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For Alisha, this second volume, too
One

Asthe powerful wings of the ocean god carried her down from Mount Olympos, Nalassatried to drive
from her mind al thought of the dangers they had so narrowly escaped. She had discovered the secret
charnel room where the King of the Gods and Thanatos, his unclean servant, sought to probe the limits of
mortality and immortality. Had Proteus not rescued her, she was certain she would be there now, among
the decaying corpses and dismembered bodies.

Nestled in his strong arms, with her cheek pressed againgt his chest, the water nymph wanted to think
only of the present and the god who held her. Instead she found hersdlf glancing back again and again
across Proteus's broad shoulder. Behind them, dimly visible in the crisp Starlight, the grest palace of the



Lord of the Titans grew smal in the distance. Two or three times she thought she detected movements
that might be indicative of pursuit, but she could not be certain.

Proteusflew closeto the mountainsde, hugging the jutting cliffs or dipping into deep gorgesfor

conced ment. The terrain became increasingly rugged as they followed a sinuous route thet led both
downward and toward the eastern sea. They skimmed over afrozen wasteland of snow, ice, and rock.
At each dizzying dip or turn the naiad clutched Proteus till more tightly and tried to stifle the criesthat
legped to her mouth. Theicy wind buffeted her face and whipped her hair and clothing about her.

Soon ice and snow were replaced by dark forests that sprouted from the sheer dopes of the
mountainsde. Thetossing treetops lapped benesth them like waves. They were flying dmost horizontaly,
and now for the first time she saw the dark expanse of the sea. It lay directly ahead of them, reflecting
pinpoints of sarlight.

Proteus soared in toward the rocky shore, arching hiswings at the last moment to dow their descent. He
swung her down and she found hersdf running in the sand beside him before shefully redlized they were
no longer airborne. He folded his great wings and began to reabsorb them into his body asthey ran out a
short distance into the frothing waves. Hand-in-hand they dived headfirgt into the dark waters.

Accustomed to theriver ruled by her father and to its many shallow, racing tributaries, the sea seemed
both familiar and strangdly dien to the naiad. Shefilled her lungs with seawater and let him lead her
downward through the dmost total darkness.

Had he been aone, the son of Okeanos might have metamorphosed himself into adolphin or assumed
thetail and finsof afish to facilitate hisjourney. Instead he swam leisurely, retaining his own form. Still
Naassa had difficulty keeping up with him. Countless ages had trained his musclesto traverse the slent
depths with maximum speed and minimum effort.

Proteus paused regularly to alow the naiad to catch up, and he stopped occasionally so that she could
rest. When they spoke, the watery e ement made their voices sound thick and oddly distant.

After they had been swimming for some minutes, Nalassa noticed ahead of them many dull points of light,
like stars viewed through haze, that seemed gradudly to be growing brighter. A few moments later
thousands of tiny, slver-eyed fish cavorted about them, surrounding them in acloud of luminescence. She
redlized that Proteus must have summoned these crestures up from far below to light their way. The
luminous fish accompanied them asthey swam, and on dl sides, just beyond the faint blue of the water,
theillumination ended in awall of impenetrable blackness.

Now shefollowed alittle behind him, watching the easy naturaness of his movements and admiring the
perfect symmetry of his smooth, bronzed body. Tall, neither dender nor bulky, he glided effortlessly
ahead of her just above the languidly waving growths of the sea-bottom plain, his deek musclesrippling
with each dightest movement. He belonged here, sheredized, amid the magnificent solitude of these blue

depths.

Cord-covered cairns of rock rose up around them like ghostly castles. An ed, startled at their approach,
sought shelter within the crevices. A scarlet, spiked cresture watched them from unblinking eyes asthey
swam past. A ray fish ventured into their path, then veered away with the sudden flapping of itswinglike
fins

When sharks passed nearby within their circle of illumination, Proteus warned her to stay closeto him.



Usudly these vicious predators extended to the gods the wide berth otherwise reserved only for the
largest of whales, but their ravenous ferocity occasiondly led them to attack even creatures of divine
proportion. Despite their relaively smal mortd size, they could inflict very painful injuries. They were
capable of snipping off divine ringers or toes, and even more serious wounds could result when they
hunted in packs.

The palace of Nereus|lay in the degpest part of the Aegean, near the very bottom of agreat sunken rift.
Asthey approached this enormous valley the sea bottom dropped away suddenly. Proteusled her
outward into the open water, well clear of the steep wall. With asingle thoughtless kick the naiad might
eadly precipitate an underwater |landdide and trap both of them beneath an avalanche of soft mud.

Downward they swam, through the vast and empty darkness, until they reached the rippled, yellow
surface of the valley floor-asilent landscape pockmarked by the burrows of deep-sea creatures and
spotted with waving thickets of spiney, red and orange growths that resembled finely serrated plants.

Occasiondly fan-shaped cord drifted past, reflecting red in the phosphorescent light. Three sharks came
upon them suddenly-ugly white crestures with broad, flat heads and glistening, bulbous white eyes.
Finding themsdves caught in the periphery of illumination, they backed away in sartled confusion, then
sought escape in the surrounding blackness.

At last the palace of Nereus came into sight, glowing in the distance, wreathed in phosphorescence. It
rose from the sea bottom like a scarlet mountain, itsthick walls and high towers reaching high above the
surrounding hillsand bluffs,

Asthey drew near, piscine sentinels sensed their presence and swam to meet them; other fish carried
word of their arriva to the pdace. An honor guard of stately silver ray fish glided out to circle and escort
them toward the main entrance, leaving them only as Proteus and Na assa swam through an enormous
porta and into awide corridor.

The palace, which the sea god Nereus had commanded to grow upon this spot, was formed completely
of cora. Ugly, coral-eating fish patrolled its corridors, grazing on walls, floor, and ceiling to keep them
properly trimmed.

Asthey swam they were joined by an ever-increasing number of golden-haired nymphs, the daughters of
King Nereus and Queen Doris. By the time they reached the great hall more than adozen Nereids
encircled them. The goddesses laughed and chatted excitedly, their long hair and beautiful gowns, woven
of many-colored sea growths, fluttering around them in the water.

Now Naassafound hersdf in an enormous, high-ceilinged chamber. Walls of blue cora surrounded them
and smadll fish scuttled out of their way. Millions of phosphorescent crestures, microscopic in Size, had
imbedded themsdlves to the high walls and ceiling of the room; each produced only adim illumination by
itsdlf, but collectively they flooded the chamber in asoft blue-white light. The walls of the great room
were lined with benches and tables, and nearby rose ahigh platform surmounted by two polished thrones
of gleaming black cordl.

A dark-haired goddess was swimming toward them, smiling warmly as she drew near. Behind her at a
short distance followed a golden-haired god. Proteus and Nalassa dowed to a stop, floating side by side
and moving their arms and legs only as much as necessary to maintain their positions.

"Greetings, Queen Doris," Proteus said as the goddess dowed her rapid progress with afew reverse



strokes of her hands.

She laughed, threw her arms about his neck, and kissed him. "Proteus, will you never abandon your
sensdessformality when you speak to me? I'm il your sster, even if you seldom visit me.”

"And the mother of the world's most beautiful goddesses," he said, nodding toward the watching Nereids
who were gathering at a discrete distance.

Nereus, the golden-haired god, had now joined hiswife. A little plump and below medium height, he
carried himsdlf with aregd bearing nonetheless. "'l see your vison and judgment remain as sharp asever,”
he said jovidly. "Welcome, Proteus! | observe that the outside world does not lack beauty either. Whois
your lovely companion?’

"Thisis Naassa, the daughter of theriver god Asopos.”

Doristurned toward her daughters. "Go now, children, that we may talk. Therell betimelater for each of
you to greet our guests.” Reluctantly the Nereids | eft the great hal, and Doris turned back to her brother.
"It's been far too long since we've seen you. Why, most of my daughters didn't even recognize you. ..."

Nereusinterrupted her. "No recriminations, Doris. Hell stay away even longer next timeif you scold him.
Now, Proteus, shdl wetalk first, or would you rather wait until you've rested? Are you hungry? Have
you eaten?'

"A long conversation isin order," Proteus said.

Two others, agod and goddess, had entered the hall and seemed uncertain if they should approach more
closdaly. Nereus glanced toward them, then gestured to them to come forward. "Here are my brother and
sster, Lord Phorkys and hiswife, Lady Keto," he told Naassa. The two gods joined them. Both had the
golden blond hair of Nereus and his daughters, and both displayed obvious curiosity about the two
vigtors.

After the cordialities had been satisfied, Nereus said, "Come, then, Proteus. Y ou've traveled far and we
have much to say to each other. I'm sure everyone will excuse us.”

He clapped the ocean god on the shoulder and led him across the broad hall toward a number of coral
benches, the surfaces of which were kept smooth by the cora-eating fish that seemed to be everywhere
about the palace. Nudging one of these aside, Proteus and Nereus sat side by side.

"Would you care to see your apartment now?' Doris asked Nalassa.

Nalassa hesitated, glancing toward Proteus. "If you don't mind, | think 1'd rather wait here for awhile
ya"

Dorisnodded. " Certainly, though | must warn you that they may talk for quite some time. My husband
does not despise conversation.”

Nalassa smiled back at her hostess. The others had all moved away now, so that the nymph and the
gueen were aone on one side of the great hall. From across the chamber Nereus signaed to hiswifeto
join him and Proteus. The two gods had risen from their bench and were swimming toward the portal of
an adjoining room.



Dorislooked her embarrassment and began to glance about, intending to summon one of her daughters
to keep the naiad company while she accompanied Nereus and Proteus.

Nalassaforestaled any such action. "Please go right on," she said softly. "1 won't a al mind being left to
myself-if you don't mind. Y our palaceis so lovely and different. Y ou have the beauty of nature here, and
I'll relish the opportunity to study it.”

Doris gtarted to object, but changed her mind when Nereus signaled to her again, thistime from the
entrance of the room to which he was|eading Proteus. "If you need anything- anything at al, my
dear-you need only call one of my daughters. ..." She squeezed Nalassa's hand, then swam quickly to
join her hushand and brother. The three disappeared into adoorway and agreat double curtain of shells
swung closed behind them.

Nalassasighed. She was glad that she had come here with Proteus; the beauty of the undersea palace at
least partialy compensated for how terribly neglected she was feding. For anumber of minutes she
floated in the gentle current that ran across the great hall, from one high-vaulted entrance to another; she
let her thoughts float and sway, too.

"Y ou must not want him very badly,” asmall voice said from behind her.

Sheturned to find adivine child, little older than atoddler, riding toward her atop agiant turtle. Theturtle
was moving dowly acrossthe hdl, skimming aong just above the floor; the goddess on its back, though
very young, was nearly aslarge asthe thirty-foot-long reptile. She tapped lightly againgt the beast's shell
and it dowed to astop. Long strands of golden hair settled around her face. Coy eyes, hinting of
laughter, gleamed up at Nalassa.

"What did you say?" the naiad asked.

"l sad that you must not want him very badly. If you redly wanted him, you would work to win him."

The odd words, spoken by so young a goddess, both puzzled and flustered Na assa. She wondered if
her state of mind was so obvious that everyone could recognize it, even children.

"Yourevery slly," the child continued, her speech oddly languorous. "' Of course you'rein love with him.
But you don't want to admit it, even to yoursdf. Y ou must know your own mind.”

The child glanced across the hdl toward the room into which Proteus had disappeared. "Hell be difficult
towin, but you can doit," she continued. "No, don't worry. If you redly want him, I'll help you."

"What are you talking about?' Nalassa asked, pretending that the things the child said were meaningless
to her.

"I'm talking about love, you foolish nymph. Y our face betrays your heart. Y ou'rein love with him, but he
doesn't love you-yet.”

Nalassa glanced quickly around the huge chamber. No one was near them. The hall was empty except
for Phorkys and Keto, who were talking quietly just inside the entrance to one of the many adjoining
corridors.

Naassastared a the child. There was an aura of indolence about her, and of sensudity, particularly in



her dow, languid gestures and pouting lips.

"Of courseyoureinlovewith him," the child continued, laughing. "Y ou needn't pretend with me. Y ou can
hideit from yoursdlf and from some of the others, but not from me. | know about these things. | can
make him loveyou if-"

Now it was Naassawho laughed, partly out of nervousness but aso because she had become suddenly
aware of the absurdity of her conversation with this goddess who was little more than an infant.

The child frowned. Shewas till astride her turtle. ™Y ou may doubt me," she said very serioudy. "I will
alow that. After dl, you don't know me. But don't laugh at what | say. I, who cherish laughter and
merriment, dso love retribution. Yes, | can make him loveyou, if | so choose. | can fill him with love until
he overflows, until-"

"And how would you do this?'

The child looked again in the direction of the room in which Proteus was meeting with Nereus and Doris,
then back at the nymph. She shook her head, making her long, golden hair wave in the water. "First you
must decide. Then .."

"Pardon," avoiceinterrupted. A dark-haired goddess swam up to them. "I am looking for Lord Proteus.
Areyou the nymph who arrived with him?"

Nalassa nodded.
"Whereishe?| am Dione, hissger. | wishto greet him."
"He's over there, mother," the child said, pointing acrossthe hdll.

"Another of Proteuss ssters!” Nalassa exclaimed. "The children of Okeanos are indeed numerous and
widespread. He's meeting with King Nereus and Queen Doris and probably won't be free for sometime
yet," she explained. "Thisisyour daughter? I've been talking with her. She's... amost interesting child.

The goddess grinned. "Indeed sheis! I'm not redlly her mother, however, though sheinsstson caling me
that. | found her some years ago, floating in the seain a pocket of foam. For that reason we cal her
Aphrodite" The word meant foam-born. "Nereus and Doris have grown quite fond of her, ashavel. Do
you know, she hasn't grown abit since the day | found her. Pay no attention to what she says, though.
She saysthe most astounding things."

The Okeanid Dione frowned, then continued, "1 don't guessI'll wait. Please tell him that I'm looking for
him, and not to dare leave without seeing me."

Nalassa agreed to deliver the message.
Dione excused hersdlf. "What about you, Aphrodite? Are you coming back with me, or staying here?"
"I'll come, mother," the child answered. She tapped the turtle and it began to turnin acircle, moving in

the direction from which they had originadly come. "Remember what | said,” the child told Nalassa. "All
dependson you." Shefollowed her foster mother away.



Perplexed, Nalassa swam the short distance to a bench and sat down to wait. She noticed that Phorkys
and Keto were gill near one of the entrances to the hall and that they were watching her. As she looked
at them, the god and goddess retreated out of sight down the corridor.

Two

Behind the closed curtains of shells, Proteus and his Sister sat side by side on alow bench. Nereus had
drawn up asmal stool and was gitting close in front of them.

"Oh, why can't heleave usin peace?’ Doris demanded. "Thisisatiny redlm. There are other seas, even
the great seaiitself. Anyone who likes may fashion his own domain in one of them. ..."

"Thered surprise" Nereus said, addressing hisvigtor, "isthat Kronos has waited thislong to act. His
hatred isn't new. We've been aware of it for avery long time.”

"But why does he hate us 07" Doris asked. "What have we done that he should be so intent upon our
destruction?'

Nereus shook his head sadly. "Part of it, | suppose, isthat he wants us to acknowledge him as our king
and-"

"But wedo!" Dorisinterrupted. "We adways havel™

"Not as thoroughly as he wishes, my dear." Nereus leaned forward, took hiswife's hand, and squeezed it
gently. "Welive far from Olympos. We don't bow to him daily. We aren't in his debt for every good thing
that surrounds us. All that we have, weve earned for ourselves. We owe him nothing. That'swhat he
resents. Hefinds that intolerable.”

As helooked back and forth between his sister and her husband, an odd sensation crept over Proteus.
He pressed his eyes shut and held them closed for afew moments. Therewas aterrible familiarity in
Nereusswords, and for an ingtant Proteus was overwhelmed by the impression that he had seen and
heard dl this before-that he was only reenacting events that had aready taken place long ago.

After amoment he looked up again, once morein control of himself.

"It'sfitting, | suppose," Doriswas saying. “To most of usthe wedding of abrother or Sster isajoyous
occasion." She amiled bitterly. "But to the King of the Gods, it's merely an opportunity for treachery!”

"Poor Eurybie," Nereus said quietly. "It saddens meto think that our misfortune will taint her wedding
day. She and Crios deserve better-much better!"

"I'm afraid you don't fully understand the Situation yet," Proteus said. " Shed no tearsfor them. They both
conspire againgt you with Kronos. Among other things, thismarriage is a pretext for placing Crioson
your throne. Once you've been deposed, your sister will reign as queen here, with Kronos's brother at
her sde.”

Deep sadness touched Nereus's features. " Are you certain of this, Proteus? Eurybie plots against us,
too?'

The son of Okeanos nodded. " She's as deeply involved as Kronaos, and will profit handsomely, Kronos



has planned carefully, and, | suspect, for avery long time. Hell claim that you conspire againgt him and
that you seek to overthrow him asKing of the Gods."

"But that's preposteroud” Doris exclaimed. "Wholll believe such nonsense? We, of dl the gods, have no
reason to plot against Kronos. Such aclamisbeyond belief."”

"That doesn't matter," Proteus continued. "The wedding of Crios and Eurybie offers entry to your palace
for both Kronos and hisfollowers. When he accuses you, helll have the support not only of the Titans
he's aready enlisted- 1apetos, Koios, and Crios-but of al the lesser gods aswell. He's their king. They
know him little but revere him much, and they'll believe whatever hetellsthem. They'll follow him without
hestation.”

Proteus paused for amoment, then concluded, "And when he strikes againgt you, helll strike dso againgt
my father."

"Of course," Nereus said sadly. "That only makes sense. He'slong begrudged Okeanos his
independence. He hopesto berid of us both with a single stroke-while we're most unsuspecting.

A smdl squid drifted between them, then flitted suddenly away. Dorislet her gaze wander from Proteus
to look around the simple, unadorned room in which they sat. The soft beauty of the coral chamber
seemed to increase her sadness.

“What will become of us?' she asked her brother.
"Tataros.

"They say theair isdank and loathsome there," she said thoughtfully, “that nothing can grow initsfetid
atmosphere. They say it's better to die the death of amortal anima than to live-a deathless
god-entombed forever in darkness and decay.” Shelooked up at Proteus. "Does Kronosthink al thisis
gill unknown to us? If he knew we were forewarned, might he not be deterred?”

Proteus shook his head. "While on Olympos, | had the opportunity to observe him in conference with his
fellow congpirators. Don't deceive yourselves. | saw hisface and heard his voice as he spoke to them.
He's determined to rid himself of you, Nereus, and of my father. Nothing will dissuade him. He will
destroy you both, or destroy himsdlf in the attempt. Asit is, we have the advantage of knowing when he
plansto atack-and that may well be our only advantage. If he became aware of our knowledge, he might
delay and shift his plan to some other day, and then the advantage would be hisagain.”

For more than afull minute none of them spoke.

Finaly Proteus continued, "There is something more | must tell you. | know, Nereus, that you never
intentiondly look into the future, that you prophesy only under duress...."

"We are s0 dike, Proteus, brother of my beloved wife," Nereus said. "Of dl the gods, you, who share
my 'gift,’ know what aburdenit is, and its limitations. Whatever chance now cloudsyour visonisa
blessing. | wish I, too, could remember nothing of thethings | foresee.”

"My visions are hidden from me, it istrue, but not from those around me," Proteus explained. "At such
times| fal unconscious and am oblivious to the words that pour from my mouth. This happened last three
days ago. Naassa, the nymph who accompanied me here, was with me and later told me the things|



sad. | mention thisonly because | believe it must pertain to what we've been discussing.”

Nereus started to object, but hiswife interrupted him. "L et him speak. Thisisatime when it would be
well to glimpsethe future.”

"These are the words | spoke while my body seethed in continual metamorphosis: ‘Change follows
change when god devours god. Titan againgt Titan, god against god... power unleashed, force
undreamt...."

"Oh, brother," Doris cried softly, "it sounds as though our worst fears are destined to be realized!"”

"Thereismore: The gull shall weep, the eagle cease to soar, when the white mare rears her hooves and
the broken willow piercesther hearts" "

"Thegull," Dorissaid, "why, that's a shape favored by your father. And the eagle certainly must be
Kronos. Does this mean that both will fail?"

"Enough, Proteus," Nereusinterrupted. "One might just aswell judge amelon by asinglethin dice asthe
future by such words. The dice could be the only bad part, or the only good. None can truly know what
isto be. It'savain, usdess pursuit. ..."

Dorisleaned toward her husband and laid ahand upon hisarm, looking at him with affection and
sympathy. " Such visons dwaystrouble him. Proteusis right, though, my dear. Thisis something we must
know. Let himgo on...."

"No, Doris, let me speak,” Nereusinssted. "Brother- for you are my brother, so closeismy wifeto
me-the future is a shifting, shapel ess thing, impossible to grasp and hold. It dependsin part upon what we
do today. Today we shape tomorrow. Each act of the present has its consequences. It'sfolly to heed
such words as you have recited.”

Proteus shrugged. "I'vetold you this because | thought it might hold some meaning for you."

Nereus settled back on his stool now that he had said al he cared to say. Doris turned back toward
Proteus.

"Whatever those words may mean,” she said, "tell methis, brother-what can we do?'

"There areredlly only two courses of action, and neither is acceptable. Nereus and my father could avoid
Kronos simply by failing to be present at the wedding, but then the confrontation would only be
postponed. Kronoswould seek out a new opportunity. Or we could prepare to meet him when the time
comes-perhaps even strikefirst againgt him.”

Nereus shook hishead vigoroudy. "I won't arm my daughters with tridents. If we resst Kronos, terrible
violence will ensue. Neither of us need peer into the future to know that. | won't be responsible for that
result.”

"But what will you do, then?' Proteus demanded. " Certainly you won't surrender to him."

"If Kronos attemptsto capture me, I'll try to eude him- but | shall not fight him and | shall not hide from
him"



For what seemed like along time they were silent. Finaly Proteus said, "Nereus, | came hereto warn
you and to seek your help. It isn't only you and Doriswho stand in the balance...."

"No," Nereussaid inggtently. "My decison isfirm. Such violence can only beget an ever-widening circle
of till moreviolence. | will not be aparty toit. If such things must happen, they must happen without my
assgtance.”

"Listento me," the ocean god continued, leaning forward as he spoke. ™Y our restraint will avert nothing.
My father has aready been warned. He knows what Kronos plans. If asingle spear islifted againgt him
or against any member of my family, this palace of yourswill trembleto its foundations. We can oppose
Kronos-easly. If he chooses, my father can summon athousand of his sons from the far corners of the
earth.”

"Would Okeanos do that?' Nereus asked.

Proteus shrugged amost imperceptibly. "I don't know. | do know hewon't willingly surrender to Kronos.
But | didn't come here, Nereus, to advise you to arm for battle. This problem is deeper and more terrible
than that. | fear that no matter what course of action we choose, the result will be disasterous.”

"It isn't only you and Doris, or Okeanos and Tethys, who are at stake," Proteus continued. "It'sall of us.
Oncethis battle has begun, it won't stop herein your throne room, whoever isvictorious. Some of my
brothers, hotheaded and anxious for sport, will seek out those who support Kronos and deal with them
individually-or Kronos's supporters will do the same. From one end of the earth to the other, the gods
will fight one another. And this pleasant way of life weve learned to enjoy will crumble about us.™

Hewas staring into the other god's eyes. "Nereus, we're old enough to remember how things were
before Kronos imposed his rule upon the worl d-the ignorance and savagery that held sway. Unlesswe
can somehow persuade Kronos to abandon his plan, those dayswill surely return. All that's been built
will be shattered, and only ruinswill remain.”

Nereus was nodding his head. "What you say istrue. But what do you want from us? There's nothing
Dorisor | can do that will affect that outcome.”

For afew moments Proteus sat with his eyes cast down. Findly hesaid, "I fear you may beright. |
suppose | hoped you might offer some idea that had escaped me.”

Doristook her brother's hand. "WEell try to help, brother, even if my husband thinksit impossible.”
"Thistopic has saddened and tired me," Nereus said. "It islate. We can talk more tomorrow."

When they returned to the great hall Naassalooked up from her reveries asthey swam toward her.

"Come, both of you," Queen Doris said, her voice surprisingly pleasant after the distressing conversation
in which she had been aparticipant. "I must find suitable quartersfor our honored guests.”

Nalassa and Proteus were led through a number of passageways until they reached the gpartments Doris
intended for them, which were located near each other on opposite sides of a corridor. When findly they
were |eft done Nalassarejoined Proteusin hisroom.

She found him upon a cord bench, deep in thought.



"Y ou look troubled,” she said.

"I was thinking about Metisand Philyra. | should have ingsted they come with us."

"They wanted to stay on Olympos,” Nalassasaid. "Besides, | think you underestimate them.”
"Perhaps. But they're in great danger.” He sounded tired.

She settled near him on thefloor, crossing her dender legs beneeth her. "What will we do now?' she
asked. "Will you remain here, or will you return to Olympos?”

"I'll stay aday or two more, | suppose. | want to talk more with Nereusand Doris. ..."

Nalassa remembered the message she was supposed to deliver. "Oh, my lord, | forgot until just now.
Y our Sster Dioneis here and isanxiousto greet you."

"Dione," he mused, smiling dightly. "I'd better see her, or shell be offended.”

Proteus and Nd assa left the apartment together. He parted from her just outside the door to her room.
Lost in her own thoughts, Nalassa lingered in the corridor for two or three minutes, floating and swaying
in the amost imperceptible current. Eventualy she became aware that she was not alone. Turning, she
found hersdlf looking into the face of the golden-haired child.

"You'l never win him theway you're going about it," Aphrodite said.

The child was still seated upon the back of her giant turtle. "Just what should | be doing?’ Naassa
demanded, petulant.

"Let'sgo to your room. I'll tell you there. Y ou've much to learn, but I'll teach you.”
Three

Nal assa pushed open the door to her apartment and swam inside. The golden-haired child, abandoning
her turtle, swam in after her. The naiad closed the door, then swirled around gracefully in the water so
that she could face her companion.

The child settled atop ahigh divan of cora, which had been newly draped with athick mattress of
seaweed. Lying languidly upon it, she appraised Nalassa from head to toe.

"Y ou arent bad, actualy,” Aphrodite said thoughtfully as she continued to scrutinize her. "Y ou have a
great dedl of natura beauty in your face, and even though your hair israther plainin color, it'squiterich
and full. You'retoo dender, of course-1've always thought a goddess |ooks best when she's
full-figured-but no god would cast you aside for that. Take off your clothes."

Nalassalaughed. "I'll do no such thing," she exclaimed. "Why should I? Who areyou? Y ou talk so
oddly-especidly for someone so young.”

"If you wish meto help you win the heart of Proteus, you must do as| command. | must know what you
have to offer- what we have to work with-if I'm to judge the difficulty that lies before us. Asto my



age-I'mfar older than | look, far older than you, if the truth be known. | know many things- and even |
don't dways know just how | come to know them."”

Nalassawas floating upright just in front of the child, her feet barely touching the floor of the chamber.
She laughed again, beginning to fedl very foolish and quite uneasy. Who was this precocious cresture
whose every glance and gesture were laden with coy flirtation, whose dightest movements bespoke
profound sensudity?

"WeI? Do you wish my help?' the child demanded in her melodic, bubbly voice.

Nalassa started to obey, then changed her mind. Her laughter had turned to a nervoustittering. She
loosened the catch on her peplos, then refastened it.

The child seemed amused at the naiad's obvious embarrassment. Nevertheless, she continued to insst.

At lagt, despite her misgivings, Nalassaloosened the catch and unwound her peplos, letting the garment
float dowly away and toward the green cord floor.

"It'sas| feared,” the child said dowly, sgnaling the nymph to turn around so that she could observe dl of
her. ™Y our breasts are too small-nicely shaped in their perky way, but till too small. On the other hand
your waist is narrow and your hipsflare charmingly. They arentt redly very wide; your narrow waist only
makes them seem that way. To some gods the hips are more significant than the breasts, anyway. Turn
again, moredowly thistime."

Fedling terribly awkward and sdlf-conscious, Naassa did as she was directed, her long brown hair
swirling after her inthe water.

"Yes, yes," the child continued. "Not nearly asbad as | feared. Even if you were ugly, | could till make
him love you. Desire can blind the sharpest eye and cloud the clearest brain. If | wished, | could make
him crave you with dl the zed of agtarving hyena scrambling for food. Sometime, when I'm in the mood,
I'll provethat.”

She waved a hand toward the nymph. "But you-you should be able to win dmaost any god with your
natural endowments. Y ou shouldn't need my help at al, except that you've chosen for yourself a peculiar
sort of god. | could tell that from the glimpse | had of him. His heart is shielded. But don't despair. If he
carriessuch ashield, it must protect a vulnerable spot. Once weve nudged it aside, love's dagger may
eadly pierce hisheart.”

Aphrodite laughed gaily. "Has he seen dl of you yet?' she asked unexpectedly. "Or have you kept himin
suspense?!

Nalassa blushed but did not answer.

"Too bad. | suppose, then, that you'vedso ..."

Nalassa's wide eyes darted away from those of the child.

"Foolish creature! Don't you know that the mal€'s greatest weakness is hisimagination? He would have

clothed you in aradiance you could never manage by yoursdf. Y ou should have given him aglimpse of
your shoulder, pretending that your peplos dipped down of its own accord; or rewarded him with a peek



at your bare ankle or calf. Y ou should have teased him mercilesdy. Y ou should have encouraged and
discouraged him by turns, teasing and tantalizing, but always drawing back.”

Naassawasfrowning. "Oh, I'm not like that. Besides, heisn't interestedinme at al.”

"I don't doubt it. Y ou've made quite amess of things so far. Y our education seemsto have been sorely
neglected. Perhaps we should start with the basics, to be sure you know them. Y ou can still succeed.”

Nalassawas hugging her arms across her bare breasts. Asthe child continued talking, the nymph
recovered her clothing and began to drap it around herself.

"At least you know how to care for your body and cultivate its natural beauty? How to arrange your
clothing and hair to best display your charms. . . ?Onland, | mean; it'sdifficult to tend to such things
down here. A hint of chance addsimmeasurably-a curl out of place, for instance. Y ou must dways adorn
yourself lightly; too much jewdry or makeup wouldn't flatter you. Of course you must remember not to
laugh too loudly. It'sfar more effective to giggle or titter. Never bray or guffaw, and when you smile-you
should smile athousand smiles for each time you laugh-show your teeth proudly, for you have admirable
teeth. Be careful of your posture, and make a point of dways moving as though you are being watched.”

The child paused amoment, then said, "All of that you should have been taught by your mother. She
should have taught you, too, the primary rule of love. Do you know it?"

Wide-eyed, Nalassa shook her head. "No. At least | don't think so0."
"Thisisthe primary rule of love-never believe what hetdlsyou”
The naiad stared at her. "Why not?'

"Because hewill dwayslieto you. Even when he meansto tell the truth. Even when he thinks heistdling
the truth. Mae and female-they see truth differently. All their communications arelies of one sort or
another. Protect yoursdlf from them as best you can, for you will invariably be deceived, however
vigilant. If you expect the truth from him, you will only be the more thoroughly deceived.”

Na assa had temporarily forgotten that a child was lecturing her. She wanted to laugh aloud at the
preposterousness of the situation; instead she found herself absorbed in the unexpected things Aphrodite
was saying. The child'sface seemed to shine, and her childish voice seemed dways on the verge of
laughter.

"In this battle of male and female," she continued, "your most potent weapon is delay. He will seek to
influence you by cresting a yearning emptiness within you, by making your in-sdes achefor him, so that
your heart beginsto flutter at the sound of his approaching steps or the first note of greeting that issues
from hismouth. Delay, or you're lost! Nothing so inflames the male principle as unfulfilled desire. Tease
with your eyes, glancing away shyly whenever he turnstoward you-"

"| do that dready, without even trying,” Nalassasad.
"All things become habitua when practiced often enough. Drive him mad with glimpses and laughter and

soft words. Never say yes. Never say no. Alwayssay maybe. And whenever possible, say it without
words."



The naiad had begun to fret. "I'm not like that," she protested. "1 detest such trickery and guile.”

Aphrodite drew back, her smile extinguished. For an instant her eyes gleamed with anger, but only for an
ingtant. AlImost immediately the goddesss norma manner returned. "What a child you are! Y ou want
love, but don't want to work for it. How else do you expect to acquire the love you desire, other than by
the thingsyou cdl trickery and guile? Do you think any god would willingly bind himself to agoddess,
however wonderful she might be, without first being driven completely and hopelesdy mad?* Laughter
likethe tinkling of glassfilled the room.

"Don't be so foolish,”" she continued. "Y ou aready do most of these things, even if you don't redlize that
you do. Think how much more successful you'd beif you redlly tried!”

Nalassa shook her head sadly. "I'm afraid it's usaless. | could never manage dl of that. And Proteus
probably wouldn't even noticeif | did.”

The child lgpsed into sllence, pouting. "All right,” she said at last. Y ou're a stubborn cresture, though
there is some truth to your argument, | must admit. Proteusis more immune to love than most. It would
be very difficult for you to win him by yoursdf."

She paused again, scrutinizing the naiad. "1 said | would help you, and | shdl - eveniif you aren't willing to
exert yoursdf. | shal make himfal inlove with you. Come here.”

Naassaonly stared at her.
"I'm determined. Y ou shal have your god. Obey me, Nalassa. Come here.”

Hesitantly Nalassa drew closer. When she stood directly in front of Aphrodite, the child reached up and
drew her face downward. The child kissed the naiad directly upon thelips.

"Now go. Go to the one you love and give him the kiss | have just given you. Giveit to him, then return
here"

Na assa backed awkwardly away.

"Remember, don't linger. Comeimmediately back here.”

Againg her better judgment Naassa lft the gpartment, her arms and legs propelling her through the
water at asteadily increasing rate as her curiosity and determination increased. She began to fed foolish
as she reached Proteus 's room. She entered anyway, redlizing only then that Proteus would probably till
bevigting hissster Dione.

Hewas not. He had returned and lay soundly adeep on a padded divan in one of the rear rooms of his
gpartment. She hovered silently above him, fedling very foolish as she looked down at his handsome face,
very foolish and- very muchin love.

She kissed him quickly; then, tearing her lipsfrom his, she swam rapidly toward the door.

Proteuswas aready dtirring. "Naassa?' he called as he sat up. The fleeing figure paused for an instant
near the doo way, turning to smile at him. Then shewas gone.



For some minutes after Nalassa's unexpected visit, Protel remained in aSitting position, vacantly looking
inthediretion in which she had departed.

L ess than three days had e apsed since she had sprinted across his path in the moonlight. She had
followed him Olympos and become enmeshed in great danger there, o t he had been forced to carry her
away with him when he the palace of the King of the Gods. During dl that time had given her little
thought. His mind had been occupied with the mission entrusted to him by hisfather and with al that he
had discovered on Mount Olympos.

Shewas, after dl, merdly another nymph-more attractive than some, less than others. On adifferent
occasion, under different circumstances, he would gladly have lingered with her among the hillsand
brooks of her native land. He had tried to treat her tenderly and kindly. For that reason alone he would
have left her within aday or two, before she could become too attached to him. He had no desire to hurt
her.

There was a pleasant freshness about her that he found appealing, but his fedings went no deeper than
that. Had he not been so preoccupied, he would have made a point of giving her the little attentions that
femaesfound so important-not to endear himsdlf to her, but to reassure her that he did, indeed,
appreciate her charms. Asit was, necessity had forced him to forgo such courtesies.

Reclining on the divan, hetried to deep once more. Instead he kept thinking of the parting smile she head
given him. Sleep refused to come, and he tried to concentrate on Kronos and the problem he needed to
keep uppermosgt in hismind. Instead he found himsdlf remembering the ddlicate, feminine gestures of the
nymph, theway her clothing fluttered around her as she swvam.

Finaly he made up his mind to seek her out. He swam into the corridor and down to the entrance to her
apartment. There he hesitated. By now she was probably adeep. He started to return to his own room,
but changed his mind and instead tapped lightly at her door. When there was no response, he tapped
again, then pushed gently against the barrier. It was bolted upon the insde. Turning, he swam back to his
room.

The night passed very dowly for Proteus. In the morning aNereid cameto call him to breskfast. He went
to Naassa's chambers, intending to accompany her to the great hall where the meal wasto be served.
The nalad's gpartment was empty. Oddly disappointed, he went on without her.

To hissurprise he found her aready seated at one of the long tables. A number of the daughters of
Nereus surrounded her and they were dl carrying on an animated discussion.

The Nereid who was serving as his guide led him to atable some distance from her. He ate dowly,
barely tasting the lush tubers and odd growths cultivated by the children of Nereus and their piscine
servants. Lovely, tittering goddesses sat dl around him, addressing him dmaost continually with questions
and quips. He barely heard them. Hiseyes, asif by awill of their own, kept seeking out Nalassa's
dender form. Occasiondly she glanced in hisdirection, but awaysfor only the briefest moment. He kept
trying to catch her gaze, and kept failing.

Asthough hewere seeing her for thefirst time, he noticed the depth of her wide brown eyes. Thelavish
fullness of her hair-even here, below the sea, where it drifted carelesdy about her, curling and lashing with
each dightest movement of her head-triggered peculiar sensations within him. He becameincreasingly
fascinated by the way her lively eyes darted about her little group, from speaker to speaker, sparkling
with interest and amusemen.



Her delicate, long-fingered hand carried food to her beautifully shaped mouth. Why didn't shelook in his
direction? He kept expecting her to notice him suddenly, to give him one of her flashing smiles.

When the medl was at last completed-it seemed interminable-he edged hisway through the crowd of
friendly, talkative Nereids toward Nal assas table.

"Oh, thereyou are," she said as hereached her at last. "What amarvel ous place you've brought me to!
The food was very good, don't you think? Glauke has offered to lead me about the palace, and out to
seethe gardensthat surround it."

The Nereid at her sdeinclined her head in adight, respectful bow. "Does my lord wish to come too?
Thereismuch to see”

Proteus did his best to smile pleasantly as he agreed to accompany them. He had seen the palace and
gardens more than once in the past and had no interest in seeing ether again, however changed they
might be; neverthel ess he found himself swimming with them, finding pleasure in Naassas nearness-and
annoyance in the presence of the beautiful Nereid. Occasionaly Naassatossed him amorsd of
gratuitous affection-alook, a gesture, a smile-and he snapped it up like aravenous beast. When his body
accidentally brushed againgt hers, eectric sparks shot through him.

The cora palace had been erected upon ahigh hill that was honeycombed with caves and caverns, many
of which till served as dwelling places for the numerous daughters of Nereus. Glauke ingsted upon
beginning her tour here and did not relent until she had taken her guests al the way to the topmost turret
of the structure. At every turn edls or rays or cora-eating fish scuttled out of their path.

Glauke summoned phosphorescent fish to light their way, then led them out of the palace and down a
long, doping hill. Herelay the gardens cultivated by the Nereids. They swam amid rows of festooning
vines and lush white melons. Ugly blind fish, both large and small, patrolled the areato protect the garden
from dl that would plunder it.

Eventudly the tour was completed. They returned to the palace and Proteusinvited Nalassato join himin
his chambers.

"Oh, I think not," she said asthey reached the corridor that led to their gpartments. She yawned
beautifully, her dender hand not quite covering her lovely mouth. "It's been an exhausting morning. | think
I'll take anap, so that | can be fresh this afternoon.”

A few momentslater she was gone, and soon he found himsdlf alone, moving restlesdy about hisroom.
He threw himsdlf down on the divan, only to rise again and move amlesdy about the smal chamber.

At last he swam out into the corridor and down to the entrance to her apartment. Her door was unlocked
now, and he pushed it open and entered.

Shewas sitting upright in her bed, arms clutching rumpled clothing in front of an otherwise bare body.
"Yes, my lord?" she asked, eyesvery wide and dluring. ™Y ou wish to see me?

He did not know what to say. For an instant he considered retresting to his own room.

"Y ou wish to spesk with me, my lord?"



Heforced himsdlf to edge closer, at last reaching her sde. Somehow he found words and they sat
together for along time, talking quietly. Nalassatried to remember the ingtructions the child goddess
Aphrodite had given her, but his presence made it difficult. Shetried her best to toy with him, toraiseand
lower his hopes by turns, but she kept forgetting, kept wanting him to edge still closer.

Outside the apartment, at the far end of the corridor where Proteus had not been ableto see him,
Phorkys, the brother of Nereus, waited impatiently. Keto, hiswife and sister, appeared behind him and
he turned gruffly to greet her.

"Has he answered yet?' he demanded.

She nodded. "Y es. Where are they?’

"Together, in her room.”

"Oh," the goddess said, eyebrows risng meaningfully.

"What did Lord Kronos say?"

"He must suspect that Proteus has a companion. He asked if anyone accompanied him here. He wanted
to know the name of that person.”

"Have you answered yet?' Phorkys asked. "1 don't remember the nymph's name."

"Sheis Nalassa, the daughter of Asopos. | sent amessagein reply to Lord Kronos before returning here,
telling him her name." Keto glanced down the corridor toward the gpartments of the visitors. "Do you
plan to watch al day? What more do you expect to learn?"

"| supposeyou'reright,” Phorkys said. Reluctantly he turned away and followed hiswife back to their
gpartment.

Behind them, within the gpartment of Nalassa, the daughter of the river god Asoposlay in the arms of the
son of Okeanos. Olympos seemed very far away. Once or twice Proteus's thoughts returned to Kronos,
but they could not remain with him long. Sweet love beckoned them back to the beautiful nymph beside
him, pushing aside dl other concerns, even duty.

Four

Thetitan |gpetos paused just within the entrance hal of his gpartment. An odd quiet hung over not only
this room, but the entire gpartment. At thistime-early afternoon-his energetic younger sons should have
been hard a play here. He listened carefully before continuing through the atrium toward his own rooms.

While day had followed day in lazy progression for Proteus and Na assa, time had raced on with
aarming rapidity for lapetos. The plot of Kronos played upon his mind almost incessantly.

By nature lgpetos found al injustice repugnant. Everything he saw and heard told him that his brother and
king was preparing to perpetrate a terrible wrong upon Okeanos and Nereus. He sensed the injustice of
it with every fiber of hisbeing.



Y et what was he to do? However wrong he might be, Kronos represented the single most important
principle of law and reason in dl the world. Without him the world might very well dip back into the
chaos and savagery from which he had extricated it. Would it not be a greater wrong to oppose him and
risk such a caamity? Should he endanger al the gods merely to save two, however innocent they might
be? To condone injustice as unthinkable. But to do otherwise, to endanger the entire framework of order
and justice that Kronos had imposed...?

Such thoughts haunted the Titan as he made hisway toward his bedroom. As he entered the chamber, a
low sound drew his attention. He moved absently toward the doorway that led to hiswife's room,
intending to speak briefly with Klymene. For anumber of days now-since she had chanced upon him and
the Titaness Themistogether in the orchards of Olympos-she seemed to be avoiding him. Even though he
had agreat deal on his mind, he wished to speak with her and assure himself that she was not angry with
him.

He entered her bedroom from his own. Klymene was not there, nor was Menaitios, their infant son. A
quick, furtive movement at the rear of the chamber attracted the Titan's attention. Puzzled, |apetos
crossed the room. Something small stirred from below a table and flitted toward the open window.

It was amessenger of the type favored by Okeanos and his children, and Iapetos lifted hisright hand in
greeting. "Wait!" he caled. "I am | apetos, the husband of Klymene, who isthe daughter of Okeanos."

The cresture-afish with the wings of ahawk-flew in atight circle just outside the window, on the gallery.
It made low, rapid hooting sounds, then finally settled upon the railing to watch the Titan.

| apetos gpproached it dowly thistime. "Do you bring amessage for my wife?" he asked.

The creature watched him through wide fish eyes. He took another step toward it, and the thing began to
make low, uneasy noises. Itswings opened partway and twitched in nervous readiness.

"What's wrong, creature?" | apetos demanded, annoyed by the manner of the messenger; in the past such
cregtures had alway's been obsequioudy polite, as wasfitting in their dealings with gods.

"Y ou have amessage for Lady Klymene?' he demanded. "Isthat why you are here? I'll ddliver the
message to my wife. You may giveit to me."

