owe the pleasure of
your vigt?'

Very dowly heran his hand over hiswide forehead and through hisblack hair. "I've begun to wonder, of
late. . ..

I've begun to wonder if, perhaps, | haven't been letting my imagination run away with me."

He paused to look inquiringly & each of them. "It must be my imagination, after dl. | kegp imagining that
the gods are conspiring against me, that there are plots al around me." His eyes settled on Koios. "Here,



for instance."

"It may seem that way, Kronos—it may have sounded like that, but that wasn't my intent. We only
wished—"

"We?'Y ou seemed to be doing most of the talking."

"Y-yes, | suppose | was," Koios said, hisface now very pale, and beads of sweat standing out on his
forehead. "'l suppose | had the most questionsto ask.”

Kronos smiled the barest tinge of asmile and sank back into the deep cushions of hischair. "Yes, quitea
few questions.. . . about every aspect of this undertaking. How many of them, brother, relate at core to
the merits of the project in which were al mutualy involved—and how many to the vdidity of my thought
processes? That does seem to be what you were getting at."

His gray eyes bored ruthlessly into the pale blue ones of Koios, so that Koioswas forced to look away.

"My lord, | gpologizeif anything | said has offended you. | don't know how much of this conversation
you heard—"

"More than enough, | should think."

Since Kronoss arriva, lapetos had maintained much the same attitude as he had displayed earlier. He
looked up now. "Lord Kronos," he said softly, "I would say afew words."

Kronosturned to face him. " Say them, brother.”

"Koios has doubts about your plan, and he's expressed them openly before us. He's said that we should
talk together, that since our success depends on how well each of us does his part, we should know just
how thoroughly each of usis committed to the plan. What he says makes good sense.”

"Perhaps," Kronos said, "but he dso doubts the truth of what I've told him."
"He thinks you haven't told usin enough detail how your planisto succeed,” lapetos said.

"No!" Kronos said, nearly losing control of himself for .thefirst time. "No, he doubts me. He doubts that
Okeanos plots to depose me.”

Kronos haf rose from hischair, glaring a them in suppressed fury. His huge hand reached out, pointing
directly into Koiossface. "l tell you that our brother Okeanos has never had any love for me—that since
the day | assumed leadership of the Titans he has resented and envied me, and plotted to destroy me. He
has cursed my every success, cheered each little reversd 1've encountered. There at the end of the world,
in the sunken castle from which he rules hisfishy domain, he has brooded and kept counsdl with himself,
awayswith the sngle god of bringing about my downfall. He has fed himself on bitterness and hate. He
has plotted against me time and again—sending lies out into the world to turn the other gods against
me—and now, with the help of dy Nereus, he hopesfindly to taste my defeet.”

Kronos stood fully erect, hisface twisted in anger. "It shall not be. | have endured his petty conspiracies
and liestoo long dready. Now I'll be done with him—forever!"

He was quivering dightly as he spoke, his eyes flashing back and forth over the others. "He and
interfering Nereus have findly overstepped the limits of my patience. | shdl rid mysdlf of them—with you,
if you chooseto help me, but without you if | mugt.”



Koios, who had drawn away from Kronos, cast an astonished ook at |apetos. |apetos, however, did
not seem surprised at Kronoss claim that he could depose both gods without assistance.

"Weadl know the duplicity of Okeanos and Nereus," Eurybie said as soon as Kronos lgpsed into slence.
"Come, st and cam yourself, my lord, that you may put to rest those little concerns of Koios."

Kronos dumped back into his chair, letting his head nod forward. For perhaps afull minute he was
completely silent. Finally he looked up again, once more composed.

"Pardon me," he said, "but | have endured a great deal from both of them—more than any of you
suspect.” Helooked directly at Koiosagain. "All right, you have doubts about my plan. I'vetold you all
you need to know right now, all that concernsyou. | don't intend to tell you any more, though | can
assure you that | know exactly what I'm doing. We will succeed, and without much difficulty. The
testimony of Aigaion, one of Nereuss own brothers, will prove the treachery of both Okeanos and
Nereusto the satisfaction of anyone willing to hear the evidence without bias."

He was watching Koios carefully, perhaps gauging hisreactions. "l suppose there isthe chance that the
children of Okeanos may not want to believe the evidence, but that will be their decison. It will betheir
decision, too, if they wish to contest my actions. Perhaps it will mean athousand years of strife. | doubt
it, but I will not flinch from the prospect. This deed must be done."

Koios listened uncomfortably.

"Asl sad, I'd like to have the help of each of you, but if you have reservations, if you prefer not to take
part in this, you need only say so. Not just Koios, but any of you."

Helooked at Eurybie.

"Oh, I'm most certainly with you, my lord,” she said.

Heturned to Crios.

"Yes, my lord. You have only to ask."

| apetos looked up as Kronos turned toward him.

"And you, brother," Kronos said. "'l dready know that | can count on you, don't |7
"l will serveyou asloyaly as| am capable,” lapetos said.

Kronosturned at last to Koios. "Only you remain. | tell you frankly, if you want to disassociate yourself
from this project, do it now."

Koios|ooked quickly from oneto the other around the room; each of them waswatching him. Finaly he
nodded hishead. "Yes, Lord Kronos," he said, "I'll work with you. I'll do asyou ask me."

"Good," Kronos said, smiling dightly as he rose from his chair. He walked toward Koios and laid ahand
upon his shoulder. "Y ou've made the right decison, brother. Y ou won't regret it."

Without another word he turned and left them. They sat in silence until they heard the door to the
corridor close behind him.

Koioswas wiping perspiration from hisforehead. Crios, dmost limp after the nervous strain he had
undergone, moaned softly.



lapetos rose.
"One moment,” Koios said, rising aso and stepping near him. "I'd like to talk to you for afew moments.”

"l don't want to talk to anyone," Crios said, rising and walking toward the front of the gpartment. Eurybie
began to follow her betrothed, but stopped just within the room to turn back and listen.

"lapetos” Koiossaid inalow voice, "l don't know why you're going along with this. | know it isn't out of
fear. Whatever your reason, think carefully beforeit'stoo late. Y ou heard our brother raving against
Okeancs. Heredly believes Okeanos wants to depose him, and now he seemsto actudly believe he can
overcome both Okeanos and Nereus— and dl those who will defend them—by himsdlf. Think what that
really says about the person to whom we have bound ourselves.”

"I have been thinking," lapetos said. "And I'm beginning to suspect he might be ableto doiit.”

"Still have doubts?' Eurybie asked from the doorway. " Oh, well, | don't guessit matters. Y ou've agreed
to do your parts, doubts or not.”

Eurybie accompanied the gods to the door and |et them out. As soon as they had gone, she leaned
againg the closed door, shoulders drooping and arms hanging limply at her sides. Her lassitude lasted for
only amoment, however. Lifting her cloak from itswall peg, she draped hersdlf initslong folds, adjusted
her hair, then | eft the gpartment hersdlf.

Proteus, who had been about to make his own exit by the same route that had brought him here, now
roseto hisfull height and quickly moved to the door through which Eurybie had just departed.
Reassuming the form of Momos, he followed her out into the corridor.

ELEVEN

Even in the form of Momos, adenizen of the dark corridors, Proteus had difficulty following Eurybie
without arousing her suspicion. She paused regularly to look behind or down intersecting corridors. Each
time she turned in his direction, Proteus flattened himsdf against a shadowed area of thewall or
disappeared into an dcove. He hung back until she rounded acomer, then came forward down the
empty passageway like a sudden breeze.

She ascended alittle-used circular staircase and made her way directly, if furtively, to the chambers of
Kronos himself upon the topmost floor of the paace. Without hesitating she went to the looming bronze
double doors and tapped softly. One section of the door opened and she disappeared within.

Once shewas out of sight, Proteus moved quickly down the corridor and pressed his ear against the
thick door. Unable to discern even the smalest sound within, he turned immediately to an adjacent door
on the same side of the corridor, cracked it open long enough to glance within, then passed slently into
the dimly lighted interior.

He hoped that this suite of rooms, which gppeared from its furnishingsto be part of the private chambers
of the King of the Gods, would connect with the apartments into which Eurybie had been admitted;
otherwise he would have to make hisway to the exterior gallery and attempt to gain entrance to the
neighboring suite by that route. Continuing to mimic the shambling gait of Momos, so that hewould be
mistaken for that god should he be observed within these rooms, he moved in absolute silence from
chamber to chamber, pausing at each door, listening first, then cautioudy opening it.

At last he found himself at an entrance bridging into a second series of rooms. Now he could hear low
voices, one of which might very well be that of Kronos. The second he recognized ingtantly asthe



distinctive tones of the sea goddess.

Theintervening roomswere dimly lighted, and he was now forced to move dong the walls, carefully
avoiding the furnishings placed there, which, were he to sumble over them, would quickly draw attention
to his presence. He darted across open spaces where he might have been observed had he not carefully
waited until both god and goddess were looking away. Findly he reached a point from which he could
both see and hear. He settled himsalf behind the concealment of four huge amphorae and a stack of
bulging skin flasks. Lying upon the floor behind them, he could peer into the next room.

Kronos was beginning to mix nectar and fresh spring water in alarge, golden mixing bowl formed in the
shape of adragonlike mongter. His hands were trembling, and Eurybie took the ewer from him before he
spilled the contents. He rlinquished his place before the sde table and threw himself down on ahigh
divan.

"Koiosisacoward," hesaid, "amiserable, traitorous coward. ..."

Eurybie shook her long golden hair, ahand moving to brush away the curlsthat clung to her cheek. "You
came too soon. Y ou should have waited until everything had been said before showing yoursdlf.”

"l lost my temper,” he admitted somewhat ruefully. "But | heard enough. Enough to know just how littlel
can trust them.”

She laughed softly, beginning to pour their drinks. "But now you'll never know what might have been
sd”

He frowned, taking a goblet from her. "I didn't need to hear any more. Koios can't be trusted, lapetosis
loya but unenthusiagtic, and Criosis awimpering cur—but we both aready knew that."

"I was afraid you'd thrash the lot of them. I've never seen you so angry. Y ou were quivering with rage.”
Sheraised her goblet to salute him. "And they trembled, my Lord Kronos— trembled with fear asyou
trembled with anger!”

He smiled despite himsdlf.

"Still, 1 think you squandered awonderful opportunity to learn just what each of our comradesisthinking.
It would have'been better if you had restrained yourself alittle longer. Crios| can tell you about—héll do
exactly asyou say, no more and no less. But Koios and lapetos. . . 7

Kronos shrugged, sipping nectar. "And so will they. | know al | need to know."

She settled beside him on the edge of the divan. "And what's that?"

"That | must work abit upon Koios."

Shewatched him closdly, leaning toward him as she spoke. "And what do you mean by that?"
"He has doubts. We must help him overcome those doubts.”

"W, goon. I'mligening intently. Y ou have my fullest attention.”

Helooked at her through half-closed eyes. "Not yet, Eurybie. | must have time to brood upon it. Koios,
my dear brother, has grown plump and comfortable. He no longer has any initiative. If he were more
insecure..."

"He seemed quiteinsecure thisevening.”



Kronos smiled. "Tonight he was as self-assured as amountain by comparison with the way hewill be."
"Hell serveyou nonetheless, just asheis.”

"Yes, | think you're right. Hell serve me—but not as | wish to be served.” He stood up, restless.

"Y ou mean hewon' be trembling to please you."

Kronoss smile broadened. "Very good, Eurybie! Trembling in his attempt to please me, and pleasing me
because hetrembles." He began to walk back and forth in front of her. "It wasn't dwaysthisway, that |
had to connive for their faith and loyaty. Oncethey gaveit to mewillingly."

His mood changed and he dumped down on the divan beside her, ditting in gloomy silence. Findly she
rose and went to refill her goblet. When she returned she stood in front of him, watching him.

"What are you thinking?" Thetinge of lightheartednessin her voice did not ring true.

"I could do it without them," he said, looking up dowly. "I could, you know. | canif | haveto. I've been
thinking that perhaps | should let them go, even lapetos. Hisheart isnt init."

She shook her head. "Y ou need them—"
He started to interrupt, but she continued talking.

"Y ou need them even if they don't lift afinger. Y ou need their complicity. Maybe you could somehow
overcome both Okeanos and Nereus by getting them aone and secretly incarcerating them, but you can't
affordto do it that way."

"Why not?'
"Y ou mustn't seem too ambitious, my lord. Acting adone, you would seem ruthless, oppressve.”
"I would prove the justice of my cause."

She shook her head. "All the proofsin the world would not be as useful as the passive support of
lapetos. With him at your side the other gods will believe without questioning, and accept. The support of
Koiosand Crioswill haveasmilar, if not as great effect.”

"Perhapsyoureright.”

"If you act done, it won't be long before rumors begin to circulate against you. Soon the other gods, a
few of them at least, will begin to scheme againgt you and—"

"They dready scheme againg me," he said sullenly. "Everyone schemes againg mein oneway or
another.”

An amused smile played upon her lips. "Everyone? Even |7

"Evenyou."

"And how do | scheme againgt you?"'

"By trying to bend meto your will."

"Oh!" Shelaughed. "But you like theway | do that, don't you?' Her hand rested on histhigh.



"Atleast | know what you're doing. Y ou don't try to hide your motivesfrom me."

"I hide nothing from you."

He smiled softly. ™Y ou want acrown. Sincel plan to giveit to you, we have no area of contention.”
Shetook hisgoblet from him. "Y ou look tired. Why not rest now?"

He dtretched out on the divan and she stood beside him, gently stroking his hair and toying with the curls
of hisbeard.

"I meant to ask, my lord, what of Aigaion?Y ou do have him somewhere safe? He will be at the wedding
to tedtify?"

"Oh, quite safe, | assure you. Y ou need not fear for his safety; heis under my persond protection.
Everythingisarranged. Hewill arrive with my entourage.”

"But isthat wise?' she asked. "If heisallowed to talk to anyone before—"

"| told you, Eurybig, it'sal arranged. Hewill say nothing until 1 call upon him to tetify to the treachery of
Okeanos and Nereus. Tel me, isthere still no word from Okeanos?

She shook her head.
"If he declinesto attend your wedding, then the plan will not work. Well have to begin again.”
Eurybie frowned. "Could we not till act against Nereus?”'

"Okeanos knows how | feel about him. Once he learned that Nereus had been deposed, he would know
that | had finally decided to act. He would be doubly warned—doubly on guard. He might even move
againgt me, rather than wait for meto act.”

Shedipped afinger in hisgoblet and let the nectar drip between hislips. "Everyone has awesk point,”
shesad.

"What do you mean?"

"Y our brother's pride is the flaw through which he can be influenced. Play properly upon his pride and
you can lead him to do just as you want. Make him fed that it would be cowardly to avoid you—to
avoid coming to the wedding, for instance—and he will undergo any danger to prove how fearlessheis.
Y ou couldn't keep him from attending.”

"Y ou know him very well, Eurybie. HEd face any risk to gratify his pride. Perhgpswell haveto do
something of that sort, if he declines your invitation. Eurybie, you'd make adangerous adversary. I'm glad
youreonmy sde"

She bowed dightly toward him. "Indeed | would, Lord Kronos."

He thought silently for afew moments. "What's my weak point, Eurybie? Y ou said everyone hassuch a
flaw in his character. Tell me where I'm weekest, that | may guard mysdlf there.”

She amiled down a him, leaned forward and brushed hislipsin the lightest of kisses. "Why, my lord,
that's no secret. Everyone knows your weakness. It'sthe ladies, of course!"

Hislow chuckle grew until hisentire body shook with laughter. He stroked her cheek with the back of his



hand. "Y es, | guessthat's true enough. 1sn't there another, one that might not be so obvious?’
"Not that | can think of."

Hewatched her carefully, pensively. "That'safault you don't understand at dll, isn't it?"

"Y our lugtful nature, you mean?'

"Yes, that'swhat | mean—itsreciprocal side. Y ou fed nothing, Eurybie. Don't deny it. It'strue. You're
incapable of feding; you're cold to the core, and you use your body without emotion—because you have
no emotions. |, on the other hand, am onewho savors..."

"Thank you for enlightening me. | thought you were merdly lustful.”

Helaughed, drawing her down toward him and kissing her. "One who savors his emations, | was about
tosay."

She drew away, pouting.
"Y ou're angry because | said you have no emotions?

She shook her head. "No, I'm not angry. It'strue. Everything we do is done for areason, my lord. Y ou,
for pleasure; 1, for advantage. When you like, | give you pleasure—for my advantage. | seenored
difference”

"I have other motivationsaswell. Duty. Necessity. Jugtice.”

"Necessity rules everyone. Duty isnothing but a perversion of pride, and jugticeisanilluson.”
He pushed her away, sitting up again. "Y ou redly believethat, | think."

"Of course. Shall we debate it?"

"Some other time. Y our talk of my weakness has reminded me of something. Do you know Philyra, the
gger of Klymene?'

"The Okeanid?" She shook her head. "I've seen her, but | didn't really pay much attention to her." She
cocked her head to one side, her eyes glittering. "Why, my lord? 'Y ou wish to savor her?"

He smiled but did not answer.

"| suppose she's attractive. All Okeanids are attractive. If you like, I'll seewhat | can learn about her,
though | can't imagine why you would bother just now. In acouple of weeksI'll let you take your pick of
golden Nereidd"

"She hasacertain charm. Y es, let me know what you can learn of her."
"All the goddesses have a certain charm to you. To me they're only so much—"

A knock sounded at the door, and as they turned toward it, the door opened to admit a chestnut-haired
goddess of medium height and full figure. Rhea, wife of Kronos and Queen of the Gods, hdted as she
saw Eurybie. Her features, aready drawn, stiffened perceptibly.

"I didn't intend to interrupt,” shesaid. "I'll return to talk with you later.”

Eurybie had sprung to her feet. "Oh, you haven't interrupted, my lady. | wasjust going." She yawned



benesth an only partly conceding pam.

Eurybie edged to one side to pass her on theway to the door. "Good night, al,” she said, pulling the door
closed behind her.

TWELVE

Kronos had risen as hiswife entered. Now he recovered his golden goblet from the floor beside the
divan where Eurybie had | eft it and drained its contents of sparkling red nectar as he resumed his seat
upon the edge of the divan.

Rhea came dowly deeper into the room until she stood amost directly in front of him. He watched her
through weary eyes, admiring despite himsalf the way the sheer materid of her purple peplos draped her
gately figure. Her long rich hair was arranged atop her head in asimple but attractive coiffeur and held in
place by anarrow tiara of €ectrum studded with jade. Finally, when he had finished hisdrink and et its
container aside, shelooked directly at him and began to speak.

"Lord Kronos, my husband, | have aright to know what you are plotting.”

He stared at her in mild amazement. "I've dways admired your directness. It'saquality most of the gods
lack—or suppress. What are you referring to thistime?'

"Something is going on and you'retrying very hard to be secretive about it. Y ou ought to know by now
that you can't keep such thingsfrom me."

"That's gpparent. I'll ask again, though. To what do you refer?”
"There was ameeting tonight. Koios and | gpetos were there, and you must have been too."
"How do you know that?"

"Because neither of them were a home. | saw both Phoibe and Klymene, and Phoibe had seen | apetos
and Koiostaking earlier. | know you weren't here.”

"And on that basis you decided we mugt dl be together.”

She nodded dowly, refusing to drop her eyes. "Y es, with Crios and that—" She thought better of saying
theword. "With Criosand Eurybie."

"And how do you know thatl"

"I know whereto look for you when you're not to be found any other place. When | got to Eurybi€'s
gpartment, the otherswere just leaving. | must have missed you somehow."

Kronos listened quietly, wearily. "Go on. Y ou undoubtedly have moreto say.”
"| certainly do. | want to know what's hgppening. For months now you've had something in mind and—"

"Havent | ill theright, madam, to entertain thoughts of my own?Y ou may be my wife, but my thoughts
are dill my own. At least I've been under that impression. Inform meif I'm wrong.”

She held her bodly rigid before his scornful gaze. "I control neither your mind nor your heart, | know that.
Y ou've become astranger to me, ahusband only in name. Nevertheess| remain your wife—in name, at
leas—and as your wifel have aright to some consideration. I've long since accommodated mysdlf to the
fact that you are incgpable of limiting your affectionsto asingle goddess—amarvelousirony inthe



high-minded King of the Gods who first imposed marriage upon theworld. ..."

"The world must have order, and it is the obligation of the gods to impose order upon the shambles of
nature. Before my rule we werelittle better than immorta beasts™

"Y es, but the laws you promulgate are for others, not for yourself."

He shrugged. " Some laws work better than others. Why must wetalk of this? Eurybie was only hereto
discuss the meeting you went to such painsto uncover. Y ou interrupted nothing, if that'swhat you think."

"Only because | arrived too soon,” she said. "But Eurybie and her kind are inggnificant. I've resigned
myself to your nature. If | can't approve, | can look the other way—when you let me. Toy with her as
you like, but don't cut me out of your life. That | will not tolerate!™

Tearshuddled at the corners of her eyes. ™Y ou've drawn away from me, husband, and soon you'll no
longer deserveto be cdled by that name. Ever since you brought that hideous creature Thanatos here, |
haven't even been welcome in your chambers. He seems always to be fluttering about you, or cregping
around the passages up here. | despise him—I can't imagine how you can abide his presence here, in
your persond quarters. Y ou should send him away. ..."

Kronos listened resolutely until shelgpsed into silence. He rose and went to the smal table against one
wall, refilled his own goblet and poured a second for her. When she refused it, he set them both aside.
He dipped an arm around the mature fullness of her body and drew her toward him.

"Rhea," he said in hismost soothing tone, "be cam, lovely Rhea. Sip nectar with me and compose
yourself, then welll talk aslong asyou like."

"I mean nothing to you," she complained hitterly. "I, who have dedicated my lifeto you. Havent | loved
you—do you redlize how fully I've loved you?"

He pressed her to him, so that her face nestled againgt his enormous chest. As heran hisfingersthrough
the thickness of her hair, the tiara she wore tumbled to the floor. Her hair unfurled under his caress. He
led her to the divan and dmost draped her upon it. As he kissed her, her arms moved dowly to encircle
his massive neck. Her body grew soft and yielding benegth his muscular firmness and the supple touch of
his powerful but gentlefingers.

He drew back from her abruptly, hisface clouded. Shetried to sit up but he held her down on the divan
with one hand while the other moved across her lower abdomen, exploring the unexpected firmness he
had found there.

At last she managed to pull free, or perhaps heloosened his grip. As she stood up, her foot struck one of
the goblets sitting on the floor, and a pool of red nectar spread across the shining marble flagstones.

"Stand sill," hewarned. "Y ou arewith child." It was an accusation.

She gaveinto hisfirmer will and overpowering strength. He reached out and held her jaw in one hand,
forcing her to look at him.

"Answer me. Areyou with child?'

"I think s0." Her words were bardly audible. He turned away in rage, and she covered her face with her
hands and began to sob.

"How long beforeit isborn?' he demanded. Her divine body might display no more noticeable indication



of pregnancy. She could be within months or hours of ddlivery.

"l don't know."

Hisrage drained away. After afew minutes he said, "Y ou know it must be the same—just as before.”
She shook her head vehemently.

"Y ou must bring the child to me as soon asit isborn.”

Shelet out acry of anguish and threw hersdf upon him, dipping down to his knees and clutching them
fiercely. "No, Kronos—you can't demand this of me again. | want thischild. Y ou must let me keep this
child!"

Hetook her arms and lifted her up. Her body twisted frantically from side to side, trying to break free
fromhim.

"You must bring it to me," he repeated.

"No!" she shrieked, beginning to pound on his chest. "What have you done with my babies? Where are
they? Give them back to me!" She scratched and shoved violently in her effort to free hersdlf.

Helet her struggle and weep until she had exhausted hersdlf. Findly he said, "Rhea, you know what must
mu

She looked up at him, calmer now, wiping the tearsfrom her eyes. At last she said, "Tell me what you
have done with the others.”

"Y ou don't need to know that."

"How can you say that? |—their mother—need not know what has become of them? Y ou're amonster,
to be so devoid of feding.”

"l only dowhat | mugt.”

"Oh, that evil prophecy,” she shrieked, "that lying, evil prophecy! | would give my life that those words
had never been uttered, or that | had never married you. What do | care to be aqueen when | can have
no children?'

"I'm sorry, Rhea—more sorry than you can know. Remember that. I'm not heartless. I'm not amonster. |
have tender feelingstoo. But | will not—I cannot—Iet the work of milleniabe destroyed. All that I've
built, dl 1've accomplished—it must not be destroyed. I'll do anything that is necessary to uphold it.”

Her eyes gleamed behind the light film of tears. "No good—no lasting good—can ever come from such
evil, husband. Monstrous evil can only beget monstrous evil, and this ungpeskable crime of
yours—ripping my babies from my milk-swollen breasts—this unspeskable evil that you hide from every
eyeand ear, it cries out for vengeance. It calls vengeance down upon you!™

She stood tall and rigid, her body swaying dightly and her entire countenance ennobled by the depth of
the emotions surging within her. "Oh, shameful god, the evil of that far-gone day will haunt you forever.
You'l never be free of it. Child, beware thy child. Asyou have overthrown your father, so shall you be
overthrown!"

He recoiled from her, repressed horror spreading over his face asthe words fell from her lips. "Silence,"
he commanded.



"I've earned theright to say what | please. I've earned the right to curse you—ypaid for the privilege, paid
inmy own flesh. Listen well. I've obeyed you and | obey you till. But | want this child. Takeit from me
and I'll pinefor the day on which the prophecy of Gaiaand Ouranosisfulfilled. I'll blessthat day. ..."

Kronos had stepped back from her. "Nereus spoke the prophecy t0o," he said amost vacantly. "The
wretched sea god pronounced the selfsame words. And never once had | breathed them to another, save
only you."

"Y ou needed no prophecy. The evil you did that day has haunted you ever since, and you won't free
yoursdf of it by taking my babiesfrom me.”

"Still your tongue." Hisvoice shook with anger now. "Had | not struck that blow, the world would till be
asit was. Isthat what you want? The gods would still be little more than savage beasts, forever fighting
among themselves. Have you forgotten? | haven't accomplished dl thisthrough weskness and indecision.
Nothing would have changed were it not for me—my strength and intelligence—yes, and cruelty. I've
done what must be done, even when | found the act abhorent.”

Hisvoice fatered, and he paused before continuing. "Rhea, you know me better than anyone. If | do evil,
| doit only because | must. Must, aterrible word, even for the King of the Gods. . . . I've never done evil
for its own sake, but only through necessity—another terrible, awesome word, before which even | must
bow—before which everything that exists, god and animal, earth and sky and sea must bow. Look at
what | have achieved. If you must remember my faults, remember my achievementsdso.”

Shedid not answer. Findly he said, "What are you thinking?'

"The same thoughts your brothers and sisters would think, if they but knew the depths of your devotion
to duty.”

"And what does that mean?' he demanded.

"That they would detest you as | detest you. That they would shrink from you as| do, if they knew how
completely ambition has eaten away dl that was once good and wonderful inyou. . . . Tell me, isthis
heartache of mine reserved for wives, or do you dedl in the same manner with your playthings when they
become smilarly discomfited?'

"Rheg, | warn you," he said dowly, his hands gripping hers more forcefully. "Dare not spesk of thisto
anyone, or | swear by the earth itself that you've seen the light of the sun for the last time. Tartaros will
embraceyou asitsown. | love you, but you must not contend against me, or | shdl rid mysdf of you."

"Just asyou rid yoursdf of our undesirable brothers," she said softly. "And, | suppose, of troublesome
lovers”

"Just as| rid the earth of everything that causes turmoil and strife. Y es, even our monstrous brothers. |
swear you'll join them in eterna darkness unlessyou obey me."

"| don't doubt it," she said, asmall, mirthless smiletrembling on her paelips.
"Maintain slence and bring the child to me as soon asit is born—or you will leave me no choice."

"Of course," shesaid, "it will be necessary." Sherose as she spoke, absently straightening the flowing
folds of her peplos. Shelooked up at him afinal time. "1 obey you, my husband. | obey you—and | curse
you!"

The door closed behind her, leaving him standing in the middle of the room. He sat upon the divan, letting



his head sink into his hands. A minute or two passed, and then the door opened again. He looked up to
find Eurybie coming toward him.

"| thought you were going to bed,” he said weerily.
"Rheathought that, too, | hope."
"What do you want? Where have you been dl thistime?'

"Waiting for her to leave." She sat beside him, smiling and adjusting the cascading tresses of her golden
hair.
He became more tense as he watched her. "What did you hear?'

Shelooked at him innocently. Y ou mean, was| listening at the door?' She laughed. "I'm certainly not
above such athing, but I'm afraid it never occurred to me. Did | miss something good? | never for a
moment thought your wife might have something interesting to say. Well, I'm forewarned—I certainly
won't let such an opportunity dip away next time!™

Hisface was furrowed in adeep scowl. "I'm not joking, Eurybie. What did you hear?"

Her smile grew smaller but did not vanish completdly. "1 told you, | heard nothing. | started to return to
my own quarters when | left here, but changed my mind before | reached them. | waited below till |
heard Rhea descending; then | came back up. | thought you might want company, something abit more
relaxing than awife. . .. You'revery tense, my lord."

His enormous hand encircled her pearl-white throat. "Eurybie, lieto me now and | promise you'll regret
that liefor athousand years."

"I'mnot lying," she said, her eyes meeting hiswithout flinching—without humor, but aso without feer. |
heard nothing."

Hishand fdll from her and for afew minutes he seemed lost in thought. Findly he said, "Would you
betray me?'

"Only if you force meto, my love
Hewatched her closdly, scrutinizing the mocking half smilethat so seldom left her.
"But you would never do that," she said. "Come, my lord, I'll put you to bed.”

Taking him by the hand, she began to lead him toward his bedroom. "Y oure so tense,”" shesaid. "That's
not good. Y ou'll have trouble deeping. You're lucky | decided to come back.”

Proteus, still hidden in the next room, retreated to amore secure hiding place asthey camein his
direction.

THIRTEEN

Even though she had carefully searched the room, Metis refused to admit that Alalkomeneus could be
gone. She had failed to uncover any exit through which he might have escaped during her brief absence,
and had continued to search time and again over the same limited area, even ingpecting the closed chests
that lined the walls and two empty amphorae into which, just possibly, he might have clambered.

She called out as she moved about the room, trying to coax him to her. " Alalkomeneus, my little god,



where have you gone? Y ou mustn't hide from me. Y ou know I'm your friend, and I'm worried about you.

Once again shefdl to her knees and crawled about to look under furniture. The task became more
hopel ess with each passing moment. There were no windows through which he might have climbed, no
crack under or around the door through which he might have squirmed.

"Oh, come out, Alalkomeneus—please come out!" she begged in desperation. ™Y ou know | won't hurt
you. | loveyou, Aldkomeneus. | want to protect you from being hurt. ..."

She stopped still. Thanatos—he had passed her on the stairway, coming in thisdirection as she led
Proteus to the chambers of Eurybie. A cold dread grew within her. Logic told her that he could not have
known Alakomeneus was hidden herein Crioss gpartment. But Alalkomeneus was gone, inexplicably
gone, and Thanatos had been nearby. The thought played upon her mind. She stood in the middle of the
room, her eyes vacantly scanning the crowded chamber for the hundredth time.

Findly, growing more and more convinced that Thanatos must be behind this mysterious disgppearance,
ghe |eft the room. She was angry, and frightened too. The thought of her little friend in the hands of that
god made her quail, but what could she do? She walked dowly, by turns dgected and furious, back
toward her own room. Thoughts of vengeance began to occupy her.

