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Introductory Note

The age of titanswas little known even to the ancient Greeks themsalves, and our knowledge of those
elder gods of Greek mythology is <till more scanty.

Thisisthethird in aseries of volumesthat reconstruct that lost mythologica era. Although awork of
fiction, it isbased upon extensive research. Proper names gppear in their origina forms, tranditerated
from the Greek, and the author has sought to maintain mythologica accuracy throughott.

The reader'sindulgence is requested concerning any seeming contradictions of established myth. A few
of these the author hopes to resolve in future volumes. The remainder reflect variant or little known-but
quite genuine-mythology, which is often crowded out of popular reference works.

-Patrick H. Adkins
One

Digtant, tinkling laughter brought the youth to an arupt hdt. His handsome face broke into asmileand he
reached back quickly to lay arestraining hand on the hairy arm of his companion.

"Quiet, Aigipan," Zeuswhispered. "Ligen!"

As he spoke, he threw an arm around Pan's shoulders and drew him down to a crouching position. They
were both gods-beings of divine proportion-and even though neither had yet reached hisfull height, they
towered above the groves of laurdl and hally trees through which they were walking. Now, with only
their eyes and the tops of their heads exposed above the waving treetops, they silently scanned the
forested hillsthat surrounded them.

A moment later the sound came again, much closer than Zeus had expected. He turned to his companion
and smiled asecond time, hisdark, full eyebrowsraised in sllent question and his eyes gleaming.

Pan nodded back at him, large teeth grinning out from behind the scraggly beard that had aready begun
to cover hisyouthful face. "Two at least,” he whispered, "maybe more.”

He gestured ahead of them. "And near, brother-on the other sde of thishill, I think."

They crept forward slently, like seasoned hunters closing on their quarry. Asthey approached the crest
of the high hill, shrill voices became more clearly audible, and at last they reached a point from which they
could look down into the hollow beyond.

Pan stretched out hisarm and pointed downward toward a clearing that lay off to their Ieft, where three
lithe figures ran and shouted, the thin fabric of their short white chitons flgpping and swirling around them,
reveding an abundance of well-rounded calves and thighs. Zeus|let out along, deep sigh at this
unexpected display of divine femininity. Pan glanced at his companion, noted his rapt expression, and
chuckled.

They had crouched down again to conceal themselves behind the trees at the top of the hill. From this
vantage point they had an unimpaired view of the crestures below.

They were dryads-woodland nymphs. One carried atree branch that had been stripped of itsleaves and



smdler branches. She and her companion tossed it back and forth asthey ran, dways managing to keep
it out of the grasping hands of the third nymph, who chased them.

Zeussighed again.

"What's wrong, brother?' Pan asked.

"How lovely they are," Zeus said sadly. "How magnificent-and unobtainable.”

"We have agood chance thistime."

Zeus shook his head. "Look how fine and nimble they are-how well they run. Weve no better chance of
catching them than we had of catching any of the other nymphs we've chased these past two days." Zeus
studied the other god's face fora moment, then said, ™Y ou were lying, weren't you?”'

"When?' Pan asked lightly.

"When you told me dl those stories about dl those nymphs. Y ou must have been lying. | run much faster
than you, but | haven't been ableto catch asingle one.”

Pan looked atinge embarrassed. "'l never said | chased them.” Helet his attention return to the spectacle
below.

"Then how did you catch them?' Zeus demanded. "If you didn't chase them, thenhow . . . 7'

Pan turned back to face Zeus. "I didn't redly want to tell you," he said defensively. He paused, then
continued with sudden intengity. "What possible chance do you think 1'd have otherwise? Oh, you could
probably talk softly and coax some pretty thing into letting you get within reach of her- but look at me! If
thisface and nose weren't ugly enough to make her keep her distance, one glimpse of my goat ears or
these shaggy shanks and cloven hooves that passfor legs and feet, and sheld vanish into the forest before
| could-"

"Then what do you do?" Zeus demanded.

Pan shrugged. "I hit them on the head with astick. Not hard-just to stop them for afew moments,”" he
continued quickly, noting Zeus's disgpproving expression. "'l St quietly beside atrail and hope one will
happen by. Usudly they don't, but every now and then | get lucky. Then | pop up and-" He made a
griking motion with hishand.