The Titan Stepped closer. The creature rose suddenly into the air, cawing shrilly. Before he could follow it
out onto the gdlery, it had flown from sight.

Turning dowly, he walked back into his own room. What did it mean? Why would a messenger to his
wife-probably from her father or mother-react in such away, as though the message were secret,
intended for her done?

He began to walk back and forth across his room. Such amessage could be an indication that Okeanos
was aware of Kronossplot. ... It could even mean that Okeanos-and possibly Klymene!-were aware of
therolein that plot assigned to him. As he paced | apetos became more and more uncomfortable.

He started to leave the apartment, but changed his mind and instead crept back toward Klymene's
bedroom. He leaned through the open doorway to peer inside.

The messenger had returned. It had settled upon atable near the gallery. Its chest heaved dowly asit
breathed through itswide, circular mouth.



Frowning, |apetos retraced his steps through his apartment to the outer corridor. At first he walked
without destination, but when he found himsdlf in the vicinity of the apartment of the goddess Themis,
who had once been hiswife and was fill his sster, heturned his path in that direction.

Hetapped lightly at the outer door of her chambers. The door opened partway and the goddess peered
out a him, her features plainly displaying her surprise at his unexpected visit.

"| thought we had agreed ..." she said.

He stared at her without making any attempt to answer. Somehow her beauty always astonished him; for
some reason hismemory could never completely encompassit. After afew moments he edged hisway
past her and into the apartment. He found a chair and quickly seated himsalf before she could object.
Hewatched her tal, stately body as she closed the door and followed him into the room. She picked up
the silken materia she had set aside to answer the door and resumed her own seet. "A new peplos,” she
explained as she brushed her long, tawny hair into place with her fingers. "For the wedding. I've quitea
bit morework to do onit. You may tak if you like, but | must sew." Spreading the fabric across her lap,
she continued stitching aborder of slver thread.

He seemed not to hear. When he did not reply, she continued, "Why have you come here? | thought we
said everything to each other when we last met. There's nothing more to say, brother.”

"Have you spoken with Klymene?'

The goddess shook her head. "Not since that day in the orchard. Y ou explained to her, didn't you?"
"| told her weld met by accident. | don't know if she believed me.”

Themis shook her head. "Y ou might have thought of something better to say.”

"l couldn't tell her thetruth.”

"No, | supposenot.” A bittersweet smile touched her lips. ™Y ou couldn't tell her that you were bidding
your lover alast good-bye. Y ou'd have to admit that we have been lovers- again.”

"Sincethat day," he continued, "I've barely seen her. She'sdways busy, dways going somewhere. It'sas
though-"

"Asthough she doesn't believe your explanation? As though she's angry with you and exacting her
revenge by avoiding you?'Y ou might have told her something more convincing.”

"| thought best not to persst in my explanation. That would only have strengthened her suspicions.”

Themis nodded, astiff smilefirmly set upon her lips. "And so you come to mewith your domestic
problems! Thisredly isn't fair, you know. But tell me, have you asked where she is on these occasions?’

"She says she'sworking with the Hesperides, hel ping with their gownsfor Eurybie'swedding.”

Themis shrugged, lifting her own sewing alittle toward him. "That's certainly reasonable enough. All of us



are hard at work just now, you know. The Hesperides undoubtedly need assistance, being little skilled
themsalvesin such things. Klymene's gracious enough to assst al who solicit her help. Why do you doubt
her? It sounds reasonable to me."

"It's reasonable, | suppose-except that she and the Hesperides have never been particularly friendly
before. And she's absent for such lengthy periods of time-far longer than it should take merdly to help
with sewing-"

Themislaughed. "How little you know of thework of goddesses! To properly sew such
garments-garments suited to the occasion and the wearer-why, weeks could be required, even months!
How lucky you are, brother,” she said quite serious now. "Y our wife discovered you in what many would
consider acompromising Situation-alone in avery isolated part of the orchard, where few ever go, with
someone she knows you once loved. She neither chides nor questions you, yet you aren't content. Y ou
scrutinized her every word and gesture, seeking the dightest suggestion that she disbelieves your lame
excuse. ..."

Hedid not answer.

Her fingersremained hard at work as she spoke. "Mj advice isto look within yoursdlf. It'syou who are
suspicious-suspicious of yoursaf. Y ou know the guilt that lieswithin you, and it makes you think she can
seeit asclearly asyou. Therésyour problem, brother.”

For amogt afull minute she watched him, her clear gray eyes studying hisface. Findly she said,
"Something moreistroubling you. I've sensed it the last few timesweve met.” Shelaid aside her sewing
and garted to reach a comforting hand toward him, but caught herself and drew back.

He nodded. "Y ou see too deeply. But | can't tell you abou that yet."

"Oh?" She shrugged. "Well, asto Klymene, if you think it might help, I'll talk with her. ..."

He shook hishead as herose to his feet. He had been upon the verge of telling Themis about the peculiar
messenger he had discovered in Klymene's room, but changed his mind He stepped toward her to kiss
her good-bye, but she pushed him away.

"Please, no!" she exclaimed. "Why torment each other with what can never be again?'

"I can't hdpit," hesad bitterly. "I ill loveyou, and you till love me. Y ou can't deny you do.”

She rose and walked afew paces away, then stood with her back toward him. "And you love Klymene.
Don't deny that, either. Y ou won't be happy unless you have both of us, which can never be. How weak
and how foolish | must be, to have betrayed mysdlf after al these years. | should nevel have returned to
Olympos. | should have remained far away, where distance dullsthe pain....”

"Oh, lgpetos,” she continued suddenly, "thiswas dl settled long ago, when we learned that you were
destined to father sons by another wife. Y ou have that happiness. It'syours now. | ill must wait for the
happiness promised me."

"What do you mean, Themis?| don't recall ..."

She nodded, smiling despite herself as she turned back to face him. "Not long ago | went againto



Delphoai. | didn't tell you because | didn't want to hurt you. | shall have agreat new love, lapetos-afar
greater love than I've ever known. | must wait-perhaps avery long while-but intimeit shall be minel" Her
voice was amogt exultant.

The Titan's eyes were downcast, and he was frowning.

"How sdfishyou are" she cried. "After dl I've suffered, you begrudge me this distant happiness. Y ou
have Klymene and your children. | have no onel"

"But | fill loveyou," he said softly, "and | don't care about anything ese. All | know isthat | ill want
and need you."

She had started to cry. "Please go," she managed to say. "Please, please go. Y ou see what sadness you
bring me"

| apetos hesitated, then turned toward the door. "'I'm sorry,” he said, but she did not reply. He pulled the
door closed behind him and walked dowly away, sunk in gloomy thoughts.

When he arrived back in his own gpartment, he found it as deserted as when heleft. No sound disturbed
his meditation until he reached his own bedroom.

He cameto an abrupt stop, staring in the direction of the doorway that led to hiswife's chambers. The
door was closed now, though he was reasonably certain he had |€eft it gjar. He went toward it. Perhaps
that was what he had heard, the sound of a door closing. Hiswife must have returned home just ahead of
him; she must have pulled the door shut just as he was entering hisroom.

Helet his pace dacken as he reached the door. Instead of barging in on her, he decided to be more
circumspect. He pressed an ear against the barrier.

The sounds that penetrated the wood were too indistinct to interpret. After amoment's hesitation he put
his hand on the small, golden handle and pulled. The door was not equipped with any kind of bolt or
latch; it opened easily, and through anarrow crack he peered into hiswife's bedroom.

Klymene stood near the gdlery with her back toward him. In her hands she held the winged fish. Ashe
watched she carried it to one Side of the room and st it upon alow table.

"Speak," she commanded, leaning over the thing. " Speak quickly-and softly, lest we be overheard!”

lapetos held his breath so that the sound of his own breathing would not interfere with his ability to hear
the creature. The messenger's wide, oval mouth flapped two or three times, and then it began to spesk.
Its voice was low but shrill, and Iapetos heard without difficulty every word it uttered.

"To Klymene, daughter of Okeanos, from Okeanos, her father: Greetings! All proceeds apace. Olympos
suspects, but cannot prevent. Already he treads the lip of the precipice and will soon tumble. Fear
nothing, daughter, whatever you hear. Y ou and Philyra are our eyes and ears. Watch-listen-wait- be
bravel Expect avistor soon.”

Its message ddlivered, the creature lapsed into silence. Klymene leaned over it and whispered something
lapetos could not hear.



"No, midress. That isdl,” it replied.

Klymene continued whispering to the creature as she carried it out to the gdllery. Standing beside the
railing, she held out her hands and stared down at the phantom, watching asit began to fade. When only
afew whisps of mist remained, she tossed them outward, toward the clouds far below.

| apetos | et the door close. He staggered away from the doorway. For afew minutes he sat in achair,
trying to absorb what he had heard. Then he rose and made hisway out of the apartment, toward the
solitude of hisworkshop.

Five

The dark haired goddess remained immobile beside the railing of the balcony. The instant the door to the
adjacent room closed, however, her entire manner underwent an abrupt alteration. She shot a quick
glance over her shoulder, then spun around to observe the interior of the room.

Had lapetos been looking now, the dightest glimpse would have reveded that thiswas not hiswife; no
one would ever have mistaken one for the other, except here, where preconceptions and an imperfect
view had joined to make the Titan believe he was watching Klymene in Klymene's bedchamber. In
actudity this goddess was only an approximation of hiswife-roughly of the same height and figure, with
amilar long, flowing dark hair. Her facia featuresfailed utterly to smulate those of the gentle,
good-natured Okeanid; instead her face displayed an unbecoming furtiveness as she glanced about.

Having assured herself that no one wasin the room, she looked quickly to left and right dong the gdlery,
then caused wingsto grow from her shoulder blades. A few strokes of her wingstook her to the gallery
directly above and afew quick steps brought her to awindow that led inward toward a corridor.
Stepping through the opening, she made certain that no one was nearby to observe her, then let her body
dip back to its natural form. Her hair lightened to golden blond and her luxurious figure became a bit
taller. Pulling the cloak around her, the sea goddess Eurybie made her way quickly toward her own
gpartment, which lay only ashort distance away. None of the gods and goddesses moving about the
corridor on their own business seemed to pay her the dightest attention.

She closed behind her the main door of the gpartment, then let herself lean againgt it for along moment as
she breathed out asigh of relief. Shelooked up suddenly to see afigure rise from achair acrossthe room
from her.

The sudden motion startled her, but she relaxed again dmost immediately.

"Oh, it'sonly you!"

Helooked even taler and more massive than usua as he came slently toward her, wrapped in the dark
mantle that served ashisonly clothing.

"Whom did you expect?' the King of the Gods asked softly. "Who ese might meet you here? Y ou're
trembling, and you've been gone along time. Did something go amiss?’

She shook her head, wiping her face with the back of her long, ddlicate hand. "Thisisn't my sort of task,
my lord. It makesinejittery. lapetos could have recognized me-I mean, he could have realized | wasn't
Klymene. If he had come any nearer to me-"



"But he didn't approach that closely,” Kronos said, taking from her the cloak she was wearing and
tossing it acrossalow table. He led her to achair and sat down near her. "Hedid just as| said he would.
He watched and listened, nothing more-am | not correct?'

"But you couldn't be sure hewould act that way," she protested. "He might have taken it into hismind to
confront me, and then-"

"Then you would have fled to the gallery and escaped him-just as | ingtructed you.”

She moistened her dry lips. "It wastoo risky," sheingsted. "I've fulfilled your misson, my lord, but please
don't ask meto helpinthisway again."

For afew moments he was silent. Then he said, "But everything went as planned?’

She nodded. "Exactly as planned. He found the messenger when he came home, because of the sounds,
and when he returned the second time, he saw me and the messenger-"

"Y ou're certain he was watching? How can you be sure, snce you couldn't ook directly at him?'

She opened her clenched palm, revealing asmal, highly polished silver disk. "I glimpsed himin this."
"And he heard dl that was said?"

"That | can only surmise. | had to keep my voicelow, so it wouldn't betray me, but I'm confident he
heard more than enough. Reassure yourself, my lord. WeVe every reason to believe things went just as
you planned.”

The King of the Gods smiled. "Good. Very good, Eurybie. | must compliment you."

"It isn't compliments| want,” she said. "I'd rether have anice gift-something lavish, preferably.”

Helaughed. "And you shdl haveit, when wevefinished.”

"When were finished? What do you mean?' She made anoise indicative of annoyance and formed her
lipsinto an expression of distaste. "Have | no longer avoicein thethings| do and thethings| don't do?'

"| fill need your help, Eurybie. Will you deny it to me?!

"Of course not, my lord. You know I'll assist you inany way | can-but | do like to be consulted. You
haven't even told me what you expect to accomplish with this elaborate ruse.”

"I'm surprised you can't guess.”

Looking up a him, she said, "l suppose it has something to do with keeping lapetos faithful to you." A
dight smiletouched her lips. "Whatever you did to my betrothed-when you made him and Koios hunt
with you-certainly succeeded, though I'm not convinced it was worth thetrouble. Y ou merely turned a
timid rabbit into a groveling worm, a questionabl e accomplishment.”

"Perhaps, but now I'm certain Crios will obey no matter what | demand. He won't dare disobey.”



"Oh, | suppose so, though | still don't think it was necessary. But isthat what you are doing to lapetos?”

Kronoss great head nodded dowly. "That's part of it. | intend to bind him to mejust as| have bound
Criosand Koios. What you witnessed a little while ago was only the second of three stepsin that
process. The first-"

"Of courseit would be athree-step plan! | would expect nothing less from the King of the Gods.”

"| was about to say," Kronos continued, "that the first occurred some days ago. Thefind instalment, in
which you will beaprincipd eement, will take place tonight.”

Eurybie frowned and signed. She leaned back in her chair. "Asyou wish, my lord. Would you be so kind
asto lay out before me the various e ements and sections and subdivisions of this plan of yours. | know
amplicity boresyou, but | find it refreshing occasiondly - and ever so much easier to comprehend. Y our
purpose, you say, isto bind Lord lapetosto you. That, | should think, will be both easy and difficult: easy
because everyone obeys your orders and difficult because | apetos stubbornly insists upon thinking for
himsdf. Y ou don't want only his obedience. Y ou want him to approve of your commands, to execute
them gladly, and that | think will be agood bit more difficult to manage.”

Kronoswas listening with bemused interest. "Keep an attentive eye on the proceedings, then. Y ou may
be surprised. Crios and Koios are mine now, in thought and action. | must have the same degree of
devotion from Iapetos. Unlike the other two, he can't be intimidated. The threst of force would only drive
him fromme. “ He paused for amoment, thinking, then continued, ""Do you remember telling me,

Eurybie, that everyone has aweak point?’

She nodded.

"The concept was not new to me, of course, though I'd never phrased it so concisely. I'd dways thought
of it in terms of what one wants or fears. They're redly the same thing, but viewed from opposite
directions. My brother Okeanos wants dignity and fears humiliation. To use your terms, hisweak point is
hispride.

"Now, apply thisto my other brother, Lord lapetos. What isit that he wants or fears? Like each of us,
many things. But most important to him are hiswife and children, and the goddess he dtill loves. You
know that he was once married to Themis, before he married Klymene?!

"Yes," shesad, leaning forward now with unconcedled interest.

"When hefirg married Klymene, he didn't love her at dl, though he's since grown very fond of her. Still,
itisThemiswho dirshis passons.”

"Why then did he marry the Okeanid?'
"He became convinced that he must marry her, that such amarriage was destined.”

Eurybie scrutinized the features of her king. "Convinced? | sense something more lurking beyond your
bare words."

"It was an oracle of Gaia. Only thus could his children be born. Themis, hersdlf, told him he must bow to
itsfulfillment. Another characteristic of my brother, you may have noticed, isrighteousness. Neither his



own happiness nor that of Themis could dissuade him once he was convinced, and so he put aside the
wife heloved and took instead an Okeanid about whom he cared nothing.”

Eurybie, who was aways fascinated by tidbits of gossip, shook her head dowly. "He forsook hislove for
his duty- or what he consdered hisduty. | amost find mysalf admiring such strength of character. Still-"
She hesitated, smiling. "Few would dare risk an oracle in so delicate amatter aslove-sinceit would
amogt dways be unfavorable-so he must have gone to ask how he might gain offspring. ..."

She laughed sdlf-conscioudy. "How preposterous. | must be careful, Lord Kronos. I'm becoming terribly
suspicious. | wasjust thinking that of all the Titans, only lapetos-and Crios, onceheand | are
married-failed to marry a Titaness. Criosis marrying me, of course, because you wish him to, so that you
may have aclaim, however tenuous, to the throne of my brother. ..." Shelaughed again. "No, even you
couldn't be so calculating as that, to plant the seeds of your triumph decades before their fruition-to plant
them at the expense of your brother's happinessdl theseyears. ..."

"| supposethisisone of the vexations| must endure,” Kronos said dowly. "When therésan evil in
guestion, I'm attributed powers beyond those of any god; when theresagood . . . Serioudly, Eurybie, do
you think | can control the oracle of Gaia, shaping it to my own ends? If you know how it can be done,
pleasetell me. That would be auseful talent.”

"Of course, my lord," she said, smiling broadly and nodding her head in assent. "It isasyou say ... as
adways. Still ..." Her voicetrailed off.

"We were speaking of 1apetosswesknesses," Kronos continued, "not of the powers attributed to me.
Hisfamily isone, and it'sthere that he's most vulnerable, if only for the reason that weve just been
discussng. It'stherethat | have determined to attack him."

"And I'm to be your wegpon?"

Heignored her question. "1gpetos has been seeing Themis without Klymene's knowledge. He saw her
three days ago, down one of the orchard paths after supper. | saw them go down the path separately and
guessed what was in progress. When Klymene happened to come nearby looking for her husband, |
directed her to their trysting place. And so step onefdl into place without any effort on my part.”

"But what have you accomplished, except to make Klymene unhappy and angry with her husband?'

"Oh, far more than that. I've tilted my brother off balance, so that when other things begin to happen hell
be less able to dedl with them. Step two, he becomes aware that his beautiful, faithful wife, is, in redity, a
spy for her father-that Okeanos isindeed plotting against Kronos, just as Kronos has been telling him,
and that fair, innocent Klymeneisaparty to that plot.”

Eurybie listened in slence, fascinated and gppalled by the aways surprising intricacies of her lord's mind.

"Y ou see, don't you?" he continued. "Klymene found him with Themis. Inevitably there will be greater
distance between wife and husband. Shelll be suspicious of him even if he convinced her she had no
causefor jedousy. After dl, she knowsfull well of hisearlier passion for Themis. lgpetos, of course, will
be unusudly sengtive to hiswife's manner and see distrust even where there is none.

“It was for thisreason that | had you arrange for the Hes-perides to keep Klymene busy. Even though
she has, indeed, been thoroughly occupied helping them prepare their wedding costumes, to hisguilty



mind her prolonged absences from home will be but another proof that she has neither forgiven nor

forgotten.”

"| ill fail to understand what dl thiswill accomplish.”
"Tonight, when you execute thefind part of my plan, | shall gain 1gpetod”
Herose and stretched his massive body, towering over her.

"But enough of thisfor now. | need something more pleasant to think about. Tell me-is the gpartment
ready? Philyrawill be expecting me shortly.” He glanced out the window to verify the time by the position
of the sun.

"l put the fina touches onit last night. Would you like to seeit?"
He nodded, risng.

"That reminds me, my lord. Why did you implicate Philyra? Now | apetos thinks she, too, isplotting
agang you."

The Lord of the Titans shrugged. “If heisno longer overly concerned about the welfare of hisniece, is
that abad thing?"

Together they left Eurybie's gpartment.
Six

Philyra, the Okenaid, rose at last from her dressing table. For some minutes her preparations had been
completed. Her hair was carefully arranged, her clothing exactingly adjusted, and nothing remained for
her to do now but await the arrival of the Lord of the Titans. Thelondliness and isolation of her room
began to depress her, and she rose to seek out her sisters and some measure of companionship and
commiseraion.

First shewent to look for Klymene, but found no sign of her. The persond quarters of the wife of 1apetos
were completely deserted. Indeed, al of the apartment seemed oddly empty and still as she traversed its
many rooms. Finally she retraced her path past her own room to that of her young sister Meis.

Shefound Metis knedling on the floor surrounded by plants of every description. The girl glanced up for
amoment as she entered.

"Wait amoment, Philyra," shesaid. "I can't stop yet. | think I've dmaost found what I'm looking for."

Philyra settled quietly on Metiss bed and watched as the divine child turned her attention back to the
plant she held in her hand. She stared down at it, evidently with deep concentration. As Philyralooked
on the plant began to grow, itstendrils snaking like the limbs of some monstrous sea creature. Findly,
with asigh, Metis set the plant aside and |ooked up.

The drawn, nervous gppearance of Philyra's usudly bright and lovely face immediately drew the child's
sympeathy. "Oh, sgter,” she said, risng and coming toward her, "why do you put yourself through this?
Y ou can't go on thisway. | think you should leave Olympos now. It isn't too late.”



Philyra shook her head, her mouth drawn into afirm, straight line. "1 won't do that, Metis, not aslong as
there's a chance we can help Father and Proteus by staying.”

"But you promised Proteus you'd fleeif the danger became too greet,” Metis protested.
"And | shal-but only then. | won't let myself be cowardly a atime such asthis."

"But how long can you endureit al? Hes wearing you down day by day. If this continues, you'l be
uselessto Father and yourself. Look how your hands are trembling.”

Philyraclasped her hands together in front of her. "Please, Metis, don't go on. | am doing some good,
you know. At the very least I'm occupying some of Kronosstime. That must leave him lesstimeto plot
againg our father. | only wish there were more | could do-some bolder stroke!™

Metisgrinned a her. "He certainly hasn't broken your spirit.”

"It'samazing," Philyra continued. "Never once have | encouraged himin any way."

"Except by failing to discourage him!™

"Oh, that isn't fair, Metis. In our position here, | can't offend him.”

"What new stratagem is he unveiling today?"

Philyra shook her head. "I don't know. That's one of the reasons I'm so jittery."

Metiss voice became serious. "Have you decided what to do if he becomes unmanageable?!

Philyra shook her head.

"Y ou have adagger?' the girl asked. "Y ou could easily hide one among the folds of your clothing.”

"No! I'duseit on himif | had one. Then we would haveto flee Olympaos. Why, he could twigt it around
and claim | attacked him as part of our father's conspiracy. He could useit as proof of our father's

treachery."

Metisfrowned. "I hadn't thought of that. But what will you do when hefinaly growstired of being put
off? 1 suppose asalast resort you could dwaysfaint.”

They had lapsed into silence for afew moments when a sound interrupted their thoughts. Philyrahad |eft
open the door to Metissroom so that they would hear Kronosif he sought admission. Trembling, she
threw hersdf into Metiss arms, then rose to her full stature and began to quickly straighten her clothing as
she made her way to the atrium, the main room and entrance hall of the gpartment. There she hesitated,
fighting to overcome the skittishness which, even now, threatened to send her racing from Olympos.

As she opened the door the Lord of the Titansfilled the doorway. Smiling, he bowed his broad head.

"Greetings, Philyra," he said, stepping toward her only enough to carry him acrossthe threshold. His
quick eyes examined every corner of the large room. "Are Lord |gpetos and Lady Klymene here? |



haven't seen them today."

"No, my lord."

"Oh, wdll, I'll see them some other time. Y ou're ready? Good, let'sgo."

Before she could agree or object, he took her by the arm and led her out into the corridor.

"But where are we going?' she asked, trying to sound cheerful even though she was dmost breathless
from the manner in which he had whisked her through the door and closed it behind them.

He shook hishead. "1 won't explain anything. There's nothing so sorry as aspoiled surprise. Be patient,
child. You'll soon know."

Heled her up the circular staircase to the floor directly above, then down anumber of twisting corridors.

Asthey waked, Philyrafound herself becoming more and more uneasy. Brave but high-strung, she had
greeted each new manifestation of Kronos's unwavering purpose with suppressed panic. She had
returned each gift with a polite message, declined each romantic advance. Y et invariably such actions hed
no effect on her unwelcome suitor. Finding one path blocked, he sought another-with an indefatigable
energy and singlemindednessthat cameto terrify her.

When for one reason or another she was unable to attend breakfast or supper with him, she found hersdlf
cultivated by the beautiful seagoddess Eurybie. While previoudy they had done little more than exchange
polite greetings, now Kronos's protege appeared out of nowhere with unnerving regularity; and whenever
Eurybie was about, the sea goddess inevitably led the conversation to the King of the Gods, to the wedlth
at hisdisposal, the power at his command. Each new proof of the determination of the Lord of the Titans
left Philyratill more nervous-and less certain that she could continue to evade him.

Asthey walked she darted quick glancesin hisdirection. Hewastalking camly and easily; she had no
ideawhat he was talking about. His manner was friendly, relaxed, without hint of subterfuge-but till he
frightened her. She had a premonition that matters between herself and Kronos were quickly
gpproaching aculmination and it took every effort of her will not to bolt from him and try to lose hersdlf
among the corridors.

"Oh, yes," Kronos continued after alull in his monologue, "'amessage arrived earlier today from your
father. Perhaps you will tell your sister and Lord Igpetosfor me, in case | don't have the opportunity.
Lord Okeanos hasinformed Crios and Eurybie that he and your mother will attend their wedding.”

"Oh, good," Philyrasaid, attempting to make her response seem genuine. Sheforced asmileto her lips.
"I'll be happy to tell them." She looked away again as soon as she could do so without appearing rude.

Asthey walked Kronos seldom took his eyesfrom her. Her smooth, firm skin fascinated him, and he
found himsdlf studying an exposed patch aong the side of her neck. She brushed back adark curl from
her cheek, in the process turning in such away that the tendons of her neck stood out strong and taut in
sharp contrast to the delicate femininity of the rest of her. The movement was enticing-and maddening.

Somehow she managed to imbue every demure movement, every shy word, with coy promise.
Experience told him that she could not possibly be the chaste young thing she pretended; he knew that
her shy glances and quick smileswere mere artifice-or were they? Even the dight chance that she might



redlly be the modest creature she pretended added immeasurably to her charm, making him all the more
determined to penetrate her maidenly reserve.

Now he drew her to a halt before huge double doors.

"Hereiswhere I've been leading you," he said. The doors swung dowly inward to histouch, reveaing a
panoramaof lush opulence. Hoors of |gpislazuli gleamed in thefull golden light of the sun, which flooded
into a broad atrium through large open windows. Upon thewalls vistas of sky and mountain, valey and
plain, had been created by infinitely skilled hands from pigments of gold and silver and pulverized gems of
every type. Therarest of woods and fabrics had been employed to furnish the room.

Kronosled her within, pushing the doors closed behind them. He let his extended hand move from left to
right. "Have you ever seen such aplace?' he asked. "Not another suite on Olympos has such rich
furnishings”

"No, my lord," sheanswered. "I must admit it. I've never seen such aroom before." Her mind was
racing, trying to find away to extricate herself from thislush trap.

Hewas gtill holding her lightly by the arm. Now he guided her to one side of the atrium and down ashort
halway. Asthey walked he opened door after door to reveal each room they passed. The samelavish
luxury greeted them at each threshold.

"My lord," shesad, "indeed thisisal wonderfully beautiful, but tell me-why have you brought me here?
Whose rooms are these? 1'd think they were yours, except that | know your chambers are high above
lB"

"Patience, Philyra," he said softly. "Comethisway."

Another door opened. A cedar-framed bed dominated the room, its purple mattress embroidered with
flord designsexecuted in threads of gold and slver. Againgt onewall stood the full-length mirror that
Kronos had given Philyraand which she had returned to him. Near it wasasmall dressing table.
Scattered across the top of the table lay alarge assortment of jewd ry, glittering with every kind of
precious gem. Among these things the Okeanid recognized the necklace and other gifts Kronos had given
her and which she had declined.

She drew away from him, struggling to control her emotions. She could guess quite easily what dl this
was about. Nevertheless, she said, "These are the things | sent back to you. What does this mean, my
lord?'

The Lord of the Titans nodded. He scooped up ahandful of the baubles and let them dip through his
fingers back into a hegp upon the tabletop. "1 am your king," he said smply. "If | wish to give apresent, |
will giveit.”

Philyrahad drawn afew steps away and was clutching her hands together above her waist. "But I've told
you before, | can't accept them.”

He stepped toward her, talking soothingly. "Come now, lovely child. Y ou have much to learn of both
Olympos and theworld. And your first lesson isthat you must obey your king, especialy when he so
obvioudy hasyour interests at heart.”

Hisamile, so naturd and guileless, made her quake.



"But, Lord Kronos, what does dl this mean? Why have you brought me here?

Hisarm dipped around her trembling shoulders. " To show you your new chambers, Philyra. Y ou've been
the guest of your sister and Lord lapetos for too long. Now you shall be my guest here on Mount
Olympos. This apartment isyours. Beauty like yours needs a proper setting, just as the beauty of ajewel
must be displayed properly if it'sto be fully appreciated.”

"Please, my lord. Can it bethat you gill don't understand, that | haven't made mysdlf clear?!

Hetried to soothe her as she continued to retreat a step or two at atime. Each time hi'sarm started to
ettle upon her body she backed away again. "Don't befoolish, child,” hetold her. "Thereisn't agoddess
on Olympos who wouldn't legp at the opportunity to have such an apartment asthis. Why, I've had it dll
expresdy furnished for you.”

"No, my lord, | cannot. It would-it would compromise me-"

"Compromise!" he repeated, beginning to chuckle. "Philyra, can't you put asde such silly notionsfor a
while? If you fear gossip, that needn't worry you. | know very well how to silence thoughtless tongues.
Why should you not have such comfort as this? Would you deny me the opportunity to show my
appreciation of you? | do appreciate you, you know. ..."

Again he stepped toward her, hisarm dipping around her waist and attempting to draw her toward him.
Her entire body trembled in extreme nervous agitation.

"None of those other things need concern you," he continued. His hand moved to her neck and shoulder
in such away that it brushed aside the fabric of her peplos and stroked her delicate skin.

"Oh, please, my lord!" Shetried to turn away, but his other arm restrained her. "This cannot be! The
other gods and goddesses-were they to learn that | wasliving here, ingtaled in such luxury, they would
certainly think you my lover."

At last she succeeded in twisting free. She continued to object as he pursued her across the wide room,
advancing as she retreated. "They would whigper about me, my lord. They would scanddize us. Think of
my reputation if not your own. Would you subject me to such embarrassment? Evil tongues will not be
dtilled, however much you may threaten, and their vile gossip must inevitably reach my parents and-and
your wife! Oh, Lord Kronos, | could never again face my father and mother. It may not-must not be.
Even though | know you have only the purest and most honorable of intentions-"

"Come, come, Philyra," he said, now stepping in front of her so that she could retreat no farther, "forget
these foolish objections. | know the true Situation, and that's al that matters. What these othersthink is of
no consequence, and your parents must know you well enough to discount any gossip that may reach
them.”

Hetook her by the hand and began leading her toward another of the many rooms. "Y ou shall enjoy this
splendor and luxury, evenif | must forceit upon you. I'll not be dissuaded, child.”

Philyrafought to keep back tears of frustration and anger.

Seven



Metis, the youthful Okeanid, looked up from her work when Prometheus and Epimetheus called to her
from the entrance to Ophion'stunnd, the nearly forgotten passageway that had been bored through the
walls of the palace by the ancient snake god long before the Titans came to Mount Olympoas. The
goddess was il gtting on the floor near the gdlery, amid her numerous plants. Perhaps twenty minutes
had €l gpsed since the departure of her sister Philyra, and during that time Metis had once again
completely lost herself in her work.

Before regaining their norma size, the divine boys hopped down the short distance to the floor and
waked out around the large wooden chest that partidly conceded the entrance to the tunndl. They were
just returning from the gpartment of Momos, where the strange new creatures the Muses had dubbed
man were hidden.

"Have you ever thought that maybe Ophionistill in there,” Prometheus asked as he and his brother
recovered their short white chitons from the places where they had hidden them, "and that someday we
may runinto him?"

"Too often," Metisanswered. "There are timeswhen I'm sure helll dither at me from just around the next
tum."

The brothers finished deftly adjusting their clothing. "Two more of the mortal's can spesk,” Epimetheus
announced.

"That makes eight so far-no, nine counting Alalkome-neus," Prometheus said. He squatted on the floor
beside Metiswhile his brother continued to stand.

"They'refunto watch," Epimetheus said. "It's curious, though, the way they didike each other. They'd
probably fight dl thetimeif we didn't stop them.”

"That'snot true,” Prometheus said. "Usudly they'rejust playing.”

"The gpartment is ill safe?' Metis asked, dividing her attention between the plant in her hands and the
two brothers, who were the sons of the Titan |apetos and Metiss sister Klymene. "No sign of Momos or
any other god?'

They shook their heads.

"Everything'sfinethere," Prometheus assured her, "but well have to bring more food soon. They're nearly

"Thehead of Oizysisaways hungry,” Epimetheus said. "I've never seen anything like the way he edts.
Just one of us could carry enough food to feed the mortalsfor ayear, if it weren't for him. He takes one
big bite, chewsit up, then waits a number of minutes before taking another bite. But he's always eding!”

"Y ou'd probably seem pretty strangetoo,” hisbrother said, "if you were just abig head with atiny little
body dangling from it. One mouthful isprobably al that'l fit in hisstomach a onetime.”

"l don't like him," Epimetheus continued. "He aways seemsto be watching us."

"He might not be so scary,” Metissad, "if hewere ableto talk. That hissing sound he makes way inthe



back of histhroat, when he'strying to attract attention, aways makes me want to get far away from him."
"And he dwayswantsthe samething," Epimetheus said. "Food."

Metis broke off smal piecesfrom one of the shoots of the plant she was holding and handed them to the
boys. "Taste these and tell me what you think."

Epimetheus demured. "Taste that? | don't want to."

Metis dipped apiece into her own mouth and chewed dowly. Prometheus hesitated, then followed her
example

"It isn't bad, isit?" she asked after amoment. "But it'snot right. . . not quiteright. ... It needsalot more
work."

Epimetheus snorted in contempt. ™Y ou'll never get anyone to eat Stuff like that!™

Prometheus legped to her defense. "'Y ou haven't even tasted it. Y ou don't know what you're talking
about."

"I don't expect anyoneto edt it theway it is," sheinterrupted, trying to avert an argument. "But by the
time I'vefinished, nobody'll want to eat anything else.”

"| il don't understand what these plants have to do with the dead nymph in Thanatoss room, or with
redichor,” Epimetheus said.

"Pink ichor," Prometheus corrected. "Not red like the blood of morta creatures, or clear like the ichor
that runsin the veins of the gods, but somewhere in between.”

"Red, pink, | ill don't see the connection.”

"What Metis said makes alot of sense. How can we expect our bodies to remain immortal when we
consume perishable food? Over along period of time al the poisonsin that food must accumulate insgde
LB"

"But no god has died, only anymph. How doesthat prove anything? Why should the food all of us eat
kill her and not anyone e =?"

"Nymphs-| mean the river nymphs and nymphs of the woods and fields-aren't as powerful as other
goddesses," Prometheus said. "Maybe they're more susceptible to these poisons than the rest of us.”

Epimetheus was shaking his head as Metisinterrupted. "Maybe I'm completely wrong," she said, "but |
want to seeif | can come up with aredly good food-something as delicious and asimperishable as
nectar. It may have nothing to do with the nymph's deeth, or with the color of her ichor. Nevertheless, it
only makes sensethat if we areindeed immorta, we should not feed our bodies with food that rots. Each
time we eat something that's died, we consume a portion of mortality."

"But you're saying," Epimetheus continued, "that the nymph wouldn't have died if shed eaten this new
suff of yoursdl her life, instead of al the plants and animals she did eat? Or isthat what you're saying?'

Metis shook her head. "'I'm not saying anything yet. I've told you the thoughtsthat led to afeding | have



about this. Maybe the nymph would have died in any event. | suspect that's probably the case. The
important point, though, isthat her death suggested thisideato me. It'sonly anidea. It can't hurt to see
what kind of food | can develop.”

Metis grimaced inwardly. Her brother Proteus had made her promise not to tell anyone about his recent
vigt to Olym-pos, and so Prometheus and Epimetheus were aware of only asmall part of her endeavors.
They thought they were helping her protect the mortals and punish Thanatos, who would harm the little
creatures. She could not tell them about the suggestive pink tint she had seen in Naassa'sichor when the
naiad had accidentally pricked her finger.

The conversation dwindled to silence, and a short time later the brothers | eft to go to their own room.
Metis returned to her work, but as soon asthe door closed she heard a soft, high-pitched shout from the
direction of Ophion'stunndl.

Asshelooked in that direction the mortal Alakomeneus stepped into view from behind the wooden
chest. "Hail, Lady Metis," he cried as he advanced acrossthe floor. A miniature cloak flared around him.
"I'vefollowed your ingructions carefully, O Lady of Swift Wisdom. I've been waiting insde the tunnel for
along time, until my lords Prometheus and Epimetheus departed-even though | bear important news.”

At the man's sudden appearance Metis set aside her work. She swooped him up, brought him to her
cheek, and kissed him. "There you are, my little Alakomeneus. I'm so glad to see you. | was starting to
worry. You're late getting here. But tell me quickly, what's your news?"

"I've much to report, my lady, but nothing asimportant aswhat | learned in the chambers of Thanatos.
After completing my other duties, | followed the leg of Ophion'stunnel that leads to that god's hidden
room. Alwayswhen | go there, aterrible fear grips me, and the noisome smell of the place-"

Metislaughed, holding him closeto her face and kissing him again. "Oh, Handsome Man of the Facile
Tongue, you love your wordstoo well. If my brother Proteus were here, he might revoke his gift of
gpeech, for you indulgeit to the point of abuse. If thisnewsisredly important, then tell me quickly and in
few words."

"Pardon, my lady. I'll try." The man looked chastened.

"| located the man assigned to watch Thanatos today. Unlike the one who was there yesterday, he
seemed very observant and not overly fearful. He told methat Lord Thanatos awvakened briefly a short
time before | arrived.”

"Awakened"

"Yes, my lady. The god awakened and sat up. He looked about the room, then crossed the room to
pour himself acup of nectar.”

"Did he speak with anyone? Did anyone see him-any god?'

"No, my lady. He drank, then stumbled back to bed. Almost immediately hefell back to deep. When |
was told these things he had been deeping for along time without so much as moving anarm or leg.”

Metis set the man aside and rose quickly to her feet. Alal-komeneus watched as she opened one of the
oak cheststhat lined the walls of her room and withdrew from it aleather bag.



"Thisisindeed important, little Alalkomeneus. Thanatos must be kept sick and unconscious. We can't let
him talk to any of thegods." Of al Kronoss confederates, Thanatos alone had reason to suspect that
Proteus had been here on Olympos. Metis had promised her brother that she would keep him safely
indisposed and incapable of reveding to Kronos al that he had seen.

Working quickly, she transferred a small amount of powdered herb from the bag into atiny swatch of
linen, then fastened the linen closed with thread. She passed the now manageable bundie to
Alakomeneus.

Loosening her clothing and letting it fall to the floor around her feet, she began to shrink in Size until she
wasonly alittle larger than the man.

"Will you remain here, or come with me?' she asked as she strode to his side and took the parcel from
him; it was now larger than her own head.

"O Bright-eyed Goddess of Inexhaustible Sagecity, | will beflattered to be alowed to accompany you
onthismisson. My eyeswill drink in every divine act of your glorious being. | will-"

"Youwill bequiet, my friend."

He followed her into the tunnel. A torch burned in its holder, and from it the goddess lit a second, which
she had sdlected from alarge stock that lay just within the entrance. She handed one to the man and kept
the other for hersdf.

During the days that had elapsed since the discovery of Ophion'stunnel, Metis had made a point of
exploring as much of the intricate system of passages as she could. Her explorations had progressed to
the extent mat she could find her way to many areas of the palace with little difficulty. Now shetraveled
to the chambers of Thanatosin afraction of the time required on her first trip.

"Tell me, Alakomeneus,”" she said asthey walked, "what of your other project? By dieway, itis
that-and dl things having to do with Kronos and Lord Proteus-that we may not share with Prometheus
and Epimetheus. Y ou could have told me about Thanatosin front of them.”

"Forgive me, my lady. | wasnot certain.”

"Y ou'reforgiven, my friend. Now, what &l se happened today?"

"When | lft you thismorning, | followed your ingtructionsimplicitly. | went directly to the placein the
tunnel from which it is possble to overhear what is said in certain rooms of the persona chambers of
Lord Kronos. | relieved the man who had occupied that post since last night. | remained there, listening
but hearing nothing, until | was myself relieved. That wasonly alittlewhile ago.”

"Y ou heard no voices? Y ou heard nothing at al-not even sounds?’

"Not even sounds, my lady."

"Then he must not have been at home."

"My lady," Alakomeneus assured her, "had the King of the Gods been within those rooms, then surely |



would have beard him. Even had he been soundly adeep, | would have detected the groaning of the Stays
of hisbed-so carefully did | fulfill the misson with which you entrusted me."

Metisfrowned. "It'stoo bad these tunnels don't run near every room in his gpartment, so that we could
monitor his activities more thoroughly. Still, it'slikely you would have heard something had he beeninthe
gpartment.” She shrugged. "Y ou did well, and | thank you. Perhaps tomorrow well overhear the single
phrase or sentence that will make dl this effort worthwhile. We must be dert for anything that may help
my father and Proteus.”

"I have other thingsto report, my lady. Y ou have not asked about the progress of my fellow mortals, or-"
"Youll haveto tel melater, Aldkomeneus. Were dmost there.”

They were now approaching the entrance to Thanatos's hidden chamber. The tunnel entered the room at
apoint high up on onewall, near the ceiling. Metis had become proficient in making herself morta-size,
but still avoided the more daring feats of metamorphosisthat her brother Proteus performed so
effortlesdy. Where he would have transformed himsdlf into a bird and flown to the floor below, shewas
content to climb down the treacherous rope ladder that now hung from the lip of the tunnel, conceded
only by the darkness of that part of the room. Once she reached the floor, she resumed her norma size
and lifted down Alalkomeneus.

The door from the laboratory to Thanatoss bedchamber had been left gjar so that mortal sentries could
come and go. She peeked through the opening. The emaciated god lay stretched upon the matted rags
that served as sheets and blankets on his bed. When he did not stir after two or three minutes, she
pushed the door more fully open and entered the room. She carried Alakomeneusin her hand.

A mortd came toward them from his hiding place behind ajumble of clothing hegped in acorner of the
room. As he drew near he threw himsalf down on the floor.

Metishated, saring a him. "What is he doing?' she asked Alakomeneus. "Why is he lying down like
that?"

Alakomeneus displayed an air of superiority to the creature prostrated upon the floor. "He's frightened of
you, my lady, but wishesto please you. Heis bowing-all theway."

"I don't likeit. Tell him to top. It'sundignified and distagteful. | won't have my mortas doing that. Do
you hear me, man?"' she asked, now addressing the mortal. "Get up and don't ever do that again. Have

you no self-respect?’

The man rose quickly to hisfeet. His head hung down and his eyes avoided those of the goddess.
"Has Thanatos moved since he rose and drank nectar? Tell me quickly, man, for it'simportant.”

"No, my lady," the man answered without looking up. "He's dept the whole time, bardly moving.”
"Good. Very good.” She set Alakomeneus down beside the other mortd and went to asmall table
againgt one of thewalls. On it were three vessals-ajug of imperishable nectar, an ewer of water, and a
mixing bowl. Near thesewasasmad silver cup, afew drops of red nectar till glistening withiniit.
Glancing over her shoulder every few seconds, she opened the tiny cloth bundle she had brought from

her room and sprinkled most of the contentsinto the jug of nectar. She swirled the liquid around severa
times, then crossed the room and let afew particles of the herb fal between the parted lips of the god.



She watched the god for nearly aminute, then went back to Alakomeneus. "Wait here," shetold him.
"Tak with your friend. | have other work to do."

She opened wide the door to the laboratory so that light from the bedroom would enter it, then took a
deep breath and went in. The smell was till very strong. During the time Thanatos had been unconscious,
she or Prometheus had come each day to feed the creatures kept in this hidden room where Thanatos
had sought to find the secrets of death. The task had not been performed today, and the animal's cackled
and grunted, lowed and bleated as she moved about the room tossing grain into their cages. She stopped
occasionally to bestow acaress on alamb or goat.