No, she thought after amoment or two, thiswas not the time to plan revenge. Her first concern should be
to try as hard as she could to find and rescue Alalkomeneus. Vengeance would have to wait until later. If
Thanatos had stolen the little god-creature, she would stedl him back. Only then would she dlow herself
the time to properly evolve aplan that would amply repay the trouble and heartache she was suffering.

She had amost reached the chambers of 1apetos when Philyramet her in the corridor. " So there you are,
child," her sster said, obvioudy exasperated. "1've been searching al over for you. It'slong past your
bedtime. Just what do you think you're doing, traipsing about out here? Metis, if this keeps up, I'm not
going to have any choice. I'll have to send you back—"

Philyra stopped short, staring down at her Sster's tear-streaked face. Her indignation dipped away and
shetook the sobbing child in her arms.

Metis spilled out to her dl that had happened, from the intrusion of Thanatos into her room through her
discovery that Alakomeneus had disappeared. During the recital, which was interrupted a number of
timeswhile shetried to regain her breath, Metis omitted al reference to their brother Proteus, whose
presence on Olympos was still unknown to Philyra. She had hidden Alakomeneusin Criossroomin an
attempt to avoid Thanatos, who had been haunting the corridors; there was no need to give every detail.

Outraged at the conduct of the god, Philyraneverthdessredized that Thanatos stood in specia favor
with Kronos. Gently she led Metis back toward her room, trying to comfort and cam her. The child
clungto her.

The entrance hall of the chambers of 1gpetos was now lit by asingle smal lamp; except for lapetos
himsdlf, who had not yet returned home, the members of the family had retired for the night. Oncein
Metiss own room, Philyrahelped her sister undress and then tucked her into bed. She sat beside her for
ashort while, at first talking softly to quiet her and then smply keeping her company until she fell adeep.
Finaly, waking on tiptoes, she let hersdlf out of the room.

But Metiswas not adeep. Shelay very dill, listening to the distant sounds her sister made as she
prepared to retire hersalf. When the sounds ceased completely, the child swung out of bed and went
quickly to thewall peg where her short white chiton hung. She dipped into it, wrapping and fagtening it



about hersdlf with practiced, effortless skill. She moved as quietly as she could out of her own room and
toward the entrance hal, where she paused to listen for amogt afull minute. She heard only the small,
unidentifiable noises that any building makes, even the paace of the gods.

She crossed the atrium and made her way down a short, narrow corridor. Opening adoor dowly, she
ingpected the dark room behind and then stepped completely inside.

"Prometheus!” she whispered, feding her way forward in the pae light that streamed in through the
window. "Wake up, Prometheus"

"What?' adeepy voice answered. A barely vishble figure sat upright.

"Who'sthere?" another voice asked from the opposite side of the room. Epimetheus was awake too.
"Shh!" shewarned. "Please be quiet. | haveto talk to you, and need your help.”

"Minetoo?' Epimetheus asked.

The boys dipped out of their beds and joined her. Soon the three were squatting close together on the
floor in apatch of moonlight.

"Yes, you too." Shetold them much the same story she had told Philyra.

"But you don't know that Thanatos took him," Prometheus said when she had finished.
"What el se could have happened?’

"Y ou shouldn't have left him done" Epimetheus said.

"It'salittle late to worry about that," Prometheus observed.

"' She could have brought him to us. We wouldn't have let Thanatos take him."

"Maybe you're right, but that didn't seem practicd a thetime," she said. "Thanatos might have comein
here. | did the best | could, and now | need your help.”

"Y ou know I'll do anything I canfor you," Prometheus said.

Epimetheus snickered loudly, and Prometheus glared at him.

"Just what's that supposed to mean?' Prometheus demanded.

"Oh, nothing, nothing a dl," Epimetheussaid, smiling dyly.

After amoment Prometheusignored him, turning back to Metis. "What do you want usto do?'

"Come with me. If Thanatostook him, then Alakomeneusis probably in one of Thanatoss rooms. | want
to search for him and steal him back.”

"I don't know," Epimetheus said. "None of usis supposed to go to the private chambers of Lord Kronos.
Even our father doesn't go there without first being invited. It's not proper . . . proper .. ."

"Etiquette,”" Prometheus said, supplying the word for his brother.

"It'saso not proper etiquette for Thanatos to do any of the things he's done tonight,” Metis said.



"l think Metisisright,” Prometheus said after afew moments. "But there are thingsto talk about first. We
should plan in advance what were going to do. Do any of us know which rooms belong to Thanatos?
I've never been to Kronossfloor."

The others shook their heads.

"Then how are we going to find hisrooms?"

Metis and Epimetheus had no answer.

"And what if we're caught? Either by Thanatos or by Lord Kronos? What will we do then?"
Epimetheus shrugged. "'1'd rather worry about it later, if it happens.”

"That's not avery good way to approach a problem.”

"But it may bethe only way, thistime," Metis said. "We don't have much time. We can't make plansfor
everything that might happen. I'm afraid welll have to take things as they occur. Are you going to come or
not?'

"All right. But I'd fed alot better if we had moreinformation,” Prometheus said.
"Sowould |," Metis admitted.

Prometheus jumped up and went to >get cloaks. He threw one to his brother and wrapped the other
about hisown lithe, bare body. Within moments the three of them made their way out of the silent
gpartment and set out at once for the stairway, chattering back and forth in excited whispers once they
werein the corridor.

They had nearly reached Kronos's floor when Prometheus silenced them. "There's somebody below us,
coming up!" he whispered. "I'm sure of it—we haveto hide." He led them up the last few stepsto the
topmost floor of Olympos.

"| didn't hear anything," Epimetheus said.
"Y ou weren't lisening. Quick, let's get insde one of these rooms.”

He pushed open the nearest door, and the others followed him insde. He left the door open just enough
to look out, and amoment later afemalefigure cameinto view.

"It'sRhea," Prometheus said. As he watched, she entered adoor not far down the hall from them. He
turned toward the others, invisible in the darkness of the room. "Is everybody here? | can't seeyou.”

"Were here," both Metis and Epimetheus assured him.

"Good. Rheaamost certainly was going to see Lord Kronos, so we probably know which room he'sin.
That'll make it eeser to search the rest of the rooms, and less dangerous.”

He turned back to the door and began to open it. Almost immediately he pushed it closed again, bumping
into his companions as he recoiled into the room.

"What's the matter?" Epimetheus whispered.

"It's Eurybie, coming out of the room Rheajust went into!"



"That'sinteresting,” Epimetheus said.

"Quiet." He pressed his ear to the door, trying to hear her departing footsteps. He opened the door
stedthily again, made sure the corridor was clear, then led them out.

"All right," he said, pointing, "that's Kronoss room. Now all we haveto do isfind Thanatoss."

"Y ou take thisside of the corridor,” Metissaid, "and I'll take the other. Listen at each of the doors. If you
hear anything inside, it's probably Thanatos."

"And what am | supposed to do?" Epimetheus asked.

Metis considered for amoment, then said, "Well, why don't you start down at the far end and work
toward me. When wefinish thisside, welll help Prometheus.”

Separating, they proceeded to listen at each door. Long minutes passed, until finaly they came together
to whisper excitedly.

"What now?' Prometheus asked. "Asfar aswe can tell, they'real empty.”

Metis grimaced. "Then well have to search. Quietly open each door and look inside. We can doit the
same way as before, Prometheus on one side, Epimetheus and | working on the other.”

"But just what are we looking for?" Epimetheus asked.
"Anything that doesn't ook likeit belongsto Lord Kronos."

They split up again and proceeded as Metis had suggested. Epimetheus began at the far end of the
corridor, and amost immediately signaled excitedly to them.

"Look in here!" he said asthey reached him, swinging in one of the large double doorsto expose a
cluttered interior that could only have belonged to Thanatos.

"And | thought your room was bad,” Epimetheustold Metis.
She scowled at him, but did not answer.

"It certainly isn't Lord Kronoss room," Prometheus agreed. "Well, | guesswed better start
searching—»but be careful. Thanatos could be adeep.”

They carefully closed the doors behind them. Within minutes they had explored the connected rooms.
Thanatos was nowhere to be found. Nor was Alakomeneus. They gathered together in one of the rooms
to talk.

Metis, on edge from the excitement of their nocturnal adventure, was |ooking hopelesdy about the room.
"WEélIl have to search more carefully, look insde everything— anywhere that he might be hidden.”

Prometheus shook his head. "Thanatos wouldn't keep him out here, not when he could be locked in that
last room. We haveto find away to open that door."

They followed him to the rearmaost room of the gpartment, where he fell once more to examining the huge
brass door, attempting to discover the secret of itslock.

"Becareful," Epimetheuswarned. "What if Thanatosisinsde there?!



Prometheus turned back toward them, frowning. "It doesn't matter. We aren't going to be able to open
this. | can't find anything that even lookslike alock.”

Metis, heartbroken at the failure of her efforts, sat down in anearby chair.
"Wadl, what do we do now?" Epimetheus asked.

"We might aswell search as carefully aswe can, so were certain Aldkomeneusisn't out here. Then, in
the morning, we can talk to our father and get him to talk to Lord Kronos. Maybe Lord Kronos will
make Thanatos give the man back."

Metis shook her head. "Thanatoswill only deny knowing anything about him."
"Maybe s0, but—" He stopped suddenly, listening. "What's that noise? Let's go!"

From the gallery directly outside the room in which they were talking came the sound of huge, flapping
wings. Through one of the windows Metis caught aglimpse of something dark settling upon the bal cony.
A metdlic clang sounded loudly as they ran back through the connecting rooms toward the corridor.

"Wasit Thanatos?" Epimetheus asked asthey closed the outer door behind them. "Did he see us?’
"I don't know, but wed better get out of here,” Prometheus said.

Hearts pounding, the divine children traversed the corridor as silently asthey could in their agitated
condition. They had dmost reached the stairway when the door to Kronos's room opened. Prometheus
led them into a nearby chamber, closing the door as Lady Rhea exited into the corridor.

"Oh, we're going to get caught,” Epimetheus whined.

"Quiet," Prometheus warned him, watching from the door. " She didn't see us. She'sgoing to the Sairs.”
"What about Thanatos?' Epimetheus said.

"He must not have seen us either. He hasn't come out of hisroom.”

"Issheout of sight yet? | want to get back to our room.”

Prometheus turned toward them. "Cam down. No one's seen us. We'redl right.”

"Look at this" Metiswhispered. She was standing next to Prometheus, 1ooking through the narrow
opening. Heturned to look again, then whistled softly.

"Eurybie," he said, "coming back to Kronossroom. | wonder what that means! 1sn't anybody going to
deep tonight?'

"I don't carewhat it means," Epimetheus said. "L et's go home—now, right away."

They waited until Eurybie had entered the private chambers of the King of the Gods, then rushed for the
stairs and descended as quickly as possible.

FOURTEEN

Nalassa of the dender shoulders and fluttering eyes had been walking since morning, with only occasiond
stopsto rest her complaining feet or to eat afew handfuls of apples or other fruit plucked from the trees
that grew aong the path shefollowed. A number of times during the day she had started to abandon her



journey, especidly when an invigorating mountain stream or restful bower offered itsdf for her comfort;
but aways she stopped for only afew minutes, dangling her feet in the caressing silver water or lolling
benesth the shade of towering cypress trees, then once again taking up her path toward the north and
Mount Olympos.

The holiday spirit in which she had begun her journey rapidly disspated, and she soon began to question
the wisdom of her decision and to draw up objections of every sort. Her parents and sisters would
wonder where she was, and she should have gone back to tell them she planned to visit Olympos. She
had avoided doing that because she didn't want to have to explain her actions; ill, they would be
concerned about her, and their curiosity would have to be satisfied when she did return.

A central objection lay behind dl the others. Lord Proteus had piqued her pride—a crime she might have
overlooked with only minor difficulty. But he had aso awakened thefirst glimmers of love within her. The
combination of the two wasinexcusable, particularly since she refused to admit the latter.

She had as much right to visit Olympos as the ocean god. There was no reason she shouldn't take
advantage of the open invitation of the Titans. She wasn't following Proteus. That he was going there
samply suggested the possibility of her own trip, that was dl. Y et apart of her redized that her
motivations were more complicated, that she wanted more than a holiday among the gods or the chance
to take some ittle revenge on Proteus.

Shetold hersdf the many ways in which she would rebuff him when he once again decided to pay
attention to her. He did find her attractive; she had little doubt of that—though that little added il
another small eddy to the turmoil of her emotions. On Olympos, among the gods and Titans, hewould
have to win her with ddlicacy and consideration, not by swiftness and strength.

But on Olympos there were many goddesses, some more beautiful than she, and some, undoubtedly, less
concerned about the niceties of etiquette and courtship. The god who had shown o little persond

interest in her this morning might show even lesswhen surrounded by divine femininity. He might not even
notice her among such an assemblage.

She threw up her head, straightened her shoulders, and threw out her chest at such thoughts. What did
she care about the ocean god? She could ignore him just as easily as he could ignore her—and there
were many gods on Olympos, as many gods as goddesses. Not al of them could be thoughtless and
indifferent to her charms,

Y et he had been very tender when it mattered most, no more forceful than necessary to overcome her
resstance. Shewas gill unsure exactly why she had let him catch her— certainly she had not intended to.
What perverse whim had led her to reved hersalf by bolting across his path as he came toward her inthe
moonlight? She had been well concealed among the rocks and bushes, watching his approach. He would
have passed close to her without ever being aware of her presence if she had merely continuedto lie
perfectly ill and remained quiet.

Instead she had jumped up and run across awide, open area, an action that, in retrospect, seemed
designed to tempt him into chasing her. Of course, she expected to havelittle trouble eluding him among
the stark cliffsthat had been her playground since childhood, where—to be completely honest—

he was rather avkward. Instead of easily outdistancing him, she hung back, toying with him—the thought
made her blush— and letting him amost reach her before she scrambled away, just out of hisgrasp. As
the chase continued, she delayed her reactions still more, so that each time he came closer and closer to
catching her, and at last his outstretched hand, instead of dipping ineffectudly from her dender wrist, held
fast, yanking her back. Powerful arms encircled her, pinning her helplesdy againgt him.



Still, she thought somewhat wistfully, he was very handsome, and the tendernessin his eyes and hands
had served at least partidly to quiet the helpless, trembling creature she had become. If, indeed, thetime
had come for her to be caught, she could have fared far worse. Perhaps, like fruit ripened and ready to
fal, her season had findly arrived. Perhaps her long-standing inner equilibrium, delicately baanced
between the growing needs of her body and her gpprehensions concerning afinal step into full adulthood,
had at |ast been tilted atrifle too far by the vision of divine Proteus as he strode toward her in the
moonlight.

Despite such thoughts she continued walking toward Olympoaos. Night began to fall, and now, far from
home, she wished that she had traveled faster, or that she had not undertaken the journey at al. She
walked alittle more briskly, acool breeze brushing through her long hair. The mgestic might of Olympos
was just becoming visible, thrusting upward from among the innumerable smaler mountainsand hillsin
the distance. Thefind, week rays of daylight fled and the moon began to rise, large and full.

The distance gave way beneath her divine stride. Stepping across ariver, she detoured around a high
bluff. As she drew nearer to Olympos, she began to dread the ascent that lay before her. Her pace
dowed and she considered resting for the night. She had not remembered how steep the Sopeswere, or
how high towered the jagged peaks of the mountain. The climb would be difficult beyond anything she
had imagined, and she began to wonder if it were not beyond her capabilities. Her father, of course,
would merely, have metamorphosed himsdlf into aflying creature; or, as when he had taken her to
Olympos with him, he would have caused huge wingsto grow from his shoulder blades, that he might
carry her upward. Like many naiads and forest nymphs, she had never mastered the ability to change
forms. At most she could cause asort of blurring of her features, but then after an instant sheinvariably
returned to her natural state.

She was getting quite close to her goa now, and her pace had dackened considerably. Nearby was a
low, rounded hill, and she used it asastool to Sit upon while she contemplated her Stuation. In
amazement she noticed the condition of her short tunic. Even in the moonlight she could seethat it had
grown very dirty during the day's journey—amost gray with dirt—and her legs bore anumber of nasty
scratches from the times she had been carelessin pushing her way through thickets of trees.

The sealay a some distance to her right; nearer, glinting in the moonlight, anumber of smal mountain
brooks twisted and babbled their ways downward. It took her only afew momentsto discard the idea of
bathing tonight; shewasfar tootired. Instead she would rest for afew minutes, then find some
comfortable place to deep. In the morning she would bathe and wash her tunic, then liein the sun whileit
dried. There would be time enough to worry about how she would reach the summit of Olympos; she
wastoo tired to think clearly about it now.

She was about to force hersdlf to rise and begin looking for aplace to deep, when aclanging noise
atracted her attention. Not far away a dark, winged form was settling upon arocky crest. Large, gangly
birdsfollowed it down, most of them perching on the rocks around the feet of the winged god, but two
or three attempting to settle upon the god's shoulders, only to have him brush them away.

As soon as Naassa saw these intruders upon her serenity, sherolled silently to the far side of the hill
upon which she had been Sitting. She pressed hersdlf againgt the cool surface and watched in absolute
slence asthe god, tal and dender and beardless, folded his vulture wings againgt his back and turned his
attention briefly to the large brass cage he had set upon the rocks at hisfeet. His vulture companions, of
which there were nearly adozen, had settled dl about him, though some still stretched and fluttered their
wings. One perched atop the cage, peering down at the creatures within and occasionally making short,
pecking motions toward them.

Shewas reasonably sure the god had not seen her, and so her safest course lay in remaining perfectly il



until heleft.

Hewas|ooking around, first out toward the sea, then inland. He checked the cage, apparently to make
sure the door was securely closed. Spreading his huge wingsin alanguid motion, heroseinto theair and
flew inland, soon disappearing among the peaks of asmal group of mountains.

Nalassawatched until he was out of sight, then rose and crept forward to more carefully inspect the
cage. The vultures had remained, as though to guard it, and so she did not approach any closer than
necessary to see that within the brass enclosure were nearly two dozen of the small godlike creatures that
Proteus had pointed out to her that morning. A few of them were examining the glinting brass that kept
them prisoners. The barswere loosaly set in their sockets and rattled when touched.

The vultures had not seemed to notice her gpproach; but now, as she turned to retreat to her hiding
place, one of them began to screech and flap itswings. Rising into the air, it darted toward her, and the
othersfollowed itslead. Even though it was only abird, not even asbig as her fit, its sharp beak and
raking talons could cause severe pain and even blind her. She swatted at them, backing away and trying
to protect her face. One clung to her, sinking its clawsinto the soft flesh of her bare arm and pecking at
her breasts.

A black shadow swooped downward. The winged god had deceived her, flying away only to circle
back. A rock did from benesth her foot and she stumbled just as he landed beside her, reaching out with
an emaciated arm that, nevertheless, contained great strength.

Ashelunged for her, sherolled away dong the gravel surface, barely managing to elude his grasp.
Nimbly she regained her feet and ran between two boulders, then darted into the grester darkness among
overhanging rocks. There were no trees here, and little foliage in the barren areawhere she had chosen
to rest. She had to find concealment among the boul ders and shadows near a precipicdike hill. Panting
for breath, she found an ink-black recess and hid hersdlf, fighting to quiet her heavy breathing. From not
far away she could hear the crunching sounds of small rocks being ground together beneath the god's feet
as he walked. She pressed hersalf deeper into the recess. The crunching sound seemed to be coming
closer.

She was trembling with dmost uncontrolled fear, with a

gark terror that the dtill-rational portion of her mind found surprising. Her mouth was very dry, parched.
Shetried to listen, but now could not hear him. Far off amountain brook still gurgled, and the pounding
of her own heart seemed very loud.

Had heleft? Or was he waiting for her to move, to show hersdf? If he had |eft, she should have heard the
flapping of hiswings.

No—she heard something now, the sound of creeping footsteps, of agod moving forward over the
rough ground one step at atime. She held her breath, ready to bolt from her hiding place should she be
discovered. Her muscles tensed in anticipation, ready to carry her scampering over the rocky ground.
Very dowly the footsteps came closer, and now she could just bardly see the god; moonlight glinted from
his pale white face. Hislong black cloak was wrapped completely around hislean body, and hisface
turned dowly from side to Side as he advanced, his dull eyes searching the black shadows.

Now his gaze turned directly toward her. Her muscles trembled as sheforced hersdlf to remain
completely still. Did he see her? He seemed to be looking directly at her, but she thought—hoped—the
darkness hid her from him.

He continued walking. She waited until he was out of sight, having turned acorner in the ravine, then



crept from the shadows of her hiding place and moved quickly in the opposite direction.

She had taken only afew steps, though, when a vulture began to shriek loudly from high above her.
Within moments the sky wasfilled with the birds, each screeching fiercely asit darted downward,
swooping at her head and face with raking talons. She ran, holding her handsto her face. Theravine
twisted first one way, then another, but the vultures followed above her, refusing to let her escape. At the
mouth of the ravine she came face to face with the god.

Thistime she did not try to avoid him; she ran straight toward him, and as hisarms reached ouit for her,
shethrew hersdlf againgt him, knocking him to one side. Her ploy was only partialy successful. His
fingers closed upon her arm and swung her back. She struck at hisface and chest with her clenched fists
and tried to kick with her bare feet.

For afew moments he dodged her blows, which seemed more to annoy him than to hurt, but then he
struck her across

the mouth with the back of his hand. She staggered, the strength gone out of her, and sank dowly to the
ground & hisfeet.

Dimly, asthough observed from adistance, she was aware of his actions. Crouching beside her, he drew
adagger from within his cloak. With it he cut long strips of cloth from her tunic, then proceeded to bind
her hands and feet and findly to gag her. Throwing her over one shoulder, he carried her back to where
he had |eft the brass cage. He grasped its handle with one hand, then spread hiswings.

Accompanied by his entourage of vultures, Thanatos began the long ascent to Olympos, the barely
concious naiad over one shoulder and the brass cage clanging in his hand.

HFTEEN

Once Kronos and Eurybie passed him on their way to the king's bedroom, Proteus dipped from his
hiding place and moved quickly through an open doorway toward another series of rooms. It was his
intention to search the persona chambers of Kronosfor Aigaion, the missing seagod.

He moved swiftly, even in the form of Momos, returning to the outer gallery to gain entry to other suites
and venturing out into the main corridor to procure atorch when he needed light. Only the bedroom of
the king and the chambers of Thanatos avoided hisingpection. The sound of Thanatos fluttering about his
apartment warned Proteus away before he could be detected.

Findly, unable to locate the cdll in which Aigaion wasimprisoned or any clue to the god's whereabouits,
Proteus returned to the outer gdlery. Transforming himself into agull, he swooped downward through the
night air, flying completely around the palace. Only afew gpartments still showed signs of wakefulness,
and he flew past each of these. One drew his attention particularly, so that he perched outside to observe
the inhabitants.

It was the apartment of Themis, the former wife of |apetos. |apetos was with her, standing near the door,
apparently about to depart. As Proteus watched, the Titan turned suddenly and took the goddessin his
arms. She seemed not to respond to hisimpassioned kiss at firgt, but gradualy her arms dipped around
him. When ther lipsfinaly parted, shewas clinging to him. A moment later he |eft her. Asthe door
closed, Themisthrew hersaf upon the nearby couch and began to cry.

Proteus continued back to Metiss room. He found her there, but not alone. Her sister Philyra sat beside
her, her expression very serious as she lectured the child. She had caught her trying to sneak back to her
room after the unsuccessful attempt to find Alakomeneusin the chambers of Thanatos.



Assuming hisown form, Proteus stepped into the room. "Not long ago,” he told Philyra, "Klymene would
have been preaching to you, not you to Metis."

Philyralegped up from the bed at his sudden appearance, astartled cry on her lips. The cry became an
exclamation of delight as she recognized him.

"Brother!" Sheran toward him, threw her arms around him as warmly as Metis had. "Oh, it's been so
long since l've seen you."

Metis had jumped out of bed aswell, and was now standing beside them. "Proteus, you won't believe
what happened—"

He drew back from them. "Quiet, both of you. Y ou'll wake the others.”
"What'sthis?' Philyraasked, turning toward Metis. ™Y ou knew he was here?'
Metis nodded. "He didn't want meto tell you."

She looked back at her brother, more puzzled than hurt.

Proteus nodded. "I'll explainit al to you in afew minutes. | wanted to have the opportunity to look
around before anyone knew | was here. Even now it's still important—at least until | decidejust what has
to be done—that my presence be known only to you two."

"Y ou mean you don't want Klymene to know?" Philyra asked. -

He nodded. "No one but the three of us. Not Klymene, nor | apetos, nor anyone else, until | tell you
otherwise"

"If that'swhat you wish, brother,” Philyrasaid, "but Klymenewill certainly be disgppointed. Sheloves
you very dearly and speaks of you often to her husband and children.”

Metisinterrupted. "1 haveto tell you what happened. Thanatos stole Alakomeneus from—"

"Quiet child,” he warned her. "Keep your voice low. | want to hear what you have to say, but speak
Softly.”

Shedid as he bid her, quickly reating the entire story. As she reached the end of it, Philyrasaid, "And |
had goneto look in on her, and found her gone. The child isbecoming incorrigible." Shelaughed. "Not
that she didn't have provocation, but | was dreadfully worried about her and didn't know what to do,
since Lord lapetos was ill not home. ..."

"l am going to take care of Thanatos," Metissaid.

Proteus|ooked down at Metis. "I'm sorry,” he said smply. "I know you were very attached to thellittle
cregture, and it certainly was my fault that you left himin Criossroom.”

"No," Metissaid. "It'snot your fault. Thanatos wanted him and would have kept trying until he got him.”

"Possibly so. It's till possible that you may be able to get him back. Perhaps tomorrow I'll be ableto
help you. | want to learn more about Thanatos anyway—but | must tell you, there are far more serious
things going on here on Olympos, and I'm afraid most of my time—much of your time aswell, both of
you—will have to be devoted to them.”

"What are you talking about?" Philyra asked.



"Okeanos has sent me here. Hisfriend Aigaion, abrother of Lord Nereus, has disappeared—apparently
whilevigting Olympos. Can you tel me anything about him, Philyra?"

She shook her head. "I saw him here once or twice. | never even stopped to think about it when | didn't
sehimagan.”

"From what | heard tonight, | believe Kronos has made him a prisoner—here on Olympos, | think. It
seems that Kronos forced him to admit to being part of a conspiracy by Okeanos and Nereusto
overthrow Krones."

"But that'simpossible,” Philyraexclaimed. "Father would never do such athing.”

"Nor would Nereus," Proteus said. "Father sent me hereto help Aigaion, but I've found something of
greater concern to us. Kronos plansto use thisimaginary plot as an excuse to depose our father and
Lord Nereus. At thewedding of Eurybie, when both of them are together and off guard, Kronos will
take them prisoner. Probably he plansto send them to Tartaros. A number of Titans are conspiring with
Kronos. If his plan succeeds, Crios and Eurybie will be the new rulers of the sea.”.

"And our poor sigter . .. 7' Philyrasaid.

Proteus nodded. ""Queen Doriswill accompany her husband, | suppose.” He hesitated. " And the ocean
will beruled by lapetos and Klymene."

"That can't betrue," Philyrasaid. "I don't believeit.”
He shrugged. "It'strue, though Klymene is unaware of therole sheisto play. lapetos hasn't told her yet."

Metiswas shaking her head vehemently. "Y ou must be wrong, brother. Thefirst thing you should dois
tell Klymene. Things can't be asthey seem.”

"I hope you'reright, but no, I don't want Klymene to know any of this. Not until I've had timeto learn all
| can and to think dl of thisthrough.”

"But certainly thereés no danger now," Philyrasaid. "Not now that we know about it and will warn our
father and King Nereus."

"Thereés more danger than ever.”
"But if they're warned, they can smply avoid the wedding,” she protested.

"Y ou forget our father. 1t would be cowardice to avoid danger, or at least that's how hell fed. Asto
Nereus, he won't flee either. No, they'll both walk right into the danger.”

"But they'll defend themsalves. Certainly our father will."
He nodded. "'Indeed he will, and—"
"And that would mean open hogtility among the gods,” Metissaid.

"Yes," he continued, "and the world as you know it would cease to exist. The godswould take sides, and
the order which has made possible al that has been built will crumble. And in the end both Nereusand
Okeanos might be overthrown anyway."

"What can we do?' Philyra asked.



Proteus ran hisfingers through hisdark hair. "Warn Okeanos and Nereus, of course, to put them on their
guard. More importantly than that, | think, we must try to do what we can here. Perhapsthereisaway
we can break up this conspiracy before things have gonetoo far. If | can find Aigaion and free him, it
might weaken Kronoss position. | don't think he would abandon his plan just because hiswitnessis
gone, but the other Titans might be discouraged. From what | overheard Kronos saying, | think Aigaion
must still be here on Olympos. At the very least he can't be far away. Kronos plansto take him to the
wedding in his own entourage.”

He paused for amoment, then continued. " Tonight the moon isfull. We have until the new moon, when
the wedding will be held. It won't be easy. Kronosis not only powerful, but extremely clever. His cunning
must not be underestimated. ..."

"Could we do to him as he would do to our father?' Metis asked.

"No. Not only because we probably aren't capable of such athing, but because the end result would be
the same. Some of the gods would continue to support Kronos. They would fight against us. Our only
courseright now isto learn al we can so we can be ready to twist any opportunity to our
advantage—and to try to find Aigaion.”

"| il can't believe lapetos would have anything to do with this" Philyrasaid.
"l saw him with my own eyes. | heard him discussthis plot with hisfellow conspirators.™
"Perhaps he, too, plansto work against Kronos. Perhaps he's only pretending,” Metis said.

"Brother," Philyrasaid, "hereis something that might be of useto us, though | don't liketo say so. Lord
Kronos has taken a sudden interest in me. He's sent me avaluable gift and invited me to breskfast
tomorrow morning. I've been upset over it dl day, but Klymene says| can't tactfully decline his present
or hisinvitation.”

"What are you suggesting?"' Proteus asked.

An embarrassed flush spread across her face. "'l was thinking that someone. . . someonein that position
might be able to learn things we couldn't otherwise learn.”

Helaughed. "Philyra, are you volunteering to give yoursdf to him to gain his confidence?'

Her embarrassment became extreme. "No! Y ou know | couldn't do that. I—I was only thinking that if
|—if | toyed with him for afew days, keeping him at a distance but—"

Proteus shook his head. "That's very noble of you, but it wouldn't work. He isn't someone to toy with,
and | doubt you could hide your truefedings."

"l supposeyou'reright,” she said softly.

"Theres something | should tell both of you," Proteus said. "Metis, | mentioned earlier that | had seen you
and the

Muses when you found Alalkomeneus and the other men. | was acrossthe plain fromyou, inavalley. |
fell into a prophetic trance. There was ayoung water nymph with me, and afterward she told me what |
had said."

"What wasit?' both Ssters asked, leaning forward.



"I'm going to tell you. It would seem to apply to what is happening here on Olympos. Y ou know that
when | spesk of thefuture, it isoften in riddles and difficult or impossibleto interpret. | want to remind
you of that."

"Goon," Metissaid. "What wasit?'

"Thisiswhat | said, as best,the nymph could remember it: ‘Change follows change when god devours
god. Titan againgt Titan, god against god . . . power unleashed, force undreamt. . . . The gull shal weep,
the eagle cease to soar, when the white mare rears her hooves and the broken willow piercesther
hearts™

""Thegull shal weep .. ."" Philyrasaid. "The gull must be our father—he often takes that shape.”
"And the eagle would be Kronos," Metis said.