"Y ou knock them unconscious?'

"Not usudly. Usudly it just sunsthem.”

"Doent it make them angry?

"Well, yes, after they realize what happened. But I'm stronger than they are.”

Zeus shook hishead. Helooked down at the lovely creatureslaughing and playing in the hollow below

them, then back at his companion. He had never considered such atactic, and it made him fed
uncomfortable. It seemed unfair somehow, and nearly as distasteful as purposdly trampling a bed of



flowers. Of course Pan often stretched the truth, and the handsome youth was not at al sure he should
beievehim.

"Oh, I knew | shouldn't tell you. | knew you'd be stuffy about it,” Pan said crosdy. "Do you want to catch
anymph, brother, or are we going to stay here and talk until evening? | have aplan. Do you want to hear
it?'

Zeusnodded quickly, grinning. "Certainly. Tell mel"

"If you circle around ahead of them and hide among the trees at the far end of the clearing, near those
two largerocks. . . and if | enter the clearing from this end, not letting them see me until | comeinto the
open down there. . . what do you think would happen?’

"They'd run sraight toward me!”

Pan nodded. "Y es, and you could remain hidden until they were dmaost upon you."

"And when | jumped out at them, I'd probably frighten at least oneinto fleeing back in your direction. It's
agood plan, Aigipan. Let'stry it."

"Theres only one problem,” Pan continued thoughtfully, till staring out across the tregtops toward the
dryads. "Y ou should be able to catch yours easily, but I'll probably come away empty-handed.”

"Perhaps| can hold two of them-for afew moments anyway, until you join me."
Pan looked unconvinced. "They're sweset as honey, and just as dippery.”

"The planisgood. Let'stry it-quickly, too, before they grow tired of their game and vanish back into the
fores."

Pan said, "If you had aclub, you could clip them as they ran past you. Y ou wouldn't have to hit them
very hard, and you wouldn't have to wrestle with even one."

Zeus conddered the proposd, but finaly shook hishead. "No. Let'stry it the other way."

Pan shrugged, and amoment later the divine boys began moving stedlthily toward the clearing. Pan
disappeared down the steep, forested bank into the hollow, while Zeus traveled some distance along the
top of the hill before descending. He moved dowly to avoid making noise.

Finally he reached the position Pan had indicated and worked hisway into adense thicket of tall trees.
Carefully parting the branches, he peered out. The dryads were not thirty paces away now, and Zeus
settled down to observe at close range the enchanting movements of these strange creatures as they
sprinted and scampered about the clearing.

How lovely they were, how desirable-and how utterly different from Idaand Adrastia. The two nymphs
who had helped rear him were loving, matronly beings, so unlike these tantalizing goddesses of the wilds
that they might aswell have belonged to acompletely different species.

As hewatched, his head filled with the dusive curved softness of lush femae forms, he became so
absorbed in his pleasant pursuit that he momentarily forgot why he was hiding near them. He found



himsdf as startled asthe nymphs, at least for an ingtant, when something emerged abruptly from the forest
at the opposite sde of the clearing.

The great god Pan lurched out of the trees and stumbled toward them, the long cloak that served as his
only clothing pulled up high to free his avkward goat legs for running. Hislong goat ears stood
up-perked. His arms were outstretched and an enormous grin spread completely across hisface. For an
ingtant the nymphs stood frozen, staring at the intruder. One began to titter at the absurdity of the thing
rushing toward them, but then-as the mad apparition drew ever closer-her laughter became ashriek.
Turning, the three nymphs fled-directly toward the place where Zeuslay concealed.

He waited until they were dmost upon him, then sprang up when the first came within reach. Shelet out a
gartled cry as helunged for her. Hishand fell on her arm, the fingerstightened around her warm, yielding
flesh, and he pulled her toward him. Already he could smell the fresh intoxicating scent of her body. As
he reached for her with his other hand, she swung around and struck him in the face, then kicked himin
the shin with her hed. By now the second and third nymphs were upon him, too. They ran straight into
him, knocking him down and stepping on his chest and legs asthey rushed past.

By the time he managed to St up, Pan had reached him. "'l told you," he muttered asheran by. "You
should have hit them on the head.” One of his hooves grazed Zeussarm.