When she had finished she spent afew minutes walking dowly among the long tables that filled the room,
many of them till bearing the desiccated remains of dissected morta animals. The room held amorbid
fascination that she could not fully deny.

Her path led past the headless body of Oizys, which lay motionless but il living upon one of the tables,
agruesome testimonia to Thanatoss relentless curiosity. Proteus had carried away from thisroom the
still conscious head and entrusted it to Metiss care. It was now hidden away with the mortasin the
gpartment of Momos.

Sheforced hersdf to lean closer and examine the severed neck, which was now completely hedled over
and showed no indication that it would ever grow back a head. The head of Oizys had aready
regenerated a body. Though not much larger than the hand of agod, it was perfectly formed and
probably would grow to full Sze eventually. Metis shuddered and walked on.

Findly she paused beside the corpse of the nameless nymph. Its skin had adistinctly gray cast now, and
it was obvious that decomposition had st in, though much more dowly than would have been the case
with amortd anima. Metis studied the wound upon the nymph's arm, but the ichor she had seen there
before was now indistinguishable from the decaying flesh.

She thought of Nalassa again. She should have told Proteus. The naiad was mortal; she was almost
certain of that. She should have warned him so that he could shield Nalassa more carefully from the
dangersthat threatened dl of them.

Eight

After Kronosfinaly left her philyrastood for along timein the doorway of her new gpartment, trying to
decide what she should do. He had |eft no doubt that he expected her to take up residence here; it was
an order from the King of the Gods, however softly phrased.

In her mind she cursed him. She was doubly offended. Not only did he refuseto let her gracefully decline
his unwanted attention, but he seemed to think he need only dangle theright trinket before her and she
would legp willingly into hisarms. A flush mounted her cheeks and made her face burn with humiliation
and anger.

Shewould not stay here! He might be the King of the Gods and she only aguest in his palace, but she
would not submit to this. Even if she must flee Olympos-something she certainly did not want to do
because of the obligation shefelt to assst Metis and Proteus-she would not alow him to force her into
such acompromising Stuation. He had promised to return tonight to visit her. Well, he would not find her
herel



Shetook alast look about the opulent atrium. Under other circumstances an apartment such asthis
would have brought exclamations of ddlight to her lips. Today it seemed instead avile and taudry
place-an emblem of shame. Shefled into the corridor, back toward her old room in the chambers of

| apetos.

Why could he not see that she had no interest in romance- none & al, not with him or with anyone? She
was till too young for that, at least in her own mind. Other gods had tried to court her since she had
arrived on Olympos, but she had gently and firmly discouraged al overtures. Someday-perhaps soon,
perhaps years from now-she would find love; she was certain of that, too, in her own mind. But not just
yet, and certainly not with Kronos. She seldom even thought of love, so many other matters clamored for
her atention.

She would smply ignore the Lord of the Titans, she decided suddenly. She would not move her
belongings. She would return to her old room and continueto live with her ssters. If he objected-well,
shewould dedl with that when it happened.

Despite this resolution she found hersalf wanting the advice and consol ation of someone she could trust
and speak with openly. When she reached the gpartment of 1gpetos she hurried to find her sster
Klymene. She had spoken to Kly-mene about Kronos before, but had never revealed the full depth of
the situation. She was determined now to tell her sister everything that did not touch upon Kronoss plot
agandg thar family.

To her dismay she found that Klymene had not yet returned home, and so Philyrawent instead to find
Metis.

"Where have you been?' the child demanded, shoving the door closed behind them. "What did you do?
Did you insult Kronos?'

Asquickly as possble Philyratold her dl that had happened since they had last seen each other.
"Then no one knows you're here?' Metis asked. " She didn't see you come in?”

"She? Who?' Philyrasank into achair. Her hands trembled uncontrollably.

"Eurybie. She arrived afew minutes ago. |, mysdf, have only just returned. She said Kronos sent her,
and isin your room now with two other goddesses." Metis Sighed. "At least things aren't asbad as|
feared. | thought you might have done something rash.”

Philyralooked both frightened and puzzled. "Why is Eurybiein my room?"

A dight tapping sounded at the door. Almost immediately the door opened to reved the smiling face of
the golden-haired sea goddess.

"Ah, it'syou," Eurybie said guilelesdy as she entered. "I thought | heard you." Her quick glancetook in
both Philyraand Metis. "I really must have your help,” shetold Philyra. "Come now, won't you? We're
dready late, and have much to accomplish.”

Even as the Okeanid attempted to question and protest, Eurybie took her by the elbow and guided her
acrossthe narrow hall. Metisfollowed aong, carefully closing the door behind them.



Eurybieled them directly to Philyralsroom. Asthey entered they found much of the room's furnishings
pushed aside or stacked together in one area.

"What'sgoing on?' Philyraasked dmost hopelesdy. "My things...?"

"Lord Kronos asked meto help you move. He knew you'd be anxious to get settled into your new
apartment. We've made quite agood start”-she nodded toward the two lesser goddesses who were
assisting her-"but I'd redlly prefer you to take charge of the more persond items. Mot of the furnishings
here can remain, of course, since better ones dready await you.”

Eurybie looked from Philyrato Metis and back to Philyraagain. "If wedl pitch in, we can be done
before supper!”

To her amazement, Philyrafound herself busily engaged in moving her belongings. Thetask was
completed quickly, and before long Philyraand Metis stood side by side in the Okeanid's new
apartment. No sooner had Eurybie and her helpers departed than Philyra began to sob.

"Oh, Metis, what shall | do?' the goddess asked.

"Quiet," the child warned. As Philyrawatched Metis moved dowly about the apartment, her eyes
examining everything carefully. After afew minutes the young goddess made her way out onto the gdlery.
When Philyrajoined her she said, "Wait here. I'll be back shortly. On second thought, go St in the atrium
until | return.”

Metis disgppeared from sight on the gdllery. Four or five minutes later she regppeared, thistime entering
the artium not from the direction in which she had left, but by way of the main door leading from the outer
corridor.

"What are you doing?" Philyrawhispered. "Why are you sneaking around like this?*

"It'sokay. Y ou can talk normally right now. Comewith me and I'll show you what I've found. |
suspected something of this sort. Y ou're lucky to have asister with amind as devious as Kronoss.”

The young goddess led Philyraout into the corridor and then into a neighboring suite of rooms. Dust and
lack of furnishings clearly indicated that no onelived in this gpartment.

"| asked mysdlf," Metis began explaining, "just what Lord Kronoswould have to gain by moving you to
new quarters.”

"Gain?" the Okeanid asked. "What do you mean? He's trying to seduce me."

The child smiled indulgently. "Yes, | understand that. But hes more likely to have a second-even athird
god in mind. Y ou draw your strength here on Olympos from your family- from Klymene and her
husband, even from me. By seitling you in new quarters, away from us, he weakens you. He can
approach you more easily away from the suspicious eyes of your ssters. Do you follow so far?”

Philyranodded.
"Now, there's another point not to be forgotten. Y ou're a daughter of Okeanos, and Kronosis just now

in the middle of adangerous plot against that god. It would be to his advantage to be able to keep you
under observation-to learn what you know concerning his plot against our father, and so to gain



whatever information he can that might be useful in his campaign to win you.”

"Under observation,” Philyrarepeated dowly as she followed Metis through the dusty rooms of the
neighboring gpartment.

Metis nodded. "Of course. That'swhat were doing to him with our sentries posted insde thewalls of his
gpartment. Why shouldn't he think of doing the sameto you?'

"But how?'

"I'll show you." Metisled her into adingy room. Againgt onewal hung afull-length tapestry. The goddess
pulled it aside, reveding an acove cut deep in the stonewall. A straight-backed chair sat to one side of
the smdl compartment.

"Now you shall see." Metistook Philyra's hand and pulled her forward. At the sametime she let the
tapestry swing shut behind them.

A pinpoint of light upon the opposite wall became as bright asa star in the night sky. Metisled her Sister
toit.

"Put your eyeto the opening and look," she said.

Philyradid as she wasingtructed. A gasp escaped her as she peered through the opening. A hole had
been bored through the stone wall to look directly into her new apartment.

"What kind of espionage isthis-to spy into my bedchamber!™
"Completewith achair,” Metissaid, "o that the watcher may watch in comfort, and at length.”

Philyrawas grateful for the darkness that hid her embarrassment from her young sster. Her face flushed
hot with outraged modesty. It was not secrets of state that the Lord of the Titans expected to seelaid
bare.

"How awful heis" she said, turning away from the peephole and covering her face with her hands. "How
dare he- how dare he!"

Metisled her out of the dcove. "Pleasetry to be quieter, sster. He could return here at any moment. We
have only a minute or two to talk, for in those new chambers of yourswell never be sure we aren't being
overheard. There may be other devices of this sort which | haven't uncovered, so well haveto be on
guard continudly.”

"How dare hel" Philyrawhispered fiercely. "How evil of him, to plot to steal my modesty. Oh, to be able
totell himwhat | truly think and fed! What ajoy that would be. I'm tempted to go to him right now-or at
supper, when the Titans surround him and can hear dl | say-and throw in hisface thisvile-"

"Hed only deny it.”

"Yes. Yes, hewould," the Okeanid said sadly. "But what can | do? It's so unfair. Must | |et him get avay
with such things? Isn't there some way to turn this dagger againgt his breast instead of mine?"



They had cometo a stop just within the vacant apartment, beside the door that led to the outer corridor.

"Meétis, | will have to leave Olympos, even though | wish now more than ever that | could stay to fight
againg Kronos. But what can | do? His advances grow ever moreingstent. If | remain here-particularly
in these new chambers-what hope will | have of keeping him at bay?'

Metis had no answer to offer her.

"What a shame, though, that | should haveto leave now," Philyra continued, as much to hersdlf asto her
sister. "Now that | know about the peephole of his-and suspect others everywhere-1 could be on my
guard. | could say only thosethings | wanted him to hear. | could punish him by always dressing and
undressing in total darkness. | could make him think | was about to change clothes where he could
watch, but never doit. Oh, if only there were some way | could be reasonably secure. The new
gpartment is very beautiful. 1t would be lovely to livein such aplace, if only for afew days."

Sheturned toward Metis. "If you could come and stay with me," she said, "he'd be displeased, but he
couldn't very well deny me my little Sster-especially since Mother entrusted you to me. Could you not
come?!

The child shook her head. "I have to be able to watch over the mortds, and that means | need accessto
Ophion'stunnd. Even if there were an entrance in the new gpartment-and | haven't noticed one-it would
be too risky, with the possibility of Kronos observing our every word and action.”

Philyrafrowned. "Yes, | supposeyou'reright.”

Nine

A massive, wniged figure settled upon the gallery just outside the bedchamber of Klymene, the wife of
the Titan lapetos.

"Here, my lord," Eurybie whispered as she came out of the darkness of theroom. "Herel am. I've been
waitingalong time."

Reabsorbing the eagle wingsinto his body and adjusting his dark mantle about his shoulders, Kronos
stepped into the room. A quick glance assured him that they were done.

"Is lapetos at home yet?' he asked.
She shook her head. "No. | don't think so. | haven't heard anything from hisroom.”

"Good. We should have ashort while before he finishes the errand on which | sent him. What of
Klymene? s she occupied?'

The goddess nodded. In the dim light of the room he could barely see her.

"I checked before coming here," she said. "Klymeneiswith the Hesperides, just as she's supposed to be.
They'll keep her busy for sometime yet.”

"Do you remember dl you areto say? Here, say the wordswith me."

"Very wdl. But let's be quick about it-1I'm not fond of thistype of intrigue.”



Standing close together in the darkness, they whispered back and forth, rehearsing the dia ogue they
would perform when their audience arrived. As they spoke, Kronos stroked the soft curve of her hip and
thighwith thetips of hisfingers.

"Good," hesad at last when hewas satisfied. "Y our clothing-isit right?”

"Even Klymene couldn't tell it from her own. It'sidentical with what she wore at supper.”
"And your hair style? It's correct, too?"

She nodded. "I've only to changeitscolor.”

"Good. Now | must see about lighting this room. There must be just enough light-neither too much nor
toolittle”

"I'd prefer aslittle as possible,” she said, following him as he moved about the room lighting lamps.

"Toolittlelight,” he explained, "and lapetos might doubt the evidence of hiseyes. Too much, and he
wouldn't be deceived. Dim light, careful placement of oursalves, proper distance from the doorway
through which we will be watched, proper concern to never turn our facesin such away that they can be
clearly seen-by such artifice we can create our own redity.”

Hetook her arm and positioned her nearer to the gdllery windows. " Stand here, just like that a moment,”
he said, moving to rearrange alamp. He changed its position twice more before he was satisfied with the
way the shadowsfell upon her. "Good. Y ou'll easily passfor Klymeneand | for Proteus.”

"That's another thing," she said. "Why choose Proteus to impersonate?”
"l find acertainirony init. Besdes, would you recognize him on sght?"

"I've only seen him once or twice. | can't clearly remember hisfeatures, if that's what you mean. It wasa
very long timeago.”

"And my brother would have to say much the same. If Proteus, Klymene's brother, were indeed here, he
would be able to dter hisfeatures as he pleased, so that he could perfectly impersonate anyone he chose.
Youor | couldn't possbly manage that normaly. But here, in just the right setting, with someone
predisposed to think he sees what we want him to think he sees- Here, how do | look?"

He began to ater hisbody as he spoke, becoming leaner. The full beard disappeared, reabsorbed into
hisface. Hismane of dark hair grew shorter.

"There. Can you say | am not Proteus?’

She studied hisface. "Y our eyes betray you," she said. "Even as changed asyou are, I'd know you
anywhere by your eyes."

"lgpetoswill not see my eyes. Quickly now-he could be returning this minute-change yourself so that you
resemble Klymene."



Eurybie did as she wasingructed. She became dightly shorter of stature, with fuller hipsand smaller
bosom. Her golden hair darkened to jet black.

"Will thisdo, my lord?"

TheKing of the Gods nodded. "Even better than this morning. Now we need only await hisreturn.”
"If lapetos ever discoversthe deceit you have practiced on him ..." she said.

Heran thefingers of hisleft hand dong the dope of her neck and shoulder. "Hell discover nothing.”

"But if he should discover it, then ingtead of binding him morefirmly to you, you will have dienated him
completdy. You'll have made him your mogt bitter enemy.”

"Or my mogt loyd servant," he countered. "I would rather a steadfast enemy than afaint friend.”

Asthey spoke the night outside seemed to grow even darker. The small lamps within the room, set at
odd distances from one another, spread alambent glow throughout the chamber. Time passed dowly as
they waited.

"Oh, I wish hewould come," Eurybie complained. "I'vetold you before-1 don't like thistype of thing.
How do you know hewon't rushin at us, to beat Klymene and Proteus? It's too risky. Too much can go

wrong."

"l know because | know my brother,” Kronostold her. "That's not the way hereacts. Hell ligento all
we haveto say; then hell want to think. Hell go off someplace, like awounded anima seeking aholein
which to hidewhileit licksitswounds. HEll consider again and again everything he's seen and heard.
Hell find collaborative evidence, even where nonerealy exiss-dl kinds of perfectly innocent things his
wife has donewill suddenly be imbued with new and ominous significance. Findly, when hisimagination
has finished the task we only begin here-when Klymene has been tried and condemned within his
mind-then my brother will act. At that point he will be mine."

"Prepare yoursdlf," Kronoswhispered suddenly. Heleft her for amoment, crossing the room and pulling
amost closed the door to the adjacent room. He waited there, listening intently, then walked silently back
to Eurybiessde.

"Quiet!" hetold her. "I think | hear something.”

"No one's about. Y ou needn't fear. We're done, at least for afew minutes more.”

Their voiceswere intended to carry into the next room. As they spoke Kronos continued straining his
ears. At last aface appeared at the opening. Dark eyes watched them. Now their performance could
beginin earnest.

The Titan I gpetos had spent the day sunk in his own melancholy thoughts. By turns he had been
possessed by an dmost overwhelming desire to confront Klymene and demand an explanation of the
scene he had withessed that morning, and by an intense aversion to just such a confrontation, which he

feared would only confirm the bitter evidence aready provided by hiseyesand ears.

As he entered his own bedroom anoiseinformed him that Klymene wasin the adjoining chamber.



Moving toward the door, he alowed indecision to dow his pace. The door was gar and he hesitated,
positioning himsalf so that he could look through the opening.

Completely across the room from him, near the gdlery, agod and agoddess stood together in the dim
light. Heimmediately recognized the goddess as hiswife. That their infant son seemed not to be with his
mother did not strike the Titan as unusual. Klymene's sisters and a number of other goddesses were often
willing to care for Menaitios when his mother required time for other matters.

The god, however, Iapetos could not place. Hewas tall and supple, with dark black hair and an easy
manner. Darkness shrouded hisface, making it impossble to distinguish hisfeatures clearly.

Crouching in the dimness of his own room, 1apetos pulled the door till more closed, so that only the
narrowest of openings alowed him to watch them.

Klymene stood very near her nocturna visitor, her hand gripping hisforearm. She seemed to be
possessed by extreme emotion-her voice was oddly different, sharper, more intense despite obvious
effortsto keep it hushed. Now, as la-petos watched, the god kissed her passionately.

"Oh, Proteus,”" she whispered, panting for bregth during apausein their kissing, "I've longed for your
return for so long-so very long now!" Even though she whispered, her voice cut through the stillness of
the room. lapetos could hear her clearly.

The god only drew her close again.

"How much longer?* she asked when they parted a second time. "How much longer must we wait before
we can put aside this crue sham? How cruel you are to let me have your kisses and caresses-then snatch
them away again so soon!"

"Quiet, my love," the god answered, hisvoice barely audible to the Titan listening in the next room. "We
have too little time to waste with words."

More than aminute passed before they parted again, till clinging to each other's hands.
"Soon well be able to abandon all this stedth and pretense. Be brave alittle longer, Klymene. Tell me
quickly al you must tell, so that we may share along good-bye. I am on my way from our father to King

Nereus."

"Everything'sin readiness" she said. "We only await the sgna to act. Were ready, and will not hesitate
when the time comes."

"Good. None of them suspects?”

"I don't think so-at least not asfar as| cantell. Lord Kronos, of course, isaways suspicious of our
father, but he has no way of proving his suspicions."

"Wheat of-your husband?'
The femae form shrugged. "What of him? He's Kronos's creature, and will do whatever Kronostellshim

to do. Oh, my love," she cried, throwing hersdf into the god's arms again, "how much longer must we be
separated? Haven't | sacrificed more than my share for the good of our family?



I've done all our father asked of me, but I've grown so tired- so very, very tired of thisendless
deception.”

Shefaced him squarely. "I've cometo long for the day when | can findly tell him how thoroughly | detest
him. Each time hetakesmein hisarms, | long for you, my love. I've only been ableto endureit al by
reminding mysdf that eventudly, however long it must take, | will be done with dl these lying smilesand
touches and-"

He stroked her hair ashe hdd her inhisarms. "Y our trid isadmos at an end. Soon-"

"Oh, how soon? Why not now? Tonight? Let us act tonight. The stout prison you told me of-it'sall
prepared? Y ou said it was, didn't you? Strike down my husband for me- strike him down tonight, into
hel pless unconsciousness. Once he's locked away where he can do no harm, you can take up hisform.”
She laughed. "None will know, savel, that the god at my sideis not my husband, but my lover!"

"Cam yoursdf, lovely Klymene. Only eight days remain until the wedding of Criosand Eurybie. Soon dll
our preparationswill be completed, and the timeto strike will havefindly arrived. Until then, be
patient-be patient just alittle longer yet. Asmuch as| long to be with you, even if | must wear the form of
lapetos, | may not. I'm needed elsewhere.”

"Oh!" Shethrew hersalf upon him at this reminder that he must soon part from her again. "How soon will
you return?”

"| can't be certain-but it won't belong. Soon. | promiseyou, I'll return soon.”

She drew very closeto him and rested her head upon his chest. "And then we shall be together at |ast-at
last and forever after!”

From the narrow dlit of the doorway, the Titan lapetos watched and listened. The god and goddess
moved out onto the gdllery and embraced afind time; then, assuming the shape of abird, the god
disappeared into the night. The goddess stood staring after him into the darkness.

The Titan rose from his crouching position, closed completely the opening through which he had been
watching, and made hisway quickly and silently from the gpartment. Once he reached the outer corridors
of the palace, he cast aside stedlth and walked hurriedly toward the lower levels of the palace where his
workshop was Situated. Each step seemed to act asacatalyst in the alchemy that was convening hurt and
puzzlement into outrage and hate.

Meanwhile, behind him in the apartment of hiswife, the sea goddess Eurybie waited until shewas certain
that she was no longer being observed. Then she caused wingsto grow from her shoulders and flew
upward, quickly returning to her own apartment.

Kronos, Lord of the Titans and King of the Gods, awaited her there. She pulled from her shoulders the
mantle she had worn to impersonate Klymene and cast it aside. He had mixed drinks of sparkling nectar
for both of them and now handed her agoblet as she sank into achair and sighed deeply. "Y ou see,
there was no reason to be apprehensive.”

"Oh, noneat dl!" she said, laughing. She accepted the drink and gulped down alarge portion of it, then
tossed back her head and brushed hair from her eyes. "It was dreadfully foolish of me to be worried-I



can seethat very clearly now. Y ou know how timid and flighty my femae persondity is, my lord. How
slly of meto be concerned. Why, at the worst he might have lost histemper abit. He might have rushed
screaming into the room and hurled hiswife out into the night.”

She drank again, then continued, "No, my lord, | see plainly that | had nothing to fear. It isn't asthough
Lord lapetos might have gotten angry at us-| mean at hiswife and Proteus-or at us, if he pierced our
disguises. I'm sure hed be most understanding if he somehow discovered that we have destroyed his
happiness for our own purposes. My lord-that was thelast of it, wasn't it? Y ou promised it would be."

Kronos nodded. "Y es, asfar asyou're concerned, anyway. | have no further need of your assstancein
thisaffar.”

She sighed, leaning her head far back on her chair. "Those words are sweeter than nectar right now. My
lord, | too love the devious route that bristles with unsuspected cleverness- but you go too far, | think.
You'relike acat torturing its prey-a great cat toying with somelittle creature that it's wounded and which
it dlowsagain and again to almost escape.”

Helistened in sllence, his expression denoting neither amusement nor annoyance. "Go on, Eurybie. Thisis
most interesting.”

The sea goddess was quickly returning to her normal self now that the ordeal she had dreaded was
behind her. As she grew more relaxed she warmed still more to her topic.

"Y our mind amazes me, my lord. I've told you that before, haven't 1? Each time | watch you doing
something like this, new intricacies are revealed, new facets. Easy solutions bore you. Y ou're never
happier than when you can devise devious plots. But you tempt disaster-and for so dight areward!"

"So dight areward? From the portrait you paint, I'd have thought my reward ample-the lovely agony of
thelittle creature lgpetos.”

She grimaced. "Y ou know that's not what | meant. Y our joy isn't in the suffering you inflict-I know
that-but in the artistry of the trap you set.”

For afew moments she lapsed into silence, her eyes set upon the marble floor. Without looking up she
darted to speak again. "I'm afraid you frighten me, my lord. | must never let mysdlf forget just how
deadly an enemy you can be." Her eyesrose dowly until they met his, without flinching. "I often flatter
mysdf. I'm very intelligent, asyou well know. But my pride makes methink, at least occasondly, that |
could defend mysdlf againgt you. | must never let mysdlf forget the full measure of your cunning.”

He observed her through narrowed eydids, hishead tilted dightly to one side. "That you may never
oppose me?"

"No. That | may bevery well prepared indeed, should things ever cometo that.”

He frowned. "Why do you keep coming back to thoughts of thiskind? Have | ever done you harm?
We're allies. We need never oppose each other.”

They wereslent for nearly aminute. Eurybie watched him thoughtfully. Findly shesaid, "You did doiit,
didn't you?'



"Dowhat?"'

"Somehow convince | apetos to put aside the wife he loved-Themis, your sister-and marry instead the
Okeanid Klymene."

He looked away, not answering.

Shelaughed. "I suppose that's answer enough. But how did you do it?'Y ou mentioned the oracle of Gaia
when we spoke before. Even you could not control the oracle. ..."

She stared at him, studying hisface. "Or could you? | wonder ..."

Kronos's expression betrayed none of his thoughts, and Eurybie continued thinking out loud. "Perhaps, if
the circumstances were exactly right-if they could be manipulated to be exactly right, as with this business
with lgpetos afew minutes ago, it might be possible. Oh," she exclaimed, laughing, "what an amusing
conceit. | shall pretend to be Kronos, and discover how | would accomplish thisimpossibility."

The Titan leaned back in hischair, smiling. "By al means go on, Eurybie. This should be ingtructive.”

"To begin, | must keep my god clearly in mind. | want to separate my brother from his Titaness wife and
marry him instead to an Okeanid, so that | may lay aclaim through him to the throne of Okeanos. First,
an excuseis necessary-and eadly available. Themisis barren. If lapetos wants children, he must take
another wife. The daughters of Okeanos are renowned for their fecundity-and beauty.”

She grinned, leaning far forward. "I should start with occasiona passing referencesto this sad state of
affairs. Childlessnessis such atrid for those who love children. Perhaps | could arrange to have others
make Smilar offhand remarks™"

"], 100, am childless," Kronos reminded her.

"All the more reason to console each other, and for you to plant your ideasin your brother's head. Then,
somehow, | would arrange for poor Iapetosto bein the vicinity of Delphoi. Now, thisiswherethings
become more difficult. ..." She pursed her lipsin concentration, then looked up suddenly. "Here," she
said, handing him her goblet. "' Pour me moreto drink, please, my lord, while | work this out. My poor
brain must trudge where you would fly."

He bowed his broad head and accepted the goblet. When he returned she took a sip of sparkling red
nectar, then continued.

"It would al haveto be carefully arranged in advance, of course-but then | am the King of the Gods, am

| not, and therefore easily capable of seeing to such minor details. | would contrive to bring him therein
the dead of night, not to Delphoi, but to some very smilar place that could easily be mistaken for thered
oracle. Then | would shape a phantom and giveit avoice assmilar to that of Gaiaas| could manage.
Poor lapetoswould think himself at Delphoi, in the presence of the oracle, when redlly he was someplace
very different, listening to the words | want him to hear and believe-a scene not very different from the
onewejust performed for him."

Sheshivered dightly, looking away suddenly.

"What'swrong, Eurybie?’



"I know you won't admit it," she said dowly, "but | think something very smilar to what | just described
must have happened long ago to make | gpetos put Themisasidein favor of Klymene. | find that very
frightening.”

"That an oracle can be controlled? I've agreed with nothing you've said. All thisisonly your own
conjecture.

She shook her head. "No, that's not what | mean. That you could bend even Gaiato your will does not
surprise me- but to be able to look so deep into the future, to plan all this so many yearslong in advance.
.." She shivered again.

Kronos stared at her. He was both flattered and displeased. Eurybie had guessed far too closeto the
truth, and he redlized now that he had dlowed himsalf to speak too fregly with her. Hencefore he would
have to guard against such openness.

"Poor Klymene."

"Isthat pity | hear?" Kronos asked. ™Y ou can hardly afford it just now, if you intend to be Queen of the
Aegean.”

Hetook her hand and pulled her toward him. She came and stood &t his side, running her fingers through
hishair.

"Poor lapetos, t0o," she said quietly.

He shrugged. "Once Klymene has been exiled to Tartaros- for shell never agree to assume her mother's
throne-1apetos will manage to be happy again with Themis or someone else, and none the worse for the

exchange."

"Y our cynicism amazesmel"

"Y ou mean my realism.” He pulled her down into hislap and began unfastening her peplos.

"Wait-you'll tear it,”" shetold him. "Besides, the couch isfar more comfortable.”

She led him acrossthe room. As he lay down she loosened the catches and let her garment dip to the
floor, then sat beside him. He pulled her down and began to kiss her, his hands caressing the velvety
softness of her skin. Shelet her warm body press againg his. After aminute or two, however, he pushed
her away and sat up abruptly.

"What'swrong, my lord? | thought you were in the mood-"

Herose and gtarted to walk toward the door. "It's that Okeanid," he said gruffly. "I can't get her out of
my mind. Every attractive female| see makes me want Philyraal the more."

Eurybie watched him leave. Then, with adisinterested shrug, she recovered her garment and began to
adjust it back about hersdlf.

Ten



As he made hisway toward the new apartment of the Okeanid Philyra, the mood of the Lord of
Olympos grew increasingly gloomy. He had taken little pleasure in the deception of Iapetos, and
Eurybie'stoo accurate conjectures made it clear that he had aready confided too fregly inthe sea
goddess.

Even thoughts of the lovely Okeanid Philyrafailed to lift his spirits-she was such an obgtinate creature.
Why did she continue to resist him?What did she expect from him, after all”? He had sought to be as
generous as he possibly could, yet she declined his every overture while toying with him shamelesdy. She
was awayslovely and dluring, but she might aswell be animage of mist and moonlight, for she dways
dipped through hisfingers.

As he waked, he brooded upon the dopes and curves of her femininity, so full of lubricious promise.
Whatever might be the cause of her continued resistance, Kronos found himsdlf all the more determined
to overcome her objections-by whatever means necessary.

Earlier in the day, after leaving her, he had planned to return tonight and observe her through the
peephole from the neighboring apartment. Now he determined to seek her out directly. His patience was
exhausted, and he would put an end to these games of hers.

He entered immediately, without announcing himself or awaiting permission to enter. He found the
Okeanid stting quietly in ahigh-backed chair and looking out awide window. The moon had not yet
risen and dark night lay upon the earth below. At the unexpected sound of his approach, Phi-lyraturned
her wide, startled eyes toward him and rose quickly from her sedt.

"Good evening, my lord," she said as he stopped beside her. "Asyou can see, I'm dl moved in. Lady
Eurybie-"

"Let usput asdethis pretense,” hetold her. "I've always found it unbecoming to have to hint and wheedle
for what | want. Enough of thisfoolishness. Let us speak plainly, and avoid al artifice. | want you, and |
intend to have you. | don't know what motivates you to keep refusing me, but whatever it is, it will work

no longer.”
The crushing pressure of his hand upon her arm made her wincein pain.
"I'm not unreasonable. I'll be kind to you, and generous- but | intend to have you, whatever the price.”

Shetried to pull away but could not escape hisgrasp. "The price?' she demanded. "What do you mean,
price? | am not the object of barter. | am a goddess-a Titaness of the second generation. Y ou may be
the King of the Gods, my lord, but your words and actions exceed | propriety.”

"Propriety!" Helaughed. "What has propriety to do with me? Y ou are so young that you throw such a
word at me and consider it arebuke. Don't you know that it was | who cregated the very concept in
which you take refuge-that for athousand years | struggled to impose such standards of conduct upon
the gods? If anyone has aright to set aside propriety, itisl!"

She was only an Okeanid-how dare she toy with him like this? Her smooth flesh taunted him. He stepped
closer, dipping hisarms around her struggling body and pulling her close, so that he could press his cheek
againgt the bare skin of her neck and shoulders and inhale the deep, heady fragrance of her body.



"What isit you want?' he demanded. "Only tell methat, and it's yours."

The crushing, suffocating pressure of hisarms around her and the terrifying firmness of his hands asthey
stroked her body threw her into complete panic. She struggled desperately to escape him, twisting
frantically within hisarms as she cast glances toward the two possible avenues of escape- the door
leading out of the gpartment to the corridor and the wide window that looked out onto the g lery.

Shefought to ingnuate her arms between his chest and hers, so that she could shove him away, but his
greater strength prevented the maneuver. Again and again shetried to free hersdlf, each time without
SUCCESS.

Her efforts only made him more determined to possess her-now. He began to drag her toward the
bedroom. She started to plead, but only for amoment; even in terror such words did not come naturaly
to her. She threstened vengeance from her father and brothers, she sobbed, dl to no avail. Findly, when
sheredized that every other course of action had failed, shelet hersdf go completely limp and fell into a
mock swoon.

For amoment Kronos hesitated, but only long enough to rearrange the weight of his burden, so that now
instead of dragging her toward her new bedroom and the enormous bed that waited there, the god
carried her eadly in hisarms.

She fought to overcome her terror, so that she could maintain her pretended faint. Only with great
difficulty did she manage to keep her eyestightly closed. Ashe carried her she felt the movement of his
powerful, bulging muscles. What hope did she have in denying such agod the thing he had determined to
have?

She had pretended to faint, hoping by this unexpected response to cool hisardor while at the sametime
gaining afew moments delay. Now, to her dismay, shefdt the thick, plush softness of a mattress beneath
her asthe King of the Gods deposited her upon the bed. Almost immediately she felt him sit beside her.
His hands, with distressing gentleness, began to loosen the ornamenta girdle that belted her peplos. She
dtiffened dightly despite her best attempt to remain impassive. Now he began to caress her, running one
hand along her arm, up toward her shoulder. She fought to control hersdlf, but nevertheless shuddered at
the contact. His fingers began to unfasten the shoulder clasp of her gown.

Her eyes popped wide open. A startled cry escaped her lips as she found herself staring up into the
divine face and lust-glazed eyes of the King of the Gods.

In the londiness and security of her own room, she had wondered why he pursued her. It seemed
impossible that he should desire her when he practicaly had his pick of the many beautiful goddesses of
Olympos. She could not believe hersdlf capable of inciting such passion.

Thelook in his eyes now, as shelay beneath him upon the bed, erased such misconceptions from her
mind forever.

With ashriek she rolled from under him to the opposite Side of the bed. He reached for her, grabbing her
clothing instead. The material tore at the shoulder and she clutched it to keep her breasts covered. She
gprang from the bed and bolted toward the doorway.

"Wait, Philyra-!" Kronos called from behind her.

She wastoo terrified to wait. She ran headlong toward the atrium, then out into the corridor and down



the stairs. By the time she regained the apartment of |apetos, she was nearly hysterica. Rushing within,
sheimmediately sought Klymene. Neither Klymene nor | gpetos were a home. Shetried to find Metis,
but her young sister was not there either.

Now she made her way to her own room. Shefelt completely done. Throwing hersalf down on her bed,
shelet hersdf cry. Five minutes passed, then she sat up and wiped the tears from her eyes. Rising, she
looked hopelesdy about the room.

She had conquered her fear to remain upon Olympos and work for the good of her family. What could
she do now but flee? If only she could talk to Klymene or Igpetos. Even though she was not freeto
consult them concerning Kronos's plot against Okeanos, there was no reason she should not seek their
assistance in keeping Kronos at bay. 1apetos, her brother-in-marriage, had wisdom and influence. She
should have goneto him at the very fird.

She found a pin to fasten the torn shoulder of her peplos, tied abelt about her waist, and threw alight
cloak over her shoulders before leaving the room. She paused on her way out to look into Metissroom
again; the child had still not returned. Then she went directly to one of the circular stairways and
descended rapidly.

She had only the dightest notion of where to find the workshop of 1apetos and was more than alittle
intimidated by the dark, serpentine passages she found once she descended below the leve of the great
hall of the palace. Thelight of the sun never penetrated to these lower levelswhere rooms had been
bored from the virgin rock of the mountain. Even when she redized that only ignorance had led her to
think she could locate the Titan within the precincts of thisforbidding maze, still sheforced hersdlf to go
on.

Hewould be able to help her, she kept telling herself. Hewas a Titan, a brother of Lord Kronos. He
would have influence with Kronos.

Occasiondly she stopped and caled aoud, "Lord Iapetos-my lord, Lord Iapetos!” Thetorch sheheld in
one hand surrounded her in acircle of illumination. Her voice echoed back, distant and hollow. After
listening in sllence for afew moments, she forced herself to walk on.

"Y ou seek me?" avoice asked unexpectedly. A tal figure stepped into the corridor ahead of her.

"lapetod" she cried, dmost tumbling into hisarmsin her rush to reach him. "Lord lapetos-brother! |
thought | should never find you, it's S0 vast down here-and so dark." She paused to compose herself
before launching into arecital of the eventsthat had caused her to seek him out. Her effort wasinvain; as
so0n as she began talking again, the words commenced to spill from her. Shetold him of the
unwelcomed attention shown her by the King of the Gods, of her diplomeatic attempts to discourage him,
of hisrefusal to be discouraged. Despite her strongest efforts to remain cam, she began to cry as she
recounted dl the mental anguish to which her delicate and sensitive nature had been subjected.

At last, when she had poured out her heart to him, she wiped the tears from her eyes and looked up a
the Titan. She expected comfort and reassurance; instead she found impassive features and stony silence.

"My lord," she said, unable to comprehend his atitude, "won't you help me, my lord?

For hoursthe Titan had brooded upon all he had seen and heard earlier that day in the bedchamber of his
wife. He had heard, among other things, that the Okeanid now before him, who seemed so innocent,



conspired with hiswife.

"Please, Lord lgpetos,” Philyra continued, sensing but not understanding his hodtility, "I have no other
placeto turn. | beg you, my lord, tell mewhat | may do.”

Unmoved, he stared down at her. She was another of the treacherous, backbiting children of Okeanos.
He believed not aword of what she said and would not allow himself to be deceived. Such aviper would
not wince at the amorous attention of the King of the Gods. She would be more likely to seek it out, to
encourageit as aconveniencein her traitorous campaign.

"What'swrong, Lord |apetos? Surely you will not abandon the sister of your wifel"
"Thereisnothing | can do,” he said dtiffly.
"But my lord-"

He had aready turned his back on her. As she watched in disbelief he disappeared through the door to
his workshop. Suppressing a sob, the Okeanid redled away, stunned as completely asif she had been
struck in theface.

What did it mean? Why had he repulsed her in this cruel fashion? Could Proteus be right? She had not
for amoment thought it possible that |apetos could indeed be in collusion with Kronosto overthrow their
father-but what other explanation could there be for hisrefusal to even advise her?

Somehow she found her way back up from the lower levels of the paace. What was she to do now, with
her last hope exploded? She considered departing Olympos right then, but changed her mind almost
immediately. She must first bid her sgtersfarewdl.

She headed again toward the apartment of Klymene. On the stairs, however, she came upon Queen
Rhea, who was as0 going upward. At sight of her anew thought took hold. Noble, righteous Rhes,
Queen of the Gods-why should she not face the queen directly and tell her what her husband was trying
to do? Normally she would never have sought her out, but coming upon her suddenly just now, the
impulse was overpowering. Here was someone, she thought, who could exert apowerful influencein her
favor. If she could only tell her story, she knew that the queen would receive her with understanding and

sympathy.

The queen was climbing dowly. Philyra caught up with her and said, "Pardon, my lady. May | spesk with
you?'

Rheaturned to face her. One arm was pressed againgt her abdomen. She nodded. "For afew moments,
yes. Youare... ?'

"Philyra, adaughter of your brother Okeancs.”

Rhea nodded again. A peculiar |ook-recognition, perhaps, but mixed with something else-flickered over
her face.

Philyrabegan to talk, dowly and awkwardly at first. Rhealistened without any outward indiceation of
emotion.

"I cast myself on your mercy, my lady," Philyrasad a last. "Please hep meif therés any way you can,”



Though she had listened in silence, the mind of the Titan-ess had been anything but placid during the
recital. She had recognized the Okeanid amost from the moment she turned to face her. Thiswasthe
brazen creature who had breakfasted with her husband upon the terrace bel ow the palace, then gone off
with him-Kronoss new toy. Holding hersdlf very erect, Rhea met the young goddesss eyes coldly.

"I don't know why you cometo me. Do you think | concern mysdlf with every creature that catches
Kronosseye? Y ou have only yourself to blameif you've attracted more than you bargained for-though |
certainly doubt that. Be gone from me." Rheagestured her away, awilting look of contempt on her face.

Philyra gasped, then fled up the stairs, sobbing uncontrollably. Without thinking she headed for the
chambers of Klymene. She had almost reached them when a goddess stepped toward her, hand raised in

gredting.
"Thereyou are," Eurybie said, samiling as she walked toward her. "1've been searching for you."

With ashriek Philyrafled into aneighboring corridor. She plunged down the first stairway she found. She
had descended three flights before her strength gave out and she dumped down, still crying.

When she looked up she found to her surprise that she was not far from the apartment of Momos, where
Metis kept the mortals. Glancing quickly about to be certain that no one was watching, she dipped from
the stairwell into the corridor. A minute later she was safely within the apartment.

Quiet reigned. She paused to catch her breath and dry the tears from her eyes, then crossed the
dust-covered atrium, passing quickly down ashort hall. She opened adoor and stepped into asmdll
room.

Nothing moved. She looked about, searching for the tiny, godlike creatures she expected to find. Where
were they? She took another step into the room, growing more gpprenensive.

A morta stepped from behind a concedling chest. "Greetings, Lady Philyral Y ou frightened us. Coming
by the route you did, we were afraid you might be someone else-an enemy. "

The goddess let out along sigh of relief. Now other mortas came into the open. Philyralet hersaf drop
into achair.

"How may we serveyou?' one of the men asked.

"I'm fing," she said. "I need nothing, but to rest.” Shelooked about the room. An odd thrill ran through
her; it seemed asif someforce outside herself had led her here, to sanctuary.

She could stay in this forgotten room. She could remain on Olympos, free of Kronos and ableto help
Metis. She could continue to work for the good of her family.

Across the room one of the men succeeded in climbing up to the seat of achair. He pulled freea
coverlet, letting it dip to the floor. Beneath it, reveded now, was the head of Oizys, which the mortas
had hagtily veiled when they heard her approach.

The Okeanid gasped at the hideous sight of the god. The god's eyesturned in her direction and fastened
upon her, looking digtinctly baleful.



Eleven

Rhea, queen of the gods, continued to climb dowly toward her own rooms after the departure of Philyra.
Neither jealousy nor anger could completely pierce the serenity she had found on the dopes of Mount
Parnassos. Her visit to her mother Gaiaat Del phoi had acted as abalm to her troubled spirit, so that she
could listen to the plea.of the beautiful young Okeanid with at least partia equanimity.

She could listen without anger, but not without offended pride. Smply by accosting her the Okeanid had
overstepped the bounds of decency. Could she really expect a sympathetic reception from the wife of
her lover? However much she might protest to the contrary, she undoubtedly had encouraged Kronosto
some extent, and in al likelihood the story she had told was but a subterfuge. Only by postulating some
hidden motivation could Rhea explain the totd lack of tact that brought the goddessto her.

In her room now, Rheawinced, moving her handsto cover her lower abdomen as she doubled forward
in her chair. She had been waiting for this second contraction, which |eft no doubt that her time was a
hand. She waited until the pain l&ft her, let her breathing return to normal, then rose from her chair. She
smiled to hersdlf as she began her preparations.

Even now, within an hour or two of delivery, the most practiced eye could not have accurately diagnosed
her pregnancy, o little had her girth increased. She paused to let her hands fed the movement within.
Tonight she would hold her child in her arms. A fedling of well-being filled her, so that she had to force
hersdlf to complete preparationsfor her journey. Her mind whirled with wonderful reveries of the child
that would soon enter the world.

At last shefinished gathering her thingsinto alarge cloth sack. She carried the sack with her out onto the
gdlery. When she was certain that no one was nearby and could observe her, she grew wings and flew
down from the palace.

The moon had just risen, a quarter moon that flooded the world with its soft, suppressed radiance. Flying
leisurely, very much absorbed in her materna dreams, the goddess followed a course that led due south.
The cool night wind caressed her and the heavy sméll of lush growing things rose up from the earth to
greet her as she flew close above thefields and hills, often skimming just above thetallest treesin her
attempt to avoid detection.

At last she cameto the twin pesks of Mount Parnassos. She dighted near the greet cleft in the earth.
Nearby, Daphnis, the attendant, lay buried in degp dumber. As she neared the opening in the ground
Rheacdlled out softly. Thewind, echoing through anearby gulf, ssemed to answer.

From the cleft roseamig, at first tenuous but quickly thickening. It twirled like an eddy, drawing particles
of dust from nearby. Asit grew the mist took on the distinctive features of agoddess. Infinite tenderness
played in the smile upon her lips and her eyes held infinite compassion. Clothed in theimage of atal and
stately goddess, robed in garments spun of silken night, Gaia, the earth, stepped toward Rheaand laid an
affectionate hand upon her arm.