"Our father shal weep and Lord Kronos shdl cease to soar—does that mean that he will ceaseto rule?
Oh, what doesit mean, brother?”’

He shrugged. "Perhapsthat isit. It seemslikely.”
"Then we are doomed to failure,” Philyrasaid, "for whatever we do, our father shal lose.”

"Not necessarily,” he said, seeming suddenly very weary. "Our father would weep if he wereforced to
harm his own brother. The prophecy could be read that way."

"But Titan will fight Titan—and that's just what you're trying to avoid. Titan againg Titan, god against
god—with terrible new forces unleashed. Doesn't that mean that we will fail if wetry to prevent al this
from happening? Change will follow change and god will devour god—ian't that what you said? Doesn't
that mean that the gods will fight against each other, whatever we do?"

He shook his head. " Change follows change when god devours god. If we can keep the gods from
fighting each other, none of that need happen.”

" "The gull shal weep, the eagle cease to soar, when ..." What wasthe last part of it?' Philyraasked.

"', .. when the white mare rears her hooves and the broken willow piercestheir hearts,' " Proteus
repeated.

"Who'sthe white mare?" Philyra demanded. "What's the broken willow?
Proteus shrugged. "The interpretation lies hidden in the future.”
"Proteus,”" Metissaid, "couldn't the gull refer to you aswell asto our father?

"That has occurred to me. | don't think we can learn very much from this prophecy now. Too muchisin
doubt, but | felt | should tell you about it."

He looked wearily around the room. "It'slate and I'm growing tired. Philyra, may | deep herein Metiss
room?"'

"Her bed'ssmdl. I'll bring blanketsfor matting.”
"Yes, please. I'll be quite comfortable on the floor."

While Metis prepared for bed and Philyrawent to procure blankets, Proteus returned to the gallery and



leaned over therailing to draw up shreds of cloud from far below. When enough of the nebulous materia

had collected in the palms of his hands, he stared down fixedly at it. The wisps began to form themselves

into the shape of aliving creature, coalescing and darkening. It turned deep green, and except for itseyes
and mouth, was shaped like a fish; but now Proteus commanded hawk wingsto grow from its back. The
creature heaved rhythmicdly at firgt, then began to twist and wriggle. He stroked it until it started to make
soft, dmaost mewing sounds.

He raised the creature so that its deep eyes, embued with intelligence, looked into hisown. "I send you to
Lord Okeanos, King of Ocean Depths. Fly swiftly with your wings, swim asrapidly asyour fish tail can
propel you through the blue depths, and say to Lord Okeanos—'From Proteus, your son: Greetings,
keen-sighted Titan whose ears are as sharp as his eyes. The hunter does not turn back when the spoor is
old, thetrail long and treacherous. Beware—the eagle hunts the gull beneath the new moon.' Say these
thingsto Lord Okeanos and to none other."

The creature purred as he spoke.
"Repesat the message,”" he commanded.
The creature obeyed, speaking in an odd, whispering voice.

"Good." Proteus threw the phantom messenger far out into the night. He stood there watching asit
gpread itswings and began to fly in the direction of the palace of Okeanos.

Philyrahad just entered with blankets for him. With her help he spread them on the floor and then lay
down.

As Proteus drifted toward deep, elsewhere in the palace another god stirred toward consciousness. He
had been deegping for avery long time. While he dept he did not have to think or remember, and
wakefulnessinevitably led to one or the other of those painful occupations.

In hisgtill groggy state he started to stretch the stiffness out of hisbody. His body refused to stretch,
refused to move at al. Hetried to open his eyes and look around, but everything was blackness. He
could not even be sureif his eyeswere open, because he could not move his eydids. Then he Sarted to
remember. He was pinned down somehow, held fast, and no amount of exertion would serveto move an
armor leg or finger or toe.

He was not even sure now whether he was lying down or standing up. His muscles had been locked in
the same position for so long that he could no longer determine their state with accuracy. He wondered
how long he had been like this, just what had happened. The memory euded him, and he turned hismind
ingtead to his more immediate problem.

He would make one lagt attempt to move some part of his body. He would flex the index finger of his
right hand—not actualy moveit, but flex it ever so dightly. For afew moments he gathered hisstrength in
preparation, but then he realized suddenly that he could not even find hisfinger. He could no longer sense
where it was located.

What had happened? Why could he not remember?
Aigaion, the seagod, wondered if his mind was becoming frozen too.
SIXTEEN

For Alakomeneus the day had been no more extraordinary than the three that had proceeded it, snce he
had battered hisway out of the dark warmth of the mud womb in which he had devel oped.



Lacking both language and experience, he perceived rather than thought—and all the world seemed to
be histo perceive. When thewind blew acrossthe plain, it swaddlied him in the lush, sweet smell of tall
grass. The crackling of dried leaves beneath hisfeet provided exquisite sensud ddight.

Soon there were others of hiskind, but he paid them little notice. He accepted them as he accepted the
earth and the sky, the gentle caress of the breeze and the soft murmuring of the stream. He had an
overwhelming need to learn the taste of everything, and when an acorn cracked beneath his strong teeth,
he discovered the sweet kernd within. When he ate many of them, the discomfort within him went away,
replaced by awarm satiety that made him want to lie for along time in the soft grass.

The second day there were more creatures like himsdlf, and still more on the third. Onetried to push him
away from the thick pile of acorns he had gathered, but he pushed back. The man fell down and made
loud, peculiar sounds with his mouth.

One of the men learned to throw rocks, making them splash in the stream, and before long Alalkomeneus
and most of the othersjoined him. There were small, winged crestures— not the insects that buzzed and
fluttered about constantly, but other, larger creatures which settled in the ash and oak trees and made
lovely warbling sounds. Occasondly these flying things settled upon the ground, pecking among the
grass, and some of the men found amusement in throwing rocks at them. Alalkomeneusthrew, too, even
though he liked the sounds they made and did not want them to fly away.

The birds dwaysflew off ... dl but one. Itswingswould not flap properly. The men kept throwing stones
at it. Alakomeneus wished that it would go away, because now it made harsh, squawking sounds, not
the pretty ones heliked. Findly it grew quiet, and Alakomeneus wandered off to find other diversions.

He came upon the bird later, as evening was approaching, and was surprised to seethat it was till there,
partly covered by jagged rocks. It was even more colorful than before, with ared wetness over much of
its body. He nudged it, but it refused to move by itself. He cleared away the rocks and picked it up. The
head hung limply to one side and the wet rednesstransferred itself to his fingers and hands. No matter
how hard he shook the creature, it refused to Sing or even to make the harsh sounds he didiked. He did
not like the way the red wetness felt on his hands, and he dropped the bird so that he could wipe them on
thegrass.

Thus passed hisdays, in dimly perceived needs, in Smple sensua delights and ingtinctive fears. The fears
came upon him most often at night, when the world became dark around him and the haunting cries of
hunter and hunted spoke directly to his nervous system. The distant cough of alion dways made him
shudder.

And then Metis and the other goddesses intruded upon his three-day-old world, snatching him from his
peers. Once he recovered from the pardysis that had overwhelmed him, he accepted Olympos as he had
accepted the world below. Thewalls of the palace loomed around him, so high that he was not really
awarethat he was within an enclosure. The very atmosphere of Olympos made his skin tinglewith life
and well-being. When Metis held him againgt her breast, the perfume of her body—infinitely delicate, yet
full and rich— intoxicated his senses, lulling him into drowsy comfort beyond anything he hed
experienced. Her warmth crept into his bones and quieted every fear and emotion, so that he wanted
nothing more than to have her go on holding him.

Asthe gods talked—Metis, Prometheus and Epimetheus, Philyraand Klymene—the divine music of their
voices danced and twirled within his brain. He watched their every movement with wonder,
overwhelmed by the perfect grace of their dightest gestures. The sight and sound of them, even the most
awkward of them, made his senses spark and tingle, so that whenever he was away from them he sought
to regain the enchanted vison denied him.



Then there was Thanatos, whose mere presence unleashed waves of terro—amindless, gibbering,
ingtinctive fear that ignited every molecule of hisbeing. Such afear could not be overcome, but it could
be momentarily forgotten. When he saw Metis, his goddess, wince and cry out from the god's blows, he
rushed forward to pound upon Thanatos's foot. The god seemed not even to fed hisattack, and
Alalkomeneusfdl backward next to an enormous shard from a broken vase. The shard wasaslargeasa
boulder, though not nearly as heavy. Lifting it above his head, he ran forward to throw it. Instead he
stumbled, and the jagged point came down againgt the god's ankle.

He was content after that, cuddled againgt her, bathed in the perfume of her skin and the music of her
voice. He was content until sheleft him closed up, done, in the room of the Titan Crios. Almost
immediately londliness and loss overwhemed him. He began to search for away out of the room, that he
might once again drench himsdlf in the warmth of the goddess.

Along the base of each wall ran afrieze of red and black silhouettes depicting forest and plain, antel ope,
boar, and bison. The landscape was nearly life-size. Alalkomeneus, innocent of pictoria representations,
approached it as soon as he discovered he could not follow Metis through the door. Theflat surface
puzzled him, and hefdlt hisway aongit, searching for apoint at which he could enter the peculiar vista
In the course of his exploration he discovered a crevice. Almost completely hidden by the black
slhouette of which it was a part, it was further camouflaged by the shadows that obscured that portion of
the room.

He pulled at the opening and afew pieces of arocklike substance crumbled away. Soon the ragged
fissure was large enough for him to squirm through. Insde, the opening flared into atunnel-like passage,
worn smooth and dmost completely circular. The smél of age hung heavily in theair, and within afew
steps of the entrance the darkness became so intense that he could distinguish nothing. The man stopped
near the mouth of the passage, hesitating as he became more and more uneasy. The smooth walls and
hoary odor made his scalp prickle. He turned to climb back out into the room, but dipped on one of the
rock fragments. Before he could catch himself, he rolled down the steeply inclined surface. Hishead
struck heavily againgt the smooth stone floor, and he tumbled downward into the utter blackness.

When he regained consciousness he was lying in anearly horizontal section of the passage. His head and
limbs ached, but the thick clothing in which Metis had dressed him—uwhich he had found so annoying
earlier—had saved most of his body from other damage. In both directions the tunnel doped upward,
and so he could not tell from which direction he had come. After afew minutes he rose and began
walking. When the incline became extreme he crawled forward on his hands and knees.

Tired and uneasy, hismind filled with images of Metis and the other gods, he followed the twistsand
turns of the passage. A number of timesthe tunnel veered into a dead end and he was forced to return to
the main passage. From behind the wall at one of these dead ends he could clearly hear the distant voices
of gods. He pounded againgt the rocky surface until his hands stung, and yelled in hissmall, human voice,
but no one seemed to hear him.

The tunnel remained more or less horizontal for some distance, then turned upward. His only awareness
of timewasin how tired and hungry he was becoming, but a number of hours must have elgpsed. He
stopped to rest more and more often. Each time images of the gods and the gnawing of hunger made him
resume hisjourney. The path continued upward, assuming an inclination that made waking even more
difficult and tiring.

At last alight cameinto view, dim and far away. He rushed forward, panting for breath. As he neared it,
the light increased in size until he could see-that the entire area of the passage was open at that point. A
foul smdll, a firgt faint, grew inintengty.



He stopped at the edge of the passageway, where it opened into aroom of the palace. Unlike the
entrance in Crioss room, which was dmost at floor level, this exit was high on the wall, just below the
ceiling. From the edge of this precipice he looked down upon achamber lit by wall lamps. Almost
immediately he recognized the dark-mantled figure that moved about among the many tables. At the sight
of him Alakomeneus recoiled, sumbling back into the dark passage.

Fear gripped him, but so did curiogity. Behind him lay only the endlesstunnd. Sowly, sedthily, he
crawled back toward the lip of the passage. Lying at full length, he positioned himsalf so that only his
eyes and the topmost portion of his head protruded into the room. In fearful fascination he watched the
actions of the god.

Thanatos had returned to the room only a short time before. Nalassa, bound with strips cut from her
tunic, lay huddled near awall. She was till gagged. On a broad table the god had set his brass cage;
ingdeit Alakomeneus could recognize other creatureslike himself.

The god was moving quickly back and forth, occupied with hiswork. He spoke aloud, perhapsto the
naiad, perhaps to himsaf. Suddenly he went to the cage, pulled open adoor onitstop and thrustin his
hand. He brought out a squirming, shrieking man.

Thanatos carried the man to the table he had prepared. Laying him on it face up, he held the squirming
body in place with one hand while the other reached for asmall brass blade. With asingle deft motion the
god pulled the gleaming instrument across the man's neck. The head popped away from the body and
blood gushed from the neck in pulsing spurts. The body twitched for afew seconds, then lay ill.

Watching in mingled horror and fascination from his high vantage point, Alalkomeneus had seen dl that
had happened. He saw the red wetness spout from the body and remembered the bird that refused to
sng or fly away. He did not understand what had taken place, but suddenly he felt very bad inside.
Edging back from the opening, he roseto hisfeet and ran back down the passageway. He ran until the
light was no longer visible behind him, then collapsed upon thefloor. . The two images—thelimp,
red-smeared bird and the creature so like himself, but with head and body separated and red, sticky
wetness gushing out—kept risng within hisbrain. Mentaly he kept hearing the shrill shrieks of the man
and the hoarse squawking of the bird asit tried to flap its broken wings.

He gtarted running again, trying to escape the images and sounds, but they followed him, stayed within his
mind. Heran until hislegsrefused to run anymore. Collgpsing on the floor, he moaned softly for aminute
or two, then dept. He dreamed red and haunting dreams.

SEVENTEEN

Sleegp had come upon the palace of Olympos. One by one the gods and goddesses had yawned and
gretched and findly retired for the night. Stillness settled upon the palace, and in degp'strain followed
capricious dreams.

Kronos, King of the Gods, dept fitfully. Eurybie dumbered beside him, untroubled, her head pillowed
upon his massive biceps. In his dream the dight weight of the goddess's head againgt hisarm, and the light
pressure of the fursthat covered him, seemed confining—seemed to grow more confining with each
moment. In his dream he struggled to escape the growing, smothering imprisonment—not of these
inggnificant weights, but of the cramped cavern within the earth in which Ourancs, hisfather, was

planning to put him.

Dimly, in some hdf-awake portion of hismind, he redized that the old dream of hisyouth had come
again to torment him; the redlization served to reassure him for only amoment. The smdl, still aware part
of his mind was swept under by deep, and again histowering father stalked the world, the ground



trembling benesth hisfeat.

Terror-stricken, mud-stresked, the Kronos of old ran to hide himself among the hillsand tall trees. Inthe
distance he spied Gaia, his mother, and now he ran toward her, threw himsdf into her arms, sobbing in
fear.

From behind her back she brought forth a huge sickle, toothed with jagged pieces of adamant, and thrust
it toward histrembling hand.

Beads of tranducent ichor hung suspended from the teeth of the wegpon, glinting in the moonlight. Now
he noticed that in her other hand his mother held a severed head, the head of Nereus. Wide eyesglared
at Kronos as the mouth opened and closed, like that of afish. Words drifted from the mouth, rather than
being spoken, coming toward him in dow waves.

"Father, beware thy child . . . Father, bewarethy child . . . bewarethy child ... thy child ... thy child . . ."

Now he redlized that his mother no longer held the sickle; instead it was the sword made for him by
lapetos, with which he planned to decapitate Nereus. Clear droplets of ichor dangled from it. His mother
was gpeaking too. Thewords came like the low voice of thewind, and he struggled to listen and
comprehend.

"Child, bewarethy child ... thy child ... thy child. . ."

Divine blood dripped from the ragged neck of Nereus and from the gleaming edge of the sword,
bubbling asit touched the ground. From it began to grow goddesses. Within moments they were full-size,
three goddesses draped in black night, their hair bristling with serpents. Gaiawas gone, replaced by the
centermost of them, who held the bronze sword in one hand and the head of Nereusin the other. The
goddess on her right held an upraised torch; the one on her left, along, crud whip. They had continued,
unbroken, the chanting of Gaiaand Nereus, their voicesfilling him with dread.

"Father, bewarethy child . . . child, bewarethy child. . ."

The head of Nereustransformed itsdlf, so that now the middle goddess held an infant by itsfeet, ichor
dripping from its decapitated neck. As she proffered the body to him.. ..

Kronos awakened, sitting upright in bed. Eurybie stirred at hisside.
"What'swrong?' she asked, yawning lazily.

Shivering inthedim light of asingle smal lamp, he sat hugging himsdlf and pulling the covers up around
his chest and shoulders. "Light morelamps. By the earth and sky, Eurybie," he cried, "light more lampd!”

Shejumped out of bed and did as he requested. When she had finished she said, "There, there, my lord,
al thelampsarelit and everything'sdl right."

Wiping the sweat from his brow, he turned upon her savagdly. "Be quiet, will you!™
Shetried to put her arm around his shoulder. He shook it away.

"My, it must have been avery bad dream.”

"Just leave medone" hesad. "Go away."

Drawing hersalf up haughtily, she dressed and |eft the room without speaking another word. He heard the
outer door of the gpartment close behind her.



Kronos remained sitting on the side of the bed, till shivering and hugging himsalf. He kept pressing his
eyes shut, as though to keep out the dream and the memoriesit stirred. Finaly he took a heavy cloak
from one of the wall pegs and carried it out onto the gallery of the apartment. He caused enormous eagle
wingsto grow from his shoulders, then flew down from the palace, not toward the earth below but to a
distant peak of Mount Olympos.

Reabsorbing hiswings, he wrapped himsdlf in the cloak and began to walk among the craggy rocks.
Here the air was cold. Snow lay upon the rough path he followed.

Bdow him lay the sea.of clouds, reflecting upward the diminishing light of the moon. Where the clouds
parted he could look down upon vast stretches of hill and mountain and forest. He walked dowly, sunk
in deep and troubled thought.

His mind turned automaticaly to thelong years of his childhood, when hisfather and mother walked the
hillsand forestsin the form of immortal gods. He and his brothers and sisters had lived in squalor and
ignorance, worse even than the wild animals. Having no thick fur to shield them from the cold, they
plastered their skinswith mud to keep themselveswarm. They devoured raw cattle and deer plucked up
from the vast herds that swarmed upon the grassands. They fought each other continualy, for scraps of
food or for a cavern large enough to serve as shelter.

From time to time he would visit his enormous mother, receiving joyoudy the thoughtless kissesand
caresses she bestowed. He would sit and watch her for hours. She was avision of loveiness, lying upon
her back in fields of flowers and thinking her unknowable thoughts. He yearned for her caresses and soft
words whenever he was away from her.

And he despised the brutdity of his brothers. Asthe youngest of the Titans, he had spent his earliest
years hiding from them in their wrath, yearning for the day of his maturity, when they would tremble at his
advance—when they would hide from hisfury.

All of them feared their father, mighty Ouranos, who dedlt blowsto insolent mouths and was not at al
sure he should ever have fathered this Titan brood. Gaia, their mother, had a so borne six monstrous
children, creatures of ugliness and violence, and these had taxed Ouranos's patience beyond endurance;
monstroudy misshapen, they were overbearing and presumptuous aswell. He thrust them into acavern
within the earth and kept them confined there. In time he began to think that perhaps he should dedl with
al hisoffgpring inthismanner.

Gaiawept for her unlucky children and grew tired of the tyranny of her husband. She began to wish to be
free of hisdominance, but dl the Titans feared him. None wanted to risk his blows and imprisonment.

But Kronos, fearful asthe others, thought a great dedl about what she said. He imagined himself
overthrowing their father and replacing him asforemost of the gods. Visons of al he might accomplish
competed with terrifying fears of punishment if he should fail. Gaiaencouraged him, until finaly hope of
success outweighed fear.

She gave him the enormous sickle toothed with jagged pieces of adamant, and showed him whereto
hide. Night came, and then Ouranos. In the darkness Kronaos crept from his place of conceal ment,
reaching out his shameful hand and then swinging the great sckle, lopping off the first thing that came
within hisgrasp.

Ouranosrolled upon the ground in agony while Kronos, covered with ichor, was horrified to discover
that he had cadtrated hisfather. Throwing the quivering flesh asfar as he could, heran to hide himsdlf in
fear and shame. Ouranos, crippled by pain, shook off hisdivine form and returned to dwell in the
firmament, nevermore to come among them.



These memories seemed very distant and dreamlike now, as Kronos came to arock throne carved by
nature in the side of one of the peaks of Olympos. Seating himsdlf there, he leaned forward, hishead
supported by one hand, and stared out across the broad earth below.

Evenin hispain Ouranos had cursed him and prophesied evil. "Child, beware thy child. Asyou have
overthrown your father, so shal you be overthrown!" That act—those words— never |eft him. They hung
alwaysin the background, behind each thing he did or said. He could not escape them. He had gone to
Gaiato be reassured, but she confirmed instead of denying: "Child, beware thy child. Asyou have
overthrown your father, so shdl you be overthrown!"

He grew to be the largest and strongest of them, the cleverest and most daring, and in the fullness of time
he came naturally to assume the place vacated by hisfather. He became the leader of the Titans, the King
of the Gods. Slowly, uncertainly, he began the eon-long process that was to lead the gods out of the
quagmire of ignorance and bestidity into which they had been born, toward Olympos.

His monstrous brothers, of course, could not be allowed to roam freely upon the face of the world. The
havoc they wrought proved that; and finaly he defied his mother's wishes and confined them in dark
Tartaros, beneath the earth. Gaia, saddened by his action, withdrew from the gods, abandoning her
divineform and no longer walking among them.

Hisgresat project, asfinaly symbolized by the palace of Olympos, had taken vast agesto
accomplish—how long no one could say, for the years had dipped by uncounted. Envious Okeanos
remained in his own realm rather than bow to Kronoss rule, but most of the great gods and many of the
lesser ones had gradudly gravitated toward the palace high in the sky. Olympos became anew sun,
bathing the broad earth below in the new ideas of culture and cooperation and enlightenment that
radiated from it. All that was good and productive he encouraged; dl that was destructive he sought to
crush. Kronos had reason to be proud of his achievements; more than anyone e g, it was he who had
made them gods.

Y et dways the prophecy haunted him. There were methods of avoiding offspring—irksome and
unreliable—but for most of their marriage Rhea had seemed barren, incapable of concelving. He had
amost cometo believe that he had nothing to fear aslong as he was careful in hisdaliances. And then
Rhea bore their first child. He had no choice but to dispose of it.

“Asyou have overthrown your father, so shdl you be overthrown!™

The memories depressed him. Sighing deeply, Kronos rose and returned to the palace. Extinguishing
mogt of the lamps, helay down and tried to deep. He twisted and turned. Memories haunted him. Findly
he arose, wrapped himsalf again in his cloak, and went out into the hall and down the stairs.

He cameto aroom on the floor below and let himsalf in. Rhealay soundly adeep, her body curled up
with her knees drawn toward her bosom as shelay on her side. He crawled into bed beside her. She
Sghed softly but did not awaken as he molded his body against hers.

Somehow thefamiliar curves of her body soothed him, driving away troublesome thoughts. In afew
minutes he was adeep.

On dl Olympos only one other god remained awake. He, too, was restless, his mind recdling the very
scenes that made degp most usive.

How foolish he had been, how stupid, how silly. He could amost hear the senseless braggadocio with
which he thought to impress Kronos and the other gods over supper. Lord Okeanos was such agood
friend of his. Lord Nereus prized his counsd. He was awelcome guest in both their palaces.



It had seemed such innocent conversation. How was he to know that at least one of hislistenerswould
find a perverse sgnificance in his self-serving jabber? How was he to know that hisinvitation to a private
audience with the King of the Gods was not the high honor he had sought, but a prelude to torment—and
betraya?

He could not rid hismind of the towering bulk of Kronos asthe Titan stood over him, demanding the
truth, raining blows upon his cringing body at each attempted explanation. "Okeanosis no traitor, my
lord. Nereusisloya to you. I'm not atraitor, Lord Kronos!" But it did no good. After awhile the blows
had away of making him less certain what the truth reglly was.

He had never been particularly brave, but he never thought he would betray hisfriends either. He was
wesk, and the blows refused to cease. Kronos put the words in his mouth; he only had to utter them.
"They want to destroy you, Lord Kronos. They plot againgt you. They hate you, Lord Kronod! Yes, it's
just asyou say. I've heard them say that many times, Lord Krones. ..."

The memories shamed him and he sought to push them from hismind, to remember instead where he was
and how he had gotten in this state. But his mind was growing duggish again. . . . Soon hetoo dept.

EIGHTEEN

Lachesis awakened, neither abruptly nor by dow degrees. She had been soundly adeep and dreaming;
then her eyes opened and she sat up in bed. Atropos, her sister, was already awake, nibbing her eyes.
Klotho sat up afew moments later. The three sisters exchanged questioning |ooks.

"I'll light morelamps," Atropos said.
"Yes, please” Klotho said. "Oh, I'm chilly." She pulled aheavy fur blanket around her shoulders.

Atroposlit atagper from the agate lamp they had left burning and used it to light other lamps around the
room. Soon the flickering yellow light illuminated much of the bedchamber. Returning to where Laches's
sat on the edge of her bed, Atropos rubbed her arms to warm them. Lachesis held out a blanket to her,
and she quickly wrapped it around her bare body.

"It was avery peculiar dream," Atropos said.
"Very peculiar,” Lachess agreed.
Klotho nodded in agreement asthe otherslooked at her.

"I hadn't envisioned the little creatures very well from your description of them," Atropos continued.
"They're cuteinaway. Not dl that ugly, redly."

"l likethemtoo," Klotho said, yawning.

"And they'renot gods at dl," Atropos said. "That was clear from the dream.”

"Perhapsnot,”" Klotho said, "but they must be important. Don't you think they're important?’
"l don't know," said Lachesis. "I've had the most peculiar feeling adl day, sincel saw them. ..."

They lapsed into sllence. Finaly Klotho rose and went to ook in her mirror. She brushed her hair into
place with her fingers.

"| think we'd better go now," Atropos announced.



Klotho turned away from the mirror. "Yes, | think s0."

Lachesisrose from her bed and the three of them went to the small doors that led out onto the gallery.
They stepped outside, into the cool night air, and stood side by side next to therailing.

"Areyou sure we should do this?' Klotho asked, looking down at Atropos, who was the eldest but
shortest of the ssters. "I'm alittle apprehensive. ..."

Atropos held her hand and nodded. "Yes, | think so0."

Now the three held hands, |etting the blankets with which they had wrapped themselves dip to the stone
flagging of the gallery. They began to transform themsalves.

They came down from Mount Olympos as three crows, gliding downward through the clouds on the cool
night air. They flew first eadt, then north, over towering forests and jutting mountains, over tangled glens
wherewild boar grunted in their deep and across wide plains of nodding antel ope, mammoth, and woolly
rhinoceros. At last they cameto asmal clearing hidden degp within athick forest. A wooden hut waited
for them in the moonlight. Clothing themselvesin gowns of dusky night, they joined hands and hesitantly
approached the aged building.

"I'mafraditisn't Olympos" Lachesssaid softly.

"No, but it'sours," Atropos answered.

The door creaked on its wooden hinges as they entered. A small lamp burned upon atable.
"Therésahearth,” Klotho said. "I'll kindle afire."

Lachesis and Atropos stood near the center of the small room astheir sister worked; they looked dowly
about the dark, shadowed interior. There was but a single table with afew small chairs.

"WEell have to make our own beds," Lachesssaid.
"There are more than enough leavesin the forest," Atropostold her.

Within afew minutes Klotho had the fire roaring, and the Sisters gathered about it to warm themsalves.
The bright flames reveded the stark bareness dl around them.

"Shall we start to work, cleaning and making our beds, or shal we wait?' Klotho asked.
"| think wed better wait."
They waited for nearly five minutes, the door of the cabin Ieft open wide.

Darkness came down a hillside and moved through the tall pinestoward the door of the small cabin. It
camein utter silence. The darkness crossed the short open space and entered the room. Klotho moved
to close the door behind it while Atropos, greeting their brother, pulled out a chair from the table. The
darkness pulsed, and the flickering light from the fireplace seemed momentarily to outlinefirst one area,
then another of agodlike form.

"Y ou have decided," the darkness that was their brother both asked and stated.
The three ssters, now huddled together near the hearth, nodded in agreement.

"Y ou have consdered fully.”



"Yes," Atropos said, spesking for al of them. "Y es, brother, we have considered and decided. We are
pleased that you have sdlected us.”

"Oh, yes" Lachesssaid. "We're so tired of Olympos, of not having anything important and interesting to
do." She gtarted to laugh nervoudly, but the laughter died off abruptly, sounding distant and fragile.

The shadow moved, flowing into acorner of the room near the fireplace. It thickened, growing jet black.
When it moved away, it |ft behind a golden spinning whedl.

Next the darkness drifted across the floor, occupying aportion of the room near the far wall. Once again
it grew thick and impenetrable, then drew away to reveal an enormous |oom with a golden shuttle.

Finaly, from its position near the middle of the room, adark tendril curled forth to cover aportion of the
table. It retreated to leave behind small golden shears.

The ssters watched tensdly, excited but perplexed. Their eyes moved back and forth between these new
additionsto the room and the shifting, shadowy shape of their brother.

"A new creature has comeinto theworld,” it said, "apitiful, wretched thing that will dream proud dreams
but become the food of worms. Y ou three shdl dot the fate of man.”

The sgtersligened intently, barely daring to breathe.

The darkness seemed to flow alittle toward them. "Lovey Klotho," it said, "you shal spin the thread of
life, strong or weak, perfect or faulty. Asisyour thread, so shdl be the man. Demure Laches's, you shdll
weave upon the loom, bringing together the lives of men so that they meet, run together for alittle while,
and then part. Y our mistakes shdl be their misfortunes; your fortuitous errors, their fortunes. When you
miss adtitch, chance—for good or ill—shal play upon them. And you, proud Atropos, when you clip the
thread with your shears of gold, alifewill end.”

Clutching each other's hands tightly, they watched the darkness.

"Areyou satisfied? Will you accept thistask?"

Hestantly Klotho asked, " These creatures—man—uwill he be important?’

"Only asthe pebble that tumbles down the side of amountain.”

"But such apebble, initsfal,” she sad, "would strike other pebbles, and could cause an avdanche. . . ."
The swirling darkness did not answer.

"It will not be pleasant work," it continued after afew moments. "Y our eyeswill grow weak, your fingers
will stiffen and swell. Y our young faces will become haggard from the tears that will flow down your
cheeks, and your backswill grow bent from the labor. Do you till accept?”

They consulted only briefly, then nodded their agreement.
"Thenitistimeto begin."

Each of the ssterswent to her place—KIlotho to the whedl, Lachesisto the loom. Atropos picked up the
golden shears.

"Oh, look," Lachesis cried out. "The tapestry is aready begun. There's aready the beginning of a pattern.
Heres athread that's wandered astray from the others. | shall have to attend to him right away. And



|ook—one of the threads has broken!"

She looked around to find her brother, but already he had left. Silently dark Moros, the spirit of Destiny
and most dreaded of gods, returned into the night.

NINETEEN

Thedreams of Alalkomeneus vacillated between red, squirming horror and luxurious bliss. Endless,
twisting corridors tormented him with loneliness and darkness, dways leading, & last, to aprecipice
overlooking the charnel room of Thanatos. The huge brass cage, glinting in the lamplight, dominated the
room, its contents of creatures like himsdf visible only as dim shapeswithin. One by one huge
bony-fingered hands drew out squirming, shrieking men and held them down upon the brasstable.
Alakomeneus turned to run each time he saw the enormous, gleaming blade move across one of the
necks— and found himsalf suddenly in the protecting arms of the young goddess Metis.