Zeuswatched the last of the nymphs disgppear among the foliage, followed by the lumbering figure of
Pan. He got up dowly, brushed off the grass and twigs that clung to him, then walked after them. At first
he went dowly, but soon other ingtincts overcame his chagrin and he increased his pace. Those he
followed were il out of sight, hidden by the towering trees that predominated here, but an occasiona
laugh, teasing and enticing, floated back from somewhere ahead to goad him on; and he could clearly
hear both the sounds of Pan's rough passage through a nearby thicket and the god's loud imprecations as
he tore hisway through the obstructing vegetation.

Soon Zeus found himself on amore clearly defined path. He was out of the valey now, and anarrow trall
led upward, through ever higher foothills toward ahigh mountain in the distance. He paused to scan the
way ahead. Not more than a hundred paces away one of the dryads appeared atop arocky knoll. She
caught sight of him, flashed him an engaging smile, then turned and continued running up thetrail. The
temptation wasirresistible, and Zeus charged after her. Thelow hillsthrough which they passed grew
ever larger, and the distant mountain nearer.

When he stopped again, it was to dump down beside agrest tree. He berated himsdlf for letting the
nymph lure him into her frustrating game. Hefdt like afool, and was more than alittle angry. Ashe
rested, helooked out into the distance, trying to catch sight of Pan. Eventudly he glimpsed himon a
digtant hill, careening out of agrove of pinesand into aclearing, where he paused. Almost immediately
one of the nymphs beckoned from her place of concealment not far from where the shaggy god stood
panting, and with ashout he charged off after her.

Zeuslaughed. If hewasafool himsdf, at least he had company. Briefly he consdered whether he should
follow Pan or continue on his own path. They often became separated during their excursons, and hefelt
confident that they would find each other again soon enough. They dways managed to do so, somehow.
While he debated, and before he could reach adecision, a chiding laugh made him spin around and Sare
into the clump of trees behind him. He caught aglimpse of dark hair and glittering eyes; then the nymph
was gone.

On and on heran, up through the rolling foothills. Time and again he paused, ready to abandon the chase;



but always a half-seen figure or half-heard sound drew him on.

When he stopped again, much later, he was well up the side of the high mountain he had seeninthe
distance. He had lost Sight of the nymph some time ago, and was no longer following aclear trail. Huge
pine trees rose above him on every side. His aching feet led him to search out agrassy hillock for a seet.
He settled onto it, wiped his forehead with the back of his hand, and began to rub hisfest.

He and Pan had been traveling for the better part of two days, since they had swum to the mainland from
their idand home. Thiswasthe sixth group of nymphsthey had chased- or wasit the seventh? He was
losing count. Each time the same thing happened. Each time he ended up done, rubbing his exhausted
feet.

As he sat brooding upon the inequities of hislife, adoe appeared from the bushes nearby and ambled
toward him, apparently unaware of the god's presence. Keeping himsalf perfectly till, Zeus waited until
the anima was very near hisfoot-which was considerably larger than thelittle mortal creature's entire
body. Then hewriggled histoes violently and derived amodicum of malicious pleasure from watching the
startled deer shoot away in terror, back into the concealing underbrush.

Perhaps ten minutes passed while Zeus sat thinking and resting. Amatheiawould be worried about them.
And she would be angry, too, when they finaly returned. She was dways especidly unhappy when they
stayed away overnight. It was dready latein the day, and a second night would pass before they could
reach home. Y es, he decided sadly, Amaltheiawould be very distressed, and he began to fed guilty
about the worry and pain their absence would cause her-but only for afew moments. After dl, heand
Pan were practically grown now, and old enough to be off on their own. Gentle Amaltheiawould haveto
accustom hersdlf to such absences, he thought with ashrug.

A nearby rustling noise intruded on histhoughts. Heignored it. He was angry, not merdly with the lusve
nymphswho had led him on thislong, fruitless chase, but with himsdf aswell. He had alowed
himself-repeatedly-to be made afool by these delectable creatures. He had made up hismind to start
back home. If, after reaching that firm decision, he let them entice him 4till farther afield, hewould be
doubly foolish.

Now, however, he detected another sound-a soft whistling. As he listened more carefully, he redlized that
the whistling represented atune. Curious, he rose and walked silently in the direction of the sound.
Something was moving among the trees alittle distance away, and he cautioudy crept forward until he
reached a point from which he could see clearly.