"Come, daughter; your timeisat hand. All isin readiness, but we must not tarry.”

Mother and daughter roseinto the air. They flew in silence, hand in hand, amillion stars shining down on
them out of the velvet blackness of the night. Far to the south lay the great sea, and till farther the
mountainous, fertileidand of Crete. It was herethat Gaialed her daughter, to one of the many
forest-covered mountain dopes. They dighted amid cypress and cedar.



A hush hung over the mountainsde as they climbed the short distance upward, stepping over saplingsand
bending aside the larger trees that blocked their path. They soon arrived at the mouth of agreat cavern.
Two nymphs moved toward them as they approached.

"Greetings,”" one said, bowing low. "l am Ida, the sister of Adrastia”

She retreated and the second nymph advanced. She, too, bowed deeply. "I am Adrastia, the sister of
Ida," shetold them, then backed away to rgjoin her companion.

"They are hereto attend you," Gaiaexplained, still speaking in a soft, hushed voice that more closely
resembled the singing breeze than the voice of agoddess, "and to care for your child.”

"Well carefor it asthough it were our very own," ldasaid.

"Indeed,” Adrastia agreed, "we're anxious to serve you, my lady. Please come within."

Rhea, her mind gtill very much in adaze, followed docildy as the nymphsled the way within the
enormous cavern. A large sone hearth, ventilated by asmdl holein theroof, lit the interior with afitful
light that made the rough walls and the peculiarly shaped outcroppings of rock seem like grotesque,
petrified animals.

Asthey entered, adeeping form stirred and rose to greet them. Adrastia gestured toward the creature.
"ThisisAmatheia, the goat goddess.”

Amatheianodded her head demurely.

"She can't speak-not very well, anyway. No one knows why a goddess should look like agod-size goat,
but she does. Shewill yean soon, and will provide milk for the child of Kronos.™

Rhea nodded absently, both in acknowledgment of al that Adrastiahad said and in greeting to the goat
goddess.

A bed of thickly packed |leaves had been prepared against one corner of the cavern.

"Come, my lady," |dasaid softly. "How foolish we are, not to redize you must betired. Come, settle
yoursdf and rest until thetime arrives.”

She led the goddess past the birthing pole, which had been set up not far from the bed.

"How quiet it istonight,” Adrastiasaid, as much to hersdlf asto anyone. "Evenin here, you can usudly
hear the crickets chirping down below. It's so quiet-amost as though they, too, pay obeisance-"

"Quiet, sgter," Idasaid. "Do try to imitate the crickets. Y ou do prattle 0."

"I do! It'strue-I'm just S0 excited,” the nymph continued, laughing. "To care for the Queen of the
Gods-to assigt at the birth of achild of Lord Kronos-why, how could | be anything other than excited?
And we shdl care for the child, rear him, perhaps. | do hopeit'sason. A son of Kronos! Even though
we must remain hidden for however long, it'll be wonderful to hold the dear boy, to feed him on the milk



of Amaltheia, to watch him crawl and take hisfirst steps, hear hisfirst awkward attempts at speech.”

"Quiet!" Idaingsted. "Can't you tell you're distressing Lady Rhea? Do you think she wantsto leave her
child with us, instead of rearing it hersef?Y ou're dreadfully thoughtless, you know."

"Oh, it'strue-l am. Do forgive me, Lady Rhea. | meant no meanness.”

Rhealooked up, having heard hardly aword spoken by the two nymphs. A golden euphorialulled dl her
senshilities, interrupted only by the clutching painsthat were gradualy coming more closdly together. She
smiled at Adrastia, then started to return to the dreamy pleasure of her own thoughts.

"Has a name been chosen yet?" |da asked, attempting to change the subject and thus aleviate her sster's
embarrassment. "Y ou should select aname for a son and another for a daughter.”

Gaiahad been standing quietly in the shadows. She stepped unexpectedly toward them. "The child shall
be male, and his name shdl be Zeus. Cdl him that, and that only, though in daysto come he shdl have
many names. Zeus Kronion, the Thunderer, the Widlder of the Lightning, the Wise, the Just, the Father of
Gods and Men-dll these names and a thousand more shall he be called, even to the God-but these
names are not for you. Particularly must you not cal him the son of Kronos, for terrible danger lurksin
that name, evenfor him."

The nymphs listened in astonished silence. When the great goddess had finished, Idasaid: "Oh, yes, my
lady. It shall be exactly asyou say. To us he will aways be Lord Zeus. No other name for him will pass
our lips"

The goat goddess Amaltheia shook hersdlf. She rose unsteadily to her feet and came forward into the
light of thefire, making low bleating soundsthat had a plaintive tone to them. An anxious expresson
flickered in her wide yellow eyes.

"What's troubling Amatheia?' one of the nymphs asked. "Look. | think she'strying to say something.”

Galastepped toward the goat goddess, holding up an imperious hand. "Be till, Amatheia; your question,
too, shdl be answered. Y ou, too, shal bear amale child. He, too, shal have many names, but only one
that may safely be spoken here. Do you understand, Amatheia? His name shdl be Pan, and hisshdl be
thewisdom of ddlight.”

The goat goddess hesitated, staring up at Gaia, then turned dowly and returned to the shadows, where
she curled hersdlf up on the hard floor. Lowering her head, she closed her eyes again. She yearned to say
the very thing that Gaia seemed to be telling her not to revedl.

Part goddess, part divine beast, she thought but fuzzily. Resentment stirred within her. Why had she no
nymphsto attend her? She could fed again the stirring of the unborn god within her, and now another of
the clutching pains came to make her gasp and lie panting for breath. Her form wasthat of abeadt, but
she was a goddess nonetheless. Had she not proven hersalf as desirable as any goddess? Had she not
procured for her unborn son afather inferior to none? She might be hideous, yet she had given her sona
father of whom he might boast.

L et the nymphs buzz and flutter about Rhea. Amaltheiahad her own secret, and with it she would
console hersdf. It made her fed smug and very proud.



Nearly an hour passed, Rheaand Amaltheia each absorbed in her own thoughts. The contractions that
precede childbirth came ever closer together, until the time of delivery arrived. The nymphs helped Rhea
from her bed to the birthing pole. The Queen of the Gods disrobed, then grasped the poletightly in her
fingers and squatted beside it. Amatheia, unassisted, stood aone, dternately condricting and relaxing the
muscles that would force out her yeanling. The two goddesses moaned and panted uncontrollably.

Evenin her travail, Amdtheia glanced across the cavern at the Titaness. Rhea grasped the pole with a
force that made the muscles of her hands and arms stand out starkly. Her head was thrown back and
swest glistened on her face and naked bodly .

In childbirth, the goat goddess thought, even a goddess grunts and gasps like an animal. In childbirth, she
isasmuch ananima asl!

At last the child of Rhea descended into the waiting hands of Adrastiaand the child of Amaltheia
dropped to the bare dirt floor of the cavern. The son of Rhea began to cry. The son of Amatheiamade a
low blegting sound that might have been laughter.

"Oh, heswonderfully handsome!" Ida cried, peering over her sster's shoulder. Gaiahad joined them and
Rhea, her work completed, rose dowly to her full stature and held herself erect with the help of the pole.
Pushing aside sweat-drenched strands of hair from her face, she looked down at theinfant.

"Heis handsome," Adrastiasaid. "How broad hisforehead is-his hair will be black. See, he has atuft or
two aready."

"He haslovely gray eyes,” Idasaid.
Rhea smiled contentedly. After amoment the nymphs noticed her and helped her back to her bed.

Amdtheia, as pleased asif she were the Queen of the Gods, lay on her side now, gently licking the
smooth skin and soft fur of her child. He, too, was handsome, shaped like agod, with only the ears, legs,
and tail of agoat. From his head protruded two tiny nubsthat hinted of horns. He was very beautiful, and
his mother nuzzled him toward her udders.

Gaafollowed behind the nymphs, then stood to one side asthey settled the Titanessin her bed of leaves.
They had given the child to Gaia, who now placed himin hismother'sarms.

Idaand Adrastiabowed deeply as Gaia said softly, "All hail! Zeus, the son of Kronos, isborn!™

Across the room the goat goddess nudged her son alittle closer. Y es, she thought-and born, too, is Pan,
the son of Kronos!

Twelve

Mothers and sons dept peacefully - Rhea on her thick mattress of fresh, soft leaves with her child cradled
in one arm, the goat goddess Amdtheia on the bare floor of the cavern, her offpring beside her inthe
dust.

Deep in her dreamy reveries, vagudly aware of her surroundings only when drawn back toward full,
unwel come wakefulness by the gentle nuzzling of her infant son, Amatheialet hersdf luxuriateinthe
warm, soft glow of materna pride. She had earned the quiet joy to which she now abandoned hersdlf.



"Ritiful thing!" they had cdled her. "Wretched, hideous creature!™ Lithe and beautiful, sparkling in the
morning dew, the naiads and dryads of the areain which shelived had never tired of amusing themselves
at her expense. "Better to be abeast,” onewasfond of saying, "than a goddess formed like abeast. Ugh!
Such ugliness! And shethinks herself asfineaswe. . . . Why, thereisn't agod on dl the broad earth that
would give her asecond look-in the sea, on the earth, or under the earth!™

Their gay laughter rained upon her, crueler than ashower of thorned sticks. Missiles bounced harmlessdy
from the impenetrable pelt with which she was endowed, but their endless taunts gradualy found their
mark. Unaccustomed to any form of attention, at first she had laughed with them, trying to share thejoke,
even a her own expense. Her laughter was high-pitched and peculiar, like agoat trying to laugh, and the
nymphs found it awonderful excuse to guffaw wildly and collgpse on top of one another, helplesswith
mirth.

They teased her mercilessy. Shewas a beadt, afreak, a creature of such uglinessthat no one would ever
love her. How amusing shewas, trying to be like other goddesses, interested in gossip and feminine
things. "Come and st with us, far Amadtheia. Tdl us, far Amathea, have you found your lover yet? Ishe
tall and handsome? Does he walk on two legs, or four?

Gibefollowed gibe, often in an endless barrage, to the accompaniment of tittering merriment. Feminine
cruelty, in dl its barbed splendor, tortured her at every opportunity. Able to speak only with difficulty, the
goat goddess found herself surrounded by laughter whenever shetried to respond. The nymphsfound her
even more amusing at such times, as she struggled to overcome her anima dullness.

Amaltheia came to avoid the nymphs. Their teasing drove her deeper into hersdf. She knew mere was
much truth in what they said-inescapable truth-and the goat goddess began to roam farther awvay from
her usud grazing places, an inarticulate anguish within her breedt.

Gradudly, over avery long period of time, an ideatook hold within her dull mind. She was a goddess,
and she should have the love of agod. Only that could disprove the crudl taunts. Like most goddesses,
she could dter the form of her body, but only with difficulty and for ashort time. She found it impossible
to keep up her concentration for more than aminute or two, and as soon as she stopped concentrating,
her body dipped back to its natural shape. Now she began to practice each day, assuming theform of a
lovely maiden and maintaining it for aslong as she could. Sitting for hours beside the mirrorlike surface of
apool, sherecast her face, then her arms and upper torso, and finally her entire body. With practice she
began to gain proficiency, so that eventually she could accomplish the transformation with little difficulty.
Now she devoted hersdlf to lengthening the time that she could maintain the transformation and to
perfecting the new shape.

As other goddesses experimented with cosmetics, Amatheiatested each possible fegture, each angle at
which her eyebrows might arch, each dightly different line of the mouth.

In time she settled on aface and lissome form of great beauty and naturalness. Each day, for an hour or a
little longer, shewould assumeit and frolic among the hills and fields, running and laughing doud as she
pretended, for alittlewhile at least, that she was a goddess like any other, not some peculiar freek of the
divineorder.

One day whilein her new form she spied agod-a god whose size and bearing bespoke strength and
majesty even at agrest distance. She recognized him as he came nearer; even she, living far from divine
society, knew Kronos, King of the Gods. She remembered her earlier resolve. But did she dare? This
was not any god. As he gpproached she held her bresath.



Y es, shewould doit! She made up her mind, then refused to think further. She rose up suddenly from
her hiding place, revedling her assumed body in dl its undraped splendor. She smiled, and when he
smiled back she turned to run, displaying another aspect of her charms.

The chase ended not far away in acypress grove. After he had had hisway with her, hefell adeep at her
sde. Unableto maintain her form much longer, sherose silently and dipped away.

Later that afternoon, grazing languidly in a broad meadow, she saw him pass not far off. While shewasin
her naturd form, he paid no attention to her. He returned often over the following days, asif searching for
someone, but she was afraid to revea hersdlf. She was very proud of her accomplishment. She had
proven the nymphs wrong. Hers was not merely adivine lover, but aroya one. She was afraid, though,
that Lord Kronos might be angry if helearned of her deceit, and so she only watched him from &far.

Now, with the birth of her son-the son of Kronos-she had living proof of her worth as a goddess. Even if
Gaiahad commanded her never to speak the name of the child's father, at least she knew. That was
enough. She could doze and dream peacefully.

While Amdtheiaand Rhea dreamed their proud, golden dreams, Gaiadipped quietly from the cavern
after whispering to the two nymphs. Outside she spread her wings and flew north, toward Olympos.

Behind the jutting peak of the palace stood the quarter moon, looking large and silver in the dark sky.
The goddess flew directly to the room of the child goddess Metis. Entering by way of the outer gdlery,
she stepped through the potted plants that littered the floor and walked into the room.

Metiss eyes popped open. She had not yet fallen adeep; her mind wastoo rilled with interesting ideas.
She sat up, looking toward the intruder.

"Who-?"

"Quiet. You havefinished, haven't you? Where isthe new food?"

The child stared a her unexpected visitor. Moonlight streamed in from the gdlery to illuminate her
features so that they were clearly visble. The goddess was dender and very delicate despite her height.
She looked no older than amaiden.

"I haven't much time, Metis. Will you not show methe plant? | can easly find it mysdlf, if | must.”

"I've only just finished, alittle while ago. Who are you? How do you know about . . . 7"

The great goddess ran the fingers of one hand through the girl's dark shock of curly hair, and then Metis
knew her.

"Youae!"
"No timefor that, | tell you. Come. Show me the new plant.”

Metis complied, swinging herself out of bed. She crossed to where a patch of moonlight illuminated a
large number of plants and herbs. She salected one and brought it back to the goddess.



"Here, my lady. Tagteit, if you like. It's very, very good. I've never before tasted anything likeit, or as

The goddess smiled, looking down at the golden stalks, iridescent in the moonlight. Y ou have done
well-how well you cannot guess." She broke off two stalks, then handed the plant itsalf back to the child.
"Intimesto come thiswill be the sole food of the gods. They will call it ambrosia, and cease to eat mortal
food. | must go now, Metis. Tell no one of my vist, for it does not really concern you."

"Wait," the child begged. "A moment longer, please. Tell me-am | right? Does morta food act asa
poison to the gods? Isthat why anymph has died?!

Gaahedtated, then said, "There are mortal crestures and immortal ones-and creatures only partly
immortal. The nymph whose body you have seen was one of these latter. She had along, full life-alife of
many thousands of years- but at |ast the mortality within overwhelmed her. She withered like the flowers
of the field and died peacefully. Grieve not for her. It wastime for her to die, nothing more.”

"Does mortal food then have no effect upon us?* Metis continued, determined to learn as much as she
could before the great goddess departed.

Gaiagmiled indulgently. "Had the nymph never tasted morta food, she would havelived far longer, itis
true. But in the end she would have withered nonetheless. Ligten, child, thisislifes most important
truth-each cresture hasitsown law."

"But you haven't fully answered me" the child insgsted. " Are we-the gods-truly immortal ? Will welive
forever? Doesit matter that we've eaten morta food?"

Smiling down upon her and touching the child's dark curls, the great goddess laughed softly. " Speak not
of such things. Even mountains may be worn flat before the atrition of time. | will tell you this, though,
and then you must ask no more questions, for I must go. Were you able to look upon the Titans as they
were long ago, when first they reached maturity, and compare them with the way they are today, you
would seethat they have aged-not much, you understand. The hand of time has touched them-tenderly.
Had they eaten no morta food, but only nectar and ambrosia, time could not wither their festuresin a
hundred thousand years. Good-bye, Metis."

The goddess walked quickly to the window. Before Metis could delay her further, she opened her great
wings and flew into the night. With her she carried portions of the plant she called ambrosia

Sheflew far to the west, arriving at last on averdant idand that gleamed like an emerad. Here she
dighted. Waking dowly, she broke the plant into many pieces and tossed them in many directions,
commanding them to grow. Shoots began to rise from the ground.

Next she called aoud to the doves that were deeping in trees nearby. They heard her, and soon the trees
weredivewith them.

"| charge you with an important task," she whispered. "The soil of thislovely idand isthe most suited in dl
the world to grow the sweet ambrosial have commanded to sprout here. Each day you will gather
pieces of it and, before dawn- that none may see you-you will carry it in your beaksto lovely Crete with
itshigh mountains. There, in adegp mountain cave, you will find adivine child, achild with gleaming,
bright eyes and broad forehead. From your own beakswill you feed him sweet ambrosia, that he may
never taste of perishable food. This| charge you!"



The doves cooed in assent. Gaialeft them to return to the newborn god and his mother. The night was
more than half gone and she had to hasten.

Thirteen
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as she noticed Amaltheia, the goat goddess, who was with difficulty risng to her feet.

"Stay, wonderful creature-do not risefor me. | must be parted from my new son, but no such hardship
need be inflicted upon you, even for amoment. Lie down beside your son. | give you my thanks. Thank
you, dear creature, for nursing my child for me." Rheds voice quivered with emotion as she spoke.

Once again she started toward the entrance, Gaiaamost a her side. Before she had taken three steps,
she paused again, turning anxioudy toward her mother.

"Theremay be searchers” she said. "Someone may come, looking for him. ..."

"Heiswdl hidden here)" Gaiatold her. "Fear not. All will bewdl."

"WEelIl bevery careful, and look after him," Idasaid. "H€Ell bewdll guarded.”

"Did you hear what Amaltheia suggested?' Adragtiaasked, interrupting. "Poor thing, it was so difficult for
her to get out the words. She said she would hang the crib of your son from atree-that he might be found
neither in heaven nor on earth.” The nymph laughed. "She'swell intentioned, &t leest.”

"And the Kouretes," Idasad. " Someone might hear the child Zeus crying, and so find his hiding place.
The Kouretes say they'll dance and beat their spears against their shields, to drown out hisvoice. Y ou
see?' Shegrinned a Rhea. "All of these things have been thought of . Nothing has been neglected.”
"Thank you," Rheasaid softly. "Thank you dl."

"Come," Galasaid, now standing beside her daughter and taking her by the arm.

"Yes, I'll come. | so dread leaving him here, without me. It's strange, isn't it? Y ou let melook into the
future, but I'm till afraid. Why isthat?"

"A mother dwaysfearsthe future. Come. We must hurry."

Outsde, among the jagged rocks and towering trees, the K ouretes came toward them from among the
shadows. Savage, dmost naked cregtures of divine form and stature, they advanced until they were only
afew paces from the two goddesses. The points of their spears gleamed in the moonlight.

"These are the Kouretes?' Rhea asked.

"Y es. | summoned them here to guard the child. They areferociousto enemies, but loya to those they
serve. Comethisway, dong the path.”



The creatures stepped aside to | et the goddesses pass through their ranks. Rhea found herself led
partway down the mountain dope. They stopped beside an outcropping of rocks. Gala selected a stone
nearly the size of the child they had |eft within the cavern, then wrapped about it the blanket she had been

carying.
"With this stone you will deceive your husband.”

Drawing down mist from above them, she cast an image about the stone, giving it the semblance of the
child Zeus. When the image was compl ete, she passed the bundle into Rheals arms. The Titaness looked
at the cooing, helpless creature, and tearswelled into her eyes.

"Now al iscomplete,” Gaiasaid. "l will accompany you back to Olympos, but once there | must leave
you. Everything will depend upon you then, upon how well you can convince your husband that this sone
is, indeed, his newborn son.”

Rhealooked up dowly, her eyesglinting with hate. "I will convince him!™

They flew back to the pdace. On the gdllery just outside Rheals apartment, the two exchanged kisses.
Gala departed into the night, and the Titaness was | eft suddenly aone, holding the blanket-wrapped
illusion that must somehow save her newborn son from the unknown fate that had aready claimed his
unlucky brothers and sisters. How like her own redl child it looked, dert and bright-eyed, kicking and
waving itstiny aamsin theair. It would save one child-but what of the others? What had Kronos done
with them?

A grim smiletouched her face. As you have overthrown your father, so shall you be overthrown! she
thought suddenly-triumphantly. With that terrible prophecy Kronosjustified taking her children from her,
and with thislie formed of mist and stone she would bring about its fulfillment!

Carrying the phantom in her arms, she made her way furtively up the singleflight of stairsto thefloor of
the Lord of the Titans. It was very late and she expected to find no one about; still she must be careful.
Kronoswould be furiousif anyone saw her carrying theinfant. She had to be careful, too, that he had no
vigtor with himin his bedchamber.

She found him adeep, and alone. Returning to an adjoining room, shelit alarge lamp and carried it back.
Kronos stirred, then sat up suddenly. "Who-? Oh, it'syou, Rhea. It must be very la"

His eyesfdl upon the blanket-wrapped burden in her arms and rested there for ashort while. Findly, till
not having spoken further, he rose and stood beside her. Rheathrew back the blanket to revea the face
of the child. Then she held her burden out to him.

Kronos hesitated, as though unwilling to accept it.

"I have obeyed you, hushand,” she said quietly.

He hesitated afew moments longer, then took the infant from her. She began to back away from him.

"But remember,” she continued, her voice risng, "no one, not even the King of the Gods, can avoid what
must be. | obey you, husband-and | curse you!" Turning suddenly, she fled from the room.



For some minutes after Rhealeft him, Kronos watched the dark doorway through which she had
disgppeared. A movement of theinfant in hisarms eventuadly broke through his thoughts. He went to the
atrium and bolted the outer doors of the gpartment. Then he carried the child back to his bedroom.

Behind him Rhea came out of her hiding place. She had opened and closed the outer door but not exited.
She crept after him until she found a place from which she could see into the room. He was facing away
from her, toward the bed, where he had laid the infant that was really astone.

The phantom cooed and gurgled as Kronos lifted it high above his head. At the same moment he caused
his body to change. It expanded, became pliant. His head and chest bulged. His mouth distended,
became enormous. He held the child above him for an ingtant, then thrust the wriggling thing down his
giant maw.

Rhea gasped, covering her mouth with her hand; but Kronos did not hear her. He was too absorbed in
what he was doing.

He shoved it down and swallowed, forcing the stone degp down into himself. With aloud moan he
collapsed to his knees, then to the floor, and lay there, his belly bloated.

Rhea stifled the shrieks of horror that screamed within her and staggered back to the atrium, an awful
nausea forcing her to double over as sheran. She Ieft the gpartment by way of the outer gdllery and
somehow managed to fly to the floor below.

In her own room her mind began to clear alittle. Thiswaswhat he had done with her other children. It
was a horror beyond belief-but what did it mean?

Her children wereimmorta. They could not bekilled. Somehow they must il be dlive within that
enormous body of their monstrous father. He had devoured them, but could not consume them.

They were divine-imperishable-indigestible! Had he banished them, they might in time return. Imprisoned,
they might yet escape. Kronos could trust only one prison to hold them, only onejailer to keep eterna
vigilance-himsdf.

In time, probably within only afew hours, his massive body would accommodate itsalf to the presence of
itsnew prisoner and return to itsnormal form-though it might be alittletaler, aiittle more massive.

In the darkness of her room, Rhea cried.
Fourteen

Thethe Naiad Naassa, far beneath the se, life had never been so wonderful. Even among the great
gods, complete happinessisarare and eusive treasure. The happiness of the water nymph exceeded dll
she had ever dared to hope for, evenin her youthful daydreams.

In the cool splendor of the coral palace of King Nereus, she and Proteus became aworld unto
themsalves. Hand in hand they swam among the lazily waving fronds of the sea-bottom orchards;
wrapped in each other's arms, they dozed and dreamed. Her life seemed full and redl in away it never
had before. His kisses were more tangible than dl the massive limestone of Olympos. His strong arms,
when they held her, made her forget her parents, her ssters, everything but him.



The extent of her happiness, when she paused to anayze it, completely amazed her. Never before had
shefet so truly alive-when he was near her. His absence cast her into despair and created waves of
longing that wracked her crudlly. When he returned after the shortest of absences, her joy could not be
contained. Shethrew hersdlf into hisarms, clutched him to her fiercely.

Day followed day, dipping away, gilded by the intengity of her love. Occasiondly troubling thoughts crept
into her mind. She knew that vital matters awaited Proteus on Olympos and felt that she was responsible

for kegping him from fulfilling his obligations to hisssters and family. As heavily asthisweighed upon her,
asecond concern troubled her even more.

Hislove resulted from the bewitching influence of Aphrodite. The naiad felt she had won hislove unfairly
and was afraid that in time Aphrodite's unnatural influence would wear off, or that he would discover the
trick she had played upon him and hate her for it. She worried, but not overly much, for shewas asfully
bewitched as Proteus and incapable of concentrating her mind on such thingsfor long. Love wastoo
digtracting.

Finaly she came unexpectedly upon Aphrodite and confided to the child the terrible fear shefelt. The
little goddess answered scornfully.

"Foolish nymph! Of course heredlly loves you. Weve opened his eyes and made him redize it, nothing
more," she assured the naiad. "Do you not know that there are two forms of love, one leading to the
other? | merely helped you awaken his passions. He had barricaded his heart, but we overcame his
defenses. Since then hislove has grown deep and full- beyond anything | could control or contrive,
beyond the most violent of passions. Look deep into his eyes when next you're with him. He can never
hate you now, unless you spurn him. Fear not. His heart isyours aslong asyou wish it. Y ou have
completed what | only began.”

It was not difficult for Aphrodite to convince her; she wanted to be convinced. To believe that Proteus
loved her for hersdlf-that was true happiness!

Her other fear was not so easily quelled. Each day she became more aware of the duty that called him
back to Olympos. Soon it wasimpossible for her to ignoreit longer. She made up her mind to approach
him on the subject, however much she dreaded his departure. She waited until afternoon, when they
swam together through one of the underwater gardens surrounding the paace of Nereus.

"Have you decided what must be done? The wedding of Lord Crios and Lady Eurybie grows near.”

He nodded silently, not answering.

"Oh, Proteus," she cried suddenly, unable to contain herself any longer. "I so dread being parted from
you, but I know | must not keep you. | fed guilty. I've been so happy, but I've kept you here while others
need you desperatdly. ..."

Reaching out, he stroked her hand. "It isn't your fault. | haven't completely forgotten Kronos, if that's
what you're thinking, Naassa... asmuch as| wish | could forget. | suppose I've been hoping some
scheme would present itsdf...."

"What will you do? Only four days remain until the new moon. Solittletime..."

He leaned toward her. "1 will kissyou, and spend tonight with you. Then in the morning I'll return to



Olympos-well, no, not in the morning. | must travel there by night, to avoid being seen, so I'll leave
tomorrow evening.”

Her body grew tense as he spoke. "L et me go with you," she pleaded.
"To Olympos? No. That would be very foolish indeed.”

Shethrew her arms around him and kissed him passionately. "I can't bear to be parted from you now that
I've found you," she whispered. "Please, don't leave me.”

"Only danger awaits you there. | dare not take you back. It's far too dangerous.”

Sheclung to himfor along time. Findly, drawing away alittle, she sad, "But where shdl | go, then?
Soon the gods will begin arriving for the wedding. | won't be safe here, ether.”

"Well haveto find some other placefor you to stay until | can rgjoin you. Nalassa, let's put these
thoughts from our mindsfor tonight. Thisisour last night here in the Kingdom of Nereus. Tomorrow well
|eave together and search out ahaven for you."

"And tomorrow evening,” she said sadly, "you'l leave me there while you continue on to Olympos-and
such danger as| dare not imagine.”

"Quiet, Nalassa," he said softly. "Tomorrow will come soon enough. ..."
"l won't be able to think of anything but you while you're gone.”

"Quiet," he repeated. "We need not spesk of those thingstill then." He drew her to him again and held
herinhisarms.

She amiled. "You'reright. If thismust be our last night here, then it must be even more wonderful than all
the others. We must makeit last avery long time."

They clung to each other. Afternoon passed into evening, evening into night.

In the morning they said their lengthy good-byes to Nereus and hisfamily. An escort of beautiful Nereids
accompanied them from the palace. Others, swimming about the high towers, waved farewell. When
their escort findly turned back, they swam on hand-in-hand, phosphorescent fish surrounding them and
lighting their way.

During most of the journey they both remained silent. Time and again Nalassa glanced a her companion,
and each time shefound on hisface alook of preoccupation. She knew he must be thinking of what
awaited him on Olympos and so did not intrude on histhoughts. She was happy merely to be near him.
To swim at hisside through the coal, slent depths was enough. Her heart swelled with love and joy every
time she glanced at his handsome face and deek, perfect body.

They came ashore about sixty miles southeast of Mount Olympos. Here the high cliffs of amountain
shielded them from divine scrutiny, should any of the gods happen to peer in their direction. Not far away
innumerable bluffs and canyons provided ample hiding placesfor the naiad should she have to run for

Hety.



"Thiswill do nicdy," Ndassasad, "if we can find agood cavein which | may deep. The stream over
therewill give me fresh water to drink, and those look like fruit treesin the distance-al safely hidden from
divine spies. It1l do wonderfully. Don't you think so?"

They were standing together high up on a steep dope, looking out over the rugged vista that surrounded
them.

"Theriver over there, cutting through the gorge, reminds me of home," she continued, looking up at him
now. When he made no reply, she asked, "1s something wrong, my lord? Y oure very quiet.”

He made a sudden movement, as though startled from histhoughts. "I'm sorry. | don't know what it is.
I’ve had a peculiar feling since we've been here." He paused for amoment, sill looking out over the
rocky terrain. "l wish | didn't haveto leave you. | fed uneasy about it."

"| fed uneasy, too, my lord. It's because | can't be with you for afew days. Don't worry about me. I'll be
very careful. Y ou may look down from Olympaos and search these rocks for my form, but never will you
seeme. That | promiseyou. I'll be more cautious than the antelope, more timid than the hare.”

They continued climbing the mountain, until at last they found a suitable cave.

"Thisislovely," shesad. "It'sdmost like having my own humble Olympos from which | canlook down
on my own quarter of theworld.”

His expression betrayed his continued concern.

"Oh, please, my lord," she said, coming close aad resting her face againgt his chest. ' 'It's so hard for me
to let you go. But | know you must, and so I'm resolved. Y ou must be resolved too; you can't afford to
let even asmall portion of your mind be distracted from your business on Oiympos. Set your mind and
heart a ease. All will be fine with me. Look!"

Ashe watched, smiling despite his dejection, she began to act out a pantomime.

"See, thisishow I'll creep to the entrance of the cave and peer out-looking first in this direction and then
in that, to be sure that no oneis about. Then I'll scurry from rock to rock, uiitii | reach the stream. After
I've drunk I'll look carefully again, and then make my way down toward the forest to pick fruit. Oh, my
lord!" she said, beginning to laugh gaily. "Oh, Proteus, my love, set your heart at rest. All shal befine.”

They sat together for sometime. Later, in the afternoon. he went with her down to the forest to search
for food. Finaly twilight came and it wastime for them to part.

"I must go," he said sadly, taking her in hisarms.
She nodded, nestling closer.

He kissed her long and tenderly, then drew away. They walked out onto the ledge in front of the cave
and stood together silently, both seeking to postpone his departure.

"Look," she said, pointing toward a herd of animals grazing in one of the canyons. "Horses. | love horses.
Now I'll be ableto amuse mysdlf, by watching them.”



He could delay no longer. Kissing her afind time, he pulled away and immediately transformed himsdif.
Intheform of agull heflew toward Olympos.

Theriver nymph sat upon the ledge, watching until he waslost from sight. Then with asigh shelooked
back toward the horses, which had moved closer to the forest at one edge of the canyon. A dow-moving
brook meandered out of the forest, edged on either side by dender, bowed trees.

Thetreesreminded her of home and made her homesick for the lovely willow-banked streamsin which
sheloved to swim. At the sametime she redlized that she could never find happiness there again-that she
could never be happy without Proteus beside her.

Fifteen

The same morning that Proteus and Na assa took leave of the palace of Nereus beneath the deep
Aegean, Kronos returned to his private quarters to find amessenger awaiting him. Perched on the high
back of achair, the creature croaked softly and began to flutter its still damp wings and twitch itsfishlike
tall.

At first the King of the Gods mistook the phantom messenger for one of his own eagle servitors. Each
morning since the disappearance of the Okeanid Philyra, he had charged adozen or more of these birds
to soar across the sky, scrutinizing the earth below for any sign of her. For four days now they had
searched in vain, returning to perch on the gallery outside the persond quarters of their master. Here they
would screech out their reports of failure and receive the scraps of food the god gave them in payment of
their [abor.

Thinking one or more of these birds had returned, Kronos strode quickly acrossthe large room. He
stopped short, just before reaching the wide window that opened onto the gallery, and muttered across
oath as he recognized his mistake. Snatching up the creature, he clutched it tightly in one hand and stared
down &t it.

"Speak!" he commanded.

"From Phorkys and Keto, brother and sister of King Nereus," the creature said shrilly, "to Lord Kronos,
mightiest of the Titansand king of al the gods. Greetings! We send this messenger to you from the depths
of the Aegean to tell you that this very morning Proteus, the son of Okeanos, has departed, taking with
him his companion, the naiad Nalassa. Where he goes, we do not know, except that he leavesthe
Kingdom of Nereus, our brother. We know no more. We await your instructions.”

"That isdl?" Kronos demanded of the phantom.
The creature squawked and began to repesat its message. "From Phorkys and K eto, brother and-"

"Enough,” Kronos said gruffly, tossing the messenger aside roughly, so that it had to twist frantically about
intheair and flap itswingsrapidly to avoid calliding with atable. After afew momentsdifficulty it
regained its perch on the back of achair.

Kronosthrew himsdf down in another chair and let himsdf sink deep into thought. Proteus had arrived in
Nereuss realm accompanied by the naiad Nalassa, who had mysterioudy disappeared whilein the
custody of Thanatos. For this reason, Kronos had no doubt that the ocean god had been here on
Olympos ten days ago-when Aigaion, also, had vanished. Moreimportantly, this son of his greatest



enemy had been here secretly, without reveaing himsdlf to the Titan. Undoubtedly hewas acting asan
agent of hisfather and in direct opposition to Kronos. The Titan could not be certain how much Proteus
had learned while he was here, but the fact that he had continued on from Olympos to the Kingdom of
Nereus made Kronos deeply suspicious.

He shrugged. Proteus's return made no real difference to him, except perhapsto leaven the monotony of
hisdaily existence. He was surrounded by enemies, often unable to separate friend from foe. He could
trust only in his own powers, they had aways proven ample protection againgt his adversaries. A
many-layered web of intrigue surrounded the Lord of the Titansand al his projects. Let Proteus seek as
he might to penetrate them; inevitably he would become hopelesdy ensnared.

Y et there were other strandsthat till might be spun....

For anumber of minutes Kronos remained in histhick cushioned chair, brooding upon these things.
Findly he arose, shaking off introspection as alion shakes off rain when the storm has ended. He made
hisway out of his own quarters, toward the outer corridor.

Before descending the stairway he decided to look in upon Thanatos. Thoughts of Proteus had led him to
remember the sick god, and so he went quickly to the chambers of the son of Nyx. He had no sooner
entered the atrium of the gpartment than he began to wish he had not come; the stench of vomit was very
strong. Nevertheless he persevered, quickly crossing the atrium and making hisway to the bedroom of
the god. He found Thanatos just as he hod last seen him, anumber of days before. Stretched on the bed,
dressed just as he-had been when hetook sick, helay in alifdess mass. 1ll-smdlling sheets, pushed into
crumpled heaps, surrounded the god.

Kronos hesitated, wanting to flee the room yet fearing that Thanatos might even be dead. Never before
had he known agod to be sick for thislength of time. Sickness of any kind was an anomaly. Reluctantly
he approached still more closaly, until he could look down into the face of the emaciated cresture. He
bent closer, watching and ligtening intently. At last he stood up and backed away from the inert form,
having satisfied himsdf that Thanatoswasindeed il dive.

Outside of the apartment, he inhaled deeply the fresh air of the corridor, then descended the stairway and
headed toward the workshop of lapetos. As he neared the floor on which the chambers of the sea
goddess Eurybie were located, however, he changed his mind and went first to speak with her.

Hefound her till dressed as she had been at breakfagt, in aflowing peplos of finest silk, colored deegpest
purple.

"Greetings, my lord. Comein. Be seated,” shetold him. "I'm pleased to see you again so soon. Such
attention flatters me more than any mere verba compliment. It tellsme you redlly do vaue my company.”
her broad smile gleamed.

"I couldn't inquire thismorning because of the otherswho ate with us," he said: "what did you learn from
Klymene? Has she heard from Philyra? Does she know her whereabouts? "

Eurybie's grin became even broader. "My lord!" she exclaimed. "It was only last night that you first asked
me to seek her out again-last night, shortly before | went to bed. Y ou saw me thismorning at breskfast.
When have | had timeto carry out your misson? | haven't even seen her sincelast ni-"

"Shewas at breakfast. She ate with her husband and family, and with her younger sister. What isthat



child'sname?"

"You mean Metis," Eurybie said. "Come, sit beside me. Do you intend to stand at the door the whole
timewetak?'

"Yes" hesad. "l can stay only afew moments. | have other thingsto attend to."

"Then by al meanstake care of them. Y ou think too much about the Okeanid. | can't understand why
you don't smply forget her-especidly now, when we're only afew daysfrom the fulfillment of our
ambitions”

Kronos made anoise deep in histhroat that was dmost alaugh. "I have many ambitions, not asingle one.
| want you to go to Klymene as soon as possible and ask-"

Eurybie was shaking her head. "My lord, please put aside such thoughts. Y ou're letting your desirefor
the Okeanid become an obsession. Y ou have so many things to think about, to dedl with-imperative
things-things of utmost importance. ..."

"Yes, Lady Eurybie" he said, "and I'm very much aware of dl of them. You will pleasedo as| ask. See
if thereisany more you can learn about Philyra. And don't forget the younger sister, young ..."

"Metis, my lord."

"Y es, young Metis. She may very well know something about Philyras disappearance.”

"Yes, my lord. It shdl be asyou command,” Eurybie said softly, dissatisfied but resgned.

Kronos |eft her and continued on toward the workshop of his brother, the Titan | apetos. Before he had
gone very far, ashapeless mass girred ahead of him on astone bench. A gray form rose up and a puffy
face appeared from amid the wrinkled folds of afaded cloak.

It was Momos, who never tired of finding outrageous things to complain about to the King of the Gods.
He had the habit of faling adeep wherever he happened to bein the palace.

His own apartment went unused because it was dwaystoo far away when hefelt deepy.

"Greetings," Kronos said as he drew near the paunchy, rumpled god. "Have you anything of which you
wish to inform me? Is everything here on Olympaos to your satisfaction today?

Momos blinked and rubbed hisbleary eyes. "'l should say not, Lord Kronos. Y ou still have not attended
to these floors. They have wakened me yet again.”

"Oh, yes, | recdl now-loud marble that dapstoo hard against walking feet. My heavy footsteps have
disturbed your dumber. | fear | forgot to pursue this problem. | shal have to see what can be done.”

The gods parted, Momos gathering himsalf up and walking unsteadily in the opposite direction, nodding
his head and muttering to himself.

Kronos knew that | apetos was spending even more time than usua away from hisfamily chambers, and
s0 hedid not ook there for him. Instead he made hisway to the lower levels of the palace.



Outrage, resentment, and hate al smoldered within 1apetos since he had seen and overheard what he
thought to be hiswife Klymene and her brother Proteus. With each day since then his resentment had
grown deeper and more difficult to control and concedl. Before, when Klymene wasindisputably his, he
had been madly in love with the Titaness Themis; now he seldom thought of the other goddess. The wife
he had loved-however divided that |ove might have been-had crudly deceived him, had encouraged him
to build hislifeon alie. Therevelation left a deep, festering wound. Now his thoughts centered on getting
her back-that he might cast her aside for the terrible wrong she had done him.

Brooding upon such thoughts, Iapetos heard the muffled sounds of his brother entering the outer room of
hisworkshop. Laying asde the project upon which he was working, he went to meet the unexpected
vigtor.

"Grestings, brother,” he said as he recognized Kronosin the dim light of that portion of the workshop.

Kronosraised hisright hand in reply and nodded his broad head. " Greetings to you, too, my brother. |
haven't seen you for some days now, though | meant to be especialy solicitous of you. We're most
vulnerable to these we love. The more we Jove, the more vulnerable we are. | know from what you told
me that you had aterrible shock, one that's | eft you stunned and inconsolate. For this reason | wanted to
giveyou timeto recover. Still, | must say that | was not surprised. | think you didn't fully believe mewhen
| fold you that our brother Okeanos plotted against us-yes, us, both you and me aswdl asall the other
gods of Olympos. Y ou weren't prepared for the depths of his perfidy. Even | find it hard to believe that
Klymene, whom | dwaysloved asasister, could be so deceitful.”

Kronos moved to place a consoling hand upon his brother's shoulder, but | apetos turned away .

"Forgive me," Kronos continued after amoment. "'l set; it hurts you to even talk about the subject. Well
gp«?ak of other things. Tel! me, what project occupies you today?"

They walked through a series of connected room?, coming &t last to a number of benches arranged to
form along U-shaped table. From acentral chair 1apetos could turn his attention to any area of the
workbench.

"At least you have work to occupy you," Kronos said, glancing about the room.

I'n one corner, turned upside down, Iny adivan in need of repair. One of itslegs had to be replaced. On
the workbench, dmost sde by sde, lay a delicate golden wreath, nearly complete, and adozen
Spearheads that awaited fina tempering.

Kronos examined one of the spearheads. "Y ou've changed the shape dightly. | think you'veflared theline
toward the rear more."

"Yes. They'refor Hyperion and that's what he wanted.”
"I'd like to see them when you've finished. | might want to commission afew for mysdf."
"Asyou please, my lord."

"Good. Good." Kronosfd! slent for afew moments, then said, "Brother. | didike having to returnto a
subject, which I know to be particularly painful; nevertheless, it's necessary to do so."



| gpetos faced him, emotionless.

"It'sdifficult to hold agod prisoner,” Kronos said, speaking dowly and moving about the room. Much of
the time his back was toward lapetos. "It's ever so much more difficult, though, to captureagod who is
unsurpassed at changing hisform. | fear that may not be possible.”

"Unsurpassed at changing hisform,” lapetos repeated dowly. "I know of only two godswho are
especidly proficient at shape changing, King Nereus and Proteus, the accursed brother of my wife. Of
those two, it'ssaid that Proteusis the more accomplished. Isit he you mean? What of him?\Why do you
ak thisquestion?”’

Kronos shrugged, still not facing his brother. "Answer mefirdt. Isit possible to capture a shape changer?
How does one go about it?"

lapetos thought for afew moments, then said, "If one holds on and doesn't Iet go, no matter how hard the
shape changer fights, no matter how many times he changes his shape and what horrifying creatures he
becomes, it is possible to weary him. Findly helll be exhausted and unableto resst any longer. At least

50 I've heard. Okeanas, the father of Proteus, is supposed to have so dealt with his son. I've heard you,
yourself, say that it wasin that way that you once forced King Nereusto prophesy for you. Why do you
ask thisquestion? Y ou must already know the answer I've given."

"Is there then no other answer? | need to know how to make and keep such a prisoner, not merely how
to restrain him ashort while. | could accomplish as much by knocking him unconscious. | want to know
how to keep him a prisoner. You or | could be locked in aroom without windows, and that would do;
but such agod could seep out beneath the door in the form of amigt-or soit'ssaid.”

"I've heard that, too," |apetos agreed. "Tell mefirgt, though-you ask about Proteus, or Nereus?'