He awakened, cold and shivering, to find himself till shrouded in utter darkness. His body was bathed in
alight film of sweet" and the stagnant, suffocating air of the passage made it difficult to breathe. Hislimbs
were stiff and sore as he stood up. Probably he had not dept long; he was very tired. Nevertheless he
was possessed by an overwhelming desire to find hisway out of the darkness of the passage and into the
fragrant presence of Metis.

Fedling hisway dowly aong the smooth, curved walls of the corridor, he walked dowly, haunted by the
image of Thanatos and the sights he had seen. For some distance the path led gradually downward, often
connecting with short sde passages. He dways followed these until they ended inevitably in asmooth
stonewall that blocked farther progress and forced him to retrace his steps to the main corridor.

Even though he lacked any red conception of time, he knew that he had been walking for along while.
The mazdike tunnds, with their sharp or gradua inclines and numerous connecting passages, were
something he smply accepted; it never occurred to him that they might have been built upon aplan and
that he might figure out their design. Such arationalism was completely beyond his experience. Instead he
followed every possible avenuein hope that one might lead him out of the utter darkness.

For along time everything around him had been completely quiet, except for the smal noises he himsdf
made. Now he became aware of distant, unrecognizable sounds. They excited him, renewing his hope
and energy, so that he increased his pace as much as he could in the blackness. Time and again he
dipped into offshoot passages, hoping to find light and freedom when he cameto itsend. Sometimesthe
noises became dightly more audible, but each time he was forced to turn back when the passage ended
abruptly at another sonewall.

Findly, hisfeet aching, he sat down upon thefloor, his mind automatically conjuring up images of the
sweet-smdling forest. He missed Metis, but the forest had been pleasant, too, initsown way. He
remembered the fed of the soft grass under his feet, wet with morning dew. For alittle while he gave
himsalf up to such memories, only to be drawn out of hisreverie by the distinct, if distant, voices of gods.

He sat up Straight, listening intently. Yes, it was voices, and one of thevoices. . . ! Helistened, al other
thoughts banished from hismind. It sounded like his goddess, like Metis! Ingtantly he was on hisfeet,
trying to follow the sound through the baffling passages, going alittle way down ashort tunndl, only to
turn around immediately when the sounds decreased in volume. He began to run, trembling with
anticipation.

Thevoices grew nearer, until at last a passage brought him to astone wall behind which, hewas sure,
two gods were taking. He knew neither by name, but the images of Metis and Proteusfilled hismind.
Pressing his ear againgt the wal so hard that it began to hurt, he listened breathlesdy. A cry of joy sprang



to his mouth, and he began to shriek loudly. He yelled until histhroat, aready quite dry, becameraw, and
he pounded his hands againgt thewall until they grew numb.

Metis had awakened with the dawn, not quite half an hour earlier. For sometime she leaned over the
edge of her bed, looking down &t her brother, waiting for him to show signs of wakefulness. Perhagps he
sensed her eyes on him, or heard the small noises she made; his eyes soon opened and he sat up. She
immediately launched into an dmost nonstop conversation. Overjoyed at the presence of her brother, her
youthful nature refused to be suppressed by the serious concerns of hisvisit.

"Oh, Proteus,” she continued. "It'sterrible of you to go off for such long periods of time, without seeing
any of us”

Proteus smiled indulgently, and in the sillence that followed— the first in some minutes—a peculiar,
muffled noise became audible. Proteus leaned forward, listening.

"And now, when wefindly do get to seeyou, it'sonly because afriend of our father isin danger,” Metis
continued.

Proteus |eaned toward her, placing ahand upon her arm. " Quiet," he whispered, still listening carefully.

Both of them rose and began to walk softly in the direction from which the sound seemed to come.
Proteus approached the wall, and with asingle swift motion lifted a huge ebony chest and swung it out
into the room. Behind it lay bare limestone. Throwing back the lid of the chest, he searched inside, finding
only carelessy folded clothing.

Now they examined thewadll, for thefirst time noticing the hair-thin fissure which described anearly
perfect circle upon the smooth stone surface.

Metistraced the linewith her finger. "There's some kind of opening here, sealed up long ago. Listen—it's
becoming louder, morefrantic.” Sheleaned closer, pressing her ear againgt the wall. Suddenly she
jumped back, swinging around to face her brother.

"It's Aldkomeneud!" she exclaimed, her expression amixture of incredulity and joy. "Oh, Proteus—it's
my little Alalkomeneus! | recognize hisvoicel"

She had darted past him and was aready returning, dagger in hand. Kneeling, she began to pry at the
fissure lineswith the point. "Oh, it's not working," she complained after two or three minutes of hectic
effort.

Proteus knelt beside her and took the knife. She relinquished her position reluctantly.

"Dotry to hurry. Listen to him—he knows we'retrying to get to him. | can tell from hisvoice. Be patient,
Aldkomeneus. Just alittlelonger, little Aldkomeneus. ..."

Patiently and methodicaly Proteus worked hisway around the circle, inserting the tip of the blade and
prying outward, so that before long alarge stone plug edged out of the wall toward them. He continued
prying until enough of the stone had been exposed that he could grasp it with hisfingers. He gaveit a
sudden twist and the flat l[imestone plate came free, reveding adark, circular cavity behind it.

A shriek of joy came from within the darkness, and Alalkomeneus ran out of the opening, leaping the
short distance to the floor of the room. Metis siwooped him up into her arms and hugged him to her
breast. Rising to her feet, she began to laugh and twirl about.

"I knew you'd come back to me," she cried. Shelifted him in her hands and rained kisses upon his



miniature face, nearly smothering him with affection as she danced about the room.

Proteus brought alamp from across the room and proceeded to examine the aperture they had
uncovered. When thelight failed to reved al he wanted to know, he ran hisarm into the opening.

"Oh, I'm s0 happy to seeyou," Metistold the man, still holding himin her hands. "But how did you get
there?' She swung around to Proteus. "What is that opening? How could he have gotten insde?’

Having finished his examination, Proteus returned the lamp to the table from which he had taken it and sat
upon the bed. "I'm not certain, of course. But | can make aguess.”

"That'smorethan | can do," she said, coming toward him. Alalkomeneus, nestled to her bosom, seemed
to have found contentment. Eyes closed, he lay perfectly limp againgt her.

"Do you know the history of the palace? It wasn't built by Kronos. At least the original palace
wasn't—it's been enlarged and dtered sinceits original congtruction.”

"If Kronosdidn't build it, then who did?'

The ocean god frowned, running the fingers of one hand through histhick, dark hair. "A very long time
ago—when Ouranos till ruled the world—a goddess lived here upon Olympos. Her name was
Eurynome, and she buiilt this paace for hersdf and her consort, the snake god Ophion. | suppose she
intended to popul ate the palace with her own race of gods— her descendants—but asfar as| know, she
never had any. Instead she and Ophion were the sole inhabitants of these thousand rooms. They lived
aonefor what must have been vast ages, until Kronos took the palace from them."

"How do you know this?' Metis asked.

Hesmiled. "I'm only telling you what I've heard. I'm not that old, young Sster. Haven't you heard this
before?'

"No. I'd remember if | had."

He nodded. "Probably Kronoswould just as soon have it forgotten. He flung Eurynome from a cliff and
threw her lover after her. Thus Kronos became Lord of Olympos.”

"But what does this have to do with the holein thewal?'

"If you examineit, you'l notice that it'samost perfectly circular. It seemsto be a passage, not smply a
hollow. Theinsgdeis extremely smooth, as though the rock has been polished by eons of wear. Every
portion has been worn smoath. . . ."

She was watching hisface, her own expression showing that she did not understand what he was getting
a.

"I would guess that this passage was made by the snake god Ophion as ameans of passing from room to
room and level to level. Probably such tunndlstraverse the entire palace. Kronos, when he took
possession, must have had the openings sedled up.”

"But how could Aldkomeneus get ingde?!

He shrugged. "He must have found an opening in Criossroom, where you left him. Onceinside, it would
be very easy for him to become logt.”

"But hefound hisway here, to me," Metis said, hugging the man against her cheek.



Proteus stared at the dark hole. " These passages could prove useful to us. It would be worthwhile to
investigate them and find out where they lead. | doubt I'll have time, but you might do it, Metis.”

"Y ou mean we could travel through them, the way Alakomeneus must have? We could make oursalves
small, like him. I hadn't thought of that." She frowned. "But what if | lost control?1'd return to normal size
insdethere. I'd be crushed!”

"All it takesis concentration.”

"I don't know. ..." Shelooked down at Alalkomeneus and smiled. "The poor thing, alone dl night long,
with no oneto care for him. Why, he must be starving by now. | must get him something to egt."

She st the man on the bed near Proteus and rushed from the room, returning afew minuteslater with an
aready mixed goblet of nectar and abowl of fruit and nuts. From near the wall she pulled asmdl table
toward the bed, set the food on it, then placed Alalkomeneus beside the food. The man seemed to regain
his energy as he drank from the goblet, using hishandsto carry the liquid to his mouth. The young
goddess began cracking the nuts and dicing the fruit. Grown in the nectar-irrigated gardens of Olympos,
they werefar too largefor him to handle effectively.

After he had eaten, Aladkomeneus curled himself into acomfortable position in Metiss|ap. He snuggled
contentedly against the warmth of her divine flesh and soon would have been ad eep, except that
disturbing images kept crowding his mind. Red wetness intruded upon him even here, in thelap of the
goddess. He saw again in hismind the others of hiskind, locked within the metal cage, and he saw dso
the frightened goddess struggling to free hersdif.

The images disturbed him, so that he kept opening his eyes to make them go away. He looked up into
Metissface, watched her mouth asit made sounds, peered into the enormous green pools of her eyes.
As she moved her head, the thick dark ringlets of her hair danced like the branches of atreein astrong
wind.

Sowly theimagesin his head began to merge, so that now the bound and struggling goddess was Metis
and he was the man in Thanatos's hand. He blinked his eyes rapidly, trying to make the thought-picture
go away. Metiswould not let that happen; she would not |et Thanatos |oose the red wetness that must be
ingdehim.

But again he saw the others of hiskind, confined in the gleaming brass cage. Why did the goddess not
take them away from Thanatos? She must not have seen them in the horrible room—if she had, then
certainly shewould have brought them here, to keep them safe. All that was necessary wasfor her to see
them.

Thewordlessideasflitted through his mind, impossible to hold and examine; nevertheless he had arrived
at an important thought. He envisioned himself |eading Metis through the rock corridors, pointing
downward into the foul-smelling room. That she was far too large to accompany him by that route was a
conclusion he did not reach. She was agoddess. Whatever her limitations might be, he was unaware of
them.

He dipped down her thigh to the bed, then down the doping blanket to the floor. Metis dways followed
him when he went somewhere by himsdlf, so he expected her to follow him now. He ran toward the
entrance to the passage, making loud noisesto attract her attention. Before he had traveled haf the
distance, the goddess picked him up and carried him back to the bed.

Metis and Proteus were making mouth noises at each other. He waited until she relaxed her fingers, then
dipped out between them. Once again he was nearly halfway to the opening before she caught him.



"What ishetrying to do?' Metis asked. She held the man up in front of her face. "What'swrong, my little
friend? Oh, | wish you could talk to me."

"Why shouldn't he be able to talk?" Proteus asked.
"I don't guess there's any reason. But he doesn't.”

"He's cgpable of making sounds. The hideous noises he emits prove that. All that's necessary isfor him to
form them into words."

"You'reright. | must try to teach him to speak. But how should | go about that? Or maybe helll learn on
hisown, from ligeningto us."

"There might be afaster way."
"How? Tdl mg"

"A phantom messenger, formed of cloud, can be made to speak. I've endowed both birds and fish with
gpeech, though they aren't smart enough to do more than repeat what they've been commanded to say.”

"Thenyouthink . .. ?Pleasetry. Pleasetry, Proteud!”

The ocean god took the man from her. For afew moments he seemed very agitated, but as Proteus
stared down at him he grew calm, at last lying passively in the god's cupped hands.

Proteus leaned over him, concentrating. The eyes of the god peered into those of the man.
Findly Proteus leaned still closer. ™Y ou can speak now," he said.

The words seemed to shoot through Aladkomeneus like thunder claps. His mouth gaped open. His eyes
bulged and hisbody jerked convulsively.

Metiswas beside Proteus, leaning over the man. "Can you understand, Alalkomeneus? Speak to me,
little Aldkomeneus.”

The man's eyes grew even larger. The music of Metiss voice tinkled and danced through hisbrain cdlls.
His mouth opened. "Sp-eak," he said dowly, "sp-eek ...to ... me. . . ."

Metisthrew her arms around her brother and kissed him. ™Y ou were right. It was possible—and you did
it!"

"Pos-g9-ble" Alakomeneus repeated, drawing out the word. The magnificence of the sounds coming
from his own mouth overwhemed him. His mind was dive with sounds.

Metis picked him up. "Tak to us, Alalkomeneus. Y ou can talk now."

"Tdk ...to...you," hesaid. "l...can...tdk...to...you...." He mouthed the words as he spoke,
drawing them out o that he could fed them on hislips and tongue. He traced their course al the way
from deep within his chest and tried to follow the lightning patterns they made as they sparked and
crackled through hisbrain.

"Y es, Aldkomeneus," Metis continued, "you can talk now. Tak to me. Areyou dl right? How did you
get in that dark hole? Wasit Thanatos? Did he have something to do with it?* She held him near her face
as she spoke.



"Givehimtime" Proteus advised. "Il take afew minutes for him to accustom himsdf."

Images rose up in the man's mind as they spoke. Before, sounds and images had been completely
separate things, now they were linked somehow—different aspects of the samething. Hetried to
remember the image-thoughts that had vanished with the coming of language, then sought to interpret
them into this new medium. He had to speak dowly to answer her, searching out each word.

"Thaan-ah-tos," he began, and dark, swirling shapes sprang up within his head at the sounds;
"Thaan-ahh-tos ... hisroom ... hisevil room where he lets out the ... the red wetnessinside, the ... the
blood, the red blood...."

Metis exchanged questioning glances with her brother. "L ets out blood? What do you mean,
Alakomeneus? Lets out what blood? The blood of what creature?”

"Menlikeme, and . . . and thereis agoddess, agoddesswho . . . who can't move when shetriesto
move."

"What's he talking about?' Metis asked Proteus.

"It sounds as though he saw something while he wasin the tunnd." He turned toward the man. "Isthat it,
Alakomeneus? Did the tunnel lead you to thisroom of Thanatoss? Isthat what you'retrying to tell us?'

"I went through the darkness,” the man said, "through thelong, still darkness of cold stone. At the end of
the darkness | found the room, the room of . . ."He hesitated, dreading to pronounce the sounds which,
in hismind, were Thanatos.

"And there is agoddess there?' Proteus asked. "In thisroom at the end of the cold passage?’

"Yes, Proteus. . . Lord Proteus. . . Lord Proteus," the man said, becoming lost in the sound of the god's
name, feding the supple, flowing strength of the name and the god.

"A goddess who triesto move but cannot?' Proteus continued. "A goddess who is bound? s that what
you meen?'

The man only nodded. His mind was redling. With language had come sdlf-awareness and introspection.
He barely heard them.

"What can he be talking about?' Metis asked.

Proteus shrugged. "1 don't know. But | think we'd better try to find out. He won't be able to lead usto
the room, but with our knowledge of the palace, and the footprints he left in the dust inside the passage,
we should be ableto find it. | hate to take the time, but thisisworth following up.”

"We're going to go through thet little tunnel ?* Metis asked gpprehensively.
"Y ou can wait here, if you'd rather. I'll go and return as quickly as possible.”

She shook her head. "No, I'll cometoo. Y ou might need my help." She smiled. "Besides, I'm not going to
miss out on an adventure like this.”

Proteus was staring at the opening in thewall. "Well need asource of light. Isthere atorch somewherein
the gpartment?'

She shook her head." The nearest oneis out in the corridor.”



Proteus stood up. Going to the table, he took her knife and cut two divers of wood from the edge. "Take
these and wrap the endsin pitch from one of the torchesin the corridor."

"What are. .. ? Oh, little man-size torches for usto use." Shetook the divers and hastened to do as he
had instructed. When she returned, she handed them to him. “*No one saw me."

He it them from the night lamp, then handed them back to her. As shewatched, hisform began to blur
and shrink. Within moments hewas only alittle larger than Aladkomeneus.

"Now hand methetorches" hetold her. "It'syour turn.”
Shefrowned.
"Just concentrate.”

Metis concentrated. Her body began to blur and shrink, but only for amoment. As shelet the thought
dip away, shereturned to her normal size. "Wait," she pleaded. "l candoiit.”

She began again. Thistime the process continued until she was amost athird smaler than usua. Her
concentration failed as she redlized that her clothes were beginning to dip off. She caught hersalf before
the metamorphosis was completely undone and spent nearly half aminute consolidating her gains.

"Oh, Proteus, just give me another minute or two," shesaid. "I can doit. All | haveto do is keep thinking
about my szewhilel think about whatever dse, liketaking! Y ou didn't warn me my clotheswould fal
off...."

Hesamiled. "Thisian't atimefor modesty, sster. Finish becoming smdl, then wrap yoursdf in
illuson—likedl femdes"

The process continued in spurts and relgpses, until at last she stood beside him. " Oh, look the other
way," she begged. "Give me a chance to get accustomed to this before worrying about decency!”

She had set Aladkomeneus on the floor near Proteus before beginning her own transformation. His mind
was too overwhemed with thewordsinsdeit to pay careful attention to what was happening. Hislips
moved in acontinua mumble, repeeting endlesdy the words that happened into his head.

Two or three minutes passed. Findly Metissaid, "I think I've just about got it. If you promise not to Sare
at me, | think I'll go likethis. | don't have any extra concentration left, to make phantom clothing.”

Proteus handed her one of the torches, then led the way into the opening in thewall. Metis directed
Aldkomeneusin after him, then brought up the rear herself. The man turned to look &t her, hisface
beaming with admiration, gratitude, and love. He was aware of her metamorphosis, but paid little
atentiontoit. A single thought possessed him: She and Proteus had given him language. They had made
him likeagod.

TWENTY

Proteus held the torch high above his head as he led the way down the short side passage and into the
main corridor. Aldkomeneusfollowed alittle behind him, carrying on a continuous monologue while
Metis hastened him aong.

They cameto ahalt just ingde the main corridor. "1 don' likethisplace” Metissaid, shivering. "I
wouldn't be surprised if we ran head-on into Ophion, the snake god.”



"He came from thisdirection," Proteus said, pointing along the floor at the footprints Alakomeneus had
left in the thick dust. " The passage dopes upward too. That'sagood sign." He began walking, and Metis
followed, dl her mental energy concentrated upon maintaining her tiny sze.

"Ophion the snake god,” Alakomeneuswas mumbling.

The passage led gradually upward, until it reached a place where it forked. It soon became apparent that
the footprints would not prove ardliable guide; in the darkness the man had doubled and redoubled back
upon himself. Both paths led upward. They followed one a short way, only to retrace their path when the
footprints of Alalkomeneusturned back on themsdlves.

Most of an hour was consumed in their dow progress, until aspot of light became visible ahead.
Alakomeneus became excited and refused to continue walking.

"Theroom of blood," he said, his voice quaking.

Metistook hishand. "Don't be afraid, my brave little friend. I'm here with you. | won't let Thanatos hurt
you."

"Hewon't hurt me" hesaid. "Metiswon't let him hurt me."

"No, | won't," she said, "but you must be quiet. We don't want Thanatosto hear us. Y ou mustn't talk out
loud."

They moved forward, coming at last to the opening through which light entered the tunnel. The frightened
man continued to hang back as the two gods stood at the edge of the precipice overlooking the dim
chamber. A single small lamp had been | eft burning, itsfeeble raysilluminating only asmal portion of the
room.

Metislooked at her brother. A peculiar expression flickered over hisfeatures. "1s something wrong?* she
asked.

He shook his head. "No. | suppose not. | just had the sudden impression that | have looked upon this
awful place before.” He shook hishead again. "The smell isdreadful. Can you see the men or the
goddessthat Alakomeneus mentioned?’

She peered downward again. "I think there's something over there, among the shadows. It could be the
goddess. How do we get down from here?’

"That'll be easy enough. But why isthis entrance to Ophion's tunnel open? Thanatos must have removed
the plug that sedled it."

"S0 he knows about thelittle corridors,” she said.

Henodded. "Asfar as| can tell, theré's only one door to the room, and it's closed. Thanatos may very
well be in the next room, so well have to be careful not to make any noise. Probably we'd better leave
Alalkomeneus here. WEl haveto leave the torches too. Let him hold them till we come back. Perhaps
you'd better explain to him how to do it without burning himself."

As she atended to those detail s he turned and dived out into the room, transmuting himsdlf in midair into
abird. Ashelanded upon the floor he reassumed his natural form, then lifted down Metis. Once safely
upon the floor, she, too, reassumed her norma size.

The shape that had been only dimly visible before began to stir. Proteus approached it, smothering an



exclamation of surprise as he recognized the naiad Naassa. Despite the gag in her mouth, shetried to cry
out. With a gesture he warned her to silence.

"Bring thelamp," Proteus whispered to Metis.

The young goddess hastened to do as he asked. She set it on the floor beside him, then searched for
another to light for her own use. Shefound itinawall niche.

"Try tofind themen,” hetold her.

Most of the men were il inside the brass cage atop alarge table. At the additiond light in the room and
the stealthy movements of the gods, some of them had awakened and begun to stir. As she approached
them the light from her lamp fell upon aneighboring table. Shefroze, staring down &t the decapitated
corpse of one of the men.

She gasped, unable to turn her eyesfrom the hideous parody of life. The head lay nearby, eyes staring
and mouth drawn into amirthless grin. Dark dried blood stained the table. She set down thelamp to
keep hersdf from droppingit.

Proteus had freed Na assa's hands, and now she removed the gag from her mouth. "Oh, Lord Proteus,”
she whispered. "How can | thank you? How did you know | was here?

"Quiet. You arent out of danger yet." He finished loosing the bonds from her ankles. Ashe stood up she
threw hersdlf into hisarms.

"Proteus," Mdtis cdled in awhisper. "Brother, please come see.”

Disentangling himself from the naiad's embrace, the ocean god went to Metiss Sde. She pointed to the
corpse on thetable.

Hefrowned. "I'm afraid your little friends are mortd after dl," he said softly. "Have you found the
others?'

She nodded, gesturing to the brass cage.

"Good. Leave them till we've examined the rest of thisroom. Take your lamp and go that way. I'll go this
way. Nalassa, stay here until wefinish."

Metistook her lamp and began walking between the tables, the fetid smell making her gag for breeth.
Toward the rear of the room she came upon the corpse of the nymph. She fought back the nausea that
threatened to make her faint, and forced hersdlf to carefully examine the body. She prodded it to make
sureit was dead, and noticed the glazed, staring eyes. The long cut on one forearm attracted her
attention—it seemed to be the only wound on the dried and wrinkled body—and she leaned closer to
look at the pink-tinted ichor that had welled into the dash.

Proteus hissed to attract her attention. "I've found something,” he whispered.
"Sohavel."

She crossed the room to join him where he stood next to the headless body of agod. She wastrembling,
and Proteus put hisarm around her.

"Thisis horrible beyond words," she said. "I found a dead nymph over there.”

"Dead? Areyou sure? Thisgod still lives, even without his head.”



"Yes, I'm certain. | think you should look at it.”

A thrashing sound drew her attention as they crossed the room. Proteus moved directly toward the rear
of the chamber, dipping hisarm around her again asthey neared the wall. He thrust the light forward,
revealing the head of agod, hanging from apeg by its hair. From the healed-over neck depended a
miniature body, itsarms and legsflailing in every direction.

"By Earth and starry Heaven!" Proteus exclaimed, taking afull step back from the gpparition. "It isthe
god whose body liesupon thetable. ..."

The mouth of Oizysformed silent words while the body floundered impotently.
"Whoisit?' Metis asked.

"I don't know. Whoever heis, he's an ample demonstration of what Thanatos—and therefore
Kronos—is capable of." Proteus looked quickly around the dim room. "Quick. Show me the nymph. We
must not be found here.”

He examined the dead nymph carefully, then shook hishead. "Let'sgo. Well talk back in your room.”
"What about the god—the head of the god?' Metis asked. "We can't just leave him here, for Thanatos.

Proteus frowned. "No, | suppose not." He returned to thewall and lifted down the head, holding it by the
long hair. The thing'sthin lips continued to flap noisdesdy, the little body to wriggle.

"But how arewe going to get it back?' Metis asked, suddenly becoming aware of the potential difficulty.
"Canit ill change szes? | don't think the head can fit in the tunnel, and eveniif it could, we'd haveto
dragitaong.”

Nalassa had edged her way acrossthe room, closer to them. "Change sizes?' she asked, coming directly
toward them now. "What does she mean, my lord?"

"We came here through asmall tunnel that runsthrough the wals of the pdace," Proteus explained. "In
order to return, we will have to make ourselves as small asthe creaturesin the cage.”

"| can't change size, my lord," Nalassasaid quickly. "I am only alesser goddess—anaiad, ariver
nymph."

"Areyou sureyou cant,” Metisasked. "I didn't think | could either, until—"
Nalassa shook her head again. "No, my lady. It'sapower | don't possess.”

"Then well dter our plans" Proteus said. He paused to think, then continued, "Metis, you and
Aldkomeneus and the other men will go back through Ophion'stunndl. If | can get this god without a
body to change hissize, you can carry him with you. Otherwise Ndassaand | will take him. Well make
our way out as best we can.”

"But there's agood chance Thanatos will see you,” Metis objected. “I think that door must lead to
Thanatos's apartment.”

"Well manage. If necessary I'll find ameans of digtracting him while Nalassa sneaks out.”
"But brother—"



"Bequiet now. | can do whatever hasto be done. Right now | want to get you and your friendsto
safety." Helifted the head of the god and held it so that he could peer into the creature's pain-dulled eyes.
"If you can understand me," hetold it, "and if you're still capable of metamorphosis, we need you to
make yoursdf very small. We're here to help you, but we need you to do this so we can take you away
from here"

The three of them waited, watching the head. 1ts mouth flapped and its body writhed, but it did not
changesize.

"Well, that's our answer," Proteus said after nearly aminute. He walked toward the front of the room.
"Metis, you and | will deposit the men in the tunnd. Instruct Alakomeneus to keep them together and
away from the ledge. Y ou and he will have quite ajob herding them back to your room. Here, Nalassa,
hold our unfortunate friend.”

The naiad grimaced as he held the god out to her, but she forced hersdlf to grasp the long hair. Proteus
and Metis began transporting the mortals from the cage to the mouth of the tunnel. When the cage was
empty, Metismade hersdf smal again and Proteus lifted her up to join them.

"Takecarg, little sgter,” hetold her. "Well meet in your room."”

Nalassawas till holding the head of Oizys at arm'slength. He took it from her and turned his attention to
the door. Thelocking mechanism that had proven so difficult to Prometheus the night before presented
no problem whatsoever from the inside. Proteus dipped the bolt back and the door started to swing
inward. He pushed it closed and held it as he transformed himself into a perfect replica of Kronos, King
of the Gods.

Nalassa's eyeswidened. "My lord, you look—"
"This should make things smpler if we are seen,” he said. "Kronos has come to take you away."
She amiled broadly. "Y ou are clever.”

He let the door swing in, reveding a bedchamber. Upon the bed was stretched, still dressed in adark
chiton and without sheet or blanket, alimp, angular form that seemed to be composed primarily of arms
and legs.

Leaving Naassain the doorway, he crept across the room toward awindow. His phantom clothing had
been abandoned long ago, in another metamorphosis. He drew up cloud and formed it around himself, so
that now he was dressed as Kronos had been. Returning to the naiad, he took her by the elbow and led
her across the room. He carried Oizys againgt his side, away from the deeping god. They had dmost
reached the middle of the room when Thanatos began to stir.

Proteus pushed Nalassa gently forward, toward the next room. Thanatos twisted firgt to the right, then to
the left, and findly turned on his side, facing away from them.

Crossing the remainder of the room, Proteus rejoined the water nymph. Together they made their way
toward the outer corridor.

TWENTY-ONE

Asthey neared the chambers of lapetos and hisfamily, Proteus pressed Naassainto the darkness of an
acove and once again forced the head of Oizysinto her unwilling hand. Holding it by itsdirty, matted
hair, she looked up to find that it was no longer the King of the Gods who stood before her; instead she
beheld the bent, paunchy form of Momos.



Small, plump hands settled upon her shoulders, gently pressing her back farther into the shadows. "Wait
until | sgnd you," thegod said.

As she watched he continued down the hall toward the entrance to the gpartment, the regd, confident
movements of the Titan king replaced by the tottering gait and absentminded demeanor of the divinity he
now impersonated. His head was bent forward and he mumbled to himself.

He entered the gpartment and moved dowly across the main room. Staring at the floor and mumbling
softly, he seemed completely preoccupied. The atrium was deserted, and he walked in the direction of
Metissroom. Just as he was about to turn down the narrow corridor, he came face to face with Philyra.

Rubbing her deepy eyes, she dmost collided with him before becoming aware of his presence. She
stepped back with agtart. "Who— Oh, it's. . ."

The false Momos stepped closeto her. A plump hand closed over her mouth with startling suddenness
and an arm encircled her waist. Before she fully comprehended what was happening and began to
struggle, shefound hersdf being carried back down the hdll.

"Quiet," the god admonished her, carrying her through a doorway and into Metiss room. He et her
down and immediately resumed his own form.

"Proteud" she gasped. "What's going on? Y ou terrified me!”

With aquick glance around the room he assured himself that Metis had not yet returned. He turned back
to face Philyra. "Who's dready awake?' he asked.

She stared a him, trying to understand the question. "'Y ou mean in the whole gpartment? Metisisn't here,
asyou can see—"

"I mean lapetos and Klymene, and their children.”

"lapetos has gone to hunt. | heard him leaving some time ago. Klymeneis probably dressing. | don't
know about the others.”

Heled her back toward the door. "I have someone outside, in the corridor, that | want to bring here
without anyone seeing her. | want you to stand watch and signdl if anyone startsto come toward the
arium.”

"I'll try," she said. "But what's going on? Where have you been? Where's Metis?'

"I'll tell you later. Therés no time now." As he spoke he reassumed the form of Momos and pushed her
ahead of him out into the short hall, following as soon as she signded that no onewasin sight.

Proteus returned to the front door while she took up a position from which she could observe the
bedchambers of her sister and nephews. Opening the door, Proteus gestured to Nalassa, who ran
toward him. He directed her across the atrium and down the short inner corridor, so that within moments
the three of them stood in Metiss room, the door closed behind them.

Metis had sill not returned. Proteus settled into achair.

"What happened to you, you poor thing?" Philyraasked the naiad, who was trying to cover hersalf with
the remnants of her tunic. "How did you get—" Philyra stopped mid-sentence, for thefirst time noticing
the head of Oizys hanging by itshair from Naassas right hand. She recoiled in horror from the thing.



"I'd introduce our fourth member," Proteus said, "but | don't know hisname. . . and he'sin no condition
totdi us"

Philyrahad turned away and closed her eyes. After afew moments she said, "1 know him. That is Oizys,
one of the sons of Nyx. What has happened to him?”

"Of Nyx," Proteus said dowly. "Then heisthe brother of Thanatos.”

Philyranodded. "Won't you please tell mewhat thisisal about? Who is this nymph? What has happened
to Oizys?'

Proteustold hissister of the return of Alalkomeneus and the expedition through the tunnel of Ophion to
the secret room of Thanatos.