Shewasacomely cregture, perhaps even beautiful, with anatura dignity of bearing that immediately set
her gpart from al the dryads and nai ads he had seen these past two days. She was of medium height,
with short black hair that framed her face in abouquet of loose curls. Slender and well formed, she wore
along, flowing peplos of eaborate contrivance that swayed fetchingly around her as she moved, or clung
to her body in waysthat hinted broadly of uncommon delights conceaed beneath the thin, finely wrought
fabric.

She strolled dowly among thetdl trees, carrying alarge, lidded basket in one hand, and now Zeus crept
after her at asafe distance. Occasionally she paused to examine plants that grew nearby, and once she
stopped, kndlt beside one that had particularly attracted her attention, and withdrew aknife and asmall
piece of cloth from her basket. As Zeus watched with growing interest, she carefully described acirclein
the soil around the shrub, then proceeded to dig. When she finished, she lifted the plant out of the ground,
wrapped itsrootsin the cloth, then placed it carefully insde her basket.



Zeus followed when she moved on. When she stopped again, it was within alarge clearing. He
positioned himself behind a thicket of trees and silently parted the leaves and branches so that he could
continue to observe her. She had seated herself near the middle of the clearing and was staring at atall
oak opposite her, gpparently lost in thought.

She seemed completely preoccupied. If he were going to act, Zeus decided, he would not find a better
opportunity. As he turned to make hisway toward a point at which he could enter the clearing from
behind her, hisfoot struck something and he glanced down. It was afalen tree limb. He looked back at
the nymph, then down again at the branch.

For two days he had been chasing nymphs up and down mountainsides, across valleys and through
forests. He picked up the makeshift club and held it thoughtfully in one hand. For two days nymphs had
taunted and tantalized him. Now, finaly, fortune was smiling upon him. Here was such a cresture for the
taking, not thirty paces away, unaware of his presence. He wasin no mood to be thwarted again, and
would be afool not to take advantage of the situation. Gripping the club moretightly, he crept toward the
entranceto the clearing.

When he reached it, the nymph was gone.

Helooked about in bewilderment. Could she have moved away so quickly, without him hearing her?
Then he noticed her basket, which il 1ay on the ground where she had placed it, near an oak tree-a
majestic oak of medium height which, he was dmost certain now, had not been there afew minutes
before. He approached the tree, staring down through its leaves and branches as he dowly walked
around it. Near its base he discovered the white peplos the nymph had worn and picked up the garment.
A soft, tingly femininity seemed to dling toit.

For nearly afull minute he scrutinized the tree; then he dropped to one knee and reached out hesitantly
toward the dark bark of itstrunk. At histouch, the tree blurred. An ingtant later the goddess stood where
the tree had been.

Two
“Thank you”, she said camly, retrieving her garment from his still outstretched hand.

Rising, the young god staggered backwards. There could be no mistake. Where amoment before a great
oak had reached its stout branches toward the sky, now stood a beautiful goddess-a beautiful, unclothed
goddess.

"Who are you, boy?" she asked as she began to drape and adjust the garment about hersalf with calm,
deft skill. If his presence startled or embarrassed her, neither her expression nor her manner betrayed the
fact. She was amiling pleasantly, but her jade-green eyes met hiswith uncomfortable directness. "Where
did you comefrom?1 didn't see you here ashort while ago.”

His attention was riveted on the cruel white fabric of her peplos and the vanishing lovelinessit so swiftly
concedled.

"Won't you answer?' Shefastened thefind clasp on her clothing and looked back up at him, her mouth
wearing asmile that was probably meant to set him at ease, but which aso suggested that she was not
completely unaware of the effect her sudden, unadorned appearance had had upon him.



"Wh-what did you ask, my lady?" the young god finaly managed to ask. The club he had carried into the
clearing now lay near hisfeet, where he had dropped it when approaching the tree. He glanced down at
it, then back at the goddess.

"Y ou could begin with your name. Who are you?' She appeared to be a maiden not too many years past
her own youth. Her eyes peered directly into hisin away that compounded his discomfort.