"Proteus. Y ou told me that he was going to the Kingdom of Nereus. Now I'll tell you that | have reason
to believe hesreturning here.”

Icy hatred came into the eyes of |apetos.

"Why he's coming, | don't know," Kronos said. "1 suspect it has more to do with me than with you or
Klymene. I wish | knew of some way to imprison him until after the wedding, so that | might deny my
enemies hishelp. But how can | do that, if he can escape any prison | build for him? 1 wish, too, that |
might display him to theworld, as proof of hisfather'streachery.”

"He's returning here? When? How soon?"

"Any time. Perhapstoday,” Kronossaid. "Isit possible, do you think, to make aroom from which he
could not escape? How could that be done?”

"Today?" |apetos repeated.
"Y es, or tomorrow. Could such aroom be made? One from which a shape changer could not escape?”

Thistime Iapetos heard his question. His brows contracted in thought. After afew moments he shook his
head. "No, | don't think so-not if the door isto open and close. Of course you could sedl the doors shut



with lead once he was trapped inside. It would have to be done quickly, before he could escape; or he
would have to be knocked unconscious and shoved into the room. Then therewould betimeto
accomplish"

"If the doors cannot open and closg, it does uslittle good. | had thought it might be possibleto trick him
into such achamber, one prepared in advance, and spring the trap shut on him. .."

"It need not be aroom," lapetos said. ™Y ou would have to find away to get close to him, to catch him off
guard and knock him unconscious. Or you could wound him with spear or dagger, | suppose; | doubt
that even Proteus could change shape very readily if he were badly wounded. Whichever way he's
incapacitated, once it's accomplished you could place him in alarge bronze chest. Thelid would be
closed and then, very quickly, | could sedl shut the seams before he recovered enough to escape.”

Kronos nodded dowly. "Y es, that would work. Will you make such abox and prepare the lead, so that
itwill be available a amoment's notice?"

"l will prepare everything," lapetos said quietly.
Kronoslooked into hisbrother's eyes. Y es, he thought; yes, I'm sure you will.
Sixteen

As night came upon the land Proteus, the shapechanging ocean god, flew toward high Olymposin the
form of awhite gull. Flying between thetall trees of the mountain dopes and low over the bare, jagged
rocks of the higher levels, he followed aroute that was both direct and inconspicuous. Even adivine
senting would have been hard pressed to spot him as he darted up along, gaping ravine or skimmed
above a cascading stream.

No moon would light the sky tonight, and so the god was forced to make hisway by the light of the stars.
They seemed even brighter and more numerous than usud. As he neared the towering bulk of Mount
Olympos, he was forced to dacken hisrapid rate of progress toward the home of the gods. Now his
journey led dmost perpendicularly upward, first over hanging forests and then over glistening snow and
ice

Above the clouds that velled the upper regions of the mountain, he came again upon the precinct of the
gods, where warmer temperatures prevailed. The palace of Kronos could be seen from a distance even
inthe muted light of the stars. Rising from the dark rocks, it seemed to glow with ayelow-golden
radiance of itsown. Many smdl lights, themselveslike stars in the firmament of the paace, winked and
gleamed from windows and doors that opened onto the outer galleries.

Retaining theform of agull, Proteus settled on the high branch of one of the treesthat grew in the
orchards below the palace. Here he waited as night settled fully upon the palace and other lamps and
torches sprang to life within the edifice.

Finaly, satisfied that no onewaslikely to observe him, heflitted from his high perch and flew partway
around the building. At first he flew near the rocky foundation of the paace, but when he reached a
darker area, he darted suddenly upward for many floors and reversed his course. Then, when he had
retraced part of the distance he had dready traveled, he. dropped back down to the third floor and
aighted on the bal ustrade outside an unlighted room.

Resuming his normd shape, he crossed the gdllery and stepped through alarge window, then continued



on cautioudly deep into the apartment. At last he stopped before a closed door. He leaned his ear againgt
the barrier, listened briefly, then opened the door.

A goddess turned toward him with astartled cry. It was Philyra, and the room he had entered was a part
of the suite of Momos.

Proteus reached the Okeanid's Side before she recovered fully from the surprise of hisentrance. He
glanced around the room, nodding toward the godlike mortals who seemed to have found their way into
every nook and cranny. "Little has changed,” he said, smiling, "though | seethat Oiizysiscoming adong
nicdly. If he kegps growing at thisrate, helll be completely recovered before long.”

From across the room the head of Oizyswatched him without detectable reaction.

Philyra had risen from, her chair, and now she threw hersdf into her brother'sarms, sighing heavily. "Oh,
thank Earth and tarry Heaven, you've arrived safely 1've been so worried about you, wondering if
indeed you were coming-and if you could reach us safely.”

"Why should | not be safe?!

"Because wethink Kronosiswaiting for you. At least Metisthinks that. She'sin her room, waiting there
in case that was where you went first upon returning to the paace. Both of us have been very
apprehensive.”

"Sow down, sister. | don't know what you're talking about. Kronos knows | am here? How can that
ml?l

"Oh, let me send for Metis. She can explainit all so much more easily than | can.”

The Okeanid looked about the floor until she spotted the morta she was seeking. Picking him up, she
quickly instructed him, then set him down inside the opening of Ophion'stunnel.

"Hewill go to her room and tell her to come here as quickly as possible,” Philyraexplained. "Come,
brother, st acrossfrom me and let melook at you. I'll light more lamps, that we can see each other more
cealy."

The lamps were soon lit. Proteus found himsdlf forced into athickly cushioned chair. Philyrapulled a

second chair near to his. While they waited Philyratold him much of what had happened during his
absence.

"And s0 you fled here?' he asked.
Shenodded. "Yes. It'slondly here, with only the mortals for company most of thetime, but Metis and
Prometheus and Epimetheus visit regularly. The mortals are amusing, too, at least some of thetime. Y oull

be amazed when you learn dl that Metis has accomplished during your absence.”

"I think it might have been better if you had fled Olympos, as| told you to do. Y ou could be discovered
hereat any time."

She frowned. "1 want to help in whatever way | can. I've been ableto help by staying-alittle, anyway."



"What of Klymene? How much does she know of al this?"
"Nothing! Youtold usnot totdl her.”
"But you said her sons come here.”

"They do. They and the mortas have been assisting Metis. They know | was forced to flee from Lord
Kronos. They're pleased to help me. They bring me food and help me keep watch-oh, Metiswill tell you
al that. Metis made Prometheus and Epimetheus promise not to tell their mother and father about any of
this-about me or the mortals or Oizys- so they haven't.”

"Where does Klymene think you are?"

"Metistold her, just after Kronos forced meinto my new apartment, that | had |ft that night to return
home to the palace of our parents. The whole subject was so indelicate that Klymene was satisfied with
that answer."

"What of Thanatos?' Proteus asked. "Has he recovered yet from the herb Metis gave him?”'

"No, | don't think so." Philyralaughed. "1 believe Metiswas forced to give him a second dose; but since
then he hasn't moved at dl, | understand. Y ou know, | don't think anyone in the palace, except Kronos,
perhaps, even redizesthat he's no longer about. A foul smell is quickly forgotten when gone, but hard to
ignore when present.... But what of you, brother?Y ou look different, somehow. | know that's an odd
thing to say. | see you s0 seldom that you always|ook different to me. The things we undergo leave their
imprints upon usto some extent, | think. ..."

"I've seldom heard you wax philosophica, Philyra. I'm not sure serious concernsredly suit you."

She frowned, looking petulant. "I may be much younger than you, brother, but I'm not a child any
longer.”

He leaned acrosstoward her, taking her hand in his. "I'm sorry. | didn't mean to offend you, Philyra. Of
courseyou aren't achild. Y ou have aright to your thoughts-meditations aswell asfancies. Please forgive
r.rell

She patted his hand. "Don't you be so serious,” she said, laughing. "The solitude of this place hasleft me
melancholy. Please forget that | said anything. Tell me-I was about to ask you, what of Nalassa? Where
isshe?'

Shelistened attentively to his answer, sensing that he left something unspoken. Something in his attitude
toward Nalassa had changed. What it was, she could not be certain. He seemed unwilling to talk about
the naiad other than to answer her direct questions, and so Philyralet the subject go.

They spoke of other thingsfor ashort time, and then Metis appeared from the opening of Ophion's
tunndl, followed by both the mortal Alalkomeneus and the man Philyrahad sent as a messenger.

Metisthrew hersdf upon Proteus, smothering him with hugs and kisses, and with questions. "Why have
you been gone so long?" she demanded. "Have you just gotten back? Whereis Nalassa? Did you leave
her with King Nereus, or did you take her back to her family? Has Philyratold you what's happened?
Has no onetried to capture you since you returned here? Have-?"



He answered her questions or brushed them aside as quickly as he could. "Philyratells me that you
believe Kronos expects me here on Olympos,” he said. "Why isthat?"

"There are places within Ophion'stunnel from which it is possible to hear what is said in the persond
chambers of Kronos-within some of those rooms, | should say. There has been amortal on duty,
listening, for much of thetime that you've been gone.”

Proteus grinned at her. "Y ouve donewell, my cunning little siter. But if Kronosknows|'m here on
Olympos, how does he know? Who could have warned him?"

"He received amessage from Lord Phorkys and Lady Keto. Probably-"

"Phorkys and Keto," Proteus said. "They plot against Ne-reus too? Such family loyalty! Poor Nereus
was shocked to learn of Eurybie's treachery. With such a brother and sisters, he needs no other
enemies”

"Probably Kronos received earlier messages from them,” Metis continued, "before we started listening,
or in other rooms of his gpartment, where we couldn't overhear them. He knows that Nalassawas with
you in Nereuss kingdom, and so he most certainly has guessed that you were here on Olympos to rescue
her from Thanatos."

Proteus nodded. "Y ou need say no more. | understand the situation. | shall have to be very careful.”
"Indeed you shdl!" Metiscried.

"What will you do?' Philyraasked. "If Nereuswill do nothing-"

"Do nothing?' Metis demanded. "What do you mean?"

Proteustold her of his meeting with the seagod. "And s0," he concluded, "we're no better off today than
when | last saw you. | accomplished nothing. Our father, to satisfy his pride, will walk into thetrap
Kronos haslaid for him."

"But he knows about it," Metis said. "He's forewarned, and thus will be prepared.”

"His pride won't let him admit the full measure of the danger that awaits him. He's been separated too
long from his brother. His memory has dimmed, and he underestimates the danger. Oh, he may not be
captured by Kronos-that isn't what | mean. But once thefirst blow is struck, once the gods begin to fight
each other, it really won't matter who wins or loses. Everyone will lose” Hesighed. "l sense aterrible
inevitability about dl of this™

"Thenyouredly think . .. ?' Philyraasked.

Proteus nodded sadly. "In only afew days, the world in which we live may be rent apart.”

"What shdl we do?' Metis asked. "We can't just et this happen. We haveto try to prevent it."

Proteus was staring at the flagstones beneath hisfeet. "I don't think we can prevent it," he said softly.



For nearly afull minute the three were sllent. The mortals-dll save Alakomeneus, whom Metistill held in
her hand-had wandered away to tend to their own affairs. The head of Oizyswatched the god and
goddesses through wide, unblinking eyes.

"But what shal we do?" Philyra asked, her voice stiff with gpprehension.

"If we can't prevent this calamity,” Metis said, "then we must do everything we can to protect our father.
If we can't keep the gods from battling each other, then it is our duty to save our father from whatever
harm threatenshim.”

"Perhapsyoureright,” Proteus said after afew moments. "Certainly prudence has gained us nothing.
Perhaps the time has come for decisive action.”

"Good!" Metis grinned. "I've been waiting for you to decide that."

Proteus sighed softly, not nearly as enthusiastic as hisyoung sister. "Kronoss plot dependsin part on the
help he receives from | apetos and Koios. If they wereto learn at the last moment that he had changed his
mind, that the plot had been called off . . ."

"Perhaps,”" Metissaid, "but that isn't enough. Kronos would proceed on his own, with or without their
help. | think you're being too meek, brother. If we are going to risk Tar-taros, then we should seek out a
crimeworthy of the punishment.”

He ran thefingers of one hand dowly through histhick black hair. Hisface looked drawn in away neither
of the goddesses had ever noticed before, and his eyes|ooked very tired.

" Spesk on, Metis. What do you suggest?'

"| offer two pointsfor congderation: Thanatos till liesin his bed, unable to move or spesk. That isthe
first point. The second isthis-here you are, renowned of al the gods for your ability to assume any form
you like." Metislooked back and forth between her brother and sister. Do those two things not suggest
something to you?'

"l detest riddles" Philyrasad. "Tdl us plainly what you mean."

"I mean,” the child said, her eyes sparkling and agrim smile playing on her lips, "that the herb | fed to
Thanatos could be fed to the Kings of the Gods just as easily. It could just as easily be Lord Kroroswho
is confined to hisbed, unable to move or speak. In such agtate it would be very easy for usto carry him
from his room and hide him somewherein the palace, perhaps here, where he could be carefully watched
and fed more of the herb as often as necessary. Proteus could form himsdlf into the semblance of Kronos
and take Kronoss place. At the wedding, brother Proteus, it could be you rather than Kronos-you in the
shape of Kronos, | should say-who tells Koios and Cries and | apetos and Eury-bie that you have
changed your mind, that no move will be made against Okeanos and Nereus.”

"Kronos could not be kept drugged indefinitely,” Proteus said. "Neither could | impersonate the King of
the Godsindefinitely."

"But both could quite easily be done for afew days-long enough to wreck hisplot.”

"But eventually Kronoswould recover, and then he would revenge himself upon dl of us"



"But at least he would have to gart fresh." Metissaid. "Hiswork so far would have been ruined.”

"Hewould rail againg us, caling upon al hisdliesand subjects. A confrontation of force would be
inevitable, snceforce had been used againgt him.”

"How many of the gods will believe him?' Metis asked, an ingenuous smile on her lips. "How many
witnesseswill he have? Many will have seen him at the wedding of Eurybie and Crios. Nonewill have
seen him lying unconscious on some hidden mattress. Some-perhaps many-of those alies and subjects
will have doubts about the story hetellsthem.”

Metislaughed softly. "At least we shdl have acted,” she continued. "And our father will be safefor a
while longer. What do you two think? We must do something."

"| think nothing of it," Philyrasaid nervoudy. "Whatever you two decide, that will befinewith me. Tell me
my part and | shdl play it."

After along silence, Proteus nodded. "Yes," hesaid quietly, "I'm afraid you'reright, Metis. Thereislittle
else we can do. Have you more of the herb prepared?’

"Yes"
"Good. When would be agood timeto giveit to him?"

"Tomorrow, if that's not too soon for you. At breskfad, if you like."

Proteus nodded solemnly.

Before going to deep for the night, Proteus wanted to reconnoiter the palace. Metis accompanied him
out to the atrium, and so had an opportunity to speak with him privately. She wanted to discuss with him
her conjectures on mortdity and immortality. Even without reference to the things that Gaia had told her,
she managed to be convincing. Helistened patiently, hisinterest becoming marked when she cameto the
subject of Nalassa's pink-tinged ichor.

"Then you think this color isan indication of mortdity?' he asked.

Metis nodded. "I fear so. Brother, your face tells me that I've upset you with such talk. I'm sorry, but |
thought you would want to know these things.”

"Y ou're absolutely right. | do want to know them.”

She continued talking, telling him about the new food she had grown, but now he looked distracted. He
declined her invitation to tagteiit.

Seventeen

The head od Oizys had watched and listened from his dark corner of the room while Proteus and his
ssterstaked. Occasondly he made whimpering sounds, and Philyraor Metiswould procure food for
him-soft fruit, or shelled nuts, or raw grain such as Thanatos had fed him; sweet, glistening red nectar or
rich ambrosia, the new food that the child had brought. The goddess that fed him did so absentmindedly,



her attention centered on the conversation in which shewasinvolved.

The conversation interested Oizyslittle, even though hefully redlized its grave Sgnificance. During the
time he had been here, incarcerated in this room within the gpartment of Momos, he had had little else to
do but listen to the goddesses and mortas. From their conversation he had learned in detail al that
happened to them on Olympos and dl that they hoped to accomplish. Oizysfelt no partidity toward or
againgt the Lord of the Titans, he had no partisan interest to uphold, and so was not concerned at al that
they plotted against Kronos.

Only two things concerned Oizys. He sought to assuage the terrible, relentless hunger that never let up for
more than fifteen or twenty minutes at atime. His body was regenerating and needed vast quantities of
food-more food than he could chew and digest were he to devote himself to nothing but eating. Neither
his brother Thanatos nor the Okeanids ever supplied him with anything approaching the amount of food
he craved. The other thing he required was attention. Metis, Philyra, the mortals-they all eschewed
contact with him. They never jabbed or poked him. They never cut or pinched him, or even cuffed him
when hewhimpered annoyingly.

Though Thanatos, too, often ignored him for long periods of time, there were other periods when he
lavished attention on Oizys, probing and messuring with feverish interest, dapping him regularly, prodding
him with instruments. The long intervals of inattention were more than adequately compensated for at
suchtimes

So intense was hisfrugtration at the lack of attention rendered him by the goddesses that dmost from the
time he was brought to this small room, Oizys began to seek away of returning to the gpartment of his
brother. He would have explained his desire to them, but his body had not yet grown large enough to
make hislarynx function. He could only wait and eat. By eating he could make his new body grow more
rapidly and so hasten the day when he might return to Thanatos.

He could never get enough food. Twice mortals ventured close to him and he had managed to catch them
with histeeth. They turned out to be dmost astasty as young swine, but probably would have been
better cooked. He kept hoping that others would approach so he could eat them, too, but they were now
even more leery of him than before and al carefully kept their distance. He was sure no one had seen him
devour those firgt two; the goddesses said that they must somehow have gotten lost in Ophion'stunndl.

The growth of hisnew body had been agonizingly dow until Metis brought the golden food she called
ambrosia. How cruel shewasto him! She gave him but asingle bowl of it, when he could have devoured
awhole basket and still have been ravenous for more.

The tagte of the stuff was marvelous, but truly phenomenal was the effect it had upon him. His new body
commenced to grow with amazing speed. Before it had been about the size of amortal's body. Now,
within afew days, it had increased fourfold in size.

He had practiced walking the last two nights, after Philyrawent to deep. Keeping his head property
balanced on top of his undersized body presented a problem of the first magnitude. His muscles were too
weak to properly support it. Each time he started to move, his head roiled forward or backward on his
neck and threw him off balance. Both attempts ended in his sumbling into things and awakening Philyra,
who promptly retrieved him from where he lay sprawled on the floor and returned him to the cushioned
corner of the room where he now spent histime when he was not in his chair.

He could have spoken now had he wished, but they had talked too fredly in front of him. He feared they



wouldn't dare let him reutrn to Tanatos. He kept silent, pretending he was till unable to speak and
waited for his opportunity to escape them. Each day his body would be alittle larger.

The night grew late and Philyra prepared to deep. Metis had left some time before. Eventualy Proteus
returned, spread ablanker over the stone flagging and lay down. Only asmall lamp was left burning; in its
dim light Oizyswatched and wailed.

Long after Philyraand Proteus both seemed to be soundly asleep, the mortals continued to fidget. A few
of them carried on conversations among themselvesin their tiny piping voices, but at last these, too, grew
tired and stretched themsalves out on the pillows that had been strewn upon the floor for their use.

Stil Oizyswaited. Findly, when he was certain everyone elsein the room dept, he rose shakily to hisfeet
and crept from his corner of the room. His head wobbled wildly on his shoulders and he had to keep
stopping to regain his baance.

Metis had replenished the supply of ambrosia, bringing bringing enough to feed off the inhabitants of the
room-except, of course, that Oizys could have egten it al unaided, had she let him. He procured an old
cloak from the floor nearby and emptied the basket of anbrosainto it. Even though he was very hungry,
he dlowed himsdlf only asmall piece of the food. He knew that he would not be able to get any more
when it was used up and was determined to makeit last aslong as possible. Closing up the cloak so that
it formed a sack, he carried it over his shoulder.

He was now large enough that he could open and close the doorsthat led out of the apartment. He tried
to be quiet, but his ungainliness made him lurch unexpectedly as he walked.

He wobbled down the short hal that led to the atrium, then made hisway to the outer corridor.

He had not anticipated how arduous the journey would bein his present condition. This became clear
when hereached the stairs. The steps were high enough that he had to climb them one at atime, pulling
himself up with his hands and knees and dragging the sack behind him. Before he reached the next level
of the palace, his hunger became unbearable.

Reluctantly he opened the bag and let himsdlf eat for afew minutes. He lingered over the food rather than
gulping it down as his ssomach begged him to do. He only alowed himsdlf afew pieces. Hungry or not,
he was determined to conserve his precious supply aswell as he could.

He began to climb again, making pitifully dow progress. The hour was late and so he encountered no one
during hisjourney. That suited him perfectly. He wanted to see no one but Thanatos. He could aready
fed thewonderful cuffs and pinches his brother would bestow upon him.

The hunger returned even more strongly, but he refused to open his sack again. He felt miserable and
dgected and began to whimper softly to himsalf. Neverthdess, he forced himsdlf to continue climbing.

Hours passed, but findly he reached the topmost floor of the palace. With hisgoa so near, he began to
run down the corridor, his head wobbling wildly. He fell every few feet, pulled himsdlf up again, and
continued running.

He entered the apartment of Thanatos, caling out in ahushed, husky voice, "Here | am, brother. Itisl,
Oizyd"



Thanatos lay on his bed; apparently adeep. Oizyswobbled toward him and poked him two or three
timeswithout effect. Then he remembered what he had heard, that his brother had been given some kind
of herb to keep him adeep. He sared a the lifdlessfigure.

Acrossthe room, near thewall, something moved. Oizysturned tolook at it. It wasamortd. The
cresture, realizing it had been seen, ran toward the door that led to Thanatos's [aboratory. Oizys lurched
after it. Helogt his balance and fell, but one of his outstretched hands landed on the man. Without getting
up, Oizys brought the creature to his mouth and gulped it down.

Animaswithin the laboratory had begun to make noises, and now Oizys got shakily to hisfeet and went
into that room. The container of grain, from which Thanatos usudly fed them, lay not far from the door,
but the animals were more to histaste. They began to make excited, frightened noises as he went from
cageto cage. The small oneshe ate whole.

For many hours he occupied himself inside the laboratory. When the anima s were gone he fed on the
grain. Findly, thefood al gone, he returned to the bedroom.

Thanatos il lay just aswhen he had |eft him. Climbing up on the bed, he tried again to awvaken him. The
dightest of groans escaped the god's mouth. For along time Oizys merdly sat beside him.

The sun had aready risen when an idea occurred to him. Ambrosia had remarkable qualities. It had
drastically increased the speed of hisbody's regeneration. Oizys wondered if it wouldn't have asmilarly
beneficia effect on Thanatos.

Siding down from the bed, he went to where he had |eft the sack. He opened it and looked inside. He
hated to give away any of his precious supply of thisfood. At the same time he yearned for the attention
that only Thanatoswaswilling to give him.

Reluctantly he opened the sack again and spread out the contents. It seemed to be a pitifully small
quantity. With asigh he broke off asmal bit and carried it to his deeping brother. Holding the morsdl
above Thanatoss lips, he squeezed it and let two or three drops of liquid fall upon the god'sdry lips.

The reaction was dmost instantaneous. Thanatoss nose began to twitch. His mouth moved. Helicked his
lips. Oizysleaned forward, pressing the smadl bit of ambrosiainto his mouth. Thanatos chewed dowly,
then swallowed.

Suddenly the god's eyes opened, flashing first to Oizys, then about the room. He sat up in bed, his gaze
now faling upon the open sack of ambrosia

Thanatos staggered from the bed. Oizystried to stop him, but was shoved aside. Despite his weakness
Thanatos succeeded in pulling the ambrosia toward the bed. He sat back down and began to eat. Ashe
devoured the food, strength flooded back into him.

Eighteen

The ambrosia he devoured seemed to revive Thanatos dmost instantly. Appearances were deceptive,
however; for as soon as the god attempted to rise from his Sitting position on the edge of his bed, he
found that the strength had not yet fully returned to hislegs. Narrowly averting afdl to the floor, he let
himself dump down upon hisfilthy mattress again and clutched hisstill groggy head between his
emaciated hands.



"Thisnew food iswonderful, don't you think?' Oizystold himin his hushed voice. "Remember how well |
have fed you, that you may feed mewdl in the future. Their food was marvel ousy good, though there
was never enough of it. Still, I wouldn't have minded even that, had they not so thoroughly ignored me.
During dl thetime | waswith them, not once did they poke or prod me, or even dap mewhen |
whimpered too much.”

As hisbrother spoke, Thanatos tried to make sense from the jumble of thoughts and imagesinside his
head. He had only vague impres**ns from the days that he had lain motionless upon his bed. He must
have dreamed many dreams, for he remembered a seemingly endless procession of figures and events.
Among them were fleet and flitting images that he recogni zed as different from the others-amal godlike
crestures who moved furtively about his room. And young gods, too, that he now recognized as Metis
and Prometheus and Epimetheus.

Shaking his head dowly, Thanatostried again to stand up.

Oizyswas gtill talking. "Never did they pinch or dap me, nor cut away strips of my skin, nor stick me
with thin-bladed knives, nor any of the thingsyou do. A single one of those things would have been
enough, and | would not have left to return here, for-"

Memory was returning quickly now, so quickly that Thanatos had difficulty absorbing it dl. He had eaten
supper and gotten dreadfully sick, barely managing to regain his own apartment before dipping into
unconsciousness. He had been down on the wide terrace not to eat, but to find Lord Kronos. He had to
find the Lord of Olymposto tell him something very important that he had learned.

Proteus! Naassal Theimages of the god and naiad sprang into hismind and a the same moment he
gorang to hisfeet, only the dightest unsteadiness remaining.

Heturned on hisbrother. "How long have | been here?' he demanded, glaring down at the ungainly
creature. For thefirgt time now he noticed how fully Oizyss body had regenerated. Far more time must
have passed than he had suspected. "Tdll me" he said, stepping threateningly toward his brother. "How
long have | dept?’

"How am | to know?" Oizys asked. "I've been locked away from the sun with thelittle mortal gods dl
thistime. | don't know how many days have passed.”

The mind of Thanatos was working at top speed now, re-enacting in memory how Nalassa had been led
away by agod who seemed to be Kronos; how on the stairs that god became first 1apetos and then
Momos; how the god he thought to be Momos, instead of allowing himsdlf to be shoved aside, lifted
Thanatos above his head and threw him up the steep bank of stairs. These thoughts took a sudden turn at
Oizyss mention of the mortals that had disappeared from hislaboratory with the river nymph Nalassa.

" 'Littlemortal gods?" he repeated. "What are you talking about?' He stepped toward his brother and
grasped him by the throat.

"I've been with them al thistime, at the other end of the snake hole, where they took me."
"Y ou were with them?' Thanatos cried. "Where are they? They belong to me!”
"They're a the end of the snake hole, in the gpartment of Momos.”

"The gpartment of-" Thanatos stopped short. "Y es, of course; where could they be safer? What isthis



snake hole you keep talking about?"

"Come-into the next room-I'll show you. It was by thisroute that the mortal gods escaped. ..." Oizys
waddled in that direction, hislarge head wobbling so wildly that he careened into the door jamb.

Thanatos had to hold up alamp to see the opening. "Yes, | remember now," he said after afew
moments. "It was | who pried off the stone that sealed shut this hole. That was when Kronosfirst gave
me these rooms. | neglected to close up the hole after I'd investigated it. It seemed to go on and on, and |
never did find anendtoit.”

Now he noticed the dender rope ladder that hung down from the opening, by which Metis and the
mortals had come and gone from his apartment. He examined it briefly, then tossed it aside.

"Perhaps here lies a better route to the gpartment of my brother Momos than the outer corridors,” he
continued, more to himsdf than to Oizys. " Perhaps by following thisroute | can take the mortas by
surprise and cut off their path of escape.”

"Youregoing?' Oizysasked. "What of me?'

For along moment Thanatos looked down at him. Then hetook his brother by the neck and dragged him
across the room. Now he saw the havoc Oizys had wreaked upon his experimental animals.

"l was hungry," Oizyssaid, licking hislips.

Thanatos struck him roughly, then pulled open adoor and thrust his brother into a cage from which he
could not escape, closing the door after him and securely latching it.

Thanatos returned to the vicinity of the opening of Ophion'stunnel. Most gods have two or three shapes
that are especidly suited to them and easy to assume and retain. Thanatos most commonly assumed the
form of avulture, but the form of asnake aso suited himwell. It was as a divine serpent that he intended
to traverse the passages.

The metamorphosi s was completed within moments. An enormous head rose up and leaned toward the
circular opening. It disgppeared within, followed by along, dithering body that largely filled the passage
from top to bottom and from side to side. Thanatos surged forward in great undulations. A long red
tongue, thicker than the waist of amortal man, darted out to taste the air and direct the god's path.

The spoor of the mortalsled him unerringly toward the apartment of Momos, his grest body gliding
through the smooth stone passageway.

The inhabitants of the small room within the gpartment of Momos had awakened early. The children of
Okeanos had decided the night before that M etis would return with asupply of the herb that had been
used to poison Thanatos, and that she and Proteus would descend to breakfast shortly after dawn, so

that the shape changer could make the necessary arrangementsto serve as one of the attendants at the
morning medl.

The disappearance of Oizys, which the mortals had noticed and pointed out to Metis, |eft al three of
them on edge. In the few minutes he could spare, the sea god attempted to find someindication of what
had happened to him, but without success. Rather than delay or abandon their plan against Kronos,
Proteus decided it would be best to proceed as quickly as possible. If they could succeed in drugging the



Lord of the Titans, Oizyss freedom would be amoot point. Once Proteus assumed the place of the Titan
he would be able to dedl easily with the missing god should he regppear and attempt to reved what he
had seen and heard.

Metis and Proteus had departed only afew minutes before, and Philyra, not yet thoroughly awake, was
in the process of splashing water on her face and beginning the abbreviated toilette she practiced each
morning here. Some of the mortals had gone back to degp while others were beginning to et.

The dtill air within Ophion'stunne carried sound well, so that as Thanatos agpproached the room he could
sense how near he wasto the mortdss; the vibrations produced by even the small noises they made
danced upon his skin and tantalized him, so that he did not decrease his pace until he was almost at the
opening into the room.

One of the mortaswas sitting on the floor with a piece of ambrosia before him. He wasthefirst to
glimpse movement within the tunnd. Something long and red flickered out of the passage. Behind the
tongue were bright yellow eyes, coming toward him out of the darkness. The man tried to rise and move
back from the opening, but instead he stumbled and fell backwards upon the floor.

As he surged out of the tunnel, Thanatos began to reas-sume his own shape.

The mortals, caught by surprise-for no one had had timeto yell awarning-frozein their places at the
sudden appearance of the emaciated god. Even before they recognized him, many commenced to quake
with terror.

While the mortals hesitated and Philyra stared in astonishment, Thanatos rushed to one side of the room.
There hefound a chest of medium size. He turned it upside down so that the lid, which had not been
latched, swung free and the contents of linen tumbled to the floor.

Some of the mortas overcametheir fear enough to scream loudly. "It's Thanatos-run, run-it's Thanatos!”

The god had begun to make hisway about the room now, the chest under one arm. Stooping, he
snatched up first one man and then another, thrusting each within the chest and then turning to continue
his search.

By now Philyrahad aso recovered from her surprise. Asthetiny morta crestures scurried in every
direction to avoid the god, she forced herself to move directly toward him, drawing herself up to her full
height.

"What are you doing?' she demanded. "How dare you intrude here? Put that man down!™
Thanatos continued scooping up the creatures, paying no heed to her.

During the time she had been in this room, she had become quite fond of the mortals. Their cries of terror
as Thanatos plucked them up touched her heart and gave her courage that she might not otherwise have
possessed. When he refused to listen to her, she made up her mind to act. As he bent to gropein adark
recess, she pushed him violently toward thewall. His head struck the stone, but not hard enough.

Heturned on her, brushing her asde with along, thin arm. She tumbled over alow stool and fell to the
floor. Thanatosimmediately returned to hiswork. Another mortal was torn from his hiding place and
deposited within the chest.



When Philyraregained her feet, the god was on his hands and knees, fegling beneath a divan. She moved
to place hersdlf at the door, to block hisexit.

Now he crawled around the room, looking and fedling beneath and behind dl the furnishingsin his effort
to locate any mortal that might have escaped him thusfar. Findly he rose. He gave the room afina ook,
then lifted the chest to his shoulder.

"Put those men down," Philyratold him as he came near. "Why have you come here? What right have
you to take them?"

Her right hand was hidden within the folds of her clothing. Thanatos hesitated, thinking she might be
clutching adagger.

"l have come to recover what is mine-these creatures. | don't know what's going on here-why you are
here in the gpartment of my brother Momos-but | intend to take what ismine and tell Lord Kronos that
you have had apart in this. Stand aside or you will force meto hurt you."

He stepped toward her and her hand came out of her clothing, carrying agleaming blade high above her
head. The dagger started to descend, but the god was too quick. Even with the chest balanced on his
shoulder he easily stepped to one side and caught her wrist. With atwist of his hand he forced her to
release the weapon. It clattered to the floor and he shoved her aside.

Before she could regain her feet, he was gone. She started to follow him but by the time she reached the
hall he had already passed through the outer door.

She dumped againgt the wall, breathing heavily, trying to collect her thoughts. What was sheto do? Her
hiding place was exposed. Soon the Lord of the Titans would know shewas still on Olympos. Where
could she hide now?

Nineteen

Proteus, the shape changer, dipped away from the laughing, talking gods who were eating breakfast on
the patio terrace of Olympos and went to along serving table that held foods of many kinds. Sowly he
began tofill agolden platter.

Having assumed the appearance of aminor god of the palace who had eaten and departed early, hewas
now serving as an attendant at the morning meal. His most searching gaze had been unable to detect
suspicion in any of the gods and goddesses around him. Everyone seemed to accept him asthe deity he
impersonated. Working at asow but steedy pace, he had waited until the King of the Godstook his
accustomed sest, then hurried to serve Kronos.

Now he reached the far end of the serving table and was aone except for the young goddess across
from him. Shetoo was busily a work and neither looked at the other. They carried nearly identical
platters, both heaped high with an assortment of foods.

"It'sready,” Metiswhispered, setting her dish down beside the one he had carried. "The herb ismuch
morefingly ground thistime. Hell never naticeit. Iseverything going well?'

"Kronos hasonly just arrived. | must return quickly.”

Proteus took her platter instead of the one he had brought, and turned to retrace his steps toward the



Lord of the Titans.

Kronos sat near the portico that led into the palace. Around him on three sides grew aluxurious bower
of myrtle. Lady Rhea, his queen, had not yet descended to breakfast, but during Proteus's absence
Eurybie, the sea goddess, had joined him. She wastaking galy as Proteus, still disguised asafunctionary
of the palace, returned with food for the king. He set the golden dish on the three-legged table &t the right
hand of the Titan, then dowly backed away, watching and listening as he retreated.

Nectar had been brought to both Kronos and Eurybie during Proteus's absence, and they were both
spping from their goblets-the sea goddess with her usual zest, Kronos quietly, with haf-lowered eydids.

"Whereisthat boy with my food?" Eurybie asked, leaning forward in her chair to search out the god in
question from amid the many who moved about the sparkling garden. Her movement brought her nearer
Kronossfood. "Mutton!" she exclaimed, running her dender, carmine tongue over her lipsinan
exaggerated expression of delight. "1 haven't had mutton in aweek. I'll skin that youth and roast him if he
doesn't bring me some-and soon.”

She leaned till nearer the food and Proteus, who had stopped backing away, watched helplesdy as she
seemed to be about to pluck amorse for hersdlf from the plate of her lord.

"Here comes your breskfast," Kronos said gruffly, indicating the approaching attendant with a sweeping
gesture of hismassvearm.

"Set it right here," Eurybie ingtructed the young god. "Did you get mutton for me? | must have mutton this
morning. Oh, good-you do take care of me."

Proteus turned and quickly crossed the patio to an areafrom which he could continue to watch Kronos,
though he would no longer be able to hear from that distance. Metis had settled at a table and he took up
apogtion near enough that they could exchange whispers.

"lsn't he ever going to eat?' Metis demanded. "All he doesistake asp of nectar every now and then."
"How much must he eat?"

"Even asingle bite, however small, should be sufficient. Once heis unconscious, we can force more of
the herb into him, to be certain he won't recover unexpectedly. Do you think he suspects? Why doesn't
heeat?’

Proteus answered with the dightest of shrugs.

"What if Oizys-?"

"Whatever happened to Oizys," Proteus whispered back, "I think we can be reasonably certain that
Kronos doesn't know anything about our plan. Something's on hismind, but it isn't us. If he suspected
there was something wrong with hisfood, held at least glance at it."

Asthey waited on the patio, time and again the King of the Gods reached toward his platter of food.

Each time Proteus and Metis waited expectantly, but instead the Titan lifted his goblet. Finally Kronos
picked up aleg of lamb. He was talking and he used it to gesture about the garden.



Metis gripped the arms of her chair, clutching them as hard as she could as she watched. Now Kronos
lgpsed into sllence. The food neared his mouth, his teeth were bared and about to biteinto the juicy flesh.
Suddenly he stopped completely, his eyes fastened on something near the main entrance to the patio.

Metisfollowed hiseyes. "Oh, no!" she exclaimed.

It was Thanatos. The god was descending the stairs, searching for his master. When he had advanced a
short distance he spotted him and changed his course toward the bower.

"Sit down," Proteus whispered to hissister. She had haf risen from her seet. "Wait here."

The shape changer began to move among the tables toward the Titan. Maintaining hisimpersonation of
an atendant at the meal, he worked hisway dowly toward Kronos and Eury-bie, soon reaching a
position from which he could hear clearly anything said above awhisper.

Thanatos looked even paler than usual, and as he crossed the terrace a hush spread over the assemblage.
On his shoulder he carried the wooden chest in which he had imprisoned the mortals.

Kronosroseto hisfeet. "You!" he exclamed. "What happened to you? Y ou were-" Hiswordsfell short
asthe emaciated god cameto ahdt in front of him.

Thanatos was dressed in the same chiton he had worn nearly two weeks before, when he had suddenly
taken sick. A noxious odor emanated from him. Most of the gods and goddesses who sat nearby began
to move away a hisariva.

"My lord," Thanatos said, ignoring the commotion he was causing, "1 have found the mortals. What
happened to me, | don't know, but at least | have found them. ..."

The King of the Gods waved back his servant with one hand while he clapped the other to hisface. "This
isinexcusable! The odor you carry with you-!"

Metis had taken advantage of the confusion caused by the arriva of Thanatos to edge forward until she,
too, could hear aswell as watch the proceedings. At the mention of the mortals she stifled a gasp.

"| found them in the room of Momos,” Thanatos continued, ignoring everything but what interested him.
He patted the side of the chest he carried. "They will not escape me again; you need have no fear of that.
How they cameto be there, I'm not certain. Philyra had them, but I’ ve taken them back now."
"Philyra?' Kronos stopped backing away. "Did you say Philyra? What do you know of her?"

"Only what I've said, Lord Kronos. She was with them, in the gpartment of Momos, my brother.”
"Philyra? The Okeanid, the Sster of Lady Klymene? It is she of whom you speak?' Now al esewas
forgotten-the mystery of Thanatos's sudden illness, the disappearance and resppearance of thetiny,
godlike creatures, even the pervasive odor that clung to Thanatos. Kronos seemed obliviousto
everything except information concerning Philyra

"Y-y-yes, my lo-lo-lord,” Thanatos managed to say. "It wasthe s-s-same. | am cert-"

"Y ou have seen her?' Kronos demanded. "Whereis she? Whereis she now?'



Now it was Thanatos who was backing away. "Upstairs, m-m-my lord. W-w-where | |eft h-h-her."
"Then she's dill here, till here on Olympod!” Kronos cried, turning back and forth between Thanatos and
Eurybie, who was watching him in amazement. A few minutes before he had been morose, buried deep
in his own thoughts; now he seemed the personification of energy.

Kronos turned suddenly back on Thanatos. "How long ago was this? How long since you left her?”
"N-n-not 1-1-long. Only j-j-just-"

"Take meto her," the Titan commanded. Breakfast was forgotten, too. "Come. Lead me there. Quickly!"

Metis moved close to Proteus as Kronos and Thanatos started toward the portico of the palace.

"Stay here," Proteus whispered. "No, on second thought, go to your room and wait there, so I'll be able
tofind you easly."

"Where are you going?'
"I'll follow them and try to find out what happened. Phi-lyramay have dready |eft the chambers of
Momos. If that's the case, she may have gone to your room. She won't be safe there for very long. If you

find her there, send her . . ."He hesitated, thinking.

"Dont worry," Metissad. "I'll find someplace safe for her. But what of the mortals? Thanatos hasthemin
that box."

"I'm sorry. Philyramust be our first concern.” Still disguised as he had been throughout breskfast, Proteus
left hissgter and entered the palace.

Metiswas in the process of following him when she noticed the sea goddess Eurybie, who had returned
to her meal. Kronos's platter sat nearby, still untouched. As Metis watched, Eurybie devoured the last
scraps on her own plate, then cast an appraising glance at Kronoss.

Metis moved quickly toward the bower, pretending to be one of the morning's attendants. " Pardon, my
lady," shetold the goddess, "I'll take away what my lord has | ft.”

"Not so quickly, child." Eurybie reached toward the platter, intent upon salvaging the leg of lamb for
hersdf.

Metis moved in such away that her hip brushed the platter. The food plunged to the grass.

"Oh, I'm s0 sorry, my lady!" Metis cried, stooping to gather up the tainted food and carry it away. "If you
wish something more, I'll be happy to fetch it for you.”

"No, no," Eurybie said with asigh, "I suppose I've had enough for thismorning.”

Breathing asigh of relief as Eurybieleft the petio, the child hastened to make her own departure. She
carefully disposed of Kronoss medl, then returned to her own room.



Philyrawas not there.

For some minutes the child goddess waited impatiently. She kept thinking of Alakomeneus and the other
mortals, now in the hands of Thanatos. Findly her impatience got the better of her.

As she was leaving the apartment Prometheus called to her. "Where are you going?' he asked, grinning
as hewalked up.

"Oh, I'm glad to see you. | need your help." She explained quickly. "Come help me get the mortals back,
will you?'

"Of course | will."

"Sowill I," another voice said.
Epimetheus was coming toward them.
"Good." Metisgrinned. "Let'shurry!”
Twenty

The sudden appearance of Thanatosin the gpartment of Momos had confused and puzzled Philyra. His
abrupt departure, carrying away the mortalswith him, had Ieft her nervous and frightened. She had haf
expected him to drag her away to Lord Kronos. Instead she found herself il free, standing amlesdy
amid the shambles of the room. All around her furniture lay overturned, the contents of chests and
amphorae spilled upon the floor. An eerie stillness hung over the room where wild commotion had
reigned only afew minutes before,

What should she do? Where should she go? Proteus and Metis, she knew, would be at breskfast, laying
their trap for the King of the Gods. She dared not try to reach them and she dared not stay here. She
remained free-but for how long? Certainly it could only be amatter of afew minutes before Kronos
learned of her whereabouts. But where could she go? Failing to find her here, the Titan would seek her
above, in the chambers of |apetos and Klymene, her sigter.

Slow minutes passed in indecision. If shefled thisroom, how would she reunite with Proteus and Metis?
How would they know which of the innumerable chambers of the paace she had chosen for her new
refuge? She slamped her foot suddenly, impotent anger momentarily supplanting her fear. If only she
could talk with Proteus for afew moments and tell him whereto find her....

Her eyesflickered again to the smal opening in the wall. Ophion'stunnel presented a convenient route of
escape, but she feared to useit. Now that its existence was known, it would be thoroughly searched.

Time and again she garted to leave the room, only to stop before its open door. As she hesitated,
minutes passed. She began to let hersdlf believe that luck wasindeed on her side, that Proteus and Metis
would return before Kronos learned of her whereabouts.

Even asthisthought cameto her, however, she heard sounds from the direction of the main entrance to
the gpartment. She glanced frantically about the smal room, then through the door at the narrow hdll that
led to the atrium. She must find some place to hide until she was certain who had entered the apartment.
Without really thinking, she rushed into the hall, crossed it, and entered the first door she cameto. She



closed it quickly behind her and, panting for breath, pressed her ear againgt it to listen.