"But shouldn't Metis be back by now?" she asked when he had finished. " Perhaps you should go after
her, to be sure nothing has happened.”

"She's probably safer than we are. If she hasn't returned in alittie while, I'll go look for her. In the
meantime why don't you seeto Naassa. She's probably very hungry.”

Philyraturned to the naiad. "Oh, yes, I'm s0 sorry. Are you hungry? What would you like?"

"I'm afraid | can't even think about food right now,” Nalassa said softly. "If | could clean up ... if you
could find something for meto wesar ..."

"Of course, | should have thought of that immediately. I'll seeto it that you have abath. Come with me."
"Not that way," Proteus said. "No one must know she's here.”
Philyra consdered for amoment, then said, "We can go dong the gallery.”

Nalassaheld out Oizysto Proteus, then followed Philyra. They had to step over the innumerable boxes
and vases of Metiss herb garden. Asthey left, Proteus pulled a cushioned chair up closeto theonein
which he sat and tried to position Oizysin it. He had to arrange cushions around the head to keep it from
rolling over.

Settling back in his own chair, he stared thoughtfully at the bleary eyes and soundless mouth of his
companion. "The brother of Thanatos," he said softly, as much to himsdlf asto Oizys. "Y ou should be
abletotel apretty sory someday.”

The head's dull eyes gave no indication of the thoughts that might be passing through Oizyssbrain.

Proteus put hisfeet on afoot stool and leaned back in his chair. "I'm afraid my conversation won't be
very interesting just now," he continued. "I have much to occupy my mind. Y our brother will soon
discover that heismissng severd important things."

Meanwhile Naassa and Philyramade their way along the exterior gdlery, stopping to cautioudy peer in
open doors and windows before continuing past them. They walked only a short distance before coming
to alarge open hearth built upon the stone floor of the gallery. A doorway led into the medium-size room
that served asthe bath chamber of Klymene and her ssters.

The room was sparsely but luxurioudy decorated. A life-szelion's head, made of gold, protruded from
one of thewalls. A fountain, fed by acrystal-clear spring at the very peak of Mount Olympos, issued
from itsroaring mouth and fell into alarge sunken basin of marble. The continualy circulating water was



drained off through anumber of small openingsjust below the upper lip of the basin, or could be rerouted
through a spigot into anearby marble tub.

Philyrakindled afire on the gdlery hearth and set water to heet, then returned to the room and opened a
Spigot to let cold weter into the tub. It took a number of minutes for the water to heat sufficiently, but a
last the bath was ready and Philyra helped steady Nalassa as she stepped down into it.

Philyra sat on the stone steps beside the tub, talking as she scrubbed the naiad's back. The conversation
began with Nalassa's ordedl of the night before, but inevitably led to Proteus. Philyralearned with interest
that thiswas the nymph who had been with him during his prophetic seizure. The exact details of their
relationship interested her, but her sense of propriety kept her from inquiring too closdly.

"l owe him very much," Naassasad. "I'm very grateful to him."

Something in her voice made Philyra scrutinize her face. Sensing that she had more than a casud interest
in her brother, Philyradetermined to caution her tactfully.

"My brother isvery specid,” she began off-handedly. "I love him very much, of course—we al do—but
it isn't easy to understand him. He isthe eldest child of my father, and | am one of the youngest, 0|
suppose our ages have something to do with it. He's seen and experienced so much in hislife, more than
you or | can possibly imagine. Sometimeswhen | look at him, dl | can do iswonder what strange
thoughts he must think—how slly my own concerns must gppear to him."

Nalassa hung on each word the Okeanid spoke; at the same time she strove to concedl her intense
interest. "He does seem digtant, much of thetime.”

Philyralaughed softly. "Indeed he does. | think that his ability to look into the future must contributeto it.
It'snot alight burden to bear."

"But he doesn't redly seeinto the future. He told me that he never remembers after ..."

Philyralooked upward toward the high ceiling, closing her eyes as she sought out amemory. "I've heard
it said that he was not always so—that long ago, long before | was born, he was as lighthearted as
anyone. In those days he lived with my parentsin their palace at the edge of the world, surrounded by his
brothers and sisters. They say that in those days he was the most clear-sighted of prophets, that he never
spokein riddles and dways spoke truly. 1t was only much later, when hisvisons cameto himonly in
those terrible saizures of his, that he drew away from his family and began to roam the lonely ocean.”

The Okeanid smiled, shaking off the gloomy thought. "1've dways thought that he should marry, that
perhaps that would cure him of whatever it isthat makes him love solitude so much. But | doubt that will

ever happen.”
Na assa trembled to know why, but dared not ask.

"Oh, he's had many an opportunity,” Philyra continued lightly. "He has an eye for beauty, and the number
of nymphs and goddesses who have caught his eye must be innumerable—but none has ever kept his
interest. Many havefalen inlove with him, only to be burned by their own passions.”

"Has he never loved, then?" the naiad managed to ask.

"I don't know. Perhaps, perhaps not. It wouldn't matter in the end. The ocean depthswould call him
back. He wouldn't purposdly hurt her, you understand. Probably he wouldn't even redlize he was hurting
her."



Philyragtared at Naassa. The grime had been washed away, revealing her lovely complexion. Shewas
very beautiful, the Okeanid realized; and probably aready hdf in love with Proteus.

"It'sjust not in his natureto love, | guess,” she concluded, a note of sadnessin her voice.

She helped Ndassa out of the tub, dried her, and brought her aloose robe. She started to lead her back
out to the gdlery, but changed her mind.

"Thisisslly. Wait here." She disgppeared through another door, returning afew moments later. "Therée's
no one about. Comethisway."

By acircuitous route sheled her to her own room, which, though smal, was nest and tastefully
decorated. Sdlecting addicately woven pink fabric, she brought it to the naiad.

"| think thiswill do just fine," she said, beginning to help her adjust the peplosinto the most fashionable
folds. "There. Now st hereand I'll do your hair."

Before doing as she was directed, Na assa paused to admire herself in the full-length mirror that stood
againg onewal. "The splendor of Olymposisamost overwheming,” she said as she turned from sideto
sde. "I've never seen such awonderful mirror. To be able to see yoursdlf dl a onetimeisitsef ajoy, but
theworkmanshipis—"

They were startled asthe door to the room opened. It was Metis. " Proteus sent me to hurry you along,”
the child said.

One of the brooches that fastened Nalassa's peplos had come loose and she was trying to refagtenit.
"Oh, I've stuck mysdlf," she cried, holding up her wounded finger. Ichor oozed from asmall gouge. Metis
came close to her and leaned down to examine the wound.

Philyra handed the naiad asmall white kerchief to wrap about her finger. "We're dmost done. | only have
to arrange her hair," Philyratold her aster. " Sit down, Naassa, and I'll soon have you coiffured for the
occason.”

Philyrastood behind her, and Metisto one side. After aminute or two Metissaid, "It's odd you can't
change shapes. Why isthat?"

"I don't know," Nalassa answered easily. "None of my sisters can. Most naiads can't.”

"Doesit affect you in other ways?" the child continued, trying to make the question seem likeidle
curiosity. "If you hurt yoursef—if arock crushed your foot, for instance— would your foot just grow
back asit had been?'

"I've never been so unfortunate as to have such a serious accident, but I'm certain it would."
"All done," Philyraannounced. "Comelook at yoursdlf inthemirror.”

Thenaiad laid aside her kerchief as sheroseto follow Philyra. Metis picked it up and examined it
hurriedly. A light pink stain discolored the materid.

"I look lovely!" Naassa exclaimed as she stared at her reflection.

The child glanced across the room at Naassa, then back at the kerchief. Pulling afibulafree from her
chiton, she ddiberately punctured her own finger with its sharp point and squeezed out asingle drop of
clear, honey-thick fluid. A shiver ran through her. Her own ichor was completely transparent, without a



hint of color; that of the dead nymph in the laboratory of Thanatos had been pink—Iike Nalassa's, though
darker in shade.

"You certainly arelovely," Philyrawas saying. "But wed better hasten back to my brother now. Come
on, Metis" Sheleft them momentarily to be certain no one would see them if they took the route she
intended, then led them back to Metiss room.

The child goddess followed dowly, sunk in thought. That tinge of color—so suggestive of the red blood
of mortal animals—wasit an indication of mortality?

"Y ou took long enough,” Proteus said gruffly asthey entered.
"Perhgps so," Philyraanswered, "but don't you think it wasworth it? Look at Nalassa."

He barely glanced in the naiad's direction. "Please come here. Things have become even more pressing
than before.”

As Philyra approached she became aware of the nearly two dozen men who crowded around the
entrance to the small holein thewall. Alalkomeneus stood just outside the opening, directing them asthey
came out of the tunnel to procure nuts or dices of fruit, then returned to the tunnel to eat.

"Has everyone dse | eft the gpartment?' Proteus asked.

"They seem to have al gone down to bregkfast.”

"Good. We have to decide somethings very quickly; if we don't, eventswill decidefor us."
"What about her?' Metis asked, gesturing toward Nalassa.

"She knows I'm here, and has as much to lose as we do.

She might aswell know everything." He turned toward the naiad. "No one outside this room knows of
my presence on Olympos, and it is very important that no one eselearn of it. Lord Kronosis plotting to
depose both our father, Lord Okeanos, and Lord Nereus, the husband of our sister, Queen Doris. The
gtuationisvery grave. Our little expedition this morning has complicated matters greatly, and we haveto
try to find some way to savage the Stuation.”

"Brother," Philyrainterrupted, "Lord Kronosis expecting me for bregkfast. | dare not keep him waiting.”
"Can you stay afew minuteslonger?I'll try to makethisasbrief as| can.”
She shrugged. "No time was specified, but breakfast must have begun by now."

"Thanatosisaminion of Kronos," Proteus continued. "We know that. The thingswe found in hislocked
room would not be tolerated were they not there by Kronos's expressed consent. A dead nymph, a
decapitated god, a kidnapped nymph—Kronos would not want the other gods to know about them.
Now the secret isno longer a secret. The nymph has been rescued, the head of Oizys has been carried

away.

"When Thanatos awakens, if he hasn't awakened dready, he will inform Kronos. Kronoswill fedl
threatened and do everything within his power to prevent his secret from being reveadled. Nalassawill be
hunted. The little godlike mortals disgppeared from the room, too, and that implicates Metis, who is
known to have an interest in them. Thisroom will be the first searched. Metiswill be closely questioned.”

"Then she and Nalassawill haveto leave Olympos,” Philyrasaid.



"If they haveto leave, then you do too,” Proteus said. "And it wouldn't end there. Klymene and her
children would be in danger, too, because Kronos will presume that Metis shares her secrets with those
closeto her. It may cometo that; if so, then so beit. But it would be better to try first to smooth things
over if we can. Remember, you and Metis and Klymene are al daughters of Okeanos; if you leave
Olympos now—carrying Kronos's secrets with you back to our father— you could make it impossible
for Kronos to abandon his plot. He might very well fedd compelled to act, even before the wedding of
Eurybieand Crios."

"What do you suggest, then?" Philyra asked.

"Nalassa might have escaped by herself. Her bonds were tight and well tied, but Thanatos can't be
certain she couldn't free hersdf.”

"But what about the men?' Metis asked. "She couldn't have carried dl of them away by herself. And
therédsQizys. . ."

"The cage door was | eft open. The doorsto Thanatos's bedroom and from the apartment to the outer
corridor were left dightly gar. | saw to that, to distract Thanatos from Ophion'stunnd.”

"Then you want Thanatosto think | freed mysdlf,” Nalassasaid, "that | opened the cage for the mortas
and let them escape the apartment?”

Proteus nodded. "And that you carried away the head of Oizys. Y ou're a compassionate femae who
would never leave them to the tortures Thanatos obvioudly intended. It stretches credulity more than abit
that the mortal's could have disappeared without atrace, but it's far more likely that you escaped aone
than that someone crept past Thanatos while he dept and managed to open the lock on that door from
the outsde.”

"| till don't seewhat you're getting at,” Philyrasaid.

"It'sthis. Kronos doesn't really care about Nalassa or Metis or the mortals. Hisinterest isin keeping
secret the work of Thanatos. It would greetly embarrass him if the other gods, particularly the Titans,
wereto learn of it. It might hamper hisplot against our father—though we can't trust in that outcome,
unfortunately. The existence of that room must be kept a secret, and that is Kronoss main concern. If he
thinks his secret safe, then were safe”

"But how can we make him think that?' Nalassa asked.

"Y ou can do it, with your words and actions. Y ou have only two choices—to fleg, or stay here openly. If
you hide here, you'll befound. Y ou can't conced yoursdf in adifferent form, as Metisor Philyramight do
temporarily. If you flee, Kronos will search across the face of the earth for you. But if you stay here
openly—in plain Sght of the other gods—and make it clear that Kronos has nothing to fear from you, he

may leaveyou in peace.”
Nalassa consdered for afew moments. "That does make sense, inaway. Still—"

"I'm afraid it'sour only chance. Metis can only avoid suspicion if you are here to convince Kronos that
you acted dlone.”

"I've caused so much trouble," the naiad said. "I'm very sorry. Of course I'll do anything | canto help.”
"Canyou do it convincingly?' Proteus demanded.

"l—I think 90. Yes, | willl"



"Good. Then what | want you to do now is go egt breakfast. Philyra can lead you, but you must be
careful that the two of you aren't seen together. At breakfast, while dl the other gods are nearby, let
Kronos and Thanatos see you. Act as though you arrived on Olympos during the night, didn't want to
wake anyone, found an empty room to deep in. Whatever you do, don't let Kronos or Thanatos get you
out of sght of the other gods. Aslong asyou'rein public, you should be safe. Everything you say and do
should carry the unspoken message that aslong as Kronos leaves you adone you will remain slent. Do
you think you can do that?"

Na assa nodded.
"I don't likeit," Philyrasad. "I don't think it will work."
"Have you abetter idea, sster?’

"But what if it doesn't work? All the gods knew Aigaion was here, and that didn't stop Kronosfrom
making aprisoner of him. She can't avoid being done at some point if she says.”

Proteus was slent for amoment. Then he said, "I won't let anything happen to her. If it comesto that, I'll
rescue her again and take her away from Olympos—even if it meansreveding my presence here and
abandoning my misson.”

Philyra considered his statement, then said, "'l guessit'sworth atry." Shedid not sound enthusiastic.

"Good. You're dready late for your breakfast engagement. Take Naassawith you, to show her the way.
But remember, don't let anyone see you together. Metisand | till have alot to discuss. We haveto find
someplace to safely hide Oizys and the mortas.”

Metiswaited until her sster and the naiad had |eft the room, then said, "Brother, you haven't been candid
with them."

Proteuss eyebrowsrose. "Redly, Metis?'

She nodded, looking very serious. "Y ou don't redly think Kronoswill let her stay here on Olympos
unmolested. Y ou and | have both seen that room.”

"Itisagamble.

“It's adesperate gamble to buy time," Metis continued. "When she falsinto Kronoss hands—unless
she's an excdllent lia—he will force the whole story out of her. And then Kronoswill know you are here,
and you will havefailed.”

"We have no good optionsin this situation. Perhaps she will manage to keep him at bay long enough for
meto find Aigaion, or maybe shell turn out to be agrest littleliar. | redly don't see anything esewe can
do."

TWENTY-TWO

Most of the ground floor of the palace was given over to the great hall of Olympoas, in which were held
the council meetings of the gods and over which presided the massve ivory throne of Kronos. Opposite
the throne, at the other end of the hall, enormous golden doors opened onto awide portico. Beyond the
portico began a series of terraces, the nearest of which had been turned into a broad, grassy patio.

It was here, beneath the golden sun or silver moon, that the gods partook of their formal medls,
surrounded by blooming flowers and festooning garden shrubs. Farther away and continuing to the very



edge of the precipitous cliffs that ringed the mountaintop, began the orchards of Olympos, wherethe
gods grew fruit and nuts of divine proportions. Springs of red nectar bubbled up from deep within the
mountain to irrigate the god-s ze trees and bushes.

Near the portico but off to one side, partially encircled by abower of myrtle, the Lord of the Titans sat in
ahigh-backed armchair, agolden, three-legged tabte-sWithin easy reach of his right hand. Queen Rhea
sat besde himin asmdler chair. She had bardly touched her food and spoken no more than a half-dozen
words. Occasionaly she glanced at her husband, but he seemed to have no need of conversation. One
hand resting on his goblet, he surveyed his subjects.

The patio was now a hubbub of divine noise and motion. All acrossit other high-backed chairsand
three-legged tables had been pulled together in larger or smaller circles. Lesser gods and goddesses
brought baskets of freshly collected fruit and nuts from the orchard, or carried huge jars of nectar
balanced on their shoulders asthey returned from one of the springs. Immortal children scurried abot,
serving as cupbearers or atendants.

AsKronoswatched, his brother Hyperion returned from his morning hunt, gliding down out of the sky.
He folded his magnificent wings and reabsorbed them into his body as he strode forward, his
shoulder-length blond hair swaying with each step and hislong, dender spear swinging lightly in hishand.
Walking directly toward the open hearth near the middle of the patio, he dung from his shoulder and
handed to Koios—who was presiding as roastmaster—a dender rope from which dangled more than a
dozen red deer.

Eurybie was wending her way among the tables, tossing flippant greetings to those she passed. She
caught Kronos's eyes and began to make her way toward him.

"Good morning, my lord,” she said as she reached the bower. "Good morning, Lady Rhea. | see I'm not
late, after al.” She nodded toward the barely touched platters beside each of them.

Kronos frowned ever so dightly. Rheasmiled siffly.

"May | join you?' Eurybie asked, looking about for an attendant before either could answer. She spotted
ayoung god and signaled him to bring table and chair.

Rheabegan to tir. "Tel him not to bother," she said, risng. "'I'm not hungry. Y ou may have my place.”
Kronosdid not even look up at hiswife.

"What ashame," Eurybie said, examining Rhed's plate more carefully. "The food looks wonderful this
morning. Or perhgpsI'm just very hungry.”

Eurybie waited until Rhea entered the portico, then dipped into the vacated chair. Shesgnaled an
attendant.

"Good morning, Lady Eurybie" the boy said. "What may | bring you?'

"Takethese away fird," she said, motioning disdainfully toward the food and drink Rhea had left. "What
meats are we having? | just saw Hyperion bring red deer."

"Yes, my lady, but it'll be ashort while before any isready. We gtill have alittle of the aurochs lapetos
killed. Everyone saysit's very good. There's some chamoais, too, if it'snot al gone.”

She stroked his cheek affectionately. "Do your best for me, my young fellow; alittle of thisand alittle of
thet."



Asthefirst boy left, asecond arrived, placing afresh goblet beside her and filling it from aflagon. Eurybie
took along, dow drink, then turned her attention back to Kronos.

"I must say," shetold him, "you don't look very well thismorning.”

Heglared a her. "I don't fed al that well. | didn't deep half the night.”

"l dwaysdeep well. Very soundly. Nothing ever troubles me.”

"Sometimes, Eurybie, | think you have no insdes at al— that you're nothing but ahollow shell.”
Shelaughed softly. "If you're determined to offend me, at least wait until I've finished my med."

She looked up to find the Muse Thalia setting abasket of fruit and nuts on the table beside her. "Thank
you, dear, By theway, isit true the Hesperides are going to sing this morning—have | missed it? lan't that
rather risky, with al the empty somachs?'

Thaiagrinned back maicioudy. "Singing iswhét they say they're going to do!" she said as she turned
away to continue on to another table.

Before Eurybie could begin on the basket, the boy returned with ahegping platter for her. She thanked
him with awide smile and began to eat heartily. After afew minutes she looked over at Kronos, who
was gill staring out over the assemblage of gods. ™Y ou're ignoring deliciousfood,” she said, <till chewing.
"Good food is more important than any of them.”

"I'm respongiblefor dl of this" Kronos said softly, till not looking at her.
"Whet did you say?'

Hiscold gray eyesturned dowly to appraise her. "I said that | am responsible for what you see here. For
the very food in your mouth. Had | not done the things | have done, you would be breakfasting on raw
fish and seaweed.”

Eurybie swalowed, then laughed. ™Y ou certainly did deep poorly!”

His eyesturned back toward the other gods. "I brought all of thisto the gods—by the strength of my
arms and the swiftness of my brain.”

Eurybie sarted to giggle. She followed his gaze. Gold and slver dlittered al acrossthe patio inthe
brilliant, pure rays of the morning sun.

"None of thiswould exist without me. Everything you see on Olymposis the result of my work—the child
of my mind if not of my arm. I've given it dl to them—and yet they oppose me. . . . Must it dways come
back to bruteforce? | should have their loydty, their gratitude. | led them to thislife of ease and plenty.

His tone had become musing, and Eurybie began to eat again. "Those things don't redly exist,” shesad
after aminute or two.” Loyaty and gratitude are just ideasin your head, that you haven't been ableto
makered yet."

He shrugged. "Perhaps s0."
"What you redly want,” she sad, "isfor them to love you."
Hefaced her. "Why shouldn't they love me? Haven't | done everything for them?”



"That will only get you envy and hate." She cracked alarge nut and began to pick out its meet with her
fingers. For some time she had been searching for away to distract Kronos from hisincreasingly irksome
topic of conversation. Now she saw Naassa standing on the steps |eading down from the portico to the

patio.
"Who'sthat?' she asked.
K'ronos shrugged.

"I've never seen her before," Eurybie continued. "Shelooks abit lost, don't you think? Shall | invite her
over? She might be the bresth of fresh air you need.”

Kronoswas|ooking at the nymph now, becoming increasingly aware of her physical charm. Still he
hesitated. "I'm waiting for someoneto join me."

"What doesthat matter? Who isit, mae or femae?'
"Philyra, the Okeanid."

Eurybie smiled, remembering his remarks of the night before. "Oh, yes, the one you were so anxiousto
learn about. Sill, two young nymphs are better than one. I'll snare thisonefor you.”

Before he could object, she had |eft her place and gone to the naiad. Philyra had sent Nalassa on ahead
of her, and Nalassawas till stlanding on the steps, trying to find afriendly face before venturing farther.
She smiled as Eurybie gpproached her.

"Areyou looking for someone to breakfast with?" Eurybie asked.
"Wdl . ..wdl, yes inaway. I'mafrad | don't—"
"Look no further. Comeright thisway." Eurybietook her by thearm.

Na assa smiled back, but no sooner had they taken afew short steps than she found hersdlf looking into
the face of the King of the Gods. Her heart sank. Eurybi€'sinvitation could have only asingle
interpretation. Kronos knew her as the nymph who had escaped from Thanatos—who knew the secret
of Thanatossroom. She fought to conced her inner turmoail.

Attendants brought table and chair, while others scampered off to procure food and drink for the newest
arrival. Within moments Nalassafound hersalf settled between Kronos and Eurybie.

"It'sdways good to see anew face on Olympos," Eurybie said. "Especidly aface aslovely asyours. She
islovely, isshenot, Lord Kronos?'

"Indeed sheislov— There sheid" Kronos said as he spotted Philyra coming down the steps from the
portico. "Pardon me." He had aready risen and now edged his way around the two goddessesto go to
meet Philyra. Taking her by the hand, he brought her back toward the bower. Once again attendants
were called, so that soon Philyratook her place as near,as possible to Kronos on one side, while
Nalassa and Eurybie sat on the other.

"I'm afraid | overdept,” Philyrasaid. "I hope | haven't kept you waiting." She looked around the table and
caught Nalassa's eyes, without being able to gain any clue to the situation.

Thefood began to arrive and Kronos to engage her in trivial conversation, leaning toward her, his hand
ettling on her with unnerving frequency. Meanwhile Eurybie kept Nalassataking. Philyrafound herself



trying to listen to them while listening to Kronos and fending off his advances.
"| arrived in the middle of the night, with no oneto greet me," Naassawas saying.
Nalassa's eyes flashed to Kronoss face to see if he was listening. His face betrayed no hint of interest.

The med continued, neither the Okeanid nor the naiad redlly tasting her food. Philyrafound herself
incgpable of following both conversations, nodding her head and making affable, agreeing noisesto
whatever it wasthat Kronos wastelling her.

"Good," hesad, "youll find it well worth the visit. Thereisnot another likeit intheworld.”
Philyralooked up, startled. "I'm sorry. What did you say?"

He amiled. "Just that you won't be sorry you accepted my invitation.”

“Invitation?"

"Look," Eurybie sad, interrupting. "The Hesperides are going to sing.”

Four beautiful maidens had walked to an open spot on the grass. The various attendants stood in clusters
to watch and listen.

"They'reredly quite good," Eurybie continued to Nalassa, "'but they have to compete with the Muses
and... well, no one can compete with them. They know that, of course, and . . . theré'sno love lost
between the two families, | cantdl you." Eurybie laughed gally.

"What invitation?" Philyrawhispered as the goddesses began to sing. "My mind must have wandered
whileyou weretaking."

"| want to show you my garden. Y ou've agreed to come."

"lan't thisyour garden?’

He shook his head. "1 mean my private garden, atop the palace. Not everyone getsto seeit.”
"But my lord—"

"Shh!" Eurybie admonished them.

Philyrafdl into silence as the Hesperides began to perform. The four ssters sang alilting balad,
accompanying it with a pantomime dance that managed to maintain beauty and dignity whileillustrating
the song. The entire assemblage listened in silence until the last note and movement had been completed,
then gpplauded and cheered loudly.

"Wel!" Eurybie exclamed. "They've certainly improved. Did you redly kill such amongter?' she asked
Kronos, who had been the subject of the composition.

He hesitated, then said, "I make it apoint never to cast doubt on alady's veracity.”

Thalia, the Muse, was going back to work, but Eurybie waved her over to their table. "We were very
unkind to them," she said as the maiden drew near. "If they keep practicing, you'll have some very strong
competition.”

Thdiadrew hersdf up to her full height, momentarily losing her norma good humor. "Aslong asit's taken



for them to become this good, we won't have to worry for quite sometime.” She turned and walked
quickly away.

Philyrareturned to the interrupted matter of Kronossinvitation. "I'm sorry, my lord, but | seemed to have
agreed to something without redlizing | was doing so. When would you like meto visit your garden?!

"After bregkfast. In afew minutes."

She shook her head. "Oh, I'm sorry, but | redly cant. | told my sister Klymene that | would work with
her thismorning. She hasagreat dedl of fabric that must be dyed and—"

"I'm sure she can make do without you for an hour or two," he answered firmly. "Well leave as soon as
you finish eating." Helaid his hand upon her thigh.

Philyracast ahopelesslook at Nalassa.

"Lord Kronosis going to show you his private garden?' she asked ingenuoudy. "1 do hope | may be
privileged to seeit while here on Olympos." She had momentarily forgotten Proteuss admonition to stay
in Sght of the other gods.

Kronos started to answer, but Eurybie spoke before him. "I'll seeto it that you do. But | wasthinking

that after wefinish eating | ought to give you atour of the paace mysdf. The garden, at least inasense, is
the most impressive of dl the sights here. Lord Kronos has been kind enough to take me there many
times, and | never tire of it." She shot alook laden with amused irony at him. "But to seeit first would
spail al the other sights. Let Philyra go with Kronos now, while | serve asyour guide to the rest of

Olympos.”
"But it would be niceto make aparty of it," Philyrasaid, "the four of us—"

She stopped mid-sentence. Thanatos was gpproaching them, rubbing deep from his eyes and brushing
back hishair. He came up to the group and bowed his head toward the King of the Gods.

"Good morning, Lord Kronos. Lady Eurybie, Lady—" He froze as his eyesfell upon Naassa. His brow
knit in adeep frown. His eyes darted upward, toward his suite of rooms on the topmost floor, then back
tothenaiad.

"Yes, yes, good morning, if you ingst," Kronossad crosdly. "If you have anything elseto say, then by dl
means say it and get it done. Otherwise go away."

Thanatos began to stammer. "L-I-lord Kr-Kronos—" His eyes now darted back and forth between his
king and Nalassa.

Kronos passed a hand across hisface, gently nibbing hiseyes. "I'm losing what little patience | have for
you. Say what you want!"

Thanatos stopped trying to talk. He turned and stared directly into Naassa's face, scrutinizing every
detail of it. Then heturned back to Kronos. "Pa-pa-pardon me, I-I-I'vejust remembered..." He backed
rapidly away, turned, and ran up the steps and across the portico toward the inner stairway.

Kronos shook his head dowly. "Shall we go now?" he asked Philyra as he rose and extended a hand
toward her. He bowed toward the other goddesses, then dipping an arm about Philyraswaist, led her
toward the palace.

They had only taken afew steps when Kronos glimpsed Crios sitting by himsdlf off to one sde. He



excused himsdlf momentarily and went to him.

"Brother," hetold the Titan, "I've decided that you and Koios and | have been taking lifetoo easy. The
three of us shal hunt the evening medl. Tell 1apetos and Hyperion not to bother today, and Koios that
you and he are to meet me here this afternoon. Dressfor thetrail and bring your weapons.”

Kronosregjoined Philyraand led her ingde. Behind him an ashen-faced Crios watched him leave. Sowly
he lowered himsdlf back into his seat. He was no longer hungry, and the food aready eaten turned heavy
ingdehim.

What was Kronos planning? he wondered.
TWENTY-THREE

AsLady Rhea, Queen of the Gods, |eft her husband on the patio terrace of Olympos and climbed the
sairstoward the portico that led into the palace, she became aware of the dull wearinessthat had
descended upon her. Her overwheming passions of the night before had consumed themsealves through
their own intengity, leaving her incapable of pain or grief. Even Eurybie's sudied callousness could not
find asingle ember that could be stirred into renewed life. Her emotiona exhaustion had now been
trandated into physical fatigue.

Bardy thinking, |etting her feet find the way, she entered the great hall and headed toward the far side,
where adoorway would lead to one of the many staircases within the palace. She was negtly and
tastefully dressed in an dmost unadorned peplos, alight vell covering her head. Her eyestook in the
familiar surroundings of the huge room without really seeing them; the gold and silver and preciousjewels
that gleamed and sparkled from every direction seemed as distant and as dimly perceived as stars viewed
through the haze of afoggy night.

Now she became aware that her feet had stopped walking and that, for some moments at |east, she had
been standing directly in front of the enormous throne, staring sghtlesdy up at the imposing mass of
carved ivory upon its plinth of gold. Shaped in interlocking segments, the tusks of ten thousand
mammoths came together so perfectly that not a single seam could be discerned. Like an ivory mountain
the throne loomed over everything.

She stared up at it, asthough seeing it for thefirst time. A trickle of memory brought long-forgotten
images of herself and her lord. She saw him as he had looked during their courtship, when his entire being
seemed wrapped in grandeur and marvel, when the promise of the future gleamed from his deep eyes
and smiling lips. She remembered their wedding, when he stood beside her before their brothers and
sgers. All around them the valey lay carpeted in thickly strewn flowers. She remembered, too, the bed
of pansesto which her new husband had carried her.

Her hands clenched as she remembered another scene, more recent. She had cometo him at night,
blushing despite their long years of marriage, her lips unable to conced the pride and sdf-satisfaction she
felt. Looking into his eyes, she sought areflection of her own proud jubilance as she told him that shewas
with child, with hischild.

Instead she met aface that grew pale and stony, eyesthat grew fierce in outrage. For centuries she had
thought herself barren, had yearned to give him ason. Her smile froze on her lips, unable to keep pace
with her emotions.

She turned suddenly away from the throne now.

Sobbing, Rhearushed from the great hall, pulling her veil across her face to shield it from view. She



climbed the stairs so rapidly that more than once she had to cling to the railing when her foot dipped. Her
suppressed emotions rushed up within her at each step. Other scenes, scenes she had not alowed hersdlf
to remember, flooded her mind.