"I'm called Zeus," he said hesitantly. Then, with sudden inspiration, he gained time to compose himsdlf by
tossing the conversation back to her. "Y ou were atree! How did you do that? Why did you do that?'

Shelaughed. "Trees are very interesting things, don't you think? Serenein their might. Haven't you ever
wondered what it would be like to be atree?’

He shook his head.

For an ingtant an almost sheepish expression flickered over her face. "Well, | have." Her voice sounded a
tinge defendve, too. "And now | know!"

"What'sit like?"

“Very peaceful. Trees don't concern themsalves overmuch with the ebb and flow of daily life. The bark's
cool and thick, and the breeze blowing through the leaves is very pleasant-comforting. But be cautiousiif
ever you decideto try it. Unlessyou're very careful, you could remain atree far longer than you
intended.”

"Why?What do you mean?"

“Inanimate objects can't think or remember-at least not as we do. When you fully succeed in becoming
such an object, you forget who you really are. Unless you've made some provision in advance, you won't
remember to return to your naturd form."

She was certainly beautiful, he thought as she spoke-certainly aworthy prize. But something about her
made him digtinctly uneasy. He had never before met anyone even remotely like her. Of course he had
very little experience from which to draw comparisons; his circle of acquaintances was very smal indeed,
restricted until today to those with whom he had grown up. Nevertheless, he fdt certain that this goddess
would seem unusua in any group. She stood very near him, within easy reach, and he was confident that
he could overpower her with little difficulty, but still he hesitated.

"Before the metamorphoss” she continued, "you must fix in your mind the ideathat you'll return to your
own form at acertain time or under certain circumstances. For instance, | was going to remain an oak
until the shadow of those trees over there'-she stretched out along, dender arm and pointed a ddlicate
finger-"fell across my trunk. The difference in temperature would trigger that fixed ides, and | would
regain my norma form. But instead you touched me." Shetilted her head thoughtfully to one side.
"Actudly, that shouldn't have had any effect. | must not have been as completely metamorphosed as|

thought...."

"But how do you do it? Change your body, | mean. I've heard of such things before, of course, but I've
never known anyone who could actudly doiit."



"Why, dmost dl the gods can change forms, at least to some extent. Where do you live, boy, to not
know such things? Who are your parents?’

"| livefar from here, on Crete, whichisanidand in the Great Sea. My mother is caled Amdtheia. | have
no father."

"l see. Why areyou here?'

"My brother and | left home yesterday. We set out roving, to see new places, and became separated not
long ago. Who are you, my lady? Where do you live?'

"I am Metis, adaughter of Lord Okeanos and Lady Tethys. | live among the Titans on Mount Othrys, in
the palace my father maintains there, though hiskingdom liesfar away at the edge of the world."

"YoureaTitaness," he exclaimed, much impressed. "But why then are you here in these woods?*

"I've been vigting with one of my sisters and her son, who live nearby. Dione, another Sster, isvisting,
too. On such occasions | dways make a point of getting away by mysdf, at least for ashort while. | find
places likethisvery refreshing, and | enjoy seeking out new and curious plantsto add to my
collection....”

"Asto metamorphoss,” she continued, picking up an earlier thread of their conversation, "it's both a kill
and an inborn ability. There are many who can't fully master it. Many others, with practice, become quite
proficient. Have you ever tried?’

Before he could reply, adistant cry interrupted them. Both remained slent, listening, and then the sound
cameagan. "Metis," someonewascdling. "Lady Metis!"

Grinning, the goddess twisted around to face in the direction from which the sound had come. "Herel
am, Cheiron," she cdled back. "Over thisway."

Three or four minutes passed before the owner of the voice cameinto view. Zeusturned to watch asthe
handsome face and athletic upper torso of ayoung god pushed through branches and thick leavesinto
thelittle clearing. On the shoulder of the new arrival rode what appeared to be diminutive god.

"Thereyou are, migtress,” the odd creature cried. Histiny fingers quickly busied themselves, brushing
twigs and leavesfrom histhick black hair, smoothing hissmall, prim beard and short, white chiton.
"Weve sought you far and wide, misiress, and for avery long time."

Asthey advanced into the clearing, the foliage fell away to reved the rest of the young god's body.
Below the waist he was shaped like an enormous stalion. His deek black coat glistened as he stepped
into apatch of sunlight.