She had only amoment to wait before voices and the sounds of sandled feet told her that Thanatos was
leading the Lord of the Titans down the hall toward the room she had just quitted. She recognized their
voices clearly asthey drew near her hiding place.

"Thisway, my lord,"” Thanatos said. "It wasin one of these back rooms that the tunnel ended and | found
the mortals"

Kronos had questioned Thanatos during their trip up the stairs from the terrace, but he had not yet fully

satisfied himsdlf concerning the details of the god's Sory.
"Shewasthere, in the same room with them?'

"Yes my lord."
"Y ou're sureit was she-Philyra, the Okeanid?"

"Yes, my lord." Thanatos struggled dong behind the Titan, ill carrying on his shoulder the chest inwhich
he had imprisoned the mortals.

"It was Philyra, the Sster of Klymene, 1apetoss wife?!
"Yes, my lord. I'm certain it was she. Hereésthe room, | think."

As Philyralistened from across the hal, they entered the room. Their voices grew more muffled, so that
she could only catch portions of their conversation.

Kronos hated near the middie of the small chamber, his eyes flashing about the room, searching every
corner of it. "That isthe opening?' he asked after afew moments.

"Yes, my lord." Thanatos went to stand neer it. "The other end of the passage isin my workroom.
Probably it was by that route that the mortals were freed and the nymph spirited away-before she
showed up at breskfast yester-I mean, that day." The god smiled in away that Kronos found distasteful.
"l find it hard to kegp in mind that | have dept for so long. It seemslike only-"

"I had forgotten the passages of Ophion. All the entrances were closed up long ago.”

"I had forgotten, too, my lord. | noticed the sedled entrance when first | moved into my rooms. |
explored apart of it, but must have neglected to sed it back up.”

Kronos cast aglowering glance a him but said nothing. As they spoke he moved about the room,
examining various articles of gppard and furnishings.

"Certainly that child must beinvolved in this™ Thanatos continued. ™Y ou see the containers of food and
drink. They must have been brought here."

"Y ou mean Metis," Kronos said. Both were speaking softly, and now no word of their conversation
reached Philyrain her hiding place acrossthe hall.

Thanatos nodded. "Y es, it is she who has gppointed herself protectress of the mortals. And it must have
been their brother, Proteus, who impersonated you and took the nymph from me."



Kronos nodded, his voice dropping even lower. "Say no more. All thisismy affair. Y ou have what you
want, and need not concern yoursdlf about the rest.”

"l gill need anymph for my experiments.”

"Make do for the present with what you have." While Kronos and Thanatos talked and examined the
room, and while Philyrahid across the hal, Proteus hesitated in the corridor outside. He had followed the
Lord of the Titans up the stairs. After afew moments consideration, he abandoned the form he wore and
took instead that of Koios, a Titan who had breakfasted early and, in dl likelihood-if Proteus could
believe ahit of conversation he had overheard-had aready returned to his gpartment to attend to the
preparations of hisfamily for their journey to the Kingdom of Nereus.

Entering the gpartment of Momos, the son of Okeanos paused just inside the atrium. The Situation
quickly became evident. He could hear the voices of Kronos and Thanatos from the room where the
mortals had been kept. That he did not hear his sster's voice made him suspect that she had €luded the
Titan, at least thus far. He was upon the point of venturing nearer when he became aware of footsteps
approaching the outer door. Just asit opened he retreated into an adjacent chamber and hid himsdlf.
From his hiding place he could look across the atrium and down the short hall.

It was Eurybie. She had grown curious and concerned, not so much for the welfare of Philyraasfor her
own sdlf-interest. She considered it incumbent upon herself to keep abreast of al that happened around
the King of the Gods and was apprehensive that his fascination with the young Okeanid might lead him to
do something rash.

Shefollowed the voices of the gods down the hal and stood in the doorway, looking in at them. Kronos
turned toward her, frowning.

"I thought | might be of help," shesaid, smiling.

The Lord of the Titans sat on the edge of a couch, fingering alight-colored cloak. He recognized the
pattern of doves and dolphins embroidered dong its borders.

"Shewashere" he said, suddenly clutching the garment in hishugefigt. "Thisishers. | know it from its
decorations.”

"| told you that, my lord," Thanatos said.

"I knew shewas till on Olympos. | fdtit,” Kronos said, either to himsdf or to Eurybie. “1 should have
had the palace searched, as | wished, rather than listening to you." His eyesroseto look at her coldly.

"What good would that do?' she asked. "How could you hope to find her amid al the rooms of the
palace?'

Proteus had come out of hishiding place and was now &t the head of the short hal. Eurybie still stood in
the rear doorway. As he watched adoor across from her opened silently. Evenin the dim light of the
passage he recognized the face of his Sister. She glanced at Eurybie, who was looking away from her,
and then toward him. Hewas till in the form of Koios, the brother of Kronos, and her expresson clearly
proclaimed that she thought herself discovered.



Before she could duck back out of sight, he waved to her and let hisface momentarily return to its natura
form. An expression of relief passed over her, and he signaed her to continue hiding. She closed the
door soundlessly, trusting him to extricate her from her predicament.

Within the room, Kronos turned to Thanatos. " Go below, to the terrace, and find Igpetos for me. Koios
and Crios, too."

"What are you going to do?" Eurybie asked.
"Search the palace." He looked again a Thanatos. "Do as| say."

Thanatos hastened to obey, still struggling to carry the chest from which he refused to be parted. Once
again Proteus was forced to hide himself while someone passed through the atrium.

If the apartment were searched, Philyrawould be found; there could be no doubt of that. If Proteus were
to save her from capture, he would have to act quickly. He waited for two or three minutes to elapse,
then walked quietly down the hdl, till in the form of the Titan Koios.

"Y ou wished to see me, brother?" he asked as he reached the doorway. Eurybie moved into the room,
so that now hetook her place at its entrance.

The explanation he had prepared for his early appearance, in advance of the others Thanatos was to
bring, went unused. Kronaos paced the room now, talking to Eurybie. She was trying to convince him that
asearch of the palace could only draw unwanted attention, particularly since Philyrawas a daughter of
Okeanos.

Proteuslistened until enough had been said that he could reasonably take part in the conversation. "The
goddessyou seek," he asked, "do you redly think shewould il be hiding nearby? Wouldn't she have
dready runfar away, perhaps even left Olympos?’

Philyra, listening at the door of the neighboring room, could tell from his voice that he had joined the
others across the hal. She ventured to open the door again and peered ouit.

Asshedid Proteus saw her from the corner of his eye. He was standing against the frame of the door, so
that hisright shoulder and arm were not visible to Kronos and Eurybie. With his hand he sgnaled her to
wait where shewas.

"She probably Ieft through thislittle passage,” Eurybie was saying.

Kronos frowned in annoyance. " Then she could be anywhere, for the passage traverses the entire pal ace.
It has entrances and exitson every level."

Kronos and Eurybie turned to examine Ophion's passage again. Asthey did Proteussgnded to his
sgter. Slipping off her sandals, sheleft her hiding place and crept past him toward the main entrance of
the gpartment.

She paused to look out into the corridor before venturing farther. Her heart sank as she glimpsed
Thanatos returning with other gods, whose voices she could now hear from around a curve of the
corridor, just out of sight. She had only amoment to make up her mind, then hastened to hide hersdf ina
large room off the other Sde of the atrium. If these gods passed through the atrium and continued on to



the rear room where Kronos was, she would be able to make her escape behind them.

Now Kronos, growing impetient, came out of the small room and stood in the hal. Almost immediately
his eyes became fixed on the door to the room in which Philyra had been hiding.

"This door was not open before,”" he exclaimed. Crossing the hdl, he stared at the door, which Philyrain
her haste had left dightly gjar. He pushed it open. "Bring alamp,” he yelled back to Eurybie, and the sea
goddess hastened to do as he bid.

She handed him the lamp. Itslight fell upon the sandals of the Okeanid. With aloud cry Kronosknelt to
examinethem.

Proteus had remained in the hal. While Kronos and Eurybie crowded into the doorway of the second
room, Thanatos entered the atrium, followed by |apetos. Just behind them came the red Koios, whom
Thanatos had met upon the stairs while returning from the terraces outside the palace.

Instantly Proteus retreated into the room that Kronos had vacated moments before. He must act quickly;
only through fearless audacity could he hope to avoid discovery. Ashewaited he let the form of Koios
dipfromhim.

"I have returned, my lord," he heard Thanatos say. "Here are lapetos and Koios. Crios| could not find."
The three gods were standing close together just outside the chamber in which Kronos had found
Philyras sandals.

Assuming theform of the missing Titan Crios, Proteus stepped quietly from the room and came up
behind the others, as though he had just arrived.

Thanatos turned to ook at him and he whispered, "I've been trying to catch up with you al the way up
the stairs. Y ou were looking for me?"

Thanatos nodded and motioned with his head toward the Lord of the Titans. "Lord Kronos wants you.”

Now Kronos came back into the hall, carrying the sandals. "She was here," he said again, fuming. "She
was gtill in this gpartment while we were across the hal. She can't befar away." His entire being radiated
intense excitement. " Search all these rooms-search the entire floor," he cried, "'l apetos-quick-to the
gdlery. Watch to see that she doesn't escape by flying from Olympos. Follow her if she does.

K oios-Crios-search everywherel™

Proteus, believing that Philyra had safely |eft the apartment by now, aided in the search of the adjoining
rooms, dowly working hisway down the hall toward the atrium. Koios did the same.

Meanwhile Philyraremained in the chamber just off the other side of the atrium. Time and again she
looked out furtively. Since her route must lead past the hal, which had been occupied dl along by one
god or another, she had been forced to stay where she was. Now the real Koios entered the atrium.
Philyramistook him for Proteus dtill in disguise, and immediately began trying to attract his attention.
Proteus, now in the form of Crios, followed into the atrium amoment later, making her task seem ill
more difficult and dangerous. Whenever the god she thought was Crios |ooked away, she leaned into the
open doorway and waved vigoroudly at the real Koios.

Only luck saved her from inadvertently reveding hersalf. Proteus-from whom she had been trying to
conced hersdf-glimpsed her wild gesturing. Ingtantly he understood what had happened and began to



maneuver himsdf toward the chamber in which shewas hiding.

Philyra, believing hersdlf discovered, turned frantically to search for some place of concealment. As Crios
entered the room, shelet out astifled cry. The god crossed the room in an instant, took her wrist and
yanked her toward him.

"Quiet, sgter," Proteuswhispered in her ear.

Outside in the atrium the voice of Kronosboomed. "She's ill here-in thisroom, on thisfloor, in the
palace somewhere. I'm certain of it!"

TwentyOne

After leaving the apartment of Iapetos, Metis and her two companions quickly descended the nearest
stairway to the third floor of the palace. Here were located the chambers of Momos and other children of
Nyx. Almost asthey reached their destination, they had to hide to avoid being seen by Thanatos as he
returned from the patio terrace below, where Kronos had sent him. He struggled under the weight of the
chest on his shoulder, the Titans Igpetos and Koios following close behind him.

"He hasthe mortalsin that box," Metiswhispered as they watched him pass. "He's carrying them
everywhere he goes."

"Does he know were after him?" Epimetheus asked excitedly.

"No. Not definitely, anyway, though I'm sure he can guess what would happen if he gave me achanceto
get them away fromhim."

"What happened?' Prometheus asked. "He doesn't look sick at dl. Y esterday he couldn't even move.”
Metis shrugged. "I don't know. He must have gotten better al of a sudden.”

When Thanatos and the two Titans entered the apartment of Momos, the divine children followed down
the corridor until they found a hiding place closer to their destination. Whispering back and forth, they
watched and waited. From within the gpartment they could hear muffled voices.

Before long Kronos and the others moved out into the corridor. The King of the Gods was speaking
loudly and gesturing with hisenormous arms.

"| should never have listened to you before," hetold Eury-bie. "My every ingtinct told me shewas il
here on Olympos. It was only because of your insstence that | failed to have athorough search of the
palace made. That won't happen a second time.”

Heturned to lapetos. "l want you to get as many of the gods as you need. Have them arm themselves
with spears. Pogition them on every stairway, at every level, and et none pass until we have finished.
Have others search, beginning on thisfloor and working down to the level of the Great Hall. If she'sill
not been found by that time, |et the search continue from thislevel upward.”

"My lord," Eurybie objected, laying ahand on hisarm. "Thiswill accomplish nothing, other than to disturb
al Olympos and make everyone curious-something we should not do right now. There are too many
ways she can €l ude those who search for her. Think carefully, my lord. The chances are that you will not



find her, and everyone will want to know why this Okeanid is so important.”

Heglared a her. "Y ou stopped me before, when such measures might have found her. Y es, she can
elude us-but she might not. The search may flush her into the open.”

Now lapetos spoke, dmogt for the first time since following Thanatos up from the patio. "Why do you
seek the Sster of my wife?" he asked softly. "1 was told she had returned home to her family. It appears
that was not the case.”

Kronos's frown deepened. "'l have reasons for my actions. | need explain them to no one."

lapetos nodded his head in assent. ™Y ou need not tell me your motives, my lord,” he continued in the
same soft-gpoken tone; "neverthdess, Lady Eurybieisright. All Olympaoswill be on fire with curiosity
and rumorsif such asearch is carried out. Perhaps acompromiseisin order. If shewas il inthe
chamber of Momos when you arrived, she may indeed be nearby. It might be worthwhile to search the
rooms aong this corridor. We can do that ourselves."

Kronos sighed deeply. " Search this corridor, then. Quickly - immediately!"

In their hiding place, Prometheus whispered to Metis. "What doesit mean? I've never seen Lord Kronos
S0 upset. He must be even more mad about Philyrathan | redized.”

"I'm more concerned about us," Epimetheus said. "If they search the corridor, they'll find us. What shall
wedo?'

"Stay dtill and be quiet,” Metistold him. "Well bedl right."

Now the search extended up and down the corridor. A small audience of curious onlookers soon
accumulated. Some were inhabitants of gpartments that opened on this section of corridor; others had
been attracted from the stairway.

"Thisisour chance," Prometheus whispered. "Let'sjoin them. We can aways dip back in hereif
someonetriesto run us away.”

Onea atimethethreeleft the dark acovein which they had been hiding and merged with the onlookers.
Someone touched Metiss shoulder, and she turned to find Thalia, the Muse, smiling a her. She and
many of her ssters had just arrived.

"What's going on, Metis?'

Metis shrugged. "I think they're searching for someone.”

Thaliawould have questioned her further, but now everyone's attention was drawn to Kronos. The King
of the Gods had just noticed Thanatos, who had taken up a position toward the other end of the
corridor. Since the search had been extended from Momos's room he had stood against the wall, the
wooden box safely at hisfest.

"What are you doing?' Kronos demanded. "Why aren't you helping?’

"Y-y-yes, Lord Kronos," Thanatos answered unhappily. Asthe Titan watched, he lifted the chest to his



shoulder, staggering under its weight. He began to struggle toward the apartment Kronos had indicated.

"What are you doing?' Kronos demanded again, his voice heavy with exasperation. "How do you expect
to do anything while carrying that around? Put it down someplace!™

The pained expression on Thanatos 'sface l&ft little doubt that he did not wish to comply with the
command of his magter. Nevertheless, he set his burden down next to the wall and walked away fromiit,
casting many glances back over his shoulder to assure himsdf that it was safe.

Metiswatched the chest intently, caculating its distance from her. It was only twenty-five or thirty paces
away, yet it might aswell be at the far edge of theworld, for it wasin plain sight of everyonein the
corridor and she could not reach it without everyone seeing her.

"What'swrong, child?' Thaliaasked. "Y ou look unhappy.”

"It'sthe men," Metis answered, pulling Thaliadown toward her so that she could whisper in her ear.
"Thanatos has stolen them from me. He plansto harm them, and | must get them back. He hasthemiin
that chest."

The goddess searched the child's face. Though she had not known that more than one of the godlike
creatures had been brought to Olympos, she saw that Metistold the truth. She knew enough of Thanatos
to be certain that he should not be entrusted with them. Turning, Thalia began to whisper to her sgters.

As Metislooked back down the corridor, she saw Thanatos sticking his head out from the apartment he
had entered only afew moments before. The god glanced at Kronos, then at his wooden box. Kronos
was busy talking with Koios. Thanatos crept back out of the apartment and toward the chest, intent upon
snesking away from the task assigned him and back to his gpartment with his fresh supply of
experimenta subjects.

As heraised the chest to his shoulder, Kronos turned and saw him. In an instant the Lord of the Titans
traversed the corridor. He took the god by the neck and shook him. Only with great difficulty did
Thanatos keep the chest balanced on his shoulder.

"Disobey me, will you? Put down that thing!"

When Thanatos had deposited his burden on the floor, Kronos dragged him down the corridor and into
one of therooms,

The moment the two disappeared from sight, Thaiaand her sister Muses | ft the crowd and began to
groll casudly toward the chest. Kronos was still inside the room when they reached it. The Ssterscame
to ahalt around the box, spreading out in such away that their bodies and garments concedled it
completely from the view of the onlookers. Taking and laughing, they seemed to be examining it. After
only afew momentsthey walked back.

"It'sonly an empty chest,” one of them announced asthey rejoined the crowd. "Thisisboring. Shal we
go home, Sgters?!

Metislooked on in amazement. Shetried to catch Thalias eyes, but the other Muses completely
surrounded her and Kadliope. The Muses continued past the crowd in the direction of the stairway.
Before they had gone very far, however, one of them turned and came back to Metis.



It was Mepomene. "Y our little friends are safe," she whispered. "Thaliaand Kdliope have them bundled
up inthe skirts of their chitons. Well keep them safe until you come for them.”

Grinning broadly, Metis kissed the Muse's cheek.

The search of the other gpartments had been going on for nearly fifteen minutes now. During much of this
time Eurybie had been searching one of the largest suites on the floor. When she returned to the corridor
shewas astonished at how large the crowd of onlookers had become. She called Kronosto her and
begantotak to himinalow voice.

"Send them away, if you like" hesaid. "You attend to it.”
She approached the crowd and began to disperseit.

"Wait," Kronos caled, coming toward the onlookers. He was looking at Metis, having only just noticed
her. "Come here, child. | wish to talk with you."

Metis hesitated. Eurybie was lill trying to send everyone else away, but Prometheus did not want to
leave. Metis gave him a smile and motioned with her head to indicate that she would be fine and he
should go.

"Come, child," Kronos repeated, keeping hisvoicelevel and unthrestening.

Metis stepped toward Trim. The two of them were donein the middle of the corridor. "Y es, my lord?"
she answered quietly.

His eyes scrutinized her. "What do you know about this, child? About your sSister's presenceiin the
gpartment of Momos?'

Metissface took on alook of complete innocence. "Phi-lyra? It is Philyrayou're searching for? Why,
Lord Kronos, | know nothing about it! Sheleft to return hometo our parents-at least that's what she
sad. Why would she till be here?!

Kronos stared at her, searching her face. He was about to continue speaking when aloud cry made him
turn away.

It was Thanatos. "They're gone!" he shrieked. " Someone has stolen them again!™

He ran awkwardly toward his master, dragging the chest behind him. "Look," he cried, throwing back the
lid and reveding the empty interior. Then he noticed Metis. "You! Y ou have taken them. Where are
they? Give them back!"

Metisdid her best to look surprised. "What are you talking about? Taken what!"

"It was she," Thanatos continued, talking to Kronos again. "Who el se cares anything about the creatures?
She's taken them, just as she took them before.”

Kronosglared at him. "Y ou're right. No one el se cares about them. | don't care about them, and | don't
want to hear about them anymore. I'm fed up with you. Look at the child. If she hasthem, where are

they?"



"But it must have been she-"

Kronos seemed to be withstraining himself. His enormous hands clenched and unclenched. When he
gpoke again, hisvoice was very low. "'l no longer require your servicestoday. Y ou will return to your
room and remain there until tomorrow, when we leave for the Kingdom of Nereus.”

"The Kingdom of-? Am | to go there? | have work to-"

"I may have need of you, and there's no tdling how much mischief you might find for yoursdf dl done
here on Olympos. No, you'll comewith us, littleas| like the idea. Now go. | warn you-stay to your
rooms. | do not wish to see you again before tomorrow."

Reluctantly Thanatos turned and departed, leaving the empty chest on the floor whereit lay.

Kronos looked back at Metis. Eurybie had succeeded in dispersing the crowd, but most of the searchers
had come into the corridor to discover the cause of the disturbance they had heard. Kronos glanced a
them, then back at Metis. He seemed for amoment to be sunk deep in thought.

"Isthere fill no Sign of the Okeanid?"' he asked.
lapetos and the others shook their heads.

"We have searched enough,” the Lord of the Titans announced. "I am going to my chambersfor the
remainder of the day. | wish no oneto disturb me, unless Philyraisfound, Iapetos, you will comethere
tonight. | wish to speek privatey with you, after I've had timeto think. Y ou may al go now."

Metis started to leave, but he stopped her.

"Wait, child. I wish aword more with you." Helaid an affectionate hand on her shoulder. "Yourea
clever child- no, make no fase protestations. | mean the statement well, as acompliment. If you've
managed to recover the men from Thanatos-well, so beit. | hope you have. | bear the little crestures no
madice, and heisincorrigible.

Metistried to keep her face expressonless as she listened.

"Hesacreature of overriding curiosity, and might do them unintentional harm. 1t's good that they're no
longer in hishands”

His evident sincerity and the warmth and charm he could cal up a amoment's notice forced her to
remind hersef that thiswas her enemy, the enemy of her father and sster, of her whole family.

"I'm afraid I've badly frightened your sister," he continued. "I meant no harm, but | can see now that |
migudged her. If she'sdtill here on Olympos, shell contact you. No- say nothing. | don't want to force
youto lie, for | know full well that you'd lieto protect her. If you speak with her, offer her my friendship
and agpology. | should like to speak with her once more-afina time, if that's her wish. | want her to know
| till wish to be her friend. She has nothing more to fear from me."

"If | seeher," Metisanswered carefully, "I'll certainly relay your message.”



"Good. That'sal | ask. Thank you." He smiled benevolently. "Now go, child. We dl have much to do
before tomorrow. "

Sheleft him, making her way toward the stairswhile he remained behind, standing very ill, hishead
bowed in thought. She had rounded the turn in the passage and was near the stairs when Crios stepped
into her path from the doorway of avacant gpartment.

"Quiet, Sgter,” Proteustold her, momentarily returning to hisown form. "Listen carefully. Y ou must return
immediately to your room and close up the entrance to Ophion'stunnel there. Sedl it so that no light can
show through to the other Sde. Before long Kronos will think to have the tunnel searched to discover
which apartments have open entrances. I'll visit you tonight.”

"Wheat of Philyra?lsshe safe?"

He grinned, pulling open his clothing. Inside his cloak was Philyra, who had made hersdlf assmdl asa
mortd.

Metis started to laugh.
"Go now, quickly. Bein your room after nightfall, so that | can talk with you."

"l will. A-moment longer, though. Lord Kronos charged meto deliver amessage to Philyra, should | see
her." She addressed her sister now. "He claims he wishes you no harm-offers his friendship and wantsto
gpeak with you at least one last time. There, I've fulfilled my promise. | hope you don't believe aword of
it!"

She turned back to Proteus. "But what are you going to do, brother? Kronos plans to spend the rest of
the day in hisrooms. How will you-?"

"Dont fret," hetold her quietly. "By tonight | shal have an appointment with him.”
TwentyTwo

Asevening waned into night the activity within the household of the Titan |gpetos became more
pronounced. Klymene, the wife of lapetos, supervised the preparations for the family's departure to the
Kingdom of Nereus. On the following morning Kronos and Rheawould depart for the underwater realm,
followed by an entourage of al the gods and goddesses of Olympos. The wedding of Crios and Eurybie
would take place not that evening but the one following, when the dender crescent of the new moon
cameinto view.

Metis had few preparations to make. Her baggage, conssting principaly of clothing, was quickly
packed, and once she had satisfied her older sster of this, Klymene was only too happy to let her remain
quietly in her own room.

Metiswasworried. After sedling up the entrance to Ophion's passage, she dipped away to vist Thdia
The mortals had been turned loose in the Muse's room and seemed as fully at home there asin Momos's
gpartment. Questions had to be answered, but the quick-witted child confined her story to Thanatos and
his obsession with the godlike creatures. The mortals themsel ves had been so thoroughly trained in
secrecy that they had refused to reved anything about their adventures on Mount Olympos.



At the suggestion of the other Muses, who had gathered around to listen, it was agreed that the mortas
would remainin Thaiasroom until after the wedding. The goddesses assured Metisthat they would be
safe therefor the night, and after everyone left the following morning no onewould disturb them. Metis
was as pleased with the plan aswith any she could hersdlf devise.

Only one thing troubled her. Alalkomeneus had not been among the men in Thanatos's chest. No one
knew where he was or what had become of him. Metis returned to her room, her heart heavy with dread
that some calamity had overtaken her favorite of the mortals.

There was nothing she could do. If he had been in Mo-mos's gpartment, Kronos or the otherswould
have found him. She dared not search for him in Ophion's tunnel because of Proteusswarning; besides,
the only entrance available to her was now sealed shut. She remembered that she had last seen him the
night before, in Momoss room when she had visited Proteus and Philyrathere. Shetold hersalf how
bright and ingenious he was, that wherever he was he would manage to fend for himself and somehow
find hisway back to her.

Such thoughts occupied her as she waited in her room. She looked up as Proteus stepped in from the
gdlery outsde.

"Oh, I'm glad to see you're safe,” shetold him, "and Philyra, too-isn't she?'

He nodded. "Weve merely changed quarters. It's only temporary, though, for neither of uswill deep
there tonight. I'm sending Philyrato join Nalassa. It's possible that Kronoswill have someone stay behind
to search for her after dl therest of us have left for the Kingdom of Nereus. The Stuation here, with
Kronos, has played badly upon her. She's as ddlicate as aflower, and her congtitution can't endure this
continua tenson. The moment shesaway from dl this shelll sart to return to her normd cheery sf.”

He sat beside his sister on her bed. "What about you? Y ou don't look particularly cheery, either.”
Shetold him about Alalkomeneus. When she had finished, he patted her shoulder.

"Try not toworry," he said. "If everything works out tonight, well search for him before we leave
tomorrow."

"You Hill plan-? But how? It's after supper aready. What will you do?"

"Y ou remember that Kronostold lapetosto cometo his quarterstonight, to talk privately?'

She nodded.

"lapetosian't going. | am-though Kronoswill think it's lgpetos.”

"Why isn't |apetos going?"

"l just spoke with him, in the form of Kronos. As he understandsit, Kronos visited him in hisworkshop
and told him he'd changed his mind-that his appointment was no longer necessary and had been
cancelled. Of course Kronos does not know thisand will still be expecting him. Ingtead it will bel, inthe
form of lapetos, who enters Kronos's chambers tonight.”

"What will you do?'



"Sprinkle your remarkable herb in hisdrink; if | can.”
"But if you cant?"
He shrugged. "Then | must do what | must do-whatever ispossible.”

"He'svery strong, stronger than any of the other gods. Y ou must not fight him. Y ou can't defeet him that
way."

She read the look of resignation on hisface. Jumping up, she found her dagger on atable and brought it
to him. "Here, take this. Perhaps you can take him by surprise and strike ablow to his heart. Evenif you
missthe heart, hell be weakened and you'll have a greater chance of subduing him. Takeit. | have
another, amore ornate one that | was planning to wear for the wedding.”

She pressed the weapon into his hand and he tucked it away ingde his clothing. She brought him dso a
small pouch containing the powdered herb.

"Oh, be careful, brother! Isthere nothing else we can do? To meet him face-to-face-even in disguise,
hoping to deceive him-isfar too dangerous.”

He shook his head. "No, Metis. Not now. We've only this one, desperate chance-desperate and bitter,

for inthe end it may make no difference. Evenif | succeed, | can't impersonate Kronosforever. Intime,
probably very soon, the trick will be discovered.”

"Anill isadways better postponed than hastened.”

Heamiled. Rising, he said, "1 must go now and see Phi-lyraoff. I'll give her your love."

At the doorway to the gallery he paused, turning back to her. "If | succeed, I'll find away to inform you.
Otherwise, you must do what you can at the wedding. Don't expect to hear from me before morning,

though." He kissed her cheek and an instant later disappeared, flying along the dark galleries.

As he entered the room in which he had left Philyra, the Okeanid emitted a suppressed cry of surprise,
then amost immediately sank back into her chair.

Proteus pulled a chair near her, sat down, and took her hand. He held it gently as he spoke with her.
"Areyou sure you can follow the directions | gave you? Shall | repesat them?”

She shook her head. "1 will find Nalassa If not tonight, because there is no moon, then early in the
morning."

He nodded. "Be sureto find someplace safe to deep if you must wait for morning. The sooner you're
away from Olympos, the safer you'll be. Y ou shouldn't have much difficulty finding the landmarks| gave
you if you follow the coadtline

She nodded, emotionless.

Proteus watched her in the dim light of the single lamp that burned in the room. Her face, so given to
smiles and easy laughter, was drawn and tense. Eyesthat used to dance and glint now stared fixedly.



"| should never have let you stay here.”

She squeezed his hand and forced asmileto her lips. "It was | who wanted to Stay. Besides, no harm has
befdlen me. It'smy ownfault if | let mysdlf get so easily flustered.” Even aforced smile was enough to
animate her face and highlight her vulnerable, ddlicate bealtty.

"| redly don't understand dl this" she continued. "What does he seein me? Certainly there are many here
on Olympos more beautiful than 1. I'm not even beautiful, for that matter. Why does he persecute me
when he could easly have so many others? Have | somehow encouraged him, without redizing it? Isit
my fault?'

"Theré's no one else on Olympos like you. Undoubtedly Kronos has recognized that fact.”

For anumber of minutes they sat together in silence. Proteus was anxious to get her safely on her way,
but she did not yet seem ready to depart. Findly she turned toward him, her fingerstightening on his.
"Oh, Proteus-I'm so frightened. | don't remember ever being afraid like this, theway | am right now."
"You'l be safe soon.”

She shook her head. "No, | don't mean for mysdlf, though that's true, too. | mean for you-for Metis and
Klymene and our father and mother-for al of us. Do you remember what you said?’

"I'vesaid many things"

"You said that if we didn't somehow succeed in preventing a confrontation between Lord Kronos and
our father, that thisworld we know would cease to exi<t. | had adream. | dept alittle while you were
gone and dreamed that | saw our father's palace, deep beneath the ocean-and it wasin ruins. Thewalls
had tumbled and the roof had collapsed. Eels and crabs dithered and scuddied among the fallen stones.”

Helet her put her head upon his shoulder and held her againgt him. " Such dreams aren't visions of the
future, Philyra. They're only our own fears, cast up to warn usto caution.”

He put his strong hands on her shoulders, asif to impart some of his own strength. ™Y ou must put these
thoughts from your mind. They are our enemies, if you let them terrify you and make you weak."

She nodded her head. After afew moments she stood up, indicating that she was ready to |leave.

"Probably I'll not see you until after the wedding,” he said. "Be brave. Don't worry, for worry is profitless.
If I don't come for you and Naassawithin three days, you will know-"

"Youwill come.

"One last thing. When you see Nalassa"

"I'll tell her that you love her," shesaid. "Yes, | know, and | will. Y ou need not look surprised. I've seen it
inyour face ever snceyou returned. I'll tell her for you-in fuller words than you could find to utter. I'll tell

her what | seein your eyes.”

The night was very dark, and she flew down from Olymposin her own form, that she might carry with



her the clothes and ornaments she ”* ore. Proteus kept careful watch until she was out of sight; no one
followed her.

He sat down again. Soon it would be timefor him to act. Near him, on the chair where Philyrahad sat,
he set the dagger and small leather pouch Metis had given him. With these weapons he must face the
King of the Gods.

In hismind he saw Naassawaiting for him on the rocky mountainside. He yearned to return to her, to
abandon his mission and follow Philyraout into the night. What did he care for the palace of hisfather, its
high walls and broad walks shimmering with rubies and garnets and pearls? He loved to roam the solitary
reaches of ocean and seq, to lie upon lonely beaches in the afternoon sun, to wade among the rocky
shoals. It was to these that he wanted to return, with Nalassa at his side. He wanted to fedl the brush of
her satin skin againgt his as they frolicked among the dol phins, to lie beside her on the beaches and listen
to thelilting softness of her voice, to watch each graceful movement of her dender body. These werethe
riches he coveted, not opulent palaces or golden crowns.

Okeanos and Tethys, hisfather and mother, seemed but distant memories. Stately and magnificent, regal
in every movement and dightest gesture-how empty and shalow they seemed compared to the naiad
whose dightest smile could delight him. It was so long, long ago that he had Ieft hisfamily. In dl those
years he had never been londly, never felt the need for companionship-until Nalassa.

Love caled him back to her, but duty inssted that he remain here.

An oppressive sense of fatality descended on him. His adversary was the most powerful and most
cunning of dl the gods-only by those attributes had Kronos grasped and maintained his dominance over
the other gods for thousands of years. Only through sudden, unexpected, and audacious action could
Proteus hope to defeat him. He had grown eccentric and unpredictable-but his very unpredictability
could make him more dangerous.

It wastimeto go. Proteus rose and tucked the dagger and pouch inside his clothing. He walked out onto
the gallery, from which hewould fly to the topmost level of the palace.

The night seemed as dark as Tartaros.
TwentyThree

Proteus, the shape changer, flew to the gdlery that ran dong the exterior face of the top floor of the
paace of Olympos. He transformed himself into a perfect replica of the Titan lapetos, then stepped
through alarge portd into the corridor. A short walk brought him to the private chambers of the King of
the Gods.

The great double doors to the gpartment stood open, waiting for him. He paused to adjust the pouch and
dagger within hisclothing, and hisfingersrecoiled dightly from the cold silver hilt of the wegpon hislittle
sister had pressed upon him.

Standing in the doorway, he looked into the enormous atrium of the gpartment. The Lord of the Titans
was not there. A number of open doors led into other rooms deeper within, where Kronos must be.

"Lord Kronos," he called from the doorway. "It is|, lapetos, your brother. Y ou asked me to come here
tonight.”



A voice from one of the adjoining rooms drew him in that direction. Before he reached it, Kronos came
out to meet him. The Titan looked tired and disgruntled. "I'm pleased that you've come,” he said. "l was
afraid you might forget. Come, help me close the outer doorsto insure greater privacy.”

Together they swung shut the double doors leading to the corridor and barred them. Then Kronosled
Proteus to one of the adjoining rooms. He closed that door behind them and carefully barred it aswell.
Proteus, il in the form of la-petos, watched these precautions with interest and some apprehension.
They were now in asmal room with asingle entrance and no windows. Three large torcheslit the
chamber, which was sparsdly furnished and decorated only with heavy wall hangings. When he had
finished securing the door, Kronos brought chairs from the wall and placed them near together.

"Sit, brother," the Titan said. He seemed more relaxed now, dmost convivid. "'l have afew thingsto
discuss with you, before tomorrow morning.”

Proteus had aready noticed asmall table set with nectar and water, apparently in anticipation of this
mesting.

"May | drink? I'm thirsty."

Kronos waved his hand in agesture that told Proteus to help himself. Crossing the room, the son of
Okeanos mixed water and sparkling red nectar, then poured the liquid into two large golden cups. With
his back to Kronos, he reached within his clothing and drew out Metiss pouch. He sprinkled afew
particles of herb into one of the cups, then quickly hid away the pouch again.

Without aword he returned to Kronos and handed him one of the drinks. He sat down and waited for
the Titan to speak- and drink.

"The Okeanid Philyrahas ill not been found?' the Titan began.
"Not insofar as| know."

Kronos nodded dowly, with resignation. "1 suppose she won't be found now. Her mission has been
completed.”

"Completed?' Proteus asked in surprise.

"Yes. | suppose by now she has scurried back home to her parents.”

"Yes, my lord," Proteus said guardedly. "That seemslikdy."

"It was smple. It was obvious-so obviousthat for along time | couldn't seeit, because it was right before
my eyes. | let mysdlf be blinded to the truth. She isthe daughter of Okeanos, sent here to tease and taunt
me-to befuddle me with her soft feminine charms and distract me from my god. Okeanos must know that
I'm determined to berid of him. Perhaps he even knowsthat | plan to use the wedding as my
opportunity. Through his daughter he hoped to make me neglect my preparations.”

Proteus allowed no trace of surprise or consternation to touch the face of lapetos.



"Hewaswrong, of course. Even amid al her teasing and flirting, more than enough of my intellect
remained free to crush those who oppose me. Does the lion succumb to the fleamerdly because hismind
is set upon the succulent young doe heis stalking? No! 1t's but the work of amoment to twist back his
head and grind the insect between his great teeth.”

As he spoke he held his cup so that it rested upon one arm of his chair. He seemed to have forgotten it.
"Isthiswhat you wished to talk to me about?" Proteus asked.

Kronos shook his head dowly. "No. | wish to speak with you about a different flea, one that will soon
pester me."

"A flea?'Y ou must speak more clearly if you wish meto understand.”

"A flea spawned by our brother Okeanos, who, | think, isaready here on Olympos. Thefleas nameis
Proteus.”

"The son of Okeanos," Proteus said dowly, fighting not to betray his own emotions.

"Y es, the son of our enemy. Unless| am very mistaken, he has dready returned. Thanatos saw him when
hewasfirs here. He saw him with the naiad Naassa, whom he spirited away by impersonating first me
and then you, 1 gpetos. Thanatos was trying to tell me thiswhen hetook sick.”

Kronoslaughed softly, hislarge, heavy-lidded eyesrising to meet those of his guest. "Peculiar happenings
seem to cluster about the shape changer. Now that heis probably here again, | must be cautious evenin
little things. | wouldn't want what happened to Thanatos to happen to me. | must even be careful about
what | eat and drink." Heraised his cup alittle to gesture with it. Y ou know Thanatos was eating just
before hetook sick.”

Proteus listened uncomfortably. He sensed that Kronos was toying with him-that the Titan knew full well
who lay hidden benesth the appearance of |apetos-but he was determined to keep up his act until no
doubt remained. If Kronos had recognized him, nothing could be gained by abandoning his pretense. He
sat quietly, dowly moving one hand toward the dagger concedled within his clothing.

"Y ou think, then, that this son of Okeanoswill seek to harm you-to poison you?" he asked when Kronos
did not immediately continue. "What good would that accomplish? All the other gods would be
outraged.”

The Lord of the Titans till appeared tired. He barely moved in hischair. "Yes, | think he meansto harm
me. He has now been here on Olympos twice within ashort period of time. Both times secretly. He went
to the Kingdom of Nereus, my other enemy, aswell. | can only conclude that he knows of my plan
agang hisfather and Nereus."

"Thenif your plan isknown, wouldn't it be wiser to abandon it, a least for the present? Precautions will
have been taken."

Kronos shook his enormous head dowly. "Thetime for postponementsisat an end.”

"But Okeanos will be prepared.”



"He cannot prepare enough to stop me. He might decline to put himsalf in danger, but his greet pride will
not alow that. Now the House of Okeanos can only trust in treachery and cunning. For that reason
Proteus has returned. But it isusdless,; al hisdecalt cannot overcome me. All | need doislet mysdlf for a
few momentsimagine myself in hisplace. What would | doif | had his abilities? | would utilize them!™

“ And what does that mean?"

"First | would impersonate as many of the gods of Olympos as necessary to uncover the plot against my
father. | must presumethat Proteus did thisthe first time he was here. Then he went to visit Nereus, to
inform him of the plot and to try to work out a counter scheme. The fact that he has returned to Olympos
says clearly that no such scheme could be devised-at least not areliable one. Therefore, as Proteus, |
would be forced to take direct action.”

"What would you do?'

Kronos started to take asip from his cup, but caught himsalf before the nectar touched hislips. With a
smile he leaned to one side and set it upon thefloor.

"If | had returned earlier, | would have sought to separate Kronos from his principa followers-from those
who are to take part with him in the overthrow of Okeanos and Nereus. But too little timereally remains
for him to do that. Besides, Kronos has dready taken precautionsin that direction and any attempt by
Proteus would most certainly not succeed. Therefore |, as Proteus, would be forced to strike against
Kronos."

"But what could you do?" Proteus asked, determined to play the role of 1apetos until the last possible
moment.

"I would utilize the only weapons | had-stedlth, trickery, deceit. And the substance, if indeed thereis such
asubstance, that incapacitated Thanatos so thoroughly. | should try to poison him. Then, while he
remained unconscious for many days, | should myself take his place and, asthe King of the Gods, smply
inform my followersthat | had changed my mind, that no action wasto be taken against Okeanos or
Nereus at the wedding."

"But what if no such substance asyou describe really exists? Y ou don't know for afact that it does.
"No, but I'm reasonably certain. | think an attempt to poison me was made this morning.”

"Thismorning!" Proteus cried, astonished that al his careful secrecy had been so easly pierced. "Why do
you think that?"

The Titan gtretched his huge arms and readjusted his enormous bulk in the chair. "Only luck and

uneas ness saved me thismorning. The sight of the child Metisin the corridor outs de the gpartment of
Momos has caused meto reexamine al these things-for sheisdeeply involved inthem dl. | remembered
then that | had glimpsed her at breskfast, and that thought reminded me of the anxious attention of the
god who had served me. Though | had seen him often before, at medls and about the palace, he had
never before attended my meals. Some gods and goddesses love to flutter about me and anticipate my
every wish. Others are of adifferent nature, ill at ease in the presence of their king. Thisgod had dways
before been that sort-until thismorning.

"This morning he seemed to actively seek me out, even before | had settled in my chair. Don't you think



that a curious change of character? Initsef it isnothing, | admit, but it caused meto send for Eurybie and
question her. Sheremained at breakfast after | |eft, and | wanted to know if that god had attracted her
attention. He had not, for she never saw him again after | left the terrace. Instead Metis came to collect
the dishes. She made quite amess of it, too, spilling the food when Eurybie would have gladly picked
over what | had neglected to touch.”

The god yawned and smiled. "Metis! Always Metis, in and about these odd happenings. Were she not so
young, were she not so absorbed in the welfare of the little godlike crestures, | would think her the
guiding force behind the efforts of the children of Okeanos here on Olympos. But it isn't she. Shesonly a
hel per. Proteus, who probably was this morning's uncharacteristic god, is the one about whom | must
concern mysdlf. | must glance away for amoment from my other concerns and grind him between my
tegth.”

"And how will you do that?' Proteus asked. His hand now lay within easy reach of the dagger. It would
take only an ingtant to draw it from his clothing and thrust it into the Titan's chest.

“A fleahidden in the grassisfar more difficult to destroy than one that has been alowed to legp upon the
lion'sfur."

"Y ou mean," Proteus said dowly, "that you want him to cometo you."

"Indeed. It'sfar too bothersometo try to ferret him out. It wasthis| had in mind this morning when |
asked you to visit me tonight and announced that | would stay in my room until tomorrow morning. If |
won't venture where Proteus can lay atrap for me, then he must come here. For dl | know, he may have
been in that corridor this morning, in the guise of one of the gods. That even seemslikely, if indeed he
was my breskfast attendant, for that god must have rushed off to follow me. Eurybie didn't seehim again
and he would have been concerned about Philyra. But even if he wasn't thereto hear what | said, his
young sister was. Meis, | think it safe to assume, hasfaithfully reported my wordsto him.

"| expect him to cometo me," Kronos continued. "He might come by stedlth, and I've been on guard
againg that, but it seemed more likely-for he is a shape changer and given to impersonating others-thet he
will assumethe form of someonel trust. That, brother, iswhy we arranged our little sgna-so that

Proteus could not pass himsdf off to you asme, or to me asyou.”

Theimport of hiswords took amoment to sink in. Proteus had given himsdlf away, either when he
assumed the form of Kronosto tell |apetos not to come tonight, or when he entered this apartment. He
drew the dagger and lunged toward the Titan.

Kronos barely moved, seemed amost not to notice the gleaming blade asit shot toward his heart. One
hand reached out, closed about Proteusswrist and brought to an abrupt halt the motion of the dagger.
Fingers of incredible strength began to squeeze.