Her chambers occupied the entire floor of the palace directly below that of her husband. In order to
reach it she had to climb eight flights of steep stairs. Normally she would have gone dowly, possibly
stopping briefly on one of the landings. Today she rushed dl the way without even amomentary pause,
so that when she reached her room, she was completely out of breath and her sobs camein broken
wheezes.

She threw open the door to the room that, for practical purposes, served as her sole dwelling. AH of the
other rooms on the floor remained empty, or nearly so. She had no need of them. Immaculately neet and
sparsely furnished, the smal chamber— little bigger than a cell—was more than adequate for her needs.
She had long sincetired of the wealthy splendor Kronos had once showered upon her.

Running across the room, she threw hersalf down on her bed. Weeping uncontrollably, her body
thrashed back and forth and her smdll fists pounded againgt the thin mattress.

In time her body refused to cry any longer. She sat up, wiping her eyes. Grief and hatred possessed her
dternately. The bareness of her room seemed to symbolize the barrenness of her life. Lady Rhea, Queen
of the Gods—she had nothing, nothing that mattered to her.

After awhile she rose and began to pace the room, her hands twisting together. Had he always been that
way? Had she only been blind to it in the beginning? Or had that awful throne—all that the throne stood
for—coaxed and corrupted him?

She cameto an abrupt halt. And what of her, who had alowed him to impose his awful will upon her,
who had alowed him to make her his partner, his conspirator in this hideous crime? Why had she not
rebelled, no matter the penalty, no matter the hopel essness of her position? Why had she not fled to the
farthest reaches of the earth? Had she not been seduced, corrupted by that same throne, by al it
symbolized in wedlth and power and prestige to the goddess who shared it with him?

Shefelt amovement within her body and her hands moved to gently clutch her abdomen. Her child—her
child within her, moving! So tiny in comparison to her fully grown body, so tiny and helpless. . . . She
could fed it moving, moving vigoroudy now, and that meant that the day of its birth was fast gpproaching.
It would be sooner than she had guessed, perhaps very soon. And then she would haveto bring it to her
lord, hand it to Kronos. What would he do with it? What thing too horrible for him to admit would
happen to this child, asit had to her others?

"My child, my child!" she cried, her voice raw and shrill. "What must | do to save you? By the Earth and
sarry Heaven, what must | do?!

Hewasinvulnerable; there was absolutely nothing she could do againgt him. Even revedling hiscrimeto
the other gods would probably have no effect—except to earn her perpetual banishment inthe
never-ending darkness of Tartaros.

They would sympathize, they would be horrified; but they would do nothing to oppose him. She could
flee, but eventualy he would find her and the child.

Holding her abdomen and gently rocking hersdf from sdeto Side, she began to sing alullaby to her
unborn infant.

She had now wandered toward the one window of the room. It looked down over the broad terraces



below, and she had aclear view of the patio. Kronos was sill there, accompanied by three goddesses
rather than the one she had left him with. Curious, she drew closer to the window, watching for some
time as her husband betrayed hisinterest in one of the goddesses through the innumerablelittle
mannerisms she knew so well.

Who was the goddess he found so interesting today? Rhea had seen her before, but could not remember
her name. Now Kronoswasrising, helping her to her feet. They were leaving together.

She drew away from the window. Where would he take her? she wondered. To the garden atop the
palace, probably; he often took his new conqueststhere.

Sheredized, with surprise, that she felt no jealousy. Last night, when she had interrupted him with
Eurybie, she could not have said that. But now she fdlt nothing.

Can you be jealous without being in love? she wondered. Perhaps the last shards of her love had findly
died. Shetried to decide exactly what she did fed, if not jealousy.

Her hands were trembling. While her heart—her mother's heart—was being torn gpart, he could think of
nothing but trividities, and that was exactly what the young goddesswas. A trividity without any
sgnificance beyond the next hour, anew toy for the husband responsiblefor al her anguish.

She screamed, along, piercing wail, and turned to pound her fists againgt the limestone wall. Why should
he have histrivid little pleasure while she had nothing? She was hiswife, his queen! Spinning around, she
walked determinedly toward the door, intent upon accosting him and the young goddess.

Almost immediately, though, her steps halted. Very dowly she turned and walked back toward the
window. Again she stared downward, not toward the patio but across the broad world below Olympos.

She would gain nothing by creating a scene with her husband. Only one thing mattered now—the child
within her. A sudden resolve took hold of her. Stepping back from the window, sheloosed her peplos
and let it dip to thefloor. Transforming hersdlf into adove, sheflitted out the window, across the many
terraces, and then downward from the mountain.

Timbered hills and jagged peaks swept by beneath her as she flew directly south, traveling far faster than
any true bird. Small white wings concealing Titanic power begat incessantly, sending her darting acrossthe

y.

At last the twin peaks of Mount Parnassos rose ahead of her. Beyond it the sunlight glinted from the
Corinthian Gulf, and till farther away, from the turquoise waters of the Mediterranean. Alightingon a
steep dope, she reassumed her natural form and quickly caused phantom garments made of mist to
clothe her bodly.

All around her was solitude and most absolute silence, as though nature held itsdf in abeyance, listening.
A pleasant moistness clung to the air, and as she started to descend, the soft sounds of her feet echoed
back from the rocks. Many narrow gorges cut the face of the mountain; mist eddied within them like
ghodlly rivers.

As she reached the cliff she sought, afigure stirred nearby, rising from the rock shadows and coming
toward her. 1t was the nymph Daphnis, who spent her life in pleasant solitude attending the sacred place
the gods called the center of the world. She came forward, smiling as she recognized the Titaness.

"Lady Rhea," she said, bowing her head dightly. "It isvery good to see you again, after so long. How
may | serveyou?'



Drawing a phantom veil across her face, Rheareplied, "l wish to speak with my mother.”
"Shal | withdraw, that you may be done?"

Rhea nodded, and the nymph turned and walked some distance down the mountainside. They had
awakened alone bird somewhere below; it began to sing, itsvoice ringing out in the tillness.

The Titaness gpproached the gaping cleft that in later years would be the focus of the shrine of Delphi. At
the very edge of the crevice she dropped to her knees and bent forward, pounding her hands against the
ground.

"Mother! Mother, help mel" she cried.

Again and again she pounded her hands against the ground, calling up Gaia, the earth, mother of dl. She
began to weep again, so that her eyes started to sting.

"Help me, Gaia. Mother! Mother! What shal | do?!

A migt began to rise from the cleft, at first tenuous, but growing thicker. Rheadrew hersalf up, her senses
reding.

"Must thisbe? Tell me, Gaia—oh, please tell me—isthere nothing | can do to save my baby—my
unborn baby, who has done no crime but to be sired by a hateful father?

A shapetook formin the mist. Troubled, tender eyes|ooked down upon the Queen of the Gods. Soft,
meaterna lips smiled reassuringly.

"Tel me—tell mewhat | must do, Mother," Rheacried, reaching out toward the image. Tearsflowed
down her cheeks.

Now there were tearsin the eyes of the image too. A hand reached toward Rhea, settled softly on her
forehead. The Titaness sank forward on the ground, unconscious at the touch.

As unconsciousness claimed her, Rheafound peace. A soothing voice seemed to be whispering in her
ear. Before her eyes came visons of startling clarity. A vast panorama swept before her, rushing by like
the waters of a swift-moving stream. For more than an hour she lay unconscious at the edge of the gaping
chasm, and during that time the future of the world was revealed to her.

When findly she cameto her senses again, she arose anew person. All her fears and anguish were gone.
Her entire appearance radiated serenity. Straightening her hair and clothing, she moved away from the

opening.
Daphnis had been watching from a distance and now came toward her. "May | assst you now, my lady?
| hope you have learned al you desired to learn.”

"Yes, | have." Rhed's smile proclaimed the inner peace that had come upon her. She turned to leave, but
before she had taken a half-dozen steps, the sound of footsteps drew both her attention and Daphnissto
the approach of athird party.

Themis, Rhed's Titaness sster, was waking dowly up the dope toward them. As she saw Rhea her eyes
darted about in embarrassed confusion.

"Good morning, sster,” Rheasaid as she drew near. "l see that more than one of usistroubled this
morning.”



Themis, who had once been the wife of |apetos, averted her eyes.
Rheatouched her arm gently. "May our mother help you, as she has helped me."

Turning, the Queen of the Gods began to walk back up the mountain, leaving her Sster in the privacy she
obvioudy desired.

TWENTY-FOUR

A separate staircase, accessible only from within the persona chambers of Kronos, led to the rooftop
garden above the palace of Olympos. Something very close to panic swept through Philyraas Kronos
led her up thisfind flight of Sairs.

Since yesterday morning, when the Lord of the Titans seemed to notice her for thefirst time, she had
spent much of her timefretting over the coming breakfast engagement. His reputation had |eft little doubt
concerning the motive behind his sudden interest. She had feared just such adevelopment asthis, that he
would maneuver her to a.secluded rendezvous and force her to openly rebuke his advances.

She dreaded the coming confrontation. In the three months she had lived on Olympos, she had cometo
sense the amosphere of tension that surrounded the king. She feared him for his physicd strength and
power, and for the eccentric swings of temper that were only aluded to in the most veiled ways. That he
might try to take her by force was very unlikely. The true danger lay in offending him and thereby inciting
hisenmity against her and her Ssters. She realized this more than ever now, after dl that Proteus had told
her.

The staircase ended in alittle, roofed enclosure. From there Kronosled her out into the garden.

"These are the true riches of theworld," he said, waving his arm toward the wonderland of color and
fragrance that suddenly surrounded them. "They have been brought from the farthest corners of the
eath.”

Philyracame to an abrupt hat, staring at the beauty that sprouted and blossomed on every side. Despite
her high pitch of nervous anxiety, she recognized the truly stunning splendor that had been achieved here;
at the same time she saw an excuse to avoid close contact with her escort.

Sheran forward, gasping in amazement at the enormous plants. Liliesand lilacs, towering ferns, gardenias
and geraniums, roses of every variety—carefully cultivated and irrigated with nectar, they grew toasize
and resplendence never seen beow Olympos. The combined smell seemed dmost intoxicating inits
headiness.

"Comethisway," hetold her, taking her trembling hand. She followed him down anarrow, twisting path,
pausing every few steps as he pointed out each new growth they passed. Each time they stopped, she
pulled her hand free from his, but he aways reclaimed it to lead her ong.

"I come hereto think,” he said. "The quiet and solitude, surrounded by dl this beauty, relaxesme.”
"I don't know how it would be possibleto think here," she said. "The eyes and nose are too dazzled.”

He studied her ddlicate beauty, trying to determineif her admission that her senses were overwhelmed
was aso intended to carry the message that she could not be held too strictly accountable for what her
body might do in such a keyed-up, overwrought state.

Long dark hair tumbled in ringlets about her shoulders and down her back. Her emerad eyes, so striking
in contrast to her hair, sparkled as she examined each new sght. Her fine, straight nose crinkled



appedingly a each fresh smell. Each seemingly thoughtless, natura movement of her dender body sent
out waves of attraction, so that he felt as though he were being pulled toward her. He* brought his hand
to rest in the hollow of her back as he guided her aong, felt her tremble benegth his touch.

Her shyness had dropped away, replaced by girlish delight. Was sheredlly so entranced by the lush
spectacle of the garden, he wondered; or wasthis but the first of a series of stepsthat would allow her by
degrees to become more and more approachable? Had she continued her overly demure demeanor even
when they were done, he might have interpreted it as genuine disinterest. The garden, he redized, had
provided just the excuse she needed to abruptly drop her proper feminine reserve.

She leaned toward a pink and purple blossom and darted aquick glance a him assheinhded its
perfume—was the glance to gauge his reaction to her display of feminine charm?

He studied her every expression, toying to read her innermost thoughts. There were still traces of
diffidence—her eyes never met hisfor more than amoment—but most nymphs and goddesses wore that
guise, though few if any were unwilling to shed it a an opportune time. He had long since learned to
discount such gppearances. They al seemed to delight in digplaying their innocence, however little might
remain. That Philyramight actually be the fresh, untouched thing she proclaimed was a prospect barely
worthy of consideration, however pleasant anovelty it might be. The odds were decidedly againgt i,
innocence being a negetive quality—the absence of experience. Given enough time, life inevitably woreit
avay.

"Areyou glad you came?' he asked.

"Oh, yes. It'smorelovely than | could possibly imagine. Lady Rheamust be very happy here. Does she
come here often?'

"Not often. She has many interests. This garden, beautiful asit is, isn't one of them.”

Kronosinterpreted the question as two-pronged. The Okeanid had neatly determined that they were
unlikely to be interrupted. At the same time she opened negotiations, with a high asking price, by
reminding him of hiswife.

Tohimal lifewas aseries of bartering: One traded what he had for what he wanted. Just now he wanted
Philyra, quite strongly too; he needed to discover what she would requirein return. He and the other
male gods sought good |ooks above almost everything e se; the femaes, while not adverse to that
commodity, more often fell victim to subtler, less comprehensible appeds. They traded for security or
prestige, wealth or power.

Helet hishand dip around her back to gently stroke the firm flesh of her upper hip. She turned avay
from him to examine another flower, so that his hand dipped from her. He recognized the movement
immediately asacoy female maneuver. If it had been trandated into words, it might have said, "Not
now—not yet... We don't know each other well enough, yet...."Or, less tactfully, "We till haven't come
toterms..” Itstrue purpose and effect were to tantdize him, alowing him but the dightest taste of the
banquet her body promised.

Now heled her down an adjoining path till they came to an open area. A wide pond rimmed by polished
sones was fed by an artificial waterfall. There were benches nearby, and he brought her toward them.

"You'retrembling," he said as he took her hand again, holding it in both of his. Her bosom wasrisng and
faling rgpidly, in obvious agitation. Had the combination of the garden and his attention aready brought
about this extreme agitation? She was obvioudy controlling her emaotions only with greet difficulty.



"Yourevery quiet,” hesaid.

"I'm sorry, my lord. Thewonders here are beyond words. | was just thinking that in nature you seidom
see S0 much beauty sde by sde. Thereisaways uglinessmixedin.”

He sat down beside her, and she edged away alittle. She was very aware of how nervous shewas. Light
sweat had begun to form in the palms of her hands. Despite dl her effortsto avoid close contact with
him, to keep their attention centered on the garden, he kept finding waysto get near her. Every time he
had taken her hand or dipped hisarm about her, she had found some plausible reason to reach out or
twist out of hisreach, politely but firmly indicating that she was not interested. He should have been able
to tel as much from the gpprehensive glances she found hersdlf giving him every few seconds.

Normally the most guileless of creatures, she found hersaf mentally cursing him. He was the King of the
Gods. How dare he misuse his power and position like this, pressuring her into aromantic Situation she
obvioudy wished to avoid? Oh, he was attractive enough, in an objective sense—and obvioudy knew it.
But she was frightened of him, and now that she knew what he planned to do to her father, shefelt only
loathing toward him. Did he think she would submit to him smply because he was her king? Eachtime he
touched her, something akin to terror shrieked through her.

To make mattersworse, she had to try to concedl the true repugnance she fdt, lest she offend him. Her
heart was pounding fiercely, her face felt hot and flushed, and it took a conscious effort to keep her
breathing from becoming panicky. Hisarm came around her again, pressing her toward his chest.

A fish legped in the pond.
"Oh," she exclamed, jumping up and rushing forward afew steps. "I didn't redlize there were fish herel™

Hefollowed her. "Y es, anumber of interesting varieties. Come alittle closer so you can see those below
the surface.”

For some moments she peered downward, seeming deeply interested. Finaly shelooked up. Kronos
had been awaiting that moment. Stepping closer, hisarms encircled her dender waist and hislips
descended on hers. Startled, her head drew away, but he had only to lean alittle farther toward her to
bring their lipsin contact.

He could fed the wild pounding of her heart, and she was amost burning hot to histouch. Her passions
seemed to be aroused to the bursting point. Hislips pressed hungrily againgt hers, but now her tiny hands
were on his chest, pushing him away.

She stepped back as he released her. A hand moved to cover her face, and her bosom was heaving.
Was she redlly so overcome with emotion that she could barely control herself? he wondered. He was
aready coming to the conclusion that she was highly passionate, but she was reacting very strongly to
what, after al, wasonly akiss.

Tossing her hair back and laughing self-conscioudy, she started down another path. "Where doesthis
one lead?' she asked.

"Follow it and see”

Hewalked behind her, giving her time to recover her composure. After some time he asked, "What do
you want, Philyra? Of dl the thingsin theworld, what would you most like to have?'

She congdered for some moments, not looking at him. Finally she said, "Happiness, | suppose. For
mysdf and my family." Sheturned away again, redizing belatedly that it was not wiseto refer to her



father in any way. Kronos seemed not to notice the possible significance of her words.

"Wedl want our loved onesto be happy, but what about you? |sn't there something you especialy
desire? Jewelry? Finery? Did you like the mirror | sent you?”

A resolve was growing within her. She would have to face him and let him know how she felt. The best
she could hope wasto do it as painlesdy as possible for both of them. "1t was beautiful," she said, seeing
in this new topic away of approaching the subject; "far more beautiful and ornate than need be, Lord
Kronos. My sster Klymene, who isthe wife of your brother Iapetos, has nothing so fine."

"Doesit give you pleasure?’
"Yes, mylord, but . . ."

Her hands were clenched together in front of her. The tension was becoming intolerable. Even at risk of
offending him, she had to set matters Sraight before they went any further.

"But...?" heasked, smiling at her.
"But | think | shdl return it to you."
"Why would you do that?'

She forced hersdlf to look directly into hiseyes. "L et me answer with aquestion. Why did you send it to
me?'

"Why? So that you can look at yourself init and discover just how beautiful you are! That'salesson
every goddess needsto learn.”

"It ssemsto me," she said dowly, "that a gift such asthat must have other reasons as well, that something
might be expected in return. If that were the case, | could not accept it, for the valueismorethan | am
able or willing to reciprocate.”

"On the contrary, the mirror isvaudessin itsalf, only acold dab of polished metd. If it seemsrich and
beautiful, that's because of the richness and beauty it reflects.”

"Y ou expect nothing in return?' she asked, forcing herself to continue despite hisevasion.

He shook hishead. "I gaveit to you because | wished you to haveit. | wanted to see you smile. That's
ample repayment for me. Will you smilefor me?"

She did not know whether to be relieved or flabbergasted. Had he understood what she was trying to
say? He touched her chin gently, lifting it so that she faced him directly.

"Good," hesaid. "Now I've had dl the payment | desire. Shall we continue walking?!

"I redlly think 1 should be going soon. Klymene will be wondering where | am. Thank you so much for
letting me see thismarvel ous place.”

He nodded in consent. "This path leads back to the stairs."

They waked in silence, reaching the small enclosure and descending to his gpartments below. Kronos
escorted her to the corridor.

"| shall be looking forward to seeing you again. Now that you've seen the garden above, perhapsyou'll



wishtovigtit agan.”

"It'sindeed very compdlling. Good-bye, Lord Kronos," she said, letting him squeeze her hands gently in
his before turning to make her way down the corridor toward the Sairs.

Asshewaked, her heart began to lift. She had avoided disaster. He must have understood and taken her
at her word. She sighed inwardly. It had redlly been very easy. All she had to do wastell him clearly that
she was not interested in his romantic advances.

Behind her Kronos watched as she walked away, his eyes following each movement of her dender,
girlish form. He had understood her very well. She was not to be acquired with anything asinsgnificant
asamirror. Shewasfully aware of her charms and intent upon obtaining the very best price they could
command. Her dmast convincing innocence, her trembling, suppressed passion—these were the opening
rounds of the bargaining. She had hisinterest and had refused hisfirst bid astoo low. Now he would
haveto raise his offer.

From down the corridor in the opposite direction Thanatos was coming toward him. He had waited until
Philyra disappeared down the stairs before approaching. Now he ran forward.

"Lord Kronos, | must talk to you. Something very important has happened.”
Kronaos turned toward him with afrown, his mood shattered by the intrusion.
TWENTY-FIVE

Thanatos had awakened late that morning, till tired and very hungry from his excursion of the night
before. With great reluctance, he decided to eat breakfast immediately rather than interrupt hiswork later
inthe day. Hisinventive mind had dready formulated alarge number of experimentsto be conducted
upon his new subjects, and he was anxious to begin.

What he discovered on the terrace outside the palace, however, banished from hismind al thought of
food and sent him racing back up the stairsto confirm or deny the evidence of hiseyes. Camly seated
beside the King of the Gods, to dl appearances a convivia member of the king's party, was the nymph
he had kidnapped the previous night.

By thetime he regained his gpartment, he had nearly convinced himsalf that he must be mistaken. The

nymph he had abducted and the one he had just seen breakfasting with Kronos could not be the same.
His heart skipped a beat as he reached the door to the laboratory—it was not only unlocked, but had

been eft dightly gar. He pushed it open and rushed into the room, eyes blinking in the dim light. Hens

began to flutter about their cages. Pigs squed ed.

The nymph was gone. Thelong strips of cloth that had bound her lay upon the floor. He moved dowly
toward them, disbelieving. How could she have escaped? The bonds had been tight, the knots well tied.
He had been deegping in the very next room. Could she have unlocked the door and crossed his bedroom
without awakening him?

Helooked aimlessy about the room, his eyes settling now on the open lid of the cagein which the
mortals had been confined. With acry he legped toward it. The cage was empty.

Stunned, he backed toward the door and out into his bedroom. He collapsed in a chair, unable to
comprehend what had happened. He was not angry. He desired no revenge. All he could think of was
how near he had been to discovering something of real importance—and what a setback to hiswork this
loss represented.



Gradualy his overwhelming disappointment gave way to afuller redization of hisstuation. Did Kronos
know who the nymph was—that she had been brought to Olympos by force and had seen theroom in
which he conducted his experiments? This morning she was well dressed and fully groomed, though the
night before she had been dirty and clothed in rags. Who had befriended her? And why was the Okeanid
Philyra—sgter of that troublesome Metis—a so at breskfast with Kronos? Did she or the child goddess

play somerolein the mysery?
His mind was too dazed to sort out dl the elements of the puzzle. He had to talk with Kronos.

As he neared the chambers of hisking, sounds from the stairwell informed him that someone was
gpproaching. A soft femae voice kept him from rushing forward. Reluctantly he stepped into the
shadows and watched as Kronos and Philyra came into sight. Thanatos gnawed hislower lipin
frustration. He dared not accost his master now, with an assignation in progress. He would have to wait

dill longer.

More than an hour passed, each minute increasing Thanatos's nervous anxiety. He knew Kronoswould
be angry with him for not somehow preventing the nymph's escape—but how could he have prevented
it? The degree of hisanger would depend on how much damage had been done, on whether or not the
nymph had told anyone what had happened to her and what she had seen.

Kronossingstence on secrecy was not only irksome, but incomprehensible. Why should the King of the
Gods care what the others thought? For that matter, why should anyone disapprove? The work was
messy and noisome, he realized—but he did it, not they. All he was doing was seeking answers, answers
to very interesting and important questions. A single nymph seemed very inggnificant when weighed
againg such knowledge.

Finaly adoor opened and Kronos stood in the doorway, saying good-bye to the Okeanid. Thanatos
waited until the goddess reached the stairs, then rushed toward his master.

A frown formed on the king'slips as he recognized him. Sighing in exasperation, Kronos said, "God of
carrion, why do you dog my path? Haven't | madeit clear that | wish to see you as seldom as possible?’

Thanatos came to an aorupt hdt, drawing himsdf up and conscioudy dowing the flood of words about to
pour from his mouth. "Has she told anyone?" he asked, his voice shrill with excitement despite his efforts.
"What have you done with her?'

Kronos stared at him blankly, not understanding.
"How did she escape? Has she told anyone what happened?’

Kronoss expression moved from perplexity toward indignation. "What businessisit of yours?' he asked,
concluding that Thanatos was talking about Philyra. "How does she concern you?'

It was Thanatoss turn to be puzzled. "Don't you know? Didn't shetell you? She didn't tell you about
me?'

"About you!" Kronoss eyes narrowed as he tried to untangle what the other god was saying. In hisown
mind Philyrawas associated with but a Sngle idea—romance. It was amost unthinkable that Thanatos,
this despicable creature, could have romantic fedings of any kind, yet Kronos could find no other
interpretation for the things he was saying.

"Y es, about me," Thanatos continued. "I brought her to my room last ni—"
"Youwhat?'



"l can't understand it," Thanatos went on, shaking his head and exuding relief. "I thought she would run
screaming to thefirgt person she met.”

Kronoss mouth had become agrim, straight line. He glared a him. "Stop babbling! Tell me what you're
talking about, and tell me plainly. What did you do to her?' He was quivering with suppressed rage.

" She escaped from my room last night. | was sure sheld tell you about it. But who gave her fresh
clothes—wasit you, or someone se?"

Kronos exploded, surging toward him and bellowing an awful oath. "What did you do to her? Tell meor
I'll tear the truth from your wretched mouth!”

Thanatos ssumbled backward to escape the powerful hands of his master. "I did her no harm, my lord!
Y ou told me | could have anymph for my work, so | brought her to—"

"A nymph—for your work!" Kronoss eyes had grown very wide. "1 said a nymph—one of the countless
solitary creatures of the wilds—not agoddess! She's afull-blooded Titan, the daughter of a Titan father
and Titan mother. How dare you lay your unclean hands upon her!"

"A Titan?' Thanatos said, bewildered. "No, you are mistaken, my lord. Sheisonly anymph. | brought
her from the hills below Olympos."

"Y ou brought Philyrafrom the earth below? Are you mad? She's been here for months."

"Philyra? 1'm not talking about Philyra—I'm talking about the nymph at your table this morning, who had
breakfast with you and Philyraand Eurybie."

"Thismorning...? Y ou must mean Naassa. She'sanaad. She said she arrived herelast night, by hersdlf.”

"Shedid. | found her while searching for the creatures discovered by the Muses. | captured her and
carried her back, bound and gagged, to my laboratory.”

"Y our laboratory! She's been inside that room? But she said nothing about it, not even ahint. She gave
no indication that anything unusua had happened to her."

"The men are gone too—the little godlike creatures. | captured many of them, perhapsdl, though |
couldn't be certain in the dark. They aso are gone.”

"The men and the nymph were locked in that room?"

Thanatos nodded. " She was bound securely, and the mortals—they are mortal; | found that out beforel
went to bed—"

"Was the door |ocked?!

"l think so. | dwayslock it."

"You arent certan?'

"I'mamost certain."

Kronos frowned deeply. "The nymph was tied up and the men were...?"

"Insde alarge cage, with thelid latched shut. It was open in the morning. The door to the room was
unlocked and not completely closed.”



"But why should she pretend nothing happened?’ Kronos asked, dmost to himsdif.
Thanatos shrugged.

"Why would she pretend, unless she had some reason to?"

"What reason could she have?'

"Only one," Kronossaid. "To protect hersalf. And that means she had to know that what she had seen
and what had happened to her were not safe to talk about.”

"How could she have known thet?"

"That | would very much like to know. Y ou said she had changed clothes?!

Thanatos nodded. " She had been dressed in adirty, torn tunic. Y ou saw her thismorning.”
"| think she said something about changing clothesto Eurybie.”

"I must get the mortas back,” Thanatos said. "I can always get another nymph, but | may not be ableto
replace them. They're very important to my work—cregtures so like us, but not deathless. They will
provide ingghtsimpossibleto attain otherwise."

Kronoswas not listening. He was mulling over the facts concerning Naassa's escape. Even if she had not
confided in anyone yet—and that seemed unlikely—she would talk eventually. She had to be Slenced,
and dong with her anyone else who knew of the work going on in Thanatos's [aboratory.

A massive hand shot out and closed around Thanatoss throat. Fingers tightened. Gasping for bregth,
Thanatos felt himsdlf being lifted upward. His eyes began to bulge from their sockets asthe grip on his
throat grew 4till tighter.

Kronos held him so that their faces were close together. The eyes of the Lord of the Titans showed only
coldness—no anger, no deep emotion. When he spoke, his voice was calm and unwavering.

"Son of Nyx, | warned you what would happen if you embarrassed me. Y ou begged for more subjects
for your experiments. Y ou got your nymph and you allowed her to escape. Sheisyour responsibility.
Y ou will find her and bring her to me. Do you understand?’

Thanatos was unable to answer. The words could not pass through his constricted throat. He nodded his
head frantically.

Thefingersloosened, lowered him back to hisfet.

"Y ou understand,” Kronos continued, "that you arein very serious difficulty. Y our only hopeisto do
exactly as| tell you. The nymph wasto go with Eurybie, to be shown the sights of the palace. Y ou will
find her and bring her here. Y ou will say that I'wish to show her my garden. Y ou will stay with her—not
let her out of your sght—until you deliver her to me.

"Probably she and Eurybie will ill be together,” Kronos continued. "If they are not, and if you do not
stumble upon the sea goddess during your search for the naiad, you will seek her out after you have
brought Naassato me. Y ou will tell Eurybiethat | command her immediate presence. Do you
understand thistoo?"

Thanatos nodded, rubbing hisinjured neck.



"Good. Thengo."
Thanatos obeyed, more than happy to escape the company of his master.

After he had left, Kronos brooded for some time upon Nalassa and Thanatos. When he had plumbed the
matter as deeply as possible without further information, he let his thoughts turn to more pleasant matters.

He remembered anecklace, aredly finework of craftsmanship that glittered with opals and garnets and
large white pearls. It would make a good present for Philyra—a good way to open the second round of
bargaining. She would expect more, he knew, but the necklace would make afine beginning, neither too
little nor too much.

TWENTY-SX

However pleasant hisreveries, he could not alow them to continue indefinitely. Other matters demanded
the attention of the Lord of the Titans.

Arigng from the enormous couch on which he had been reclining, he went to look out awindow. The sun
had aready passed zenith. Nearly an hour and a half had elgpsed and Thanatos had till not returned.
Frowning, Kronos shook himself and stretched his massive body. His brothers, Crios and Koios, would
be awaiting him below. For amoment he considered postponing his plan for them. Through the window
his eyes sought out adistant range of mountains, and he found himsdlf yearning for the cold, moist air and

dizzying open spaces. Olympos seemed very confining.

He decided suddenly that the nymph and the problems she posed could wait two or three more hours.
Stretching again, he could fed the pent-up strength of his bulging muscles. Going to an adjoining room, he
began to dress, subgtituting atough leather loincloth for the ornate linen he had worn. On hisfeet he
strapped high-ankled hunting boots, and over his shoulders he draped along, heavy cloak of bear skins.
Beting asmall dagger to hisside, he went to arack against onewall and chose threelong, dender

spears, each with tapering points of gleaming bronze.

Thetwo Titans were waiting for him on the otherwise deserted patio, Koios seated in sullen dgection,
Crios pacing. Both came forward as he descended the steps from the portico, Koiosin the lead, Crios
hanging back.

He surveyed them criticaly. "Smple leather and plain furs would serve you better today than ornate
garments more suited to acouncil of the gods." He held dl three spearsin his huge right hand, their butts
planted on the ground and their points bristling toward the sky. The suggestion of asmile played upon his
lipsand his eyes gleamed.

"It was you who first encouraged usto dresswdll," Koios said, looking down at the short chiton of
purple silk hewore. A jewd-studded girdle circled hiswaist and athin cloak, bordered with thread of
slver and gold, lay draped over hisarm.

Kronos laughed. "1t's been along time since you killed your own meal. Hyperion and | gpetos would
never hunt in such clothes™

"They liketo hunt,” Crios said. His own garments were nearly asill-chosen asKoioss. "Why not |et them
doit? We have other thingsto do."