Metis hastened toward them. " Certainly you exaggerate, my little Alakomeneus,” shesaid. "1 only left
you ashort while ago." Shelifted the creature from the god's shoulder and carried him to her own. He
perched there happily, wrapping hisfingersin her hair for support.

"Itisasyou say, Migtress of Swift Wisdom. Buit it certainly seems likeavery long time. We set out in
search of you shortly after you left the dwelling of Lady Philyraand Lord Cheiron.”



"Wemusin't let oursdvesfal into rudeness, Aldkomeneus-after dl, one of your dutiesisto ingtruct
Cheiron in the courtesies of Mount Othrys."

The goddess turned toward Zeus, who was observing the new arrivalswith curiosity. "Lord Zeus," she
continued, gesturing from one divine youth to the other, "thisis Lord Cheiron, son of the Okeanid Philyra,
whoismy sger.”

Cheiron nodded shyly, averting hisdark eyes.

"Andthis," she continued, indicating the diminutive cregture, "iswise and talkative Aldkomeneus, first of
mortals and king of the men of Mount Pelion. Heis also Cheiron's most worthy tutor-and my very good
friend.”

The man bowed gravely.

"My friends,” Metiswent on, now addressing Cheiron and Alalkomeneus, "ThisisLord Zeus, son of
Amadtheia. Heisadranger in thisregion, having only arrived today on an excurson into unfamiliar lands.
Hishomeliesfar avay on anidand cdled Crete."

Each nodded appropriately.

"Now," Métis continued, "why have you sought me out?| told al of you that I'd be back before the
evening med. Has something happened?”

"Lord Prometheus arrived soon after you left us™ Cheiron said. He spokein an unusudly soft voice, his
eyesfixed upon the ground in front of him. "He's very anxiousto see you. He says that he needs to speak
with you about some affair of the Titans."

"He needs to speak with you as soon as possible, mistress,” Aldkomeneus said, interrupting. "We did not
press him further, of course, snce it would have been unduly inquisitive to do so-and thus most rude.”

"No more rude than interrupting Cheiron just now," Metis observed. "Go on, Cheiron.”

"Rather than wait for your return, Lord Prometheus thought it best to begin searching for you. Sincewe
didn't know which way you had gone, Alakomeneus and | offered to search in one direction while he
searched in another.”

Metisnodded. "Y ou did well. Prometheus wouldn't have come so far on anything but ameatter of
importance. In which direction did he go? Shdl we hunt for him, or return to the cave?"

“We told him we'd bring you back to the cave if we found you."

"Just aswell." Sheretrieved her basket and popped open itslid, then studied the contents briefly. "Not
much to show for an afternoon outing.” She sighed wistfully. "But I'll not fret. Now | have an excuseto
return here al the sooner!”

Metisturned toward Zeus. "Would you care to come with us? | to sure my sisterswould like to meet
you, and Cheiron lacks for companions of his own age. I'm sure the two of you could find many thingsto
discuss." She hesitated.” But what of your brother? | suppose you must continue searching for him.”



"Oh, hell be fine without me, my lady,” Zeus answered quickly. "We often become separated during our
journeys.”

Metis gestured toward the lofty peak that rose above them. "The cave of Philyraand Cheiron lies high up
Mount Pelion. The way is arduous at times and-since Cherion doesn't like to fly-well haveto travel on
foot. Still, you're welcome to accompany usif you careto.”

Zeus broke into a spontaneous grin. "I'd like that very much indeed.”

They made their way out of the clearing and through the thick trees, then headed up agrassy dope.
Cheiron ambled alittle distance ahead while Metis and Zeus followed at a steady pace. The morta
Aladkomeneus rode on the goddess's shoulder, occasiondly interjecting his own observationsinto their
divine conversgion.

Asthey waked, Metisfound hersdlf studying the young god at her side. Sheliked the quick intelligence
she had glimpsed in his date-gray eyes, and theway his sable locks framed his high, broad forehead and
handsome face. He was sturdily built, tall for his age and well muscled, with wide shoulders and a deep,
broad chest. She scrutinized his features whenever he glanced away from her. There was something quite
likable-and curioudy familiar-about them.

Soon the grassy dopes gave way to towering pines again, and Cheiron led them up asteep, narrow path.