Proteus was on hisfest, fighting to pull free from the Titan's grip. The dagger clattered to the floor. Now
Kronosrose, amountain of divine might. His other hand reached toward him.

Proteus's arm became like flowing water and dipped free. He jJumped back and turned toward the door.
Asheturned he saw | gpetos stepping out from behind one of the wall hangings. The Titan crossed the

room quickly and stood blocking the door. Apparently he had been hiding within the room since before
Proteus arrived.



And then Kronos was upon him. Proteus twisted away, but the incredibly strong hands of the Titan
closed a second time upon his arm. Kronos swung him across the room and into the wall with stunning
force. The King of the Gods followed him across the room. Before he could recover from the force of
the blow, Kronos reached out and dammed him against the wall again, not once, but many times. When
he was too stunned to fight back, enormoudy powerful arms siwung him around and closed upon him
from behind, pinning hisarms againgt his body.

The arms began to squeeze. Proteus shook his head two or three times and took a deep breath. Then he
began to change shapes. He became alion of divine proportion, spitting and snarling, but Kronos only
squeezed harder, asif intent upon crushing him. He became mongtersthat lived only in the deepest
depths of the ocean, but Kronos refused to relinquish his hold. The son of Okeanostried to make himsdlf
small, so smdl that he would dip from Kronoss grip, but the Titan wastoo fagt, adjusting instantly to
every change.

At last Proteus returned to his own shape, his strength nearly exhausted. 1apetos had advanced to no
more than a pace from them. Proteus looked up a him. "lapetos,” he cried, "help me now, beforeit'stoo
late. Y ou are the most righteous of gods. Y ou can't sanction what Kronos plans. You can't aid him
againg the father of your wife. Help me, lapetod”

lapetos glared a him for along moment, and then his hand sivung suddenly up from behind him. Init he

held alarge club. Proteustried to throw himsdlf to one side to avoid the blow, but it was not possible,
The club dammed into his heed.

Kronos released him and he sank to the floor, unconscious. As he lay there his body began to change
agan.

TwentyFour

"Why did you not wait?’ Kronos demanded angrily. "I wanted to force him to tell where Philyrais.”

"He might have escaped,” 1apetos answered flatly.

Now Kronos looked down at Proteus. Where before had been the unconscious body of a god, now lay
awrithing mongter, a creature without name. The Lord of the Titans drew back ingtinctively. Ashe
watched the form continued to changein fluid, dithering motions.

"What's happening?" Kronos demanded. "What's hgppening to him?"

lapetos had no answer. He too had drawn away, gripping his club moretightly.

Hideous sounds came from what must have been the mouth of the creature, hissng sounds and croaking
sounds, gurglings and jibberings. A tingling sensation crawled up Kronoss spine. Despite hishorror, he
found himself unableto look away.

There were words, too, among the awful sounds. They came out afew at atime, often cut short or
durred so badly they were unintdlligible.

"-warethy child! -bewarethy chi-!"



An dectric chill shot through Kronos. The hair at the base of his neck bristled. Some kind of awful
fascination compelled him to lean nearer. Many of the words could not be understood, or made no
sense, but others were dl too clear. They made him quake with terror.

"Itisaprophecy,” lapetoswhispered. "I’ ve heard it's thus that he now foretdlls the future.”

"-Eater of Gods shdl feast no more-deceived by a stone, thy son lives free-!"

The hair of Kronos's head stood on end. His mouth gaped and his eyes bulged.

"-Eater of Go-son livesfree-!"

Kronos screamed. He pushed past | apetos and clawed at the bolt of the door. "Whereis she-the traitor!
Whereisshe?' At last the bolt dipped back and he pulled open the door, then rushed from the room.
Like amadman he made hisway out of his apartment and down the sairsto the level below.

"Rheal" he bellowed. "Where are you? Rhea!"

Shewasin her room, quietly sitting near the window. He stood in the doorway, his eyes blazing at her.
"What have you done?' he demanded. "Where is the child? Where have you hidden him?"

Despite hiswild manner her face showed only serenity.

He crossed the room and towered over her. "Answer. Answer me, creature!l Liar-traitoress, whereisthe
child?1 know you've deceived me."

Stll sheremained slent. A dight smiletouched her lips; nothing more.

Helaid his hands upon her and wrenched her from the chair. " Spesk, you lying wretch. Tl me! Where
have you hidden him?'

Now her face seemed to beam with joy. "Yes, | deceived you," she said quietly. "Our child lives. He's
free and shdl remain so-and shall send you to darkest Tartaros!"

The hands of the Titan quivered upon her shoulders. Only by the grestest exertion of willpower did
Kronosrestrain himself from crushing her between them.

"Yes," she continued, her voice jubilant. "The new King of the Gods has been born, hushand, and only
awaits the hour gppointed for his coming. Then you'l find him-when you would far rather flee!"

He struck her aterrific blow acrosstheface. "Tell me" he screamed in avoice so loud that the room
seemed to quake around them. "Tell me where you've hidden him, or by the vast Earth and high
Heaven-by al the gods and deepest Tar-taros-I'll crush your throat to such pulp that you'll never speak
again. Y ou deceived me somehow-with astone. | know that. But where have you hidden the child?’

She drew hersdlf up to look directly into hisface. "Yes, | deceived you. | don't deny it. | glory init! |
brought you a phantom-a stone with the image of achild cast upon it. That, my lord, iswhat you
devoured.”



He drew back, startled by this evidence that she knew how he had disposed of the thing he thought to be
his offspring.

"Y ou thought yourself hidden away, where no eye could see your disgusting, shameful act,” she
continued. "But | saw, husband. | saw you thrust it down your distended throat. | saw you moaning upon
the floor, your body bloated. What amonster you are! There are no wordsfor a creature asvile as
you-a creature that devoursits own children.”

Her proud, fearless eyes met hiswithout flinching. "Yes, | know what you did-and so | know what
you've doneto our other children. Beware, Kronos, for they, too, are gods. They areimmorta and
cannot die. Y ou've devoured but not consumed them. Oh, what joy it gives meto think how you must
fed when they tir within that enormous gullet of yours, reminding you that they Hill live-that they only
wait. Shriveled up insde you, they wait for the day of their release when their brother-their king!-shall
free them. How heavily those meals must Sit upon your ssomach-heavy and indigestible-waiting!"

"I'vewarned you."

She laughed, aghrill, mocking laugh that sent shiversthrough him. "I hear your warning, husband-and |
tossit asde. Do asyou will to me. Crush me, beat me, destroy mein any way you can. Send what
remainsto Tartaros. | don't care! Do you understand? | don't care, because | know that you can't endure
much longer. Our son grows each day, each moment, toward maturity. What does it matter how many
years must pass? Histimeis coming, and you can't prevent it however hard you try."

Her eyes gleamed in the dim light of the room. "He's handsome, Kronos-broad of brow and clear of eye,
perfectly formed. Oh, what must hismind be likel He will dedl with you when hisday arrives. Knowing
that, | can endure any thing. Do to me asyou like. No word shal ever passmy lipsthat will lead you to
him!"

He struck her again, asavage blow that sent her spinning across the room. He came after her, raining
blow upon blow on her proudly upturned face.

"Strikeme," shecried. "Beat meall you like. Pluck my eyesfrom their sockets, tear my heart from my
breast. | shdl never tell you what you want to know!"

Finaly he stopped, quivering with rage. Hisfist clenched and he struck her afind, terrific blow that sent
her regling. As she dipped to the floor, unconscious, he turned and | eft the gpartment.

He returned to his own chambers. As he entered 1 apetos cameto him.

lapetos had remained with Proteus until the sea god returned to his own shape. While hewas till
unconscious the Titan placed him insde alarge bronze box. He closed thelid, fastened it shut with metal
straps, then seded the seam where box and lid met.

"I havefinished, my lord,” hetold Kronos. "The bronze chest is sealed and Proteus cannot escape from
it. What shal | do with the chest?

"Leaveit whereitis," Kronos said as he walked across the atrium.

"But someone might find it," |apetos objected.



Kronos kept walking toward an inner room.

"Il hideit in the a cove behind the hanging,” 1apetos said after amoment.

Kronos waved him away. He came to the room he sought and went immediately to a cupboard and
began digging among the thingsinside. He pulled out an object wrapped in acloth, then tossed the cloth
asideto reved the sword lapetos had made for him. lapetos followed him as he pulled down three
gpears from arack and wrapped himsalf in aheavy fur cloak.

Now Kronoswalked quickly back toward the atrium. Asthey reached it they heard a sound from the
door. The Lord of the Titans hesitated, then opened the door.

It was Eurybie. She looked at Kronos in surprise as she entered the room.

"What are you doing, my lord?"

"Must | explain my every action?' he demanded gruffly.

"I'm leaving the paace." Kronos moved now toward the broad doorway that opened onto the gallery.
Eurybie and Igpetos followed behind him.

"Wait, my lord," Eurybie said, hastening to catch up with him. "What'swrong?Y ou look furious.”

Heturned on her so quickly that she feared he would strike her down with one of the weapons he
carried.

"For thelast tune," he said, "'l tell you that | need explain my actionsto no one."

"But the wedding! We must leave tomorrow morning for the Kingdom of Nereus. You'reto lead dl the
gods of Olyrapesthere. What's important enough to send you out suddenly tonight, when you must be
ready to leave early tomorrow? There are fill many thingsto be done before we al depart.”

"Then you attend to them. | have something | must do tonight. I'll try to be back before morning. If I'm
not, then the gods must leave without me.”

"Kronos, | don't understand. Y ou will be at the wedding, to see our plan through?"

"Yes. Yes, I'll be there no matter what. Do whatever need be done in my absence. I'll bein the Kingdom
of Nereusin timefor thewedding."”

He entered the gdlery, commanding wingsto grow as he walked.

"You must bethere" Eurybie said from behind him. "Everything depends on you. Y ou must not-"

He stood looking down over the vast world below. The night was very dark and he began to adjust his
eyesto the darkness. Somewhere below a child was deeping-his child- the child destined to steal his
throne. He would find that child even if he had to search the whole earth.

Spreading his huge eagle wings, he cast himsdlf out into the night, soaring down from Mount Olympos.

Eurybie and lapetos stepped forward to stand beside theralling of the gdlery. With their eyesthey



followed Kronossflight.
"What's happened to so upset him?* Eurybie asked.

lapetos shrugged, turning back toward the atrium. "1 don't know," he said dowly. "Nothing has happened
asfar asl know."

Twenty Five

When Tanatosinvaded the stronghold of the mortalsin the form of aserpent, Alalkomeneus had been at
his post in the portion of Ophion'stunnel that ran within the walls of the private apartment of Kronos,
Lord of the Titans. The path of the vulture-loving god had not traversed this side shoot of the tunndls, and
50 Alakomeneus had been |eft in peace, ignorant of al that had befallen his mortal comrades.

Eventudly he began to wonder why hisrdief had not arrived, but since this had happened more than
once before he placed little significance on it. Helit another torch to replace the one that had almost
burned itsdlf out. He drank alittle nectar and nibbled from the supply of food that was kept here.

Astime continued to pass he grew more and more restless. His sense of duty compelled him to remain
where hewas, lest Kronos return to his rooms and some important bit of information go unoverheard.
When he grew drowsy he fought to keep himself awake, even though he was relatively sure that any
sound from within the chambers of the Titan would rouse him.

It wasimpossible to keep track of the time accurately in the quiet limestone passages. He ate lightly every
now and then, even when his scomach gave him no hunger sgnds, and occupied his mind with daydreams
inwhich he never had to be parted from Metis and her divine family and friends. When even thispaled,
he set himsdlf to inventing new and elaborate verba e oquences that he could bestow upon the Lady of
the Gleaming Eyes.

Finaly dight noisestold him that someone had entered the chambers of Kronos. He began to listen
carefully. Soon he recognized the voice of Thanatos. Kronos sent him away angrily, with a sterm warning
not to venture from hisroom again for any reason. Now Alalkomeneus redlly began to worry. How had
Thanatos recovered so unexpectedly? Then Eurybie cameto talk with Kronos. The King of the Gods
questioned her about breskfast that morning. Alakomeneus tried to memorize their words even though
they made very little senseto him.

Therewas along period of silence after the departure of the sea goddess. Alalkomeneus stretched out on
the floor of the passage. Afternoon passed and it became evening. Still the mortal waited, determined to
remain here aslong as necessary. Metis had assigned him histask and he would not disappoint her.

Now another god came to speak with Kronos. After afew minutes Alalkomeneus recognized him as

| gpetos. He knew that god to be apossible enemy of Metis, and so he listened very attentively. The
conversation was so oblique, however, that he could not follow it. 1apetos |eft-or seemed to leave- but
returned a short time later. Kronosled him to adifferent room and Aladkomeneusfollowed insde the
runndl, taking up anew position from which he could still hear quite well.

Proteus! Kronos had just mentioned the name of Proteus. The mortd pressed his head against the stone
wall with such force that his ear began to ache.

Asheligtened terror grew indde him. Usualy he paid little attention to what his gods said among



themselvesin Momos's apartment-it always seemed beyond his powers of comprehension-but he
remembered that they had planned to act against Kronos somehow at breakfast today. Now he knew
they had failed-and Kronos suspected.

The words of the king were peculiar. They seemed to have hidden meaning that Alalkomeneus could not
fathom. He listened, but understood only that his gods werein great danger.

They werefighting! He heard quick, scuffling sounds.

Now lapetos spoke-no, it was Proteus. He recognized the voice distinctly. Thudding sounds! What did it
mean? What was happening? Were both 1apetos and Proteus in the room?

Every indinct told Alakomeneusthat he should run to find Metis, but he forced himself to remain; he
must hear every important word they might say. He must discover what had happened.

There was now a period when he heard only sharp metdlic sounds. Then after awhile the words came
again, but gpparently from another room of the gpartment. He hastened aong the tunnel until he found a
place from which he could hear clearly.

It was the voice of lapetosthat he heard. "The bronze chest is sealed and Proteus cannot escape fromit.
... I'll'hideit in the a cove behind the hanging.”

The anxiety of Alakomeneus became acute; fill he forced himsdf to remain until the last words had been
spoken within the chambers of the Lord of the Titans. Only after Kronos had flown off into the night and
lapetos and Eurybie had returned to their own apartments did he finaly leave his post and hasten down
the twisting passageto find Lady Metis.

To hisamazement he found the opening that led into her room sedled shut. He listened for morethan a
full minute, then began to yell at the top of hisvoice. There was no answer. No sound came from within
her room. He had no way of knowing that Metis had gone only afew minutes before to bid good night to
her sster Klymene and Klymene's sons.

Stunned by this unexpected development, Alakomeneus turned back into the tunnel. He made hisway
more dowly now, waking where before he had run. He wastired and very confused. While he had been
on duty in the passages far above, his entire world had changed and he had no way of knowing what had

happened.

When hefinaly arrived at the apartment of Momos, hisworst fears were confirmed. He ventured
cautioudy into the room, stepping through the rubble that 1ay near the opening of the tunnel. No onewas
there-no gods or goddesses, no mortals. The room was in shambles. The door that led out toward the
atrium, normally carefully kept closed, was now wide open. He crept through it and down the long, dark
hal, ftill carrying with him the torch he had brought from hislistening post inside the chambers of Kronos.

Nothing moved within the enormous gpartment-smal to agod, but overwhelmingly largeto amortal.
Findly hereached the atrium. Only the dim light of stars came through the broad opening to the gdlery.

He sat upon the floor, trying to puzzle out the meaning of it dl. Again and again he cameto the conclusion
that Kronos must have struck a sudden and unexpected blow against Metis and her family. Proteus had
just been taken captive. Philyraand hisfellow mortals were no longer here. The secret entrance to
Metiss room was seded shut. The conclusion that they had al been taken prisoner seemed inescapable.



He remembered Ndassa, whom he thought of as a goddess though shewasredly only anaiad, and in his
mind he pictured Metistied hand and foot, as she had been. He remembered Oizys, whose head had
been cut from hisbody, and pictured his goddess in the same condition, subjected to the same awful
indignity and pain.

Sitting on the cold floor of the atrium, he clasped his handsto hisface and began to cry. He had managed
to set historch upright in the crack between two of the flagstones. Now he lay upon the floor, sobbing.

Eventudly hefdl soundly adeep and did not awaken until |ate the following day.

It was now the day before the wedding of Crios and Eury-bie. While Alalkomeneus dept the gods and
goddesses of the palace began to assemble within the throne room. All about the great hall baggage had
been brought in preparation for the journey.

Kronos had till not returned and Eurybie, anxious and irritable, had taken charge of the operation. She
rushed about the vast chamber, assigning to each new arrival aposition that would facilitate an orderly

departure.

Metis had awakened early enough to have time to see to the welfare of the mortalsin the apartment of
the Muses. She rgjoined her family only after she had assured hersdlf that they had an adequate supply of
food and nectar and that they would not be able to escape Thalia's room and get themselvesin danger.

The child was still concerned about Alalkomeneus, but by the time the household of Iapetos assembled in
the great hall with al their baggage, the danger that the mortals might face was overshadowed by her
fearsfor Proteus. She had heard nothing from him since last night, before he went to confront Kronos.
She waited apprehensively for the arrival of the King of the Gods; if Proteus had succeeded, he might
make himsdlf known to her somehow when he entered the hall in the form of Kronos.

Asshewaited, shefingered the elaborate dagger on her belt. Within her clothing, hung from about her
neck, she carried asmall pouch that contained separately wrapped bundles of plantsthat might prove
useful to her in the Kingdom of Nereus.

More and more of the gods crowded the hall as minutes passed. Thanatos was there, looking bored and
uncomfortable; he stood by himsdif, at the rear of the chamber where Eurybie had sent him. Rheaarrived
with three young goddesses who were acting as her handmaidens. She was e oquently dressed. An
elaborate headdress confined her long hair, and her face was carefully concedled within aveil of delicate
golden mesh.

The time appointed for the departure from Olympos came and went. Soon arumor spread in hushed
whisgpers about the throne room. The King of the Gods was not in the palace. He had gone somewhere
the night before and not yet returned.

Now Metiswasworried in earnest. What could this mean? Certainly Proteus, had he been successful,
would not have |eft the palace in such an unexpected manner.

A cold, empty sensation spread through her. Proteus had failed.

But why would the real Kronos leave the pdace? Metissfirg inclination wasto dip away from Klymene
and the others of her group and search for her brother, however dangerous that might be. A moment's



reflection, however, dissuaded her. If Proteus had failed-if Kronos had defeated him-would he ill be
here on Olympos? Why had Kronos gone off at night, as everyone was saying he had?

Suddenly she understood. Proteus had failed, and Kronos was personaly transporting his prisoner to
Tartaros. There could be no other explanation. Tartaroslay far away, and could easily account for the
prolonged absence of the Titan. She fought back the tearsthat crowded her eyes and turned so that her
companionswould not see her.

It took her only afew momentsto regain control of hersalf. Proteus had told her what she must do. He
expected her to go to the Kingdom of Nereus, just as planned. Now it was up to her to do whatever lay
within her power to defeat Kronos.

A look of grim determination passed over her features. She touched again the dagger at her sde, made
certain the pouch was securdly in place.

Soon Eurybie quieted the assemblage. They were about to depart. Lord Kronos, she said, would soon
jointhem in the Kingdom of Nereus.

Lady Rheaand her handmaidens | ed the entourage, followed by Crios and Eurybie. Next came the other
Titans and their families, followed by the lesser gods of the palace, many of whom carried the baggage of
the great gods. A long train of winged figures spread acrossthe sky.

TwentySix

That same morning, while Alalkomeneus dept and the gods assembled to leave Mount Olymposfor the
Kingdom of Nereus, Philyra continued traveling toward the south.

Despite the careful directions given her before she fled from Olympoas, she had been unableto find the
place where Nalassa waited. Reluctantly she decided to postpone her search. She found a safe place to
deegpin one of therocky ravinesand fell quickly adeep.

Thismorning, rested and refreshed by her night in the clean, fresh air, she had little difficulty spottingin
the distance the high peak that was the final landmark Proteus had described to her. She began walking
toward it, carefully avoiding open places where eyes upon Olympos might be able to see her.

Already Olympos seemed far away. All around her forests cloaked the low hills. Smdl wild creatures
scurried away at her gpproach or paused in their activitiesto watch her pass. She waked briskly, the
sghts and sounds of the forest soothing her.

Shewas till greatly concerned about the welfare of Proteus and about the outcome of the wedding of
Criosand Eurybie, but these things seemed somehow lessimmediate here. The serenity of nature made it
difficult to believe that harm could befdl anyone.

She was passing through avaley between two high hillswhen Naassa saw her. The naiad was sitting in
front of alarge cave partway up the dope of amountain and recognized her immediately. The two called
and waved to each other. Philyra atered her path and Nalassa descended to meet her.

"Philyra, why have you come?' Nalassa asked as they met near the bottom of the mountain. "What has
happened?' The nymph was out of breath and anxiousto learn about Proteus.



Philyraexplained why Proteus had sent her and reassured Na assatime and again that no harm had
befallen the ocean god.

"Oh, I'm so glad you've come," Nalassatold her. "1 don't really mind being done-1 have so much to think
about-but it'll be nice to have someoneto talk to again. You must tell me dl that's happened on Olympos,
about everyone there, and, of course, about-"

"About Proteusin particular?' Philyraasked, smiling. "Yes, | shdl. Well tak to your heart's content.”

They returned to Naassa's cave, where the nymph offered her companion the fresh fruit and spring water
she had collected. Together they sat on the wide ledge, eating and talking as they looked out acrossthe
vistabelow them.

Since Proteus had |eft her, Nalassa had divided her time between vague apprehensions and dreamy
reverie. She dept and atelittle, for the needs of her dender body were small and deep only stole from
her time that could be better utilized in daydreaming of Proteuss return. Even though she knew the
magnitude of the danger he faced, she had no doubt that he would return to her. It wasimpossible that
any serious harm could befdl a god such as Proteus. She spent as much of her time as she could gtting in
front of the cave, watching for him.

She ligtened with interest as Philyrarelated in detail the eventsthat had led to her flight from Olympos,
drinking in each word when the story reached Proteus. Her face beamed with pride as the Okeanid
narrated how he had rescued her from the gpartment of Momos, with Kronos often only afew steps
away. Naassa questioned her about every dightest detail, and Philyra, laughing, did her best to answer
adequately.

Philyra, for her part, found the company of the river nymph a pleasant diversion. She had not completely
shed the heavy pdll of anxiety that Olympos and its master had cast upon her. The easy, congenid talk of
the naiad helped her forget her own concerns. Nalassa's smplicity and the deep love shereveded at
every reference to Proteus touched Philyra's heart.

The day passed quickly for both of them. When their conversation cameto atemporary end, they sat

together slently, enjoying the gentle breezes. Below them stretched aragged range of hillsand smdler
mountains, between these ran anarrow, grass-covered canyon. In the canyon grazed and gamboled a
herd of horses.

"I loveto watch them,” Naassasaid a one point. "They are among the most lovely and graceful of mortal
crestures. Look how the ponies prance, how the stallion raises hislong neck and surveys al about him.
They look very happy down there, far from the gods, don't they?"

Philyranodded. "Y es, very happy.” She shivered dightly and Naassalooked at her questioningly.
"What'swrong?"

Philyrashook her head. "Nothing. | was just remembering for amoment. It's easy for me to be happy
here, far from Olympos, where the hands of Kronos can't make my flesh cringe.”

For sometime they were silent, one yearning for the return of her lover, the other dreading the sight of
hers. As dusk approached Na assa suggested that they descend to gather food and water for the night.
They climbed down dowly, asssting each other.



Asthey descended, agod paused to watch them from the crest of a distant mountain. He watched for a
number of moments, then began traveling toward them, choosing aroute that would conced his
approach.

All thelong night before the Lord of the Titans had searched the hillsand valleys, the jagged

mountains des and broad, grassy meadows. Sometimes he sprouted wings and flew high above the earth,
but more often he traveled on foot, searching for any clue that would lead him to the hidden child he
sought. In one hand he carried dender spears pointed with bronze; in the other flashed the long, curved
sword forged for him by lapetos. About his shoulders was draped his heavy fur hunting cloak.

He searched without pause or rest. Thetall, stout trees tore at him with their branches, but he paid no
heed. The jagged mountain dopes jabbed at him with their pointed rocks, but he ignored them. Nothing
mattered but that he find the child- the child destined to tear him from histhrone.

Thelong night passed. Morning came and till he hunted, refusing to pause, refusing to rdinquish asingle
moment that might bring him nearer to hisgod. Dirt smeared hisface and body; hishair waswild and
tangled. Asthebull, blinded by pain, gores madly thisway and that inits effort to reach itsinvigble
tormentor, so the King of the Gods sought first in one direction and then in another, brushing aside
everything that impeded his path. When trees blocked his way, he tore them up by their roots and tossed
them aside.

Then, from adistance, he saw the two nymphs or goddesses. Hisfirgt inclination wasto continue his
searchin adirection leading away from them. His mind was wholly occupied with something far more
important. But he glanced toward them a second time and recognized Philyra. In an instant his other
concern was forgotten-driven from his mind by the dender form of the lusve Okeanid.

Hetraveled quickly now, purposefully, masking his rapid approach behind the hills and trees that
separated them. The lovely goddess who had thwarted his desire so often in the past would not escape

him today.

Philyraand Nalassa had descended from their mountain aerie and were walking aong the sde of ahigh
bluff when adight noise made them turn and look back.

A dartled cry legped from Philyrals mouth. "Run,” she cried, "oh, run!™

The Lord of the Titanswas dready very near them. He dropped his weapons and | et the cloak dip from
his shoulders. In an instant he overtook the Okeanid. Her clothing ripped as she struggled to escape him.

Nalassa, who could easily have escaped now, paused, then rushed back to help Philyra. The Okeanid
was struggling to free hersdf from the grip of the Titan. Naassa threw hersalf upon him, pounding at his
chest and face with her littlefigts.

With a curse he shoved her aside, and she went sprawling in the dust; but only for amoment. She
jumped to her feet and flung hersalf back upon him, thistime from the rear. He was holding Philyra by
both arms so that she struggled uselesdy. Naassa clapped her hands over his eyes and began clawing at
them. He tried to shake her off, but without success.

"Run," she cried to Philyra. "It'syou he wants, not me. Run!"



Now Kronoswas using one of his handsto try to didodge the water nymph. Philyra pried at the fingers
that till held her, dl thewhile kicking at him. At last she pulled free. She hesitated, unwilling to leave
Nalassa.

"Run," Naassa screamed at her, "quickly-beforeit'stoo late.”

She hesitated an ingtant longer, then turned and ran aong the side of the bluff. Just ahead, beyond aturn,
lay the canyon she had seen from the mountainside.

Now Kronos had only Nalassato ded with, and aone she posed little problem. He pulled her from his
back and tossed her aside, then started after the Okeanid. But no sooner had she landed on the ground
than she righted hersalf and sprang back after him.

With an angry snarl he struck at her. His enormous hand hit her face with the force of abludgeon. The
blow lifted her completely off her feet and threw her against the nearby wall of rocks. There was asharp
cracking sound as her head struck. She dipped lifelessy to the ground, thick pink ichor gushing from a
gaping wound in her skulll.

Kronos only glanced at her, then rushed after the Okeanid.

As soon as she rounded the turn and stood within the grassy canyon, Philyra spotted the herd of horses
amogt at her feet. Her sudden appearance startled them and they were now stampeding away from her.
She looked left and right, seeking someplace to hide. There was none. Almost instantly an idea occurred
to her. She stood till and began to concentrate. Her body started to shrink and change form. The
transformation took only amoment, and then she raced acrossthe grassin the form of ahorse, following
the herd toward the other end of the canyon.

A moment later Kronos entered the canyon. He saw Philyra's clothing lying upon the ground. Thistold
him that she had changed formsto escape him. His eyes went to the sky, but there was no flying thing in
sight. Now he watched the retreating horses. He stood for afew moments, then went back the way he
had come. Once out of sight he, too, changed forms.

He had immediately understood what she had done. By taking the form of a horse she hoped to conceal
herself among the red horses. She could not deceive him so eadily.

A black gtdlion cameinto the canyon and trotted in the direction of the other animas. It joined the herd
near thefar end of the canyon. It went dowly from one horse to another, approaching each closdly,
sniffing and nuzzling them. Findly it moved toward alovely young mare.

Terrified, the white mare bolted from the herd.

TwentySeven

When Aldkomeneus awvakened, it was dready late in the day. Sunlight streamed into the atrium through
its broad window. For along time he sat in the warm, sparkling light.

Gradualy he became aware of the unusud quiet of the palace. He could not have described just what
noises were absent, but he redlized that the silence seemed complete, without the distant, indistinguishable
sounds that he had previoudy accepted without thought. Now he listened in earnest.



Returning to Ophion'stunnel, he sought out afresh torch among the rubble near the entrance. The one
from the night before had burned itself out. When he found what he was|ooking for, he had to climb to
thetop of atableto light it from the huge lamp there, which wasiitself dangeroudy near extinction.

Once he had accomplished this, he entered the tunndl. He planned to listen carefully as he walked and
thereby learn if anything could be heard in other portions of the palace. No one had told him that the
godswould leave the palaceto travel to the Kingdom of Nereus, and the silence puzzled him intensely.

He had progressed only a short distance when he thought he heard something. He halted, listened
carefully, then went on afew more paces before stopping to listen again. After traveling alittle farther, he
retraced his steps and hurried down an adjacent corridor. The sounds guided him and he soon found a
place from which he could hear them plainly. Now he recognized the sounds as voices-the voices of his
felow men.

"Can you hear me?" he cried asloudly as he could. "Can anyone hear me?"

A moment passed, then from the other side of the wall someone called back. "Isthat you,
Aladkomeneus? Where are you?'

"In here. Insgdethewall. It soundslike you are very near."

"Yes, it does,” the morta answered. "Areyou in the passage of Ophion?'

"I am. Where are you? What room areyou in?"'

"We are in theroom of the Muse goddess Thdlia. All of usare here, except you."

"How did you get there?' Alakomeneus asked. "What has happened? Whereis Lady Metis? What
happened to the room we werein? Why is the palace so quiet?'

The mortals answered him, explaining as best they could. A grest relief came over Alakomeneus. His
goddess was safe. He sat on the floor talking with them, putting together in hismind al that they told him.
Gradudly he understood that his fears had not been completely unfounded. Metis was safe only for the
time being; she had gone to face the great danger he had heard her discuss with Proteus and Philyra.

A shiver of dread ran through him. Proteus was upgtairs, in the chambers of Kronos, somehow made a
prisoner. Aslong as he remained there, Lady Metiswould have to face that danger alone.

“Whereisthe entrance from this passage into your room?" Alalkomeneus demanded.
"Thereis none. We've searched al thisroom."

Alakomeneus congdered for amoment, then said, "Wait where you are. | will look for an entrance from
within this passage. Hopethat | find one, for not al of the gods have left the palace. Lord Proteus
remainsfar above, aprisoner of the king, and Lady Metisand dl her family arein great danger unlesswe
canrdeasehim.”

He searched up and down the tunnd, finally finding at the end of a short side passage the place where the
opening had once been. It was now tightly sealed shut. By returning to where he had talked with the
other men, then walking dong the passage and calling loudly to them, he eventually succeeded in



estimating itslocation. It seemed to be in aneighboring room of the same apartment.

At Alalkomeneuss direction the other mortals went to work trying to open the door that confined them
within the bedchamber of Thaia. A chair had to be moved into position near the door; from this platform
they struggled to retract the stout wooden bolt that Thalia had been able to throw so easily from the
outsde with her clever key.

When they at last succeeded and the door opened for them, they found that still another door barred
their way to the room they must reach. This one was merely closed and they at once began prying and
pulling a it until an opening gppeared large enough for them to passthrough.

Now only an ancient limestone plug separated Alakome-neusfrom hisfellows. After ashort rest the men
set to work onit, bringing an old knife from another room of the gpartment. They scraped around the
edge of the plug, four of them at atime hefting the enormoustool.

It hed taken nearly two -hoursto reach this chamber, and during that time night had falen. For nearly
four hours more they struggled to unsed the opening, chipping away smdl fragments of limestone and
prying at the crevices formed in thisway. Even working in teams, the labor was exhausting. The night
grew later and their morae lower. Work stopped frequently, for longer intervals.

Finally the mortas could work no more. They had been up since morning and were thoroughly
exhausted. Alalko-meneus, from the other side of thewall, did his best to keep them going, but they were
merely mortals. At last he had no choice but to let them deep.

Hetoo lay down. Hetried to deep, so that he would be refreshed when work resumed. He kept
remembering dl that he had heard far above them and picturing in his mind the innumerable horrors that
would beinflicted upon Lady Metisif hedid not succeed in freeing her brother.

While Alakomeneus twisted and turned restlesdly, far awvay beneath the Aegean Seathe child goddess
Metis swam hurriedly from her room within the quarters assigned to the household of the Titan 1gpetos.
The cora corridorswerelit by tiny creatures that had attached themselves at irregular intervasto the
walls or celling. Neverthel ess she had commanded a number of phosphorescent fish to accompany her
and light her way.

She had just learned that her father and mother, King Okeanos and Queen Tethys, had arrived ashort
time before with their entourage, and she was anxious to greet them. She was anxious, too, to tell her
father al she knew of the danger that faced him and to confer with him concerning what
coun-termeasures they must take.

The quarters of the King of the Ocean were dready in the midst of conversion from the smple beauty
they aready possessed to the royal opulence of the king's own palace. As she entered one of the
anterooms anumber of attendants paused in their work to greet her. Brothers and sisters gathered to kiss
and hug her and to exchange aifectionate words. She did her best to disentangle hersalf from them as
tactfully and quickly as she could, then continued searching for her father.

Shefound him at last in alarge room, surrounded by busily working gods. Some were mounting upon the
walls massive hangings woven of golden wire and beaded with diamonds and sapphires. Others were
arranging a huge mother-of-pearl throne againgt the far wall. Okeanos stood near the middle of the room,
directing ther ectivities.



"Metidl" he cried, noticing her suddenly after she had waited for dmost aminute a the doorway. "Come,
child, and kissme."

She swam quickly toward him and threw her dender arms about his bulging neck. He was very
large-amost as big as Kronas, his brother Titan. Gold ornaments glistened from hisarms and ankles.
Two small horns pesked from hislong sable hair, which was held in place by a headband woven of
rubies and pearls.

"Weve dl missed you, child. Have you and your sisters been having agood time?-No, no, it must be
moreto theright, and abit morein thisdirection, toward the entrance.

Hel€ft her to help the gods reposition the throne, then turned gracefully in the water and began to issue
abrupt ordersto other attendants, sending them off to fetch more furnishings.

When he seemed to have finished, at least for the moment, Metis approached him again. "Father,” she
sad softly, "I must spesk to you."

"Of course, Metis." He smiled down &t her. "Nothing pleases me so much as the company of my
children. What's on your young mind?' He ran hisfingersthrough her hair lovingly.

She drew closer, so that her whispers would be heard only by him. "1 must speak to you about
Kronos-and tomorrow!"

Heblinked in surprise. "What can a child such as you have on your mind about those topics? Y ou should
be playing, or working. -Y es, that'sright,” he told the gods mounting the hangings. "But if they're too
long, you'll have to tuck them at the top, not at the bottom." He turned back to her and began to muss
her hair again.

"Father, | don't know if you redlize how seriousthis has"

"Serious! Come* come; such things are for meto think about, not you. | won't haveit. Do you
understand? | won't have my beautiful daughtersfilling their pretty heads with such concerns. Serious
concernsare my province, not yours. Now hurry aong and find something fun to do, child.”

"But, Father," Metis cried in congternation, "you must listen to me. So many strange things have hap-"

He chuckled softly and ran afinger under her chin. "Kronoswill do nothing. Heisno fool. | havea
hundred of my sons here. He would be mad to attempt anything. Now listen to me, Metis. Go greet your
mother, then find something to occupy yoursdaf. These are not your problems.”

"But, Father, | haven't even told you about Proteus-"

The King of the Ocean had dready turned away and heard no more. She hesitated, her face burning,
then swam from the chamber. She went to find her mother-to greet her, nothing more, for the worst thing
she could do would beto tell Queen Tethysall she knew. Her mother would go straight to Rheaand in
an hygterica scene demand an explanation. Then she would go to each of the Titans. If Tethysweretold,
fighting could break out tonight. If anything were to be accomplished, Metis concluded sadly, she would
haveto doit hersdf.

While Metis swam to find her mother, in another part of the palace Eurybie, the sster of Nereusand



betrothed of Crios, called her Titan conspirators together in her room.

"Though Kronos has not yet arrived,” shetold them, "I'm sure helll be here before the wedding begins
tomorrow evening. He promised hewould. Still, it would be wisefor usto plan what wewill dointhe
event that heis detained and does not arrive in time.”

"But where has he gone?" Koios asked. "What could be important enough to draw him away now?"
"I'vetold you everything | know," she said. "I'm sure he has good reason for doing whatever he'sdoing.”
"Maybe hewon't comeat dl," Criossaid quietly. "Thishasal been amistake from the start.”

Eurybie turned an icy stare on the god who would tomorrow become her husband. "That's what we're
hereto talk about. Asfar as1'm concerned, it makes no difference whether or not he comesin time. Our
plan must continue."

"How can that be?' Koios demanded. "Without Kronosit won't work!"

"Now ligen," Eurybie said dowly, her eyes moving from oneto the other of them. “1 don't intend to let
anyone-not any of you, or Kronos, or Okeanos, or Nereus-destroy my work. We must al go forward
with our parts, just as planned.”

"Y ou can't expect us-" Crios said.

"Oh, yes| can-and so can Kronos. That's exactly what helll expect. He hasn't changed his mind about
anything, and anyone who doesn't do his part is going to have to answer to him."

"And just how are we supposed to accomplish anything without him?' K oios demanded. "Okeanosis
second only to Kronosin strength, and Nereusis a skilled shape changer. Besides, there will be many
godsthere to defend them.”

Shelooked at him in scorn. "No god yet liveswho can't be subdued by aheavy blow to thehead or a
dagger thrugt to the heart or brain.”

"Have you grown as rash as Kronos? The gods would turn on us and rend usto piecesif wedid such a
thing. It's Kronos who has the grievance againgt them-not ugl"

Eurybie made amotion with her hand, asif to brush aside the objection. " Grievances can be invented for
any occasion or circumstance. Leave that to me. If Kronos hasn't arrived by the end of the wedding
ceremony, | shdl blame that on Okeanos and Nereus. | shall say that they had him waylaid and that we
must ?". to defend our king."

Koiosrolled hiseyes. "You are mad! Y ou would dare such athing? Y es, yes you would!"

She laughed, her full golden hair swirling around her in the water. "' Disabuse yoursaves of any doubt in
that regard. I'll dare and risk anything rather than seethis plan fail." She laughed again. "Oh, woeto dl
you gods had | been born agod instead of agoddess. No prattle of duty and necessity and justice would
muddle my thoughts. No tittering young femaes would distract me from my goas."

Koioslooked at Crios. "And you've agreed to marry her! By Heaven and Earth, brother, you're certainly



to be pitied."
Criosdouched lower on his bench, staring glumly at the floor.

Koiosturned back to Eurybie. "Y ou speak very boldly, but you are not agod. Y ou are not Kronos. Y ou
are merely Eurybie, and nothing more. | promised to help my brother Kronos, not you. If he doesn't
returnintime-"

Now lapetos spoke, standing up from his bench. "1 will deal with Okeanos myself. No one need help me
withhim."

Koiosstared a him in disbdlief.

Eurybie smiled broadly. "Good, my lord. Kronos knew he could count on you, and so did |." Shefought
to conceal the amazement she felt. She had never dreamed that Kronoss trickery would be so
successful-and useful.

"Thank you, Lord lapetos,” she continued. "Together, even without Koios, we can accomplish al that
must be accomplished. Once | address the multitude of gods and lay before them the offenses of
Okeanos and Nereus, they will join with us overwhelmingly.” Shelooked again a Koios. "Think well,
Titan, for wherever Kronos has gone, hewill intimereturn. In al likelihood you have said the traitorous
things you have said without cause, for probably he will be here tomorrow. Were we to repesat your
words, hewould be gravely displeased. But if you fail to help usin the event of hisaosence, then truly will
he be angry with you."

Cowed by the unexpected support she had received from lapetos, Koios fumbled for words. Findly he
said, "Speak on, Eurybie. | shal do asyou command.”

Eurybie smiled. Her manner became relaxed and pleasant. "Good. Now we must discussthe little detalls,
S0 that everything will bein readinesswhen | givethe sgnd to act.”

lapetoslistened in slence. Inwardly he, too, smiled-a cold smilefilled with hatred.
TwentyEight

Aldkomeneus dept little that night. 1t was not until shortly before dawn that he succeeded in rousing his
fellow mortals and getting them to return to work. Once again they carried the tool they had found to the
limestone plug that sealed the entrance to Ophion's tunnel. Again they began the thankless task of
chipping and prying away at its edges.

Alakomeneus did his best to cheer them on and keep them a work. Finally, after more than two hours
of labor, aspot of light appeared within the tunnel. Legping to it, Alalkomeneus began to issue directions,
telling them how to fit the point of the knife into the new opening so that they could pry out the plug.
Before the men had worked in shifts, four or five at atime; now al of them contributed their strength and
weight to the effort.

The plug began to give, at first dowly, and then with a sudden lurching motion. It tumbled from its place
and fell tothefloor. In an instant Alalkomeneusjoined hisfellows.

He dlowed only aminute or two for celebration. "What of Thanatos?' he asked. "Has he, too, gone



avey?'

"Lady Metis said he was supposed to go, but that we should be careful, too, for he might not,” one
answered.

Alakomeneus nodded solemnly. "We shall be careful even in our boldness. To reach the chambers of the
king by the path the gods use-by what they cal stairs-would take too long for us. Therefore-"

He gave directions. From the sewing basket of one of the Muses they took thread, which would serve
them asrope. Alalkomeneus correctly foresaw that the rope ladder they had Ieft at the end of the tunnel
in Thanatos's secret room would no longer bein place. When al wasin readiness, he led them into the
tunndl.

Almost an hour was consumed in their passage to the top level of the palace. Once there, Aldkomeneus
had to bring to bear dl hisinfluence upon the othersto convince, and in afew cases compd them to
descend the rope to the floor of the foul-smelling chamber.

The door that separated the laboratory from the rest of Thanatos's apartment was closed and no lamp
burned within the room. A few held the torches they had brought while others struggled to position a
stool near the lock, so that they could work its mechanism. Once they had breeched the door, they made
their way easily through the series of vast rooms toward the outer corridor. Here another door blocked
their way. It was closed but not locked, and by now they had gained much experience in negotiating such
obstacles. A knife was brought and the door pried open enough for them to pass through.

Now Alakomeneus encountered another difficulty. He had in hismind only the foggiest of pictures
regarding the location of Kronoss chambers. Far more time had been used in arriving here, inthe
corridors, than he had redlized; it was dready nearly noon. The men weretired and discouraged; he had
to spend much of histime making them continue. They dragged along with them aknifelike object from
Thanatoss gpartment, and with it they pried open the outer doors of the apartmentsthat Alakomeneus
thought might be the one they sought.

Four triesled them only to storage rooms. On the fifth they found themselves |ooking into the magnificent
atrium of the Lord of the Titans. Quickly Alalkomeneus directed hisfollowersto spread out and search
the other rooms of the gpartment. All dong he had been beset by the fedling that he must act as quickly
as possibleto free Proteus. That feding was growing more extreme, though he did not redly understand
the danger that faced Metis or that nightfall on thisday would bring that danger to full force.

A morta came running back toward the atrium. "1 have found thelittle room behind the cloth wall," he
cried.

Alakomeneusran to meet him, followed by the others. They pulled the hanging asdeto find the gleaming
bronze sarcophagus in which Proteus had been imprisoned.

"Lord Proteus! Areyou within thisbox?' Alalkomeneus cried.

A voicereplied from within, distant and muffled. "Yes, it isl, Aldkomeneus. It's good to hear your voice,
littlefriend. But isit abox I'min? All isblackness here, and | have no way of knowing wherel am.”

"Yes, my lord, itisametal box. Fed content in your heart, for | and the other men will freeyou."