"Wedl have our own preoccupations, but too often they make us forget our basic needs. We've grown
soft, brothers—in need of alittle vigorous exercise. And when the body is continually pampered, the
mind becomes dull and deepy. It needsinvigoration too. Come. We have far to travel, much to do.”



Draping his cloak over one arm, he caused wingsto grow from his shoulder blades. Koios and Crios
followed his example, and within moments the three were flying from Olympos. Kronosled the way, his
huge wings beating in dow, measured strokes. His brothers had to exert themselves to keep pace with
his effortless speed.

For sometime they flew toward the north, dighting at last on the steep dopes of ahigh mountain. All
around them jutted other craggy peaks of the same range.

"Why have we come here?' Crios asked. "Thereisn't any game up here." He pulled histhin cloak about
himsdlf in an effort to keep theicy wind from his body.

"Exactly right, brother. The gameis below us, but from here we can see anything that moves down there.
We are Titans, not lesser gods. We must have game suited to our rank. From here we can more easily

Spot our quarry.”
"Just what do you propose to hunt?* K oios asked.

"I haven't decided definitely. Perhaps we can locate a group of wild boar. That would present alittle
exctement.”

Koiosfrowned and Crios groaned. The prehistoric wild boar, more than four feet high at the shoulders,
would attack anything, even agod. Lionsretreated from their towering presence, but the boar amost
aways stood its ground until the last moment, concedled by bushes, then charged forward to gore and
dash thefeet of the unwary god. Hunting such creatures often resulted in very painful injuries.

Kronos led them along amountain path. For Crios and Koios the trip was a nightmare. Mist floated
among the rocks, often making it difficult to see. Thetrail was narrow and winding. Sheer walsand
gaping chasms met them at every turn. When the route dipped lower they passed the remains of asolitary
dead tree, its bare branches stretched out forlornly like frozen arms. The snow-covered wakway, strewn
with easily didodged rocks, narrowed in placesto awidth that forced them to edge dong with their
backs to the mountain, hands clinging to any available support.

They watched Kronos with amazement and growing terror. His sure footing never failed him. While they
crept along, convinced that the next step might send them careening downward, Kronos followed the
tortuous path with perfect self-assurance. Fully erect, his chest expanded and his shoulders thrust back,
he seemed to relish the frigid air and awesome danger of thisworld of stark precipices and looming
chasms. He seemed completely a home here, among the wild, jutting rocks, the ice and snow and
drifting mist.

Occasiondly they stopped to peer down at the world below. On the lower dopes of the mountain a
saber-tooth stalked a cave goat, inching forward behind the concealment of rocks and shrubs. A great
bear scratched its back against a boulder.

At last Kronos brought them to ahdt, pointing down from ahigh cliff toward a herd of mammothson a
digant plain. "There, that'sfitting game for Titans"

"But how can we get close enough?' Koios asked. "The plain iswide, with nothing to conced us.”
"Therés no need of concedlment,” Kronossaid. "We shal kill them from here.”
Both Criosand Kolos stared at him in disbelief.

"Shall | takethefirst cast, or one of you?"



They looked at each other. Finally Koios said, "I don't seethat it matters. Nobody could hit atarget at
thisdistance.”

Kronos smiled. "We are brothers. We have lived together on Olympos for countless ages. Y et there are
gtill things about each other we don't know."

"I know you were once very skilled with your spear, my brother and lord,” Koios said. "But | also know
that Olympos occupies too much of your time for you to hunt very often. | know, too, that such athingis

imposshble”

"Y ou're wrong on two counts. | still hunt occasionaly, though not nearly as often as| would like; and it is
not impossible. Have you ever tried it?"

Koios shook his head.

Kronos gestured with the point of aspear toward the rocks that surrounded them. "Much of my youth
was spent in these mountains, in the days when our father till ruled the earth and we dl lived separately,
like beasts. | roamed these paths, spear in hand, loving the stark mgjesty | found here. | was die master
of these high, wild places where no one else ever ventured. | till come here every now and then, to get
the stdeair of Olympos out of my lungs.”

"But no one can throw a spear that far, or hit so small atarget,” Koios said.

"I could once. | learned to hunt from these peaks. | sharpened my eyes and trained my muscles. | may be
alittle out of practice, but it ismost definitely not impossible. Try it with me; you may surprise yourself.
We should dl throw &t the sametime. After thefirst strike, the herd will bolt.”

"I'll just watch, | think," Criossaid, awhinein hisvoice.
"And you?' Kronos asked Koios.
"Asyouwish."

"Good, then throw with me." He stepped toward the edge of the sheer dliff, Koios doing the same alittle
distance away. Holding two of the spearsin hisleft hand, Kronos balanced the third in hisright. He
studied the wind, measured the distance, then drew back hisarm.

The spear, aslarge as afull-grown pine, shot downward from the mountain, the air screaming and roaring
around it. A bull mammoth, looking smaler than a child's wooden toy in the distance, had timeto look up
from its grazing toward the deafening sound. Before it could move, the shaft pierced it through and buried
itsdf in the ground, radiating shock waves through the earth that shook other members of the herd to thelr
knees.

Koios had flung his own spear downward only afraction of amoment after Kronos, but it fell short by at
leegt hlf amile.

"They're on the run now," Kronos said, "and far more difficult targets.”

The herd had broken into anumber of small groups, which were now running in different directions.
Kronos threw his second spear, aiming ahead of the lead animal of one of the groups. It roared
downward with deadly accuracy, once again cleanly impaling the creature. Impact tremors sent the other
mammoths skidding among the high grass.

"Very impressve," Koios said coldly. "Whatever you're trying to prove, brother, you have proven it.”



Crioswas trembling, both from cold and from fear. He cursed the circumstances that had made him a
party to Kronoss schemes.

"Thisway," Kronos sad. "We may find more game on the other side of the mountain.”
"What about the kill and our spears?' Koios asked.
"l il have oneleft, and Crios has his. Well collect the others and the game on our way home.”

Reluctantly they followed him aong the narrow trail. The path grew even more rugged. Mist hung dll
around them as they climbed upward; snow and ice crunched under their feet.

With athought and agesture of his hand, Kronos commanded a part of the mist, sending it on ahead to a
place he knew. Obeying, it moved past them in unnoticed wisps and swirls.

"Y ears beyond number have come and gone," Kronos said softly, "and yet these rocks are all but
unaffected by the passage of time. It seems odd—for we have changed so much.”

He spoke as they walked, glancing around occasiondly to look at them. " So much has happened over
the ages that our memories of those earliest of times have grown dim. A place like this makes me
remember—reawakens those dim memories. | come here for afew hours, and when | return to
Olympos, my problems there seem small and managesable, insgnificant beside the vast forces of nature
that have aready been tamed.”

The path had broadened, and they were now approaching awide, relatively flat arearinged by lower
peaks. Kronos dowed, moving in such away that his brothers went on ahead of him, stopping near the
open area. They turned to face him as he stood with his back to awall of rock.

"It's very easy on Olymposto forget the way thingswere. Most of us no longer hunt our own food.
We're never hungry. We not only have clothes to keep us warm, but fine clothes, the work of hands
more skilled than our own. The rain and the cold no longer touch us, and there is aways beauty within
sght, if we careto look for it. Comfort and luxury surround us, and we forget how long it took to acquire
al that. Weforget that once we lived like the animal s that teem upon the world below.

"No—worse than animals" he continued, eyeing them narrowly, "for we fought with each other for the
wedlth of those days, food and skins and comfortable patches of grass upon which to deep. We cared
only for oursalves, instead of working for our mutua good. ..."

"We haven't forgotten,” Koios said. "Y ou've reminded us often enough how much we owe you. What are
you getting at? We've dready sworn to obey you."

Kronos nodded. "What was needed was organization—a brain to direct the many hands. | became that
directing brain, and | wrested cooperation from even the most unwilling. For the most part | did it by
making it worthwhile to do as| wished. Only occasionally had | to resort to violence to impose my will."

Koioswas becoming angry. "What are you saying? That you won't spit us upon your spears asyou did
the mammoths— unlesswe make it necessary?'

Kronos smiled. "No, brother, | am trying to make you understand the absolute folly of opposing me. |
never flaunt my skill and power. | useit sparingly, only when—"

"Y our demondiration was quite impressive. Y ou can strike us down from unimaginable distances, when
wethink oursaves perfectly safe. Y ou've made your point very well and—"



"No, | haven't.” Kronoss face became implacable. "I need no spear to dedl with traitors. Y ou have not
the dightest conception of the powers| am capable of widding. At my command the very earth will
swallow you up!"

He pointed past mem as he spoke, toward the wide, plateaulike area. As he pointed he issued amental
command.

The migt, which had formed itsdf into a phantom landscape, gave up its deceitful form and drifted away.
A gaping chasm, nearly six thousand feet deep, yawned most at their hedls, its Sdes toothed with
jagged points of rock.

Crios screamed, throwing himself forward. Gasping for breath, he lurched toward a boulder, his knees
shaking so wildly that he could hardly stand. Koios's face turned ashen as the magnitude of the act and
the nearness of danger became clear. He walked stiffly away from the edge, trembling.

Theilluson was complete. An entire section of mountain seemed to have vanished. Had Kronos wanted
to punish them, they thought, he could have made the chasm appear afew inches nearer. Before they
could cause wingsto grow, they would have been ripped apart upon the ragged diffs. To varying
degrees most of the gods were capable of atering matter, but it required intense concentration and
usudly could be performed only piecemed, or on smal objects. Such an act asthis was beyond anything
they had thought possible.

"I have no wish to harm you," Kronos said dowly, standing above them now that K oios had collgpsed
upon aboulder near his brother. "My purpose is smple and straightforward. | must have your complete
and unquestioning obedience.”

It took severa momentsfor either of them to recover enough composure to answer.

"Only afool would opposeyou,” Koiosfindly said, hismouth dry and hislips quivering. "I will obey you
ineverything."

"l will obey, I will obey!" Criosdmost shrieked, covering hisface with hishands.

He gave them afew minutes to steady themsdlves, then said, " Shall we continue? We need more game
for thelarder. The way isimpassible now. Wewill have to detour.”

They followed in silence as he led them up the frozen face of the cliff to another path. His eyeswere
gleaming. His bulging muscles carried him effortlesdy over every obstacle. Tdl and unbending againgt the
bitter wind, he glanced back to watch asthey struggled to keep up.

He need no longer be concerned about their obedience; he was certain of that now. He only wished
| gpetos could be brought to hedl aseadlly.

TWENTY-SEVEN

Thanatoss search proved lengthy and frustrating. He went first to the patio, but found neither the naiad
nor the sea goddess. Neither were they in any of the communal areas of the paace. Finally he went to the
gpartment of Eurybie. No one answered his knock, but the door was unlatched. He searched within, till
invain. Only one other possibility suggested itsalf. He went to the chambers of 1 gpetos.

He intended to question Philyra. He was suspicious of the Okeanid both because she had eaten breakfast
with Nalassa and because she was Metiss sister. Even if she had no connection to the escape of the
naiad and the mortals, she might have invited Naassato visit her. At the sametime he hoped to
interrogate Metis about the missing mortas.



He found Prometheus and Epimetheus playing in the atrium. The boys looked up in surprise as he entered
without announcing himsaif.

"Oh, it'syou," Prometheus said acidly, standing up from the game he had been playing on the floor and
taking abold step forward. "What do you want? 1'm going to tell my father how you keep sneaking in
here

"Whereisthe Okeanid Philyra?'

Prometheus hesitated before answering. Findly he nodded hi the direction of her room. Thanatos started
to movein that direction, but Prometheusran in front of him.

"I'll get her,” hesaid. "I'll bring her here.”

Thanatos took two or three more steps, but then changed his mind and came to a halt. He preferred to
surprise the goddess, possibly hearing or seeing something that she would otherwise try to hide from him.
Neverthdessthe boy's firm voice and prompt action made him wait in the atrium.

Philyrareturned with Prometheus. ™Y ou wish to see me?' she asked.
"I wish to seethe nymph Naassa. Is she here?’

Philyra concealed her uneasiness as best she could. Y ou mean the nymph | met at breakfast? No, |
haven't seen her since.”

"Do you know where she might be?"
"| believe Lady Eurybie was going to show her about the paace.”

Thanatos listened without discernable reaction. "Is Metisin her room? | wish to speak with her." He
stepped quickly around the divine maiden and moved down the short hall before Prometheus could
intervene. A few quick steps brought him to the door.

He stepped inside, looking around the cluttered room. Instead of Metis he found | apetos.
"Good morning, Thanatos,” the god said, coming toward him. "Are you seeking me?"

Prometheus had followed behind Thanatos. The unexpected presence of hisfather in Metissroom
puzzled him as he edged hisway to a corner to watch.

Thanatos was puzzled, too, and surprised. "But | thought you were going—" He had passed | apetos not
long before and expected him by now to bein hisworkshop.

"He'slooking for Metis," Prometheus said. "Thisis the second time he's entered our gpartment without
being invited. He pushed hisway past us"

| gpetos listened to the boy, then looked at the god. "Does he speak the truth? Such conduct isvery
questionable. I'm sure you have agood reason to act in such away, but you risk being thought
discourteous.”

"P-p-pardon, Lord |apetos,” Thanatos said, starting to stammer as he backed toward the door. "I'm on
an e-e-errand for L-L-Lord K-K-Kronos."

"An errand for my brother? It concerns Metis? Tell me about it. Perhaps| can assst you.”



"l won't t-t-trouble you any 1-1-longer. I'll come b-b-back. . . ." He continued backing toward the door,
so that Philyra and Epimetheus had to stand aside to let him pass back out into the hallway.

"Asyouwish," lgpetos said, following as Thanatos retregted. " Come whenever you like, though | trust
you'l remember to properly announce yourself before entering.”

"Y-y-yes, my 1-1-lord," Thanatos said, bowing as he backed down the hdl. They dl followed him to the
arium.

When he left the gpartment, Prometheus and Epimetheus began laughing. "Oh, Father," Prometheus said.
"I'm s0 glad you were here. | thought you had gone out. But why were you in Metissroom?”

"l waslooking for Metis" he answered with asmile,
"Issheintrouble?" Epimetheus asked.
"Back to your toys, children. Philyra, cometell me exactly what happened here.”

Philyrafollowed him back to Metiss room. " Perhaps Thanatos will think twice in the future before being
S0 rude," he said asthe door closed behind them. The features of Iapetos blurred, and amoment later
Proteus stood before hissigter.

"That wasvery dose," shesad, grinning.
"Luckily I heard you talking to him outside. His voiceisrather loud, and quite digtinctive."

"How long have you been here? Y ou weren't around when | returned from breakfast. And where's
Metis?'

"l arrived only afew minutes ago, by way of the tunnels. They interlink much of the palace. Metisis
getting the mortals settled and will probably be busy for quiteawhile yet.”

"Where are they?"

"We decided Thanatos would search every room in the palace for them, starting here and then
proceeding through al the unoccupied apartments before tackling the occupied ones.” He paused,
grinning. "I have ariddlefor you, Sster. Which apartment is both occupied and unoccupied at the same
time?'

Shefrowned. "I'm no good at riddles. Just tell me—wait! Our parents have rooms here, even though they
never vigt. Isthat it?'

He shook his head. "Too obvious. Thanatoswill think of that right off. Thisisastanding jokeinthe
palace, Metistells me. Momos—Thanatoss brother, you redize—has chambers of his own, but dmost
never usesthem.”

Philyralaughed. "He dwaysfals adeep on the benchesin the corridor. HE's probably forgotten where his
roomsare!"

"So Metistdls me. We've moved Oizys and the mortal s to his apartment. One of the rooms has an
entrance to the system of tunnels, so it will be relatively easy to come and go between it and thisroom.”

He pulled achair from thewall and sat down. "How did your engagement with our amorous king go this

morning?'



She blushed dightly. "Much better than | had hoped, though for awhile | thought | was going to have a
rough time. | told him asgently as| could that | wasn't interested, and he let me leave."

Proteuss eyebrows rose. "'l wouldn't have expected that.”

"Neither did I. I'll tel you dl about it when we have more time. Now you must know why Thanatos was
here. He was looking for Nalassa."

Proteus considered her statement for amoment. "Our bluff hasn't worked then, though it did buy usafew
extra hours. There redly wasn't anything e se we could have done. Whereis she?'

"I don't know!" Philyrarelated quickly what had happened at breskfast.

"Then Kronos didn't recognize her,” Proteus said. "Everything she said waslost on him."
"Thanatos must have told him by now."

Proteus nodded. "Very likey."

She had pulled a chair near his and leaned forward now to place ahand on hisarm. "She'sin
danger—very grave danger, judging from everything I've been told. Y ou promised to help her, brother."

"I will."
"But we don't even know where sheis. She should be warned, before Thanatos finds her."
"We don't need to know wh—"

They wereinterrupted by afaint cry from the direction of the entrance to Ophion'stunnd. "Come on, you
two," thevoice cdled. "Thisian't funny.”

Proteus pulled away from the entrance the heavy chest he had pushed there seconds before Thanatos
entered the room. A morta-sze figure jumped to the floor and immediately resumed itsnormal size.

"Metigd" Philyraexclamed, blushing fiercdy. "Where are your clothes?’

The child crossed the room and recovered her chiton from the place where she had tossed it. A few
quick movements pulled it over her head and adjusted it properly.

"I'm starting to get the knack of staying small,” the girl explained, "but | don't dare try to concentrate on
something el se— like phantom clothing — at the sametime. Y ou wouldn't want meto crush myself
indgdethere, would you? And | haven't had time to make little clothing for mysdlf yet.”

"Don't bother," Philyrasaid. "I'll make somefor you!"
"That remindsme," Proteus said, turning to Philyra, "'can you change size yoursdf?

"Y ou mean become as small as shewas? | suppose so. | can't impersonate others the way you do, but |
can change shapes. | often became a dolphin when | swam.”

"Can you hold the shapefor along time?"

"Aslong as|'ve ever wanted to. | have good concentration. | used to tease sharks and | et them chase
rrell

"Youl" Metissaid.



Proteus smiled. " She wasn't aways prissy and proper,” hetold the child. Turning back to Philyra, he said,
"Practice becoming the size of aman. Y ou may haveto travel through the tunnels yourself. We can't have
you seen coming and going from Momossrooms.”

"Y ou should see Aldkomeneus,” Metis said. "He's taking charge of the other men, keegping them from
wandering too far or getting into trouble. Some of them are dready sarting to imitate his speech, making
sounds that are dmost words."

"But what about Nalassa?' Philyra demanded. "Aren't you going to do anything?'
"What happened?’ Metis asked.

They told her of Thanatoss visit. The child's face radiated outrage. "He came here to find Alalkomeneus
and the other men. He may have hoped to find Nalassa, but he wasredlly looking for them."

"And, | fear, he may suspect more than he redlizes yet. He must have seen | gpetos shortly before coming
here. He certainly didn't expect to find him at home. If he thinksvery much about it . . ."

Hethrew himsdlf into achair, dumping deep into its cushions. "I'm afraid our timeisamost up. Before
long Nalassawill be aprisoner, and even if Kronos doesn't force from her al that she knows, | shall have
to rescue her—and that will certainly stir up acadron of activity. At least you two will not be implicated
and will be able to remain here on Olympos and work for our father'sinterests. | spent the afternoon
searching the lower levels of the palacefor Aigaion'scdll, but it'suseless. The padaceisfar too large.”

"Haveyou no clueat dl?' Philyraasked.

"Only whét little | overheard Kronostelling Eurybie. Heis ssfe—under Kronos's personal
protection—and will arrive in the Kingdom of Nereuswith Kronos's entourage.”

"Then you don't even know for sure that he's till here on Olympos,” Philyrasaid.

"Oh, he'shere. I'm certain of that. | can fed it. I've been searching for aroom designed to hold agod
prisoner, but if thereis such acel, it's probably so well concedled that | could never find it. If Kronos
smply has him under full-time guard, | might locate him eventudly, but it would mean searching every
gpartment. Worse ill, Kronos might be keeping him in astate of perpetua unconsciousness—by
denying him dl food and drink, for instance. Then he might be concealed in amost any compartment
large enough to accommodate him. | fear it's hopeless.”

"Y ou could try to rescue him when he joinsthe entourage,” Metis suggested.

"I suspect Kronoswill be prepared for such a contin- -gency.” He sighed, then roseto hisfeet. "I'd better
See about Nalassa now.”

"But you don't know whereto find her,” Philyra objected.

"Shélll be brought either to the chambers of Kronos or of Thanatos." He turned to Metis. "Will you be
wherel can find you later?’

The child goddess wore alook of angry determination. "I'll be here until supper. Brother, don't worry
very much about Thanatos. | have a score to settle with him." Her expression discouraged inquiry.

Proteus threw off the cloak that had been wrapped about hisbody. A moment later he assumed the form
of abat and flew into the open mouth of Ophion'stunnd.



Metis moved to one side of the room, near the gdllery.
Squatting on the floor, she spread anumber of plants before her.
"What are you doing?' Philyraasked, standing behind her now.

Metisheld in her hand asmall plant. "I'm keeping a promise to mysdlf. Please don't talk. | need to
concentrate.”

She turned her attention back to the herb, staring fiercely down at it. Philyrawatched from above her.
The plant began to change, asmall, mushroomlike bulb sprouting from thetip of one of the stalks.

Philyra started to object, but then changed her mind. She had aglimmer of what her young sister planned.
Smiling, she returned to her own room.

TWENTY-EIGHT

Thanatos grumbled to himsalf as he | eft the chambers of 1apetos. Trying to locate asingleindividua
among the innumerable rooms and passages of Olympos was an amost hopel ess undertaking. He cursed
the nymph for the trouble she was causing him.

Actually the odds of hisfinding Nalassawere even worse than he suspected. Eurybie and the naiad had
finished their tour of the palace before Thanatos began searching for them. Redlizing that Nalassawasin
need of rest, Eurybie suggested they postpone the lesser sightsfor alater day and proposed instead that
they find an gpartment for her. Suitable quarters were available on the same floor that Eurybie occupied.
Most of the time that Thanatos was searching for them, they were in the new apartment, chatting and
putting the roomsin order.

Eurybie had taken the nymph under her wing to separate her from Philyra—so that Kronos could have
the Okeanid al to himsdf. But the sea goddess had a secondary motive aswell. She made a point of
learning dl she could about each of the inhabitants of the palace. She used information as aweapon and
worked very hard to keep her arsenal fully stocked.

To her surprise she found hersdlf enjoying the company of the naiad. Naassa's low-key, friendly
persondity made it easy to forget the passage of time. Her homely stories of her parents and ssters had
both humor and charm. Eurybiefindly left her, having thoroughly enjoyed the hoursthey had spent
together.

Thanatos was waiting for the sea goddess as she reached her own apartment.
"Where isthe nymph?' he demanded, stepping out of the shadows.
"Nalassa? | just left her. Why do you ask?"

" must bring her to Lord Kronos. Will you lead meto her?'

Eurybie laughed cynicaly. "Her education begins even sooner than | thought. . . . Such charming
smplicity here on Olympos—sooner might the moth nest untouched within the flame!™

"I don't know what you're talking about. | am to bring her to Lord Kronos as soon as| find her, and you
areto go to him aso, as soon as you have led meto her."

She pursed her lips. "That's peculiar. There may be more afoot than | suspected. She's down the
corridor, around the corner. Come."



They reached the door and Thanatos entered immediately. Already curious, Eurybie became even more
s0 as she watched the god. He crept across the atrium, listened, then headed toward one of the adjoining
rooms. Shefollowed him at adistance.

Naassawasin her new bedchamber, arranging the bed in preparation for amuch needed nap. She had
spent the last few minutestrying to decide how she could go about informing Proteus and Philyra of her
whereabouts. If she went to the gpartment of I1apetos, sherisked linking Philyrato herself, thereby putting
her in jeopardy. The only other option she could think of wasto wait until dinner and hope to reestablish
contact then. Thisleft her in some danger but was preferable to endangering others. With that settled,
however unsatisfactorily, she decided to try to deep for an hour or two.

A dight sound made her swing suddenly around. Thanatos was only afew steps away, and she caught a
glimpse of Eurybiein the doorway. A startled cry escaped her lips. She twisted first one way and then
the other, seeking some avenue of escape as she backed away from him.

Thanatos came to a stop and stood upright. "I come from Lord Kronos," he said stiffly. "Hewishesto
seeyou.”

Caming hersdf now that she had retreated partway across the room, she said, "I'll be happy to see Lord
Kronosagain. I'll go to him as soon as I've had time to prepare myself. Where does he expect me?'

"Hewishes you to comeimmediately to his chambers”
"1t'l take only afew minutesfor meto adjust my hair and clothing. Tdl him | will bethere very shortly."

"My ingructions are to bring you as soon as | find you," Thanatos said, annoyed at the delay. He started
toward her, but stopped again when sheimmediately began backing toward the entrance of an adjoining
room.

Nalassaglanced past him, toward Eurybie. "Thisisredly quiteimpossble” shesad. "I must have afew
minutes to prepare myself. | could have been nearly finished by now. Please deliver my message. Lady
Eurybie can lead meto theking."

Thanatos turned toward the sea goddess, surprised to find her behind him. ™Y ou wereto goto Lord
Kronoswithout delay. Why are you here?!

Eurybie came forward into the room now. "Thisisfar too interesting to miss. I'll go up with Nalassa."
"Kronos commands you to go immediately. Thisisnone of your concern.”

Eurybie shrugged her shoulders and turned her back upon the god. She retreated only asfar asthe
atrium, then crept back to listen and watch.

"l won't go with you," Naassawas saying.
"Y ou defy the King of the Gods?*

"I do not defy him. I will go to him—but not with you!" Her eyesflitted past him, toward the open
doorway. Behind her in the other room lay only adead end.

"I have notimefor this" thegod said. ™Y ou will come—"

She bolted around him, toward the atrium. He lunged after her, clutching her around thewaist. Twisting
to face him, she thrust the palms of her handsinto hisface. Helost hisgrip, and she ran into the next



room. As she passed, Eurybie stepped back from the doorway and flattened hersalf against thewall.

Thanatos caught the nymph before she could open the outer door to the corridor. Turning on him again,
she kicked and scratched. Real fear gripped her, and she was determined not to fal into his hands again.
At last he managed to twist one of her arms up behind her back. She continued to struggle until the pain
became excruciating, then suddenly became limp.

Relaxing hishold, he opened the door and shoved her toward it. "Now we will go."

She spun around and pushed him away, then ran into the corridor. He picked himsalf up and stumbled
after her.

Eurybie crossed the room and peered out after them, watching in amazement asthe god and the naiad
battled their way down the corridor. Each time Thanatos caught her, she squirmed and struggled free of
his grasp. It was an astonishing display, unlike anything Eurybie had witnessed in the three years she had
lived in the palace. It fascinated her at the sametime that it inspired fedings of sympathy for the nymph,
whose terror was obvioudy genuine; she even felt amomentary inclination to intercede on Ndassas
behdf. Instead she followed aong behind them, by turns amused and concerned.

Finally Thanatos was able to deliver astunning blow to the naiad's face. He struck her twice more, then
threw her over his shoulder, ignoring the gawking stares of the lesser gods and goddesses who had
stopped to watch. He carried her toward the stairs.

Eurybiefollowed, determined to satisfy her curiosity.

Thanatos took the most direct route he could find to the chambers of Kronos. Time and again he passed
gods and goddesses who turned to stare at him and the attractive female dung across his shoulder. At
last they reached the top floor of the palace and he deposited the unconscious Naassa on adivan in the
outermost room of Kronoss persona quarters. He went to the adjoining doorways and called aloud,
receiving no response.

Eurybie stood just insde the room as he returned. "Well," she said, "you've got us both here. Now where
ismy lord?'

"I don't know."

She dared a him in astonishment, then began to laugh amost uncontrollably. ™Y ou beat her unconscious
because she wouldn't come immediately—and heisn't even herel”

"He must have gone out. It took mealong timeto find you.”

Shaking her head, she moved toward Nalassa. She arranged her more comfortably on the divan, then
brought nectar and let afew dropstouch her lips. The naiad began to stir, then dowly sat up.

"I don't know what'sgoing on here," Eurybie said, "but it certainly hasrelieved my boredom. Areyou all
right?’

Nalassa stretched her limbs tentatively, then began to rub her jaw.
"Relatively gpeaking, | mean," Eurybie sad.
Nalassasmiled dightiy. "I suppose| could fed worse. Where are we?"

"In the chambers of the king. Thanatos was very determined to fulfill his misson—and made quitea



gpectacle of himsdf in the process. Unfortunately, Lord Kronosisnot at home.”
"Yesheis" adeep voice said from behind them.

Kronos entered the room, still dressed for the hunt, carrying histhree spears. His eyes swept from
Eurybieto Naassato Thanatos. Glaring at the god, he said, "' So you made a spectacle of yoursdf, did
you? And best the nymph aswdl?*

"It'd be more precise to say he made a spectacle of himself by beating her—and being beaten by her!”
Eurybiesad gally.

Thanatoss eyes could not meet the unflinching gaze of his magter. Hisfingers were tenderly stroking the
long, painful scratchesthat ran down hisface.

"Wait inthe hdl,” Kronostold him. "I'll cal you when | want you." He turned to Eurybie. Y ou too. Both
of you stay in the corridor until 1 cal.”

Eurybierose, straightening her peplos and smiling politdy. "Asmy lord commands.™

Kronos carried his spearsto anearby room and placed them in arack, then returned to the nymph. She
was standing. He brought two chairs from their places near the wall and motioned to her to be seated.
She complied, and he sat across from her, leaning forward as he spoke. He smiled to put her at ease.

"I shdl not lull you with 9y words, Nalassa—that isyour name, isit not?"
She nodded, her large brown eyes unable to completely conced the fear shefdt.

"Thanatoss overenthusiasm has made that unnecessary. Y ou know why you are here. Tell medl | want
to know, and | will treat you askindly as| can."

"What do you wish to know?"
"How you escaped from Thanatos's room, who helped you, and whom you havetold.”

"No one helped me. | managed to free my hands from their bonds, though it took much of the night. The
door to his bedroom was locked, but the bolt is easy to work from the inside. Hewas adeep, and | crept
out into the corridor. No one was about, so— "

"What about the mortas—the little, godlike creatures?’

"Oh," she said, as though she had forgotten them until reminded. "He had brought them to Olympos at the
sametimethat he brought me. Thefirst thing he did wasto ... to cut off the head of one of them. It was
terrible! Before |eft the room, | opened their cage. | ... | hoped they would escape, that he would kill no
more of them. | |eft all the doors open—from that room to his bedroom, from the apartment to the
corridor—that they might have a chanceto get away. Did ... did any of them manage to escape?’

"All of them escaped.”

"All! Oh, | dared not hope as much. ..." Her mind was working very fast. He had not asked about the
head of Oizys. Should she mention it, or wait for him to question her concerning it?

"What did you do then? After reaching the corridor?'

"I didn't know what to do. | had only been to Olympos once before, when | was very young and my
father brought me. | am one of the daughters of Asopos, theriver god. When | found no one about—it



was very late by then—I decided to try to awaken someone. | had descended a number of flights of
dairs, to get far from him. No one answered at the first gpartment | tried, but the door opened when |
pushed on it, and | went insgde. Soon | redlized that no one was living there. Under the circumstances, |
decided to stay until morning. One of the rooms had anumber of chests—being stored there, | suppose.
Inthe morning | cleaned mysaf up and found thisgown. | dressed and went downgtairs. Breakfast was
being served and—"

"Whom did you expect to find there?
"No one. | know no one here on Olympos.”