The mortals began to swarm over the box. It roseto over three times their height and more than once the



climbers dipped back to the floor and had to begin again.

"It isbound with straps of metal, my lord," Alalkomeneustold the god. "We will free the straps, and then
youwill befree

Hisincredible successin al that he had attempted so far gave him confidence. The mortals brought the
knifdiketool they had used on the door, and others went off to procure other implements. They began to
poke and pry at the straps.

The strapsressted their every effort. The men dipped from their positions and did to the floor, but
immediately got up and began again. Still the straps held tight. The mortal's could do no more than scratch
them.

At last Alakomeneus said, hisvoice laden with sorrow, "We havefailed, my lord. The straps hold fast.
We cannot cut or snap them loose. What shall we do, Lord Proteus?

"You havetried," the god answered. "Even theimmortal gods can do no more than try, Alalkomeneus.”

Alakomeneus sat beside the gleaming bronze wall of the sarcophagus, miserably considering hisfalure.
Ashesat, far below himin the palace agray figure stirred upon abench. Sowly Momos sat up,
gretching hisungainly armsand yawning. He sat till for afew moments, then rose shakily to hisfeet. He
rubbed his eyes, standing with his head cocked to one side.

"It'svery quiet," he muttered to himsdlf. "'Far too quiet. How can anyone expect me to deep when
everything isso unnaturdly Hill. Makesit seem like something isn't right.”

He began walking.

"Usudly it'stoo noisy," he continued to himsdlf, "but no noise at al isn't right elther. Far, far too quiet
now. | told Kronosit was too noisy before, but now he's gonetoo far. | shal have to complain again.
Lord Kronos must command each of the godsto make alittle noise. A little soft, quiet noise.”

Muittering under his breeth, he climbed the winding stairway toward the chambers of the King of the
Gods, intent upon registering his objection.

"A god! A godiscoming,” one of the mortals cried. He ran from the corridor outs de the gpartment of
Kronos, where he had wandered when his muscles were no longer needed, toward Alalkomeneus, who
gtill sat beside the enormous bronze chest in which Proteus was confined. A god comes! He comesthis
way!"

"A god?' Alalkomeneus demanded. "What god? Noneis supposed to remainin al the palace.

"I don't know. He was just entering the corridor from the stairway."

Alakomeneus hastened to the atrium. As he reached it, Momos came to a hdt in the doorway. He
rubbed his eyes and |ooked again at the little godlike creatures who confronted him.

Alakomeneus stepped forward from among hisfellows. "O God-Whose-Name-We-Do-Not-Know,"
he cried, "weimploreyour help!"

Momosblinked his eyes, saring a them in puzzlement.



"In the next room," Alakomeneus continued rapidly, "lies agod who needs you. We beg you to come
and hdphim."

"A god?' Momos asked. "What god? Why does he need my help?’

Alakomeneus thought quickly. He feared to say too much. "We know not his name, my lord. Please
come and seefor yoursdf. A terrible trick was played upon him."

Shaking his head, mumbling just above his bresth, Momosfollowed them. They led him to wherethe
bronze chest lay.

"Can't seeit back here)” Momos said. "This hanging keeps getting in theway." Ashe complained he
grabbed hold of the box and laborioudy dragged it out into the room.

"Themetd strapshold it shut," Alalkomeneus explained.

"But who iswithin? How did he come to be where clothing should be kept?'

"I do not know his name, my lord. Hetried to tell us, but we could not hear him clearly. He was tricked
into crawling ingde, then some other god cruelly trapped him there, so that he could not attend the
wedding. It wasacrud trick, and not funny at al, do you not think?"

Momos nodded his head gravely, examining the meta straps asthe mortal spoke. "Y es, avery crud one.
Kronaos should forbid such tricks. Only funny ones should be alowed. | must remember to talk to him,
and have him make alaw about it."

Each of the meta straps passed through a buckldlike fastener; each was a so riveted at two or three
places. Momos looked about, took up the knife that lay nearby, and began awkwardly to pry & the

rivets.

Alakomeneuswaited anxioudy. The god worked with agonizing downess, muttering the entiretime,
Finaly one strap came free and he turned his attention to the other.

"Oh, please hurry, my lord!" Aladkomeneus said. "The god isaready late for the wedding."
"What wedding?' Momos asked. "Who's getting married?”
"Oh, please keep working, my lord. I'll tell you dl | know while you work."

At last thefind strap cameloose. Within the box Proteus shoved upward with dl his strength. The lead
that sealed the seams began to crack and crumble. Momos moved back as the lid was pushed aside.

Proteus rose up and was out of the box amost ingtantly. He looked quickly about. He saw
Aldkomeneus. "Thisisthe day of the wedding? How much time remains until night?'

"Yes, Lard Proteus-thisisthe day. | do not know how much time remains. Go-go quickly, to save Lady
Metis and the otherg"

Now the god of ocean looked a Momos, who was blinking at him. "Will these little creatures be safe



here with you? Will you help them and et no harm befdl them?"

"Go, Lord Proteus," Alalkomeneus cried before Momoas could answer. "Wewill be safe-go and help
Lady Metigl"

Proteus nodded, then turned and ran toward Ae atrium of the gpartment, causing wingsto grow from his
back. Through the atrium he ran and out onto the gallery. Without pausing he threw himself into the sky,
flying toward the Kingdom of Nereus.

As heflew an uneasiness crept upon him. Ahead lay the glistening blue Aegean; to the south he could see
the mountains where Na assa and Philyrawere waiting for him. Ashelooked in that direction his
uneasiness became stronger. He tried to shake the fegling but could not.

From the position of the sun he knew that he had perhaps two hours before nightfal. The wedding would
not begin until the new moon rose. He changed his course, siwvooping in awide circle and heading south.
He mugt satisfy himsalf that Nalassaand Philyrawere safe. He flew even faster now, his grest wings
beating furioudy.

As he raced toward the mountains his uneasiness became still more intense. Even though he had never
before approached them from this direction, he had the sensation that he was reenacting something that

had happened before, perhaps long ago.

He cameto earth near the cave in which he had |eft Nalassa. The cave was empty. All around him
reigned silence. He stood upon the ledge and looked out over the vast terrain below, then raised his
voice.

"Nalassal Philyral" Hisvoice echoed back from far avay.

After afew minutes he descended, pausing regularly to look and call again. Findly, from the direction of
the canyon, afemale figure appeared and called back weakly. Now he darted downward toward her in
great leaps. He reached the valey floor and ran toward the point where awall of rock opened into the

canyon.

Before he reached it Philyracame toward him. Her face was bruised and streaked with dirt. Her clothing
was ripped and disheveled. Shewas crying.

"Oh, Proteus," she said, throwing hersdf into hisarms. "Oh, brother-"

Just ahead an outcropping of rocks hid a part of the high bluff. He ssumbled to astop, Philyrahanging
from his neck. His head redled. He knew what lay beyond. In his mind he saw Na assa's broken body
lying at the foot of thewall of rock, her skull split open. A part of him knew-had known all long-that she
was mortal and must die.

"Oh, brother,” Philyrasobbed, "1 think-I think she's dead! Kronos haskilled her."

He staggered around the rocks and fell weeping upon the naiad's lifeless body.

"Naassa," he cried, "oh, Nalassal This-thisiswhat | foresaw s0 long ago!™

Twenty Nine



The wedding of Eurybie and Crios began when adozen beautiful Nereids entered the greet hdl of
Nereusthrough thelarge portdsinits high celling. They swam in circles, performing agraceful aquatic
dance to announce the appearance of the new moon. At their arrival a cry went up from the multitude of
gods assembled in the huge chamber. A few momentslater Eurybie began to swim from one of the
corridors a the rear of the hall toward a broad platform that had been erected for the ceremony.

She was garbed in white. Behind her followed a procession of Nereids who strewed crushed seashellsin
every direction. The multicolored fragments hung suspended in the water, glistening. Crioswasaready in
place on the platform, awaiting his bride.

The throne room of Nereus was decorated with innumerable flowers that had been brought from land
and sea. Some hung festooned from the walls and others carpeted the floor of the platform. The vast
floor of the hall was covered with petdsand smdl, bright shells.

Asshejoined Crios, Eurybielooked out over the assemblage. It was the custom of many of the godsto
carry their weapons on formal occasions, and the room bristled with spears and with the tridents of the
followers of Okeanos. Kronos had ill not arrived, nor had any message been received from him.
Eurybi€'s quick eyes sought out her accomplices, 1apetos was within the entourage of Okeanos, very
near the ocean god himsalf. Koios was positioned not far from Nereus, near the far sde of the room. Al
was in readiness. She turned to face Crios, and the ceremony began.

Metis had not failed to notice the positioning of Kronos's conspirators. She noticed, too, that by instinct
or design her brothers-nearly ahundred of them-had taken up places surrounding her father and mother
so0 that Okeanos and Tethys were shielded on every side by awall of armed guards. Only lapetos could
reach her father easily, and the child watched him carefully as the wedding progressed. Much of thetime
he was looking at Okeanos. Beneath his cloak he was carrying something of fair size, which he seemed
intent upon keeping hidden.

Kronos's continued absence puzzled and worried her, but the positioning of 1apetos and Koios, and
Eurybie's quick glancestoward them, convinced her that her father was il very much in danger. She
was determined to do whatever lay in her power to prevent any harm from befalling him. Within her
clothing she still concedled the pouch she had brought from Olympos. In the golden girdle of her chiton
she carried her smdll, ornate dagger. More than once she rehearsed in her mind the movements that
could thrust it into the back of 1apetos should he attack her father.

The ceremony proceeded dowly, with rich, elaborate words that Eurybie mouthed with untroubled
ingncerity. Crios, stiff and looking dazed, managed to recite his part in turn.

Findly, asthe wedding neared its conclusion, a disturbance caused everyone to look back toward the
main entrance of the hal. An opening appeared in the ranks of the assemblage and through it swam the
King of the Gods. Suppressed whispers spread through the crowd, dying to silence ashe took up a
position in the front ranks near the platform.

He was dressed only in the loincloth he had worn two nights before, when he suddenly departed from
Olympos. In hisright hand he carried the longest knife Metis had ever seen. His hair and beard werein
wild disorder and hiswide, piercing eyes blazed. He barely looked at the other gods he joined, instead
directing dl of his attention toward Eurybie and Okeanos.

Since leaving Philyrathe previous evening, Kronos had continued hisfrantic search for his newborn son.
And that night he had searched and on into the next morning, until at last exhaustion clamed him and he



fell adeep. He had only awakened a short time ago. Somehow he had managed to remember the
wedding and had hastened here.

"L et the wedding continue," he said, his huge chest till heaving from the exertion of hisrapid journey.
Eurybie recovered her composure quickly, turning back to her groom. An attendant handed her an
enormous skin flask, the type from which the water gods consumed nectar. She held it above her head
with its narrow neck near her face.

"May our love be like nectar,” she said, "may it be sweet and satisfying and imperishable."

She put the skin to her mouth, pinched open ameta clasp, and drank deeply. Then she handed the flask
to Crios. "Drink well, O my husband."

"Like nectar may our love be," he answered, the words sounding pinched and unnatura on hislips,
"sparkling and heady and beyond the touch of time." He drank quickly, then handed the container aside.

Eurybietook hishandsin hers. "Oursisthe kiss of marriage," she proclaimed, "the kissthat binds us one
to the other, in perpetud love."

“Oursisthekiss. . ." He began to stumble upon the words.

Ignoring his difficulty, Eurybie stepped close to him and raised her lipsto his, kissng him. A roar of
approval rose from the assemblage, for this marked the completion of the ceremony and the two were
now married in the eyes of the gods.

Smiling broadly, Eurybie turned to face the crowd. Astheroar died away, she addressed Kronos.
"My lord Kronos, we' ve been waiting for you. We feared that-that some harm-might have befalen you.”

Her words were heavily weighted. Though he barely glanced at her he ingtantly understood her true
meaning. Stepping forward, he turned with one hand raised to address the gods. Absolute silence fell
over the assemblage.

Slowly hishand fell, until it pointed directly at Okeanos. "Brother, you havefailed!" he proclaimed, his
voice booming through the watery medium. ™Y our lackeys found me, brother-they found me and crept
upon me, taking me by surprise. By their number they wrestled me to the ground, swarming over me and
holding mefast. But they could not keep me aprisoner. They liefar away, upon awide plain, crippled
andwallinginpan.”

The face of Okeanoswasimpassive. Hisfollowerswere fully dert, nervoudy gripping their tridents.

"But | do not blame you done," Kronos continued, dowly moving hisarm until now he pointed at
Nereus, who stood to the far side of the room. "I accuse you, too, God of the Seawho is called ‘truthful
Nereus." Will you be truthful tonight and acknowledge dl your treachery? Or must | lay it bare before dl
the gods, who haven't even asuspicion of the guile that liesin your heart?'

A look of sadness passed over the features of the King of the Aegean.

"Y ou must somehow have learned that | knew of your plot against me-that | knew what you planned to



do here, tonight, among these festivities, where you planned to take me off guard. Somehow you had
deceived yourselvesinto believing that al these gods and goddesses of the great broad world would
acquiesce to your cowardly treachery.”

Now helet hisarm fal to his side and his eyes move from face to face among the gods that thronged the
room. ” These two planned to lure me aside, where no other eyes could see, and with cowardly blows
strike me unconscious. Then, with their followers, they would carry meto dark Tartaros and confine me
there in the dank world from which no one escapes. Okeanos and Nereus-they would be your new
lords. They would divide the world between them, and rule to their own gain.

"They think the gods have short memories. They think you will not remember who led you to tame the
world and bend it to your use-who elevated you above the beasts of the forest and made you worthy of
the name 'gods.’ They think you will forget the allegiance each of you has sworn to Olympos and to me!
"But | know better. | know that most of you will not waver in your loyalty. Y ou have not forgotten-those
of you who are old enough-the long dark night of ignorance and filth and deprivation, from which | led
you 0 long, long ago. Decelt and lying promiseswill profit them nothing in your eyes. | am your king, and
you will not forsake your pledgesto me.”

For amoment he was silent. Sowly his eyes returned to Okeanos. "Ungrateful brother! Uponyou | have
rained privileges and honors without number-yes, and love. | have honored you above dl the other Titans
and gods. | have endured the bitter spitein your heart, the envy and the lies that you have strewn upon
me from your lair at the edge of the world- because of my lovefor you. In the face of even thisaffront, |
could be patient. But | must not. Y our rash actions have not only me astheir target; the welfare of dl the
godsisa stake. My forebearance must end, however much | regret it. Y ou threaten not me alone, but
the welfare of dl the gods-and that | cannot allow.”

On the platform Eurybie listened with delight and surprise. Kronoss hectic, distraught manner upon his
arrival had made her anxious. To her intense satisfaction he had dipped easily into his cunning speech. As
she looked about the chamber she could see that most of the gods were dready being swayed by his
words. Mogt of them were from the broad earth, unfamiliar with Olympos. They had little or no persona
knowledge of the Lord of the Titans. They gripped their weapons and listened with unconcealed outrage.

"Y ou sent out your followersto waylay mein secret,” Kronos continued, "because you thought | would
not come here, sincel knew of your plot against me. How wrong you were. | face my enemies. | don't
run from them. Look, Okeanos. Look, Nereus. | am here. Come-| await you!" Hissword glistened at his
sdewherehehddit.

The reaction of the gods was instantaneous. A great cry went out. "Punish them!™ someone shouted.
"Punish Okeanos and Nereus." The gods began to surge toward the two.

"No," Kronos cried, holding his sword above his head. "No, take them prisoner. Do not harm them if
that ispossble-for | love them both despite ther crimes.”

Now gods armed with spears began to push against the tridents of the sons of Okeanos. Shouts and the
sounds of battle filled the underwater throne room. A smilar crowd surged toward Nereus, but Koios
was dready upon the god, pinning hisarmsto his chest. Beautiful, golden-haired Nereidstried to free
him, but the followers of Kronos held them back.

Now another uproar began from the rear of the crowd. "Wait!" aloud voice caled. The gods began to
part and through them swam Proteus and Philyra. Proteus carried in hisarmsthe limp body of Naassa



He swam directly toward the platform, stopping a short distance in front of it. Kronos, hisface reflecting
both surprise and anger, stared at them.

Proteus reverently laid the body of the naiad upon the floor, then stood and |ooked dowly about the
room. Metis edged her way through her brothers and sstersto be near him. Some kind of change had
come over hisface-it borelines of anguish, but there was also an odd, distracted quality about his
features. His eyeslooked, but did not seem to see the gods al about him. When he spoke, his voice too
was dtered- snuous and flowing and distant, asthough it came in part from a source other than his deep
chest and finelips.

"Oh, Proteus!" Metis cried, finally succeeding in penetrating the cordon of guards about her father. She
threw hersdf down beside Nalassa.

At the name of the god awhisper ran through the crowd, like the voice of the surf upon ashore. His
name waswell known, aswas his gift of prophecy. The crowd fell sllent as he began to spesk.

"View your work, King of the Gods. Y ou have sought death, and found it. The naiad Naassa lies dead
a your hands."

The listening gods reacted with incredulity to his statement; neverthel essthey struggled to get near enough
to look upon the river nymph's body.

"Y es, Kronos-not al nymphs areimmortd. Y ou knew that from the body of another nymph, in the
hidden room of your servant Thanatos. Y ou set him the task of discovering the secret of death, and found
it yoursdlf. In her ichor isthe taint of mortdity-it speaksfor itsdf by the pinkness of its color. Shewas
tainted with morta blood, and you have dain her!"

"What nonsense," Kronos cried. "The nymph is merely unconscious. In time her wound will hed and
shell awaken. Why do you blame mefor her condition? I've never seen her before, son of Okeanos.”

"This god speskstrue," avoice cried. Prometheus had followed Metis through the entourage of
Okeanos, pulling his brother Epimetheus behind him. "Weve seen the secret room. Initisthe
decomposing corpse of anymph. We've al seen it-my brother and | and Metis. What thisgod saysis
true”

Behind and to one side of the platform upon which Crios and Eurybie still stood, the god Thanatos was
watching and ligening with intenseinterest. At last he could restrain himsdlf no longer. He swvam rapidly
toward the body of the naiad. His path brought him upon Kronos from the rear.

TheKing of the Gods must have glimpsed the rapid motion, for he struck out ingtinctively, asthough he
were being attacked. His gleaming sword flashed downward dmost with alife of its own, decapitating
the god. The momentum of Thanatoss body continued to carry it forward while the head, its eyes wide
and its mouth spread in a silent scream, went spinning upward in the water.

"Witnessyour king!" Proteus cried. "'In that same room on Olympos was another god whose head and
body have been severed. The weagpon he holdsin his hand was forged for the purposeit just served.”

Eurybie stepped forward on the platform, determined to defend Kronosin any way she could. "These
arelies" shecried. "Thereis no such room asthe one of which they speak. | would have seenit if it
exiged."



Kronosfollowed her lead. "Yes, dl lies, intended by this son of Okeanos to deceive the gods. Will no
one defend me from them? lapetos-you know the truth of these matters.”

| gpetos stood inside the group of bodyguards surrounding Okeanos. Klymene, hiswife, sood beside
him. Drawing aside his cloak, he revealed his own sword, the twin of the one Kronos held. He drew it
back above his head to strike Okeanos.

Before the sword could fall, Klymene let out astartled scream and leaped between her husband and her
father.

"lapetod" she cried. "What are you doing? Husband, would you do violence against the father of your
wife?"

The face of |apetos was contorted with hate. Still he hesitated. The sword remained above his head,
ready to descend. Okeanos had turned to face him now and signaled back those of his sonswho started
to interfere.

"Strike down the adultress,” Kronos cried. Though he was surprised to see the weapon lapetos carried,
he was ready to turn any development to his own advantage. " Strike them both down!™

"Adultress!" Klymene repested the word, her face pale with astonishment. "What does he mean? Why
does hecal methat?'

Instead of answering, |apetos pushed her aside so that again he faced Okeanos. The ocean god made no
move to defend himself, but only looked at his assallant.

"Strike, lapetos,”" Eurybie cried excitedly, "beforeit'stoo late.”

"Look well at those who defend Kronos," Proteus said, hisvoice gtill strangely distant and hiseyesrolled
up so that they looked not at any of the gods but toward the high ceiling of the chamber. "Each has been
promised akingdom for his help. 1apetos shdl rulein Okeanos's steed if Kronos succeeds, and Eurybie

shall be Queen of the Aegean.”

Proteus's words produced an immediate reaction, but not among those to whom they were addressed.
Klymene had again ingnuated hersdf between her husband and her father, and while lapetos struggled to
push her aside the sea goddess K eto sought out Phorkys, her husband. She spoke to him quickly, casting
frequent glancestoward Eurybie, and then after afew moments she swam to the bride.

She whispered to her sister and Eurybie whispered back. The conversation seemed to develop into an
argument. Now both goddesses approached the very edge of the platform and spoke with Kronos. The
noise within the hal was so greet that only the godsin the immediate vicinity could hear what was said.

"Quiet, Eurybie" the Titan said gruffly. "Thisis not the time to speak of thismatter. Wewill discussit
later.”

"Wewill not!" Eurybie said. "Y ou've promised the Kingdom of Nereusto both me and Keto. | want to
know right now whoisgoing to get it."

Kronos glanced anxioudy about, then turned and addressed a number of armed gods nearby.



"Widl, Kronos," Eurybie said, summoning every bit of her sdlf-restraint. "I demand your answer."

"Silence, traitor,” he cried. "Take her prisoner," hetold the gods. "Hold her fagt, lest she escape.” Now
he again addressed dl the gods.

"How they twist the truth in their lying mouths. I've promised Eurybie nothing. She'san dly of her brother
Nereus. Thiswedding was her idea, to tempt me hereinto atrap. She knew | could not decline an
invitation to my own brother'swedding. Thisand her own persona gain are the reasons she sought him
out as husband. She connived to have the wedding held here, where | would be among my enemies.”

A number of gods surrounded her, but before they could take hold of her she had drawn her dagger.
Likeawild cat she fought, bristling and dashing on every sde. She wounded three of them before they
drew back.

"Traitor? Y ou cal meatraitor, you King of Deceit? Y ou've chosen the wrong goddessto betray. Let
your godstake me. They'll carry meto Tartaros kicking and screaming and denouncing you with every
breath of my body. Helies! He promised metherule of this kingdom, and for that reason | have
supported him in every way."

Kronoslaughed. "None who know you could possibly believe that. Would | put someone like you ona
throne? Quickly, take her!"

Her eyes and tongue were as sharp as the dagger with which she drove back the gods again. "lapetos,”
shecried. "It isn't Klymene who decelved you, but Krones. It wasn't your wife you saw in the arms of
Proteus-it was |. Kronos himsdlf was disguised as Proteus to decelve you. Wetricked you into thinking
her unfaithful. Neither she nor Okeanos ever plotted against youl.

"But that isn't all-not the depth of the crud, heartless decelt that Kronos has played upon you," she
continued. "L ong, long ago he determined to creste some excuse for ridding himsalf forever of Okeanos
and making the Kingdom of Ocean hisown-in fact if not in name. It was then that he began to cast about
for some dliance. He plotted to make you put aside your wife Themis and take to wife a daughter of
Okeanos. Childlessness was an excuse, but when that was not enough-he devised afase oracle. Do you
hear, |apetos? That oracle wasfalse! And now, under changed circumstances, he connived to turn you
againg another wife you love. He has betrayed you-crudly. He has sacrificed your love and happinessto
his own heartless ambition. Kronos is your enemy, not Okeanos!”

"Take her! Bind the sister of Nereus!" Kronos continued to shout as she spoke.

The clamor within the great hal was so great that only the gods near the platform heard dl Eurybie said.
| apetos, however, heard clearly.

Eurybie still succeeded in holding at bay those who would have taken her prisoner. The mgority of the
gods remained firmly on the side of the King of the Gods.

"Youwho areloyal," Kronos cried, turning back to the vast assemblage, "take prisoner those who would
deceive and betray you."

A portion of the gods surged toward Okeanos and again spears and tridents began to flash.



"Let me peak,” afemaevoice cdled out. It was Philyra. She came alittle forward, to stand in front of
Proteus. Shewas il clothed in rags and the scratches on her face and body were easily visibleto those
near her. "Quiet!" shecried. "It ismy turn to speak.”

The noisefel to amurmur, then findly to absolute Sllence.

"I am Philyra, adaughter of Okeanos," she said, her voice tiff and hrill asit rang through the hall. " For
amost four months| have lived upon Olympos, aguest of thefamily of 1gpetos. It was my misfortune
to-to have the King of the Gods-find-find me attractive.”

As she spoke her voice began to crackle with emotion. "I wasyet amaid, with no interest in love. But my
innocenceand . . . virtue. . . had no effect upon him-or the wrong effect. He became more and more
ingstent. At last, when | could escape his advances no longer, | fled Olympos. ... It was yesterday that he
found me again-with the river nymph you see behind me!™

She gestured toward the limp form of Nalassa. Metis was sill bent above the body. She had taken
something from the pouch within her clothing and was gpplying it to the naiad's mouth and wounds. Puffs
of pink ichor rose from the wounds.

As she continued to speak Philyra became more and more impassioned, sobbing out her story. "He came
upon us unexpectedly. Naassafought bravely to help me escape. He threw her into the rocks, killing
her-because she tried to protect me. Still | fled from him. | didn't know what had happened to Nalassa.
I-1 hid myself among-among aherd of horses. | took upon mysdlf the-the form of a-of amare. He
became a horse too-and tried to-to take me while we both werein anima form. | fled him again,
resuming my own size and shape. Because of the ... madness. . . that was upon him-or because he could
more easly overtake me-he retained the shape of astallion but-returned to his naturd size. The beast
caught me easily. It pushed me down across an outcropping of rocks-and-and so great was the- frenzy
of hislust-that-that-that he took me while still in the form of a horse!™

She was sobbing uncontrollably now as she screamed the final words. Proteus moved beside her and put
an arm about her, drawing her back a step. Now he spoke again.

"Thisisyour king. In his mad passion he has begotten upon her amonster child-a creature tainted by the
manner of its conception.” Proteuss head wastilted upward and dl hisfeatures seemed transfigured by
the prophetic spirit that was upon him. "Y et the child shall be amonster in body only. Hismind shdl be
unsullied. Acrossthe broad earth he shal be known for hiswisdom and gentleness.”

"Lies!" Kronos screamed. "Lies of my enemies-of the children of Okeanos. | never touched the
Okeanid-or the naiad. Take them prisoner-dl these traitors who would destroy the world we have built!"

The gods stirred uncertainly. Most of them wanted to believe Kronos, but were now unsure. Before any
could act another figure moved toward the platform, looking tall and regd. It was Rhea. She pulled from
her face the golden vell that concesaled her battered features.

"Am | achild of Okeanos, husband? Am | one of that lying lot?"

Heglared at her. "Quiet, Rhea. | warn you- keep silent!™

"No more, husband. I've gnawed my own lips so long that | can bear their taste no longer. Ligten, dl of
you! 1, too, shdl tell you of your high-minded King of the Gods, who has brought righteousness and the



ways of law into thisworld. I know him-oh, I know him asno other! I, hiswife and queen, can attest
more accurately than anyone to the nobility of his character, the greatness of his heart. Heisagod above
al others-for whom no law is sacrosanct, no lie too daring, no crime too heinous!™

Fury gripped the Titan as she spoke. He started toward her, his sword drawn back, but at a gesture from
Okeanos aline of tridents sprang forward to block hisway.

"Look upon my face-it isas much the work of Kronos asisthe body of the nymph or the suffering of
Philyra. All hiswords have been lies. No followers of Okeanos or Nereus attacked him to keep him from
thiswedding. | know full well why he arrived so late, with Sgns of long exertion clearly visble upon him.
He was seeking his son-his newborn son and mine-that he might devour him!™

Her face beamed with exdtation as she watched her husbhand's vain efforts to reach her.

"Six children have | borne him in secret, and five he has eaten! I've seen his distended body as he forced
down histhroat what he thought to be hissixth child-for | decelved him!" Shelaughed. "I've seen him
writhe upon the floor, hisbody bloated like some reptile that has gorged itself. But thislast child escaped
him-and shdl continue to escape him-for he is destined to depose hisfather and rule in hisfather's place.
It isthis prophecy that Kronosfears. To avoid it he has sunk to such atrocity.”

Horror and aversion gripped the gods. They shrank back from Kronos, so that now alarge space
separated him from the assemblage.

"Liar!" Kronos screamed, dmost insane with rage. "Traitor of awifel” Behind him on the platform il
stood afew of the gods who had gone there to withstrain Eurybie. From one of them he grabbed a
spear. Hisgreat arm drew far back and then drove the weapon straight toward Rhea

Proteus acted the moment Kronos reached for the spear. With the practiced skill of hislong years
beneath the water, he shot toward Rhes, intercepting the missile before it could strike and deflecting it
upward above the crowd.

"Enemies" Kronos shrieked. "All of you are my enemies. Come and face me, cowardd! I'll fight all of
you-every last one of you!™

An opening appeared in the ranks of guards about Okeanos. Through it stepped grim-faced | apetos. In
his hand he, too, carried along, glistening sword. Without aword he advanced toward his brother and

king.

"No!" Proteus cried, now swimming between | apetos and Kronos. Do not strike him, lapetos. It isnot
for you to punish him. Hisdoom isordained. It awaits him in the fullness of time and is not oursto

dispense!”

For along moment | apetos hesitated, hisfacefilled with hatred and loathing. Then he threw down his
sword, turned, and swam from the great hall. Klymene, hiswife, sivam after him.

Silencereigned. Then dowly, afew at atime, the gods began to leave.
"Come back," Kronos commanded. "Where are you going? Stay! |, your king, command you to stay!"

No onelistened. Singly, by twos and threes, then in large groupsthey Ieft. Laughter from the platform



behind him made Kronos turn and look in that direction. It was Eurybie. She, too, was leaving. Asshe
swam away she laughed and laughed.

With acry like awounded anima Kronos propelled himsdf through the water toward Okeanos, his
sword waving wildly. The sons of Okeanos blocked his attack and forced him back while they, too,
dipped from the room.

Proteusfelt atug on hisarm. It was Metis. "Quickly," she said, "we must carry Nalassato shore-while
therés till achance.”

He stared at her in puzzlement. "There isno chance, sister. | have looked into the future. Sheis dead.
Kronoshasdain her.”

The child was crying, the tearsimmediately washed away by the water al around them. Her voicerang
with angry determination. "No! She can't be dead. Y our vision must have been wrong. | won't let her
die"

At her indstence he took up the body of the naiad. Metisled the way and Philyrafollowed him.

Behind them Kronaos continued to shout orders, but al the gods had |eft him. Only Thanatos remained,
his head floating aimlesdy about the vast chamber.

Thirty

On the beach of asmall idand Metis tended Nalassa through the night. She let ambrosiadissolvein the
naiad's mouth and applied it to her wounds. Proteus built a bonfire to keep them warm and to provide
light. At first Philyrahovered about her young sster, ready to offer assistance, but in time she acquiesced
to their suggestion that she lie down and deep. When her stock of ambrosiabegan to grow small, Metis
scattered fragments upon the ground and commanded them to grow into afresh supply.

Findly, asthe night neared morning, the child goddess came and sat at the bonfire, near her brother. He
looked up at her approach, hisfestures no longer imbued with the strange quality they had bornein the
hall of Nereus.

"Sheisdead,” he said smply, without any trace of question in hisvoice.

"No," Metisingsted. "At least sheisn't completely dead, in the way you mean. Listen, brother, I've done
much thinking about this maiter of mortality and immortality. I-1 think Nalassaisindeed mortal-but she's
divinetoo. | think this must be true of many, if not most, of the nymphs, perhaps of al the lesser gods.
But they do not dieasanimalsdie.

“Even thelargest of animas-amammoth, for ingance- would die instantly from such awound. Shedid
not. Shewas dying dowly, | think, one part of her divine body at atime. Parts of her were aready dead
when we arrived here. Deterioration had set in, but I'm amost certain that the materia |’ ve been applying
to her wounds has arrested its progress. If it has, then she may begin to hedl. Her divine body-the part
that till lives-may begin to reclaim the other parts of her and to rebuild them.

"Oh, Proteus," she cried, "don't give up yet! She may 4ill live”

He shook his head sadly. "No, Metis. It wasthis | foresaw so long ago. Long before you were born,



when my visons came clearly, not in hideousfits, | saw my love for her-and the pain of her degth. | could
not bear the pain, and so | hid it from mysdf. From that day until this, I could not ook into the future
except in the fits that came upon me, and | never remembered what | saw or heard in that Sate.”

"Your vison hasreturned,” she said. "l could seethat in your face when you came into the palace of
Nereus."

He nodded, staring into the grest fire.

"But these clear visons-are they really clear? Could you not be mistaken? Have you looked again, to see
if Nalassatruly must die?’

"No, | haven't looked. | shdl never willingly look into the future again.”

"But could you not be mistaken? Brother, if I'm right and Naassaisindeed mortal, then she will die-but
that may befar in the future, not today. Wasit not you who warned us againgt trying to interpret a

prophecy?"

"I don't know. Even clear visons are but glimpses and fedings. Metis, | saw her lying upon the
ground-just aswhen | actually found her-and | knew that she was dead. Or that she was dying and
would soon be dead. Oh, how worthlessthese visions are. | had seen much of what has happened to us,
but only in fragments.”

From ashort distance away they heard Philyrastirring in her deep. After afew moments she settled
down again.

"The poor child," Proteus said. " She's suffered greetly, too. Shewon't easily adjust to what's happened to
her, and to the child she must bear. It's abitter destiny that faces her. We must try to comfort her as best
we can, Metis"

Looking sad, Metis nodded. "Still, she's strong and young. . . . I'll do whatever | can to help and cheer
her."

The child went to check on Naassa. After gpplying fresh ambrosia, she returned and again sat near her
brother in front of theroaring fire.

After some moments he said quietly, " "The gull shal weep, the eagle ceaseto soar .. '™

"', .. when the white mare rears her hooves and the broken willow piercestheir hearts.' Yes, |
remember the prophecy,” Metissaid. "It has been fulfilled. The white mare was Philyra. She reared her
hooves againgt Kronos when she bravely denounced him. Poor Naassa, the river nymph-sheisthe
broken willow whose plight has pierced your heart- and that of Kronos, the eagle, by the part she played
in defeating him. -Oh, I'm sorry. I'm upsetting you.”

"No, it'sdl right, Metis. Y es, Kronos was the eagle-and |, the gull that weeps. ..."

"But has Kronos truly ceased to soar?"

Proteus shrugged in the darkness. "Perhaps. We will learnin time.”



"What was the rest of the prophecy? There was more, but | can't remember it."
" 'Change follows change when god devoursgod . . ' "
"When god devours god!" she said. "That must mean Kronos-and his children.”

"' .. Titan againg Titan,'" Proteus continued, " 'god againgt god . . . power unleashed, force undreamt. .

"We have seen Titan againgt Titan and god against god.”

"Y es, but weve only seen the beginning,” he said dowly. "Thismuch | know from what | saw today, with
the return of my vison-we've witnessed only the first of many changesthat will come upon the earth. A
new erais beginning, brighter and grander than that in which we live. Therewill indeed be new and
terribleforces. ..."

"This newborn god-this son of Kronos-isit he who will inaugurate the new world?!

"I think so, but | have only glimpsed the future. The world of Kronosis not dying; it'sfading away.
Another will grow strong and rich and bright in its place. What role any of uswill havein this new
world-that | cannot say." Helooked up suddenly, shaking his head and blinking his eyes.

He seemed to be trying to cast off the mood that had possessed him.

The new day dawned and Metis continued to tend Naassa. "I think her wounds are beginning to heal
themsalves," she reported excitedly.

Proteus refused to alow her enthusiasm to infect him. When Metis or Philyra sat and talked with him, his
spirit seemed to rise alittle; but as soon asthey left him to himsdlf, he dipped back into deep depression.
He was convinced that nothing could return Nalassato him.

Toward noon awinged figure approached from the direction of Olympos. It wasther sster Klymene,
who had seen the bonfire when leaving the Kingdom of Nereus the night before. She brought with her a
large basket. As she set it down the lid popped open and a number of mortal heads appeared.

With acry Metis bent toward them, scooping up Alalkomeneus. Within moments the others were out of
the basket and crawling over her.

"Thdiaand Prometheus convinced meto bring them to you," Klymene explained. "They thought they
would be safer here than on Olympos. Kronosis broken; the gods will follow him no more, for he no
longer deservesto rule. All the gods are leaving Olympos. They're packing now, and by nightfal none
will remain. Even Momosisleaving, after someone managed to explain to him al that had happened. The
secret room of Thanatos was opened and Oizys found. He, too, isbeing carried away."

"What happened to Thanatos?' Metis asked, looking up from me mortals.

"Nereus wouldn't have him in his kingdom-in two pieces or one! He had the head and body carried
ashore and put in acave, where they can grow back together.”

"What of you and lgpetos?’ Philyraasked timidly.



A dight smiletouched Klymeneslips. "All iswell between us, Sgter. I've dways known that he il loves
Themis, but that doesn't matter. He loves me and is my husband. He wants to remain my husband
and-and | want him to remain." She laughed sdlf-conscioudy. "Were packing now, too. lapetosis
leading dl the other gods to Mount Othrys, where we shal make our new home."

Sometime later Klymene left them, returning to her family on Mount Olympaos. Metis continued to apply
ambrosiato the naiad's body. Late in the day she brought Proteusto look at Nalassa.

"Do you see? The wounds are heding. | told you not to give up. The ambrosia has marvelous
regenerative properties. Y ou saw how quickly Oizys began to grow when wefed it to him."

"Oh, Mdis, please-l can't bear this," he said, dmost sobbing. "Don't you understand? She can't live. |
know that she must die.”

"No!" the child answered firmly. ™Y ou don't know that. In such astate, overwhelmed by all you saw, you
might easily have misinterpreted the vision. Y ou knew that she was mortal and you saw her lying there,
the evidence of her mortality oozing from her ghastly wound. Perhaps at the same time you remembered
the dead nymph in Thanatoss workshop, and got dl of that muddled together in your heed. If sheis
indeed mortal, as| fear, then perhaps you saw that as well and mixed in a premonition of her death
sometimein thefar future.”

"Please, Metis"

Just then asigh came from the lips of the naiad. Both Metis and Proteus bent over her. Nalassas eyes
flickered open. She seemed to be looking at Proteus. The corners of her mouth drew back in the dightest
of smiles, and then the eyes closed again.

Metis quickly examined the naiad. "Oh, brother! | told you-shelives! She grows stronger with each
moment. Her heart can be plainly felt. Shewill live, brother!”

Sobbing, Proteus was kissing the naiad's face and lips. Metis had to pull him away. She was crying and
grinning at the sametime. "Patience, Proteus. Y ou must give her timeto regain her strength.” Metis
sgueezed drops of ambrosiainto Naassa's mouth and the nymph swallowed weskly.

All that night the naiad grew stronger. Proteus refused to leave her side and Metis continued to tend her
with ambrosiaat regular intervals. By morning Nalassa had fully regained consciousness and was able to
stupwith hdp and tak quietly.

Later, when Naassa dept again, Proteus and Metis spoke privately. "I’ ve been thinking about what you
said-about my vison. Some explanation like the one you gave must be the case. I'm fairly certain Nalassa
isindeed morta-that someday she will die. But that doesn't matter, not if | can be with her until then,
whenever it may be."

"Y ou could ook into the future and see."

He shook his heed. "1 shdl never willingly look into the future again. | want my joysto be fresh and my
sorrows hidden until their time."

They stayed upon the idand two more days, long enough to be certain that Nalassawas fully recovered.



Findly al of them waked down to the beach. Alalkomeneus rode on Metiss shoulder, one hand
wrapped in her hair for support, and the other mortals crowded around their feet.

"What will you do now?" Proteus asked Philyraand Metis. "Will you go to Mount Othryswith the other
gods?'

Metis nodded. "In time. Philyraand | have talked, and she's going to come with me. | want to find asafe
placefor the mortalsto live. Somehow | fed that they should have ahome of their own. Philyraisgoing
to help me. Probably then well go to live with Iapetos and Klymene, at least for awhile.”

"What of you two?" Philyraasked.
Proteus looked questioningly at Nalassa.
"Wedll," the naiad said, smiling, "1 want to see the Kingdom of Okeanos, of course. And | want Proteusto

show medl thelovely, londly places he loves so much. But firgt, | think, I want to take him home and
show him off to my sgerd”

They embraced each other briefly. Then Proteus, Master of the Fearful Depths, took Nalassa's hand and
waded out into the surf with her. Together they dived far out into the water.

Metis pointed excitedly asthey came to the surface again. She and Philyraand the mortal's continued to
wave long after the two had vanished from sight in the great expanse of the wine-dark sea.

Epilogue

Kronos sat upon hisivory throne. All about him was silence. Around his shoulders he wore a heavy
cloak of fur, drawn tightly across his chest.

Through heavy-lidded eyes he looked out across the vast emptiness of histhrone room. A wide doorway
opened out upon a portico, and beyond the portico he could see the terraces where once the gardens
and lush orchards of Olympos had bloomed. Snow covered the terraces now. Frost had settled on the
floor of the portico and was making inroads upon the floor of the throne room itself.

Many months had passed since the other gods had |eft. Each day the palace seemed to grow colder.

Occasiondly heroused himself and walked the silent corridors, |etting the memories of the past flood in
upon him; but more often he merely sat upon histhrone and thought.

There was so much to think about, so many plansto devise; but hewastired, very tired, and his mind
tended to drift to happier times-to the long golden years of hisreign.

Hewas dill the grestest of the gods, il their king-none dared claim histitle. He needed only theright
plan to win back the dlegiance of the gods and return Olymposto its former grandeur. Only theright
plan... There wastime, much time... and so much to think about, to remember....

The soft fall of sandled feet echoed in the gtillness and Kronos looked up dowly. It was Thanatos,
returning from the mission on which he had been sent.

Hewasthelast of Kronoss subjects, the last inhabitant of Olympos other than the king himself. He



stopped before the towering throne, shivering from the cold.

"I have returned from Mount Othrys, my lord," he said in avoice sounding shrill and discordant in the
dlence of thegreat hall.

Kronos nodded. Hisbleary, tired eyes rested upon his servant for only afew moments, then wandered
back toward the snow-covered terrace.

"All you have heard istrue, Lord Kronos. The Titans have built anew home for themsalves upon Mount
Othrys, to which the gods and goddesses of the world have flocked. They eat no morta food there, but
only astuff they cal ambrosia, which they say is asimperishable as nectar and the only food fit for a

god”
If Kronoswas listening, no change of expression betrayed the fact.

"Even Eurybieisthere, though at first the Titans refused to admit her. She begged Criosto accept her as
hiswife, promising to be faithful and obedient. At last he agreed, and now she livesthere with him.”

Thanatos hesitated, but forced himself to go on. "What you heard of Philyra, the Okeanid, wastrue as
well. She has achild-a son-that she claimsisyours.”
Now aflicker of emotion betrayed the king'sinterest.

"But the child-the child isunusud,” Thanatos continued cautioudy. "Heis shaped like ahorse. From the
waist up helooks like any male child, but from the waist down hisbody isthat of acolt. He has been
named Cheiron.”

Still Kronos remained silent. Thanatos began to become uncomfortable. He had something elseto say,
but feared to say it. Finaly he bowed his head and | eft the room to return to his own quarters, where he
would begin to pack hisbelongings. He was afraid to tell his master that he, too, wasleaving. The Titans
had refused to accept him, but he could endure the bitter, eternal cold no longer.

Behind him, on the throne, Kronos turned over and over within hismind al he had learned. The child of
Philyrawas afreak-amonster-not fully agod at al. He was not the child of the prophecy. But the other
one, Rheasson ... Hewas Hill free, growing daily toward maturity.

That child must be found. He must devise some stratagem, some subterfuge to learn his whereabouts.
Soon he must rise and search out that child, bringing al his unmatched wit and cunning to bear upon the
problem.

But not now. He wastired, very tired, and there was so much to think about and remember. ... It was so
much easer to let himsdlf drift dowly back into hiskingdom of dreams.

Like astatue, the Lord of the Crooked Paths sat upon hisivory throne.