He studied her face as she spoke, trying to determineif she werelying. "And whom have you told of your
adventure?'

"No one."
"Not even Eurybie? Y ou have been with her most of the time since breskfast, have you not?"

"I've been with no one else, until Thanatos came to get me. We spoke of many things, but | told her
nothing about what had happened to me."

"Why have you told no one?' he asked. " Something extraordinary had befdlen you. Why did you not
cometo me and tell me that Thanatos had abducted you?”'

"l wasafraid to,” she said softly. "l was afraid that | might offend you.”
"How would that offend me?*

"| thought that you, the Lord of Olympaos, must know what he was doing—if not that he had abducted
me, then at least of the terrible thingsin hisroom. It did not seem reasonable that he could do such things
on Olympos without your being aware of it and tolerating it. It seemed better to keep my own counsel
until | could learn more about Olympos.”

Hisface was unreadable. "'l ask you again, whom have you told?"

"No one, my lord!" Her eyes became very large, looking straight into his. Y ou heard me at breskfast,
and | had not spoken to anyone until then. | spoke to Eurybie about many things, but not that, and | have
spoken to no one but you and Thanatos since.”" She paused, her expression suggesting that anew idea
had just occurred to her. "Lord Kronos, Eurybie does not know of the room?Isit a secret from the gods
who live on Olympos? Isthat why you are concerned?

Hedid not answer.
"If that isthe case, you need have no fear. I'll tell no one. I'm very good a minding my own business.”

He stared a her, trying to decideif she wastdling the truth. Aslong as no one ese knew of Thanatoss
work, therest of her story did not really matter. She could not be alowed to go freein any event. Findly
he rose and went to the door, caling to Thanatos.

"Take her to your room," hetold him when he had entered the gpartment. "Keep her there until | tell you
otherwise"

"May | begin my experiments?’ the god asked anxioudy.

The Lord of the Titans Sighed. "Do as you are told—no more or less. Y ou are respongible for al of this.



Keep her inyour quarters. Let no onetak to her. Treat her well, and dare not harm her.”
"But my experiments—| must have anymph—"

"Do asyou aretold,” Kronos said firmly. He turned to Naassa. "Go with him. If he harmsyou, | will
punish him. Y ou are to see and speak with no one until 1 decide what must be done.”

He waited until they disappeared down the corridor, then called in Eurybie. He interrogated her at length,
dismissing her only when he had satisfied himsdlf that Nalassa had told the truth, at least concerning the
Sea goddess.

He sat done for some minutes, head cradled in his hands, then rose and made hisway to the garden atop
the palace. The naiad must be kept silent, he thought as he strolled among the frolicking blossoms. He
could send her to Tartaros, or he could let Thanatos have her for his experiments. He had to be assured
of her silence, and one solution was no cruder than the other. She was a pretty thing, and he had no
desireto see her harmed, yet necessity was dwaysthefina arbiter of such matters.

Hewould let Thanatos have her, he decided reluctantly. It was better than to sacrifice another nymph to
him while this one languished in Tartaros. But not here. He would have to take her someplace elseto do
hiswork, someplace far away. The disgppearance of the mortas, however, still puzzled him.

AsKronosweighed the fate of the naiad, his other prisoner steeled himself for aterrible ordedl. He was
determined to concentrate dl hisremaining energy in an effort to extend his consciousness outward from
his mind toward the rest of his body. He would force it downward, into hisarms and hands. He knew he
could not move them, but he wanted to reassure himsdlf that they were il there, that they Hill existed.

He sought the familiar fed of his neck and shoulders. Instead he found—strangeness. The musclesfelt
different somehow. The firm hardness of the bones duded him. He forced himsdlf to continue. Instead of
arms and hands he found—

And then Aigaion remembered. He remembered what he was and how he had become that way, and
mixed with that recollection was avagrant memory that sent shudders through him.

He had once heard the story, amusing but unlikely, of agod who had retained an dien form so long that
he could never again change back. In that instant he knew that the story was true, and that the same thing
was hgppening to him.

TWENTY-NINE

Proteus, the shape changer, flew through the inky blackness, his membranous bat wings thrashing the till
ar and his ultrasonic cries guiding him unerringly through the mazdlike twists and turns of Ophion'stunnel
toward the topmost level of the palace. Though he had traveled the route but once, his quick eyesand
sure memory had noted every detail, so that now he had no difficulty in finding the way—even flying at
top speed, in astrange form.

Within minutes he reached the secret room of Thanatos. He paused only to assure himsdlf that no one
would see him, then resumed his normal form as he aighted upon the floor. The caged animas began to
gtir a his presence. Moving dowly so that he would not frighten them, he crept toward the door and
pressed an ear to the cold metal.

From without he could hear nothing. Opening the door, he peered out through anarrow crack, then
moved into the bedchamber. He made hisway dowly and cautioudy from one room to the next, finaly
reaching the door that led out into the main corridor.



Twenty or thirty minutes had passed since Thanatos had |eft the chambers of 1apetos. Hewas not in his
own quarters; therefore he had not yet found Nalassa, or he had taken her to Kronos—probably to the
suite of rooms at the other end of the corridor. Rather than risk discovery, Proteus retrested to aroom
that opened onto the gallery. Assuming the form of abird, he flew around the outside of the building.

He could hear voices even as he climbed over the high sill into one of the rear rooms of the gpartment.
Within moments he reached a point from which he could proceed confidently; his clandestine visit of the
night before had left him familiar with the important details of the suite. He had no difficulty locating the
room in which Kronos had entertained both Eurybie and Lady Rhea.

He crept cautioudy toward the doorway, hugging the wall as he stepped over open chests bulging with
slk and linen, around tables hegped with golden plates and platters, then darted acrosstheroom to dip
behind the amphorae and bulging skin flasks that had concedled him last night. Once again he could see
clearly into the adjoining room.

Nalassalay upon adivan, just recovering from unconsciousness. Thanatos was there, too, and to
Proteuss surprise, Eurybie bent over the naiad, comforting her.

Soon Kronos appeared, and Proteus followed with interest al that was said. Heremained in
concealment after Nalassa and Thanatos were sent away, listening as Kronos questioned Eurybie. Even
after shewas dismissed, he waited. He knew the Titan was considering her story and hoped to gain some
clueto what he thought. In this, however, he was unsuccessful.

After Kronos, too, departed, Proteus came out of his hiding place and moved toward the doorway.
Before passing through it, however, he hesitated. In the darkness and haste of the previous night he had
not noticed the nature of the itemsthat filled the room. Now he stood studying the stacked chests, the
open casks of jewels, the silks and linens and golden implements. Together they congtituted atruly roya
gift from the King of the Gods to the newly married—and newly ingtalled—Queen of the Aegean.

He gtarted again to leave, but turned back instead to stare at the heaped riches. He could not escape the
feding that somehow these gifts held some sgnificance for him. But what could it be, other than that they
were gathered here by Kronos—in his safekeeping, one might say? And these wedding presents,
certainly, would be carried to the Kingdom of Nereus with Kronos's entourage.

But none of the items was large enough to contain agod.

Stll he heditated, troubled. These gifts suggested something to him, something elusve ... Ashe sood
thinking, he noticed the floor in front of one of the chests. Knedling, he touched afinger to the floor, then
to histongue.

He went to work immediately, quickly and quietly, since Kronos could return at any moment. He opened
the chests one by one, unfastening their catches and unstacking them as necessary. At the very bottom of
the stack he found the chest he sought, filled to the brim with salt.

Why would Kronos give salt to a sea goddess?

Hethrugt hisarm into the chest, sifting the contents. When he brought it back out, he held acrab. He
brushed the salt from the creature, then shook it dightly. In response it moved itslimbs feebly.

Why would Kronos give a crab to a sea goddess, unless the crab was not acrab at all, but agod
somehow trapped in that form? Proteus could imagine no other explanation. He shook the crustacean
again in hope of reviving the god, then cleaned up the spilled st and replaced the chests as he had found
them.



Before entering Kronos's chambers he had draped himsdlf in a phantom cloak; now he reshapeditinto a
garment suitable to the King of the Gods and concedl ed the creature beneath it. Assuming the form of
Kronos, he went quickly to the outer corridor and followed it to Thanatos's chambers.

He threw open the door and entered, perfectly mimicking the naturd, regd bearing of the Titan. Thanatos
legped to hisfeet as hisking entered.

"Sheishere, just asyou commanded,” he said, bowing dightly.

Nalassa, on edge from the mere company of Thanatos, gripped the arms of her chair. She feared that
Kronos's sudden appearance indicated that he had reached a decision concerning her.

"Y ou've decided?' Thanatos asked, thinking the same thing. "How soon may | resume my work?"

"I have not decided.” The god turned toward the river nymph. "Come. | wish to question you further.
Y ou heed not be frightened.”

Naassarose, and he gestured to her to precede him. She was apprehensive, but more than happy to
escape the presence of Thanatos. The door closed behind them and Thanatos was | ft to hisfrustrations.

Cursing the nymph, Thanatos dumped into his chair. Delay and disappointment met him at every turn.
Naassa promised the most interesting results, but even asingle morta would have satisfied him.

He sat up suddenly. What afool he had been! Held had the nymph to himsalf and forgotten to ask her
what she had done with the mortals. He stood up, hesitating. Perhaps he could till find out, before she
and Kronos entered the king's chambers. He dared not interrupt once they were inside, but they had not
yet had time to reach the rooms.

Opening the door, he saw that they were till in sght. He could still catch them if hetried. Holding up the
hem of hislong chiton, he rushed after them. They were farther ahead than he had thought; they reached
the entrance before he caught up with them, but instead of entering Kronos's chambers, they continued
down the hall.

Thanatos dowed to a stop, watching as his master and the river nymph disappeared into the stairwell.
Why had they gone that way? Kronos had said he wanted to talk to her. Why was he taking her
downgars?

Thanatos began to walk again, dowly increasing his speed as he followed them.

As soon asthey left Thanatos's quarters, Nalassa was surprised to have Kronos take her hand and
sueezeit gently. Shelooked questioningly into hisface,

"Quiet, Nalassa," thegod said. "Y ou are safe—or nearly so. Appearances are often deceiving.”

"What do you mean, Lord Kronos?' She had hoped that Proteus would somehow learn of her
predicament and come for her. She dared not let herself believe that this hope had aready been gratified.
Again and again she darted quick glances at the god who accompanied her.

"Yes, itisl—Proteus" he whispered, smiling.

"Oh, Proteus! | knew you would come if you knew where | was—but | didn't think you could know."
"Quiet," he repeated.

They descended the stairs, the naiad dmost heady with relief after the fear and tension of the last hours.



Thetouch of hishand seemed like the most wonderful thing in the world.

She knew of hisunequaled abilities and felt acomplete trust in them. He was with her, and nothing could
go Wrong now.

"Someone's coming up toward us," he said.

He was leading her toward the chambers of Momos. They had descended three floors and had four
moreto go.

"Wak ahead of me," hetold her. Once more he changed shapes. As Kronos he would attract attention;
not only would he be noticed, but many of the gods they passed would want to talk briefly with him.
Thanatos was safely behind them, and no one wanted to talk to him. He assumed the tall, emaciated form
of the son of Nyx.

Naassawas now nearly ten steps below him as Momos cameinto sight, climbing dowly and grumbling
to himsdlf. The nymph moved far to one Sde to avoid him; nevertheless he managed to bump against her
as he passed.

"Too narrow too!" the god said. "Too many steps and far too narrow.”
Proteus—now in the form of Thanatos—edged to one side as Momos squinted at him.

"Most unpleasant,” the rumpled god continued to himsdlf. " Pressed up tight with the most unpleasant
company imaginable. . ."

The red Thanatos, puzzled and growing more and more suspicious, had increased his pace to the point
that he was quickly drawing closer to those he followed. Now he found M omos coming upward toward
him, weaving from one side of the staircase to the other.

"Out of my way, fool," he snapped asthey drew near each other.

Momos blinked at him, dowing almost to a stop and blocking the way so that Thanatos could only
queeze past him with difficulty.

"There should be alaw,” Momos was saying, shaking afinger in hisbrother'sface. "I'm going to talk to
Lord Kronos. Nobody should be allowed to come down without going back up first.”

"Move," Thanatos said in exasperation, taking him by the shoulders and shoving him roughly against one
of thewdls.

"No wonder the stairs are dways crowded,” Momos said. "No wonder at al, when you go down twice
while I'm il trying to go up once.”

Thanatos pushed past him and continued downward. Long years had accustomed him to completely
ignoring everything his brother said. What afool Momos was. Of course you had to go up the stairs
before you could come back down again.

Proteus, hearing voices behind them but unaware that they were being followed, caught up with Nalassa
and changed forms again, thistime assuming the shape of |apetos, whose floor they had just passed. It
occurred to him that Thanatos or Kronos himsdlf could be just behind them. Gesturing toward the
nymph, he sent her on ahead. He planned to follow at adight distance in case some problem devel oped.

Instead she ran back toward him. "I don't know theway," she whispered. "Where are we going?"



Now Thanatos reached a point from which he could see them. He had expected Kronos and Naassa.
Instead he found lapetos and the nymph. This unexpected sight made him hesitate before joining them.

"Pardon, my lord," he said, short of breath. "WhereisLord Kronos? | thought he would be with the
nymph

Proteus, perfectly mimicking the manner of the Titan he impersonated, turned to face him. "My brother is
dtill above. | believe he'sgoneto see Lady Rhea."

Puzzlement was evident on Thanatoss face. "But the nymph? How does she cometo be with you?'

Proteus, thinking quickly, answered, "L ord Kronos asked me to escort her to supper. Heistojoin usas
soon asheisfree"

Thanatos |ooked from | gpetos to Nalassa and back again.
"Isthere anything else?' Proteus asked.

Thanatos shook his head dowly, gtill deeply puzzled. “"No, my lord. Pardon mefor detaining you." He
turned and began climbing back toward his own quarters.

Why would Kronos entrust the nymph to lapetos? | apetos was one of the gods Kronos particularly
wanted to keep in ignorance of Thanatos's experiments. It would have been easier and less dangerousto
leave the nymph with Thanatos until after visiting Rhea.

Thanatos halted just out of sight. Something peculiar was going on, and athough he normaly would have
been completdy uninterested in any such mystery, this one concerned his prize experimental subject. He
crept back down the stairs after her, thistime moving more dowly and being very quiet.

As soon as Thanatos had passed from sight, Proteus began casting about for another form to assume.
They were now two floors above the chamber of Momos, and the lower they descended, the more likely
they were to pass others on the stairs. It was risky to remain in the form of 1apetos, whose wife or
children might come face to face with them at any moment. Above him, definitely, were Thanatos and
Momos. Neither pleased him as choices, but after a moment's consideration he took on the rumpled
appearance of the latter. They were, after dl, making their way toward that god's gpartment.

Thanatos came down toward them, increasing his speed while remaining as sllent as possible. They had a
sngleflight yet to descend when he got close enough to see them. Now Nalassa seemed to be alone,
with hisfool of abrother doddering downward eight or ten steps behind her.

Where was | gpetos? Why was the nymph aone? He rushed after her, shouldering Momosto one side.
"What's going on?' he demanded, grabbing her by thewrit.

She struggled to pull free, but hisgrip wasfirm.

"Answver me. Whereis Lord | apetos? Why are you alone?’

She continued to struggle, but he grabbed her other wrist. She glanced up the stairs and he followed her
look, seeing only Momos.

"Answer me or—" He stopped short, looking back at Momos. What was he doing here? Hadn't he
passed him afew minutes before, on ahigher level? The words his brother had mumbled came back to
him—something about going downgtairs twice, without first going back up.



Naassajerked her hands free and ran a short distance, but stopped to look back up.
"H-how ..." Thanatos said, staring at the approaching god. "Y ou were up—"
Momos had now reached him, head bowed, lips constantly moving, shoulders dumped.

"Y ou can't be down here and up there. . . ." He shoved the rumpled figure backward a step, and
something fell from under his cloak. Thanatos stared down in total befuddiement at the crab.

Suddenly sharp, clear eyes|ooked up at him from the wrinkled, puffy face of Momaos. Two plump hands
reached out and took him by the shoulders with incomprehensible strength. The hands shook him, lifted
and then flung him upward, to land in a crumpled hegp a dozen steps above where he had been.

"Run!" Proteus called to Nalassa. He recovered what he had dropped, then followed her three stepsat a
time, il retaining the form of Momas but propelling the paunchy body with dl his natural strength.
Taking her hand, he pulled her along after him.

At firgt Thanatos was too stunned to stir. Another minute passed as he tried to sort out what had
happened. At last he regained hisfeet and forced himsdf to try to follow them, but by now it wastoo
late. They were gone, and he turned to retrace his steps toward the uppermost level of the palace, intent
on turning the mystery over to Lord Kronos for asolution.

Obvioudy it had not been his brother who had dealt with him so effectively and efficiently. But who was
it—who was it who looked so much like Momos? Then he remembered lapetos. Had it truly been

| gpetos accompanying the nymph, or . . .? The thoughts all came together at once. Momos—thered
Momos—must have been saying that he had seen Thanatos twice on the sairs, just as Thanatos had seen
Momostwice. That was what his curious statement had meant. Kronos had taken the nymph and led her
away, but it must have been afadse Kronos, someone impersonating the King of the Gods. This same
impostor had become Thanatos when passing Momos, then apetos when Thanatos caught up with him. .

lapetos—he remembered his earlier, unexpected meeting with the Titan, when he had entered Metiss
room. Had that been the redl |apetos, or the impostor? And why did everything keep coming back to
Métis, the Okeanid?

Okeanid! Metiswas an Okeanid, a daughter of Okeanos—a sister of the most famous of shape
changers. Even Thanatos had heard of him. Proteus, the eldest son of Okeanos, was secretly here on
Olympos—that was the only possible answer.

The eldest and most powerful son of Kronoss most steadfast enemy! Thantos had heard the King of the
Godsrail againgt hisbrother time and again. Thiswas information his master would be anxious to know.
Heforced himsdf to climb faster.

Kronoswas not in his chambers. Thanatos searched for him, but did not think to go up to the rooftop
garden. Supper would have begun by now; perhaps, he thought, the Lord of the Titans was dready
dining. Once again hereturned to the sairs.

By the time he reached the patio hislegs were beginning to wobble from fatigue. Stopping on the broad
steps, he surveyed the assemblage. Kronos might be seated anywhere on the wide, grassy terrace.
Finally he spotted Eurybie and staggered toward her. She was Sitting alone.

"Is Lord Kronos here?" he asked, so short of breath that he had trouble speaking.

She shook her head, chewing and swallowing while he awaited her answer. "Not yet. He should be



down soon. Why? s something wrong?'

An atendant brought a chair, and Thanatos dropped into it. "I must speak with him. Something has
hap— | have very important information for him."

"Hmm. Soundsinteresting.” She deposited afinal morsal in her mouth, licked her fingers, and chewed
with unabashed enjoyment.

Hetwisted around in his chair, craning his neck to look for Kronos.

Metis, who was serving her turn as an attendant, had seen him as he entered. She began preparing a
plate of food, ladling out alarge serving of sauce and carefully mixing something into it.

"Thalia," she called, waving to the Muse as she passed nearby. "I'm running behind. Will you ddliver this
for me— over there, to the thin god with Eurybie.”

"At once, dear child," Thaliasaid, taking the plate and carrying it to the god Metis had indicated.

Thanatos barely noticed as she set it on the table by his sde. He was looking toward the portico,
expecting Kronos to appear at any moment. He glanced at the food, then began to pick at it
absentmindedly, dipping the meat into the sauce before each bite. He continued to watch for Kronos.

"I'vefinished edting," Eurybie said, "and | don't have anyoneinteresting to talk to. | think I'll gofind Lord
Kronosfor you. Did you look in his chambers?' Her curiosity had been aroused by the earlier incident
with Naassa, and she hoped to at least partly satisfy it. Acting as messenger might help achieve that goal.

Thanatos was too exhausted to object. "Yes, | supposethat'sagood idea. Please tell himwhere | am
and—"

"And that you have very important information for him," she said mockingly. "I shall." She glided across
the lawn, up the airs, and into the palace.

He continued to wait, idly eating. His mind was racing, and he barely tasted the food. At first the peculiar
sensations were so dight that he scarcely noticed them, but they soon became clearly unpleasant. He
rubbed his hand over his scomach, wondering if Eurybie had found Kronos yet.

From across the patio Metis watched him, noting the sequence of hisreactions. She had spent dmost
two hours perfecting the herb, dtering it bit by bit until it exactly suited her requirements.

By now discomfort had become pain. He clutched his belly, bending far forward. His head seemed to be
spinning and he wanted to lie down. With difficulty heroseto hisfeet. As he reached the portico, Kronos
was coming in hisdirection.

Kronos saw him too—and was displeased. Thanatos was supposed to be guarding Nalassa. Why had
he deserted his post?

"Lord Kronodl" Thanatos managed to cdl out, heading toward him. He wasintent upon telling his master
what he had learned, but just as he reached him, the pain in his stomach became even more extreme.
Doubling over, he began to vomit.

Kronos drew back in revulsion.
"Lord Kro—" His stomach heaved again.

Kronos stepped wide around him, disgust clearly evident on hisface.



Eyes running and mouth drooling, Thanatos abandoned his attempt and once again started toward his
own quarters. Every few steps he stopped, heaving uncontrollably.

Metis smiled and turned her attention back to her work.

Kronos st at atable and bled to eat when his food was brought, but his mind was on Nalassa. He had
to know why Thanatos had |eft her. Reluctantly he abandoned his med and went back upstairs. The
stairway reeked with the evidence of the sick god's passage.

The nymph was gone. He found Thanatos, ill dressed, lying in hisbed.
"Whereis she?' Kronos demanded. "Y ou've let her escape a second time!™
Thanatos only moaned in answer, barely able to open his eyes.

Kronos started to reach for him, intent upon shaking him by the throat. He reconsidered before touching
him. As he backed from the room, Thanatos gave out another low, gurgling moan and began to retch.

THIRTY

Proteus and Na assa reached the chambers of Momos without further difficulty. Smal by comparison
with the gpartment of apetos, it was nevertheless of fair sze, with four mgjor roomsin addition to the
large entrance hal and anumber of smal storage rooms.

"Greetings, Lord Proteus," Alalkomeneus cried asthey entered one of the rear chambers. The man
stepped forward from amid anumber of hisfellows and bowed gtiffly. All around him the naked mortals
scurried to hide themsalves or crept forward with wide, curious eyes, depending on their individua
temperaments.

"We have awaited your presence asthe flower awaitsthe sun," Alalkomeneus continued, obviousy
pleasad with his own el ogquence.

"And we are pleased to be with you," Proteus answered. "Have the rest of your people been behaving?
Has anyone been here since Metis|eft?

"Weve seen no one, my lord Proteus, since the Goddess of the Dark Curls departed. Asto the men, I've
hed my hands full with them. None of them understands very much, but aslong asthey are confined in
thisroom, little harm can befdl them. Will Lady Metis, the Laughing Goddess of Many Smiles, be
returning soon?'

"l hope s0," Proteus said distractedly.
Nalassa moved about the room, looking for a placeto sit.

She avoided the chair occupied by the head of Oizys, which was propped up by pillows, watching them.
The mortals had settled al over the room; shelifted one out of the way and sat down, immediately
beginning to tend to her appearance.

Proteus removed the crab from benesth his clothes and set it on the floor, then brought a decanter from a
nearby table and doused the creature with nectar. For along moment nothing happened, but then the
form of the crustacean blurred and began to enlarge. A moment later the seagod Aigaion stood before
them, tall, thin, and naked, hislong hair aswild as a brambl e thicket. Proteus stepped quickly toward him
to sop him from fdling.



"Sit, friend of my father,” Proteus said, asssting him into achair. He brought agoblet, and the god gulped
down the nectar, moaning softly and rubbing his eyes. "Y ou're free now, Aigaion, thanks to the concern
of Okeanos."

"Isthat you, Proteus?’ Aigaion asked weskly. "Yes, | see now that it isyou, Son of Okeanos. | have
done aterrible thing, adespicablething. | let Kronosforce meto tell evil lies about your father and my
brother Nereus. He beat meterribly, and | wastoo weak to resist him." His hands trembled as Proteus
refilled his goblet.

"I know. That doesn't matter. Y ou did your best, and now you are free. But how did Kronostrap you in
such amanner?”

"Hewould not let me eat or deep, even after | had said al he wanted meto say. At last, when | could
stand no more, | transformed mysdlf into the form in which you found me— not to escape, which was
impossible, but to avoid the blows. | tried to scuttle away, but was too dow. He threw me into some
container and poured some substance over me, so that | was frozen till and could not move at al.”

Proteus nodded. "1 suspected something like that. Rest now and gather strength, whilethereistime.” He
turned to Nalassa. "I'm going to get Philyraand Metis and bring them back here. The two of you should
be safe until | return.”

Her smile and nod could not conced that she did not want him to go.

The entrance to Ophion'stunnd lay near the floor. Proteus had pried out its circular stone sedl earlier in
the day, when he and Metis had agreed to make this room the center of their clandestine activities. Two
large amphorae stood in front of the entrance to conced it from casual view.

Metamorphosing himself, he flew through the tunnel to Metissroom. The child goddess was not there,
and Philyrawas not in sight. Risking discovery, he assumed the form of 1apetosto seek the older sster in
her room. He found her without difficulty and returned to hisown form.

"Wemust talk," hetold her, "dl of us. We havelittletime. Whereis Mtis?!
"She'sdowndtairs, at supper.”

"Good. Find her and let her lead you to Momos's quarters. Well have to chance your being seen. Be
very careful.”

He returned to Nalassaand Aigaion. Twenty minutes passed before they heard the Okeanids entering the
outer rooms of the apartment. When they arrived, Alalkomeneus ran toward the child goddess with acry
of joy; she swooped him up and amply returned his affection.

"No one saw you coming here?' Proteus demanded. "No one, particularly Kronos or Thanatos?'
Metis grinned. "Thanatos certainly didn't see us, nor Kronos."

Proteus quickly told his sisters of the rescue of Aigaion and Naassaand how Thanatos had followed
them. "Even if Thanatos didn't recognize me," he concluded, "Kronos certainly will know whom to
suspect. By thistime he knows I'm on Olympos, and that means none of usis safe.”

"He doesn't know yet," Metissaid quietly.

Everyone stared a her. "What do you mean?' Proteus asked. "Why are you smiling?'



"Thanatos hasn't told anyone anything. | told you not to worry about him, brother."

Proteus and Philyra exchanged glances. Philyrawas smiling despite her effortsto remainimpassive. "Let
her tell you," shesad.

Metis explained how she had transmuted one of her plants, ground some of it into fine powder, and
added the powder to the god's meal. She described in detail what she had seen of Thanatos's reaction to
edingit.

"Then he'stoo sick to talk?" Proteus asked.
The child nodded. "Too sck to do anything."
"Areyou certan?'

"Almost certain. From the time he started to vomit, he shouldn't have been able to put three words
together. By now he's probably so weak he can bardly move. He's forgotten all about you.”

Proteus looked at Philyra.

"Sheknows plants,” Philyrasaid. "If that'swhat she says, I'd believe her."
"How long will he stay that way?"

Metis shrugged. "A day or two. Maybe three."

Proteus laughed softly. "The daughters of Okeanos are not to be trifled with! But our Situation has not
redly changed. When Thanatos recovers, Kronoswill know everything, or guessit. Both of you will bein

danger.”

"Wheat if he doesn't recover?' Metis asked. "Then Kronoswouldn't be ableto link Nalassato you or us.
Besides, I'd like to keep Thanatos sick.”

"Y ou have a previoudy unsuspected maicious stregk, little sster. Could you do that?"

"| think so. I'd liketotry. | could reach his apartment through Ophion's tunnel and force more of my herb
into himwhile hedeegps.”

"Kronoswill till be suspicious, now that Nal assa has disappeared. He knows that peculiar things have
been happening, and helll make an effort to discover what it'sal about. Still, he might not learn that
Aigaionismissng, and if he doesn't learn that in time, his plot against Okeanos and Nereus may be
impaired.”

Philyraleaned forward. "Impaired? If he has no witness, haven't we won? Haven't you defeated him?”

Proteus shook his head. "Y ou didn't see and hear Kronosas| did. Thiswon't stop him. At best it may
weaken the support of hisaccomplices. | fear we've won only asmall victory today."

"Then what shall we do?' Philyraasked.

"I haveto warn Lord Nereus, and Naassawill need help escaping the palace, since she can't fly. I'll take
her to some safe place, then continue on to the Kingdom of Nereus. If Metis can kegp Thanatos from
talking to Kronas, then you both should be safe here.”

"l candoit," Metissaid. "Besides, there may be more to be learned. We can work for our father here on



Olympos.”

Proteus |ooked skeptical. "Metis, you've seen what the King of the Godsis capable of. Don't think for a
moment that helll spare you because you're achild or Philyra because he finds her atractive.”

"Brother," Philyrasaid, "none of usissafe aslong as Lord Kronos plots against our father. Intimeslike
thesewe must all face danger. Metisand | must do al we can until you return.”

"Bravely said. Will you promise to be careful? Should Kronos suspect you, you must flee Olympos
immediately. Come to the Kingdom of Nereus. Y ou'll be safe there until the wedding.”

"Good," Philyrasaid. "It's settled. When do you leave?’

"Tonight, as soon asit's dark. Nothing can be gained by waiting longer, and the danger to Aigaion and
Nalassacan only increase.”

"Where will you take me?' Naassa asked.
"Where would you liketo go?"
She hegitated, then answered without looking at him, "I've never seen the Kingdom of Nereus."

"Y ou may comewith me, if you like. Y ou'll probably be safer there— for the present, anyway — than
with your family. What about you, Aigaion?'

The seagod looked markedly better now. "Far, far away," he said. "As soon as night fallsI'll becomea
bird—the smdlest, most inconspicuous of birds— and fly asfar as my wingswill carry me."

A short time later they al went out on the gdlery. It was night now, and the moon had not yet risen.
Standing together, Naassa and the children of Okeanos watched as Aigaion assumed atiny, dull gray
form, and flitted away into the darkness. As best they could tell, no one followed him.

Philyra stepped forward and kissed her brother tenderly on the cheek. "Perhaps someday you'll vist for
more than afew hours" shetold him. "Be careful, brother.”

Metis hugged him enthusiastically. He whispered in her ear, "Philyraisvery brave and will do her best,
but your temperament better suits you to this sort of adventure. Y ou must try to be wise beyond your
years."

Na assa had been standing to one side. Now Proteus caused wings to grow from his back and stepped
toward her. Helifted her in hisarms and carried her toward therailing, his great wings stretched and
beginning to beat. The naiad closed her eyes and let her armstighten around him as they plunged out into
the night. A few momentsater, they too had vanished.

Behind them, el sewhere in the palace, the King of the Gods crouched beside an overturned chest. Salt
lay scattered dl around him upon thefloor.

Findly he rose and went to a neighboring rodm. From a cupboard he withdrew aweapon, weighing it in
his hand and testing its edge as he carried it to a chamber lit by many lamps. Here for along time he sat
and thought, brooding upon the many things that had happened.

The nymph, the mortas, Thanatos and Aigaion . . . There was amystery here—amystery to be plumbed
and an enemy to be crushed. He was angry, but he was intrigued, too— intrigued and invigorated. He
sensed the hand of an uncommon adversary, and arare chalenge to his unexcelled strength and



intelligence.
Holding the great curved sword forged for him by 1apetos, the Lord of the Titans began to plan, cunning
thoughts crowding the labyrinth of hismind.