Metis pointed ahead asthey drew near the summit of the mountain. "It lookstiny, doesnt it?' she said.
"But that's only the entrance. Three very large cavernslie beyond that smal outer opening, one behind the
other. It's quite aroomy placeto live-quite homey, too. My sister keepsiit scrupuloudy clean, and she's
decorated and furnished it with her handiwork. She weaves beautiful rugs and tapestries, and Cheiron
has become very skilled at woodwork."

A thin, pale goddess with dark hair emerged from the cave and stood upon a broad, flat ledge. Metis
waved to her, and awan smile touched the goddess's face in acknowledgment.

"So you've found her, Cheiron," she called back asthey approached. "Prometheus must sill be
searching. He hasn't returned yet.”

Now asecond goddess appeared upon the rocky ledge. When they at |ast reached the level areaiin front
of the cave, Metis set Alakomeneus aside on one of the large, flattened bouldersthat served as divine
stools and led Zeustoward her Ssters.

"Thisis Philyra, the mother of Cheiron," she said, indicating the thin goddess with weary features. "And
thisisDione, yet another of my numerous ssters. For many years she'slived in the Kingdom of Nereus,
the seagod, but occasionally she ventures outside that briny realm to remind herself of what the rest of
theworld islike. She'sbeen visting here for afew days now."

The second goddess smiled and inclined her head toward the youth. Zeus smiled back, assaying her quiet
beauty. She was more full-figured than Metis, with soft, pale green eyes and long, dark hair. He sensed a
mature openness-and approachability-behind her amiable greeting and was very glad he had

accompanied Metis here. This new goddess was every hit as attractive as the first one, and not nearly as

peculiar.

Dione crossed the little clearing and seated hersalf on aboulder. When Metis|ooked around again, she



saw that Zeus had gone to stand beside her and that the two were aready deeply engaged in
conversation. Before she could follow them, Prometheus returned, grinning and waving as he strode out
of theforest below. Metiswent to meet him.

"l hate to interrupt your holiday likethis" hetold her. ™Y ou know | wouldn't-"

"Don't bedlly," shesaid. "I'm flattered. It ssems Mount Othrys can't do without me for more than asingle
day. Catch your breath, then tell me why you've come.”

"Epimetheus has had another fight with Helios. Thistime heredly got himself hurt. Helios had Palasand
Perses along to help him, and they taught my brother alesson he's not likely to forget-but the wrong
lesson, | fear."

"Thewrong lesson?'

"Oh, you know what adimwit Epimetheusis. He never thinks anything out. He only reects. And to make
mattersworse, Menoitiosis egging him on."

"He plansrevenge?'

Prometheus nodded. "Tonight, if he can drag himself out to find them. What afool heis, Metis. He can
barely walk because of hiswounds. He'sin no condition to fight anyone, yet-"

Metis frowned. "Does | apetos know about thisyet?"

Prometheus shook his head. "Epimetheus made me promise not to tell our father."

"Bad promises are usud|ly better broken," she observed thoughtfully.

"Epimetheus ligtensto you, Metis. Will you come back with me and try to talk some senseinto him?”

"Sometimes he listens to me, though | fear Menoitios has more influence over him these daysthan | do.
But I'll try. We certainly don't want yet another feud to break out.”

Metis turned toward Dione, who seemed even more deeply involved in her conversation with Zeus.
"Prometheus and | haveto return to Mount Othrys. Since you were planning to come with mewhen |
returned, do you wish to come now? Or would you rather remain here for the present?’

Zeus glanced gpprehensively a Dione, fearing she would want to leave.
"Oh, I think I'll stay," the Okeanid answered. "Philyraand | have barely begun our visit. | have much to
say to Cheiron, and our new guest ismost interesting...." She glanced toward Zeus and gave him another

amile

"That'sbet," Philyraagreed, wiping her forehead with her arm. "L et Dione stay, and you can come back
when you've straightened out the Titans."

"May | accompany you, mistress?' Alalkomeneus asked. "I haven't been to Mount Othrysin along
while, and weve had little time to spend together of late.”



"What of your people? Can they do without their king?"

"Certainly, migtress. They seem to manage quite well without me. Their resourcefulnessisabit disturbing,
actudly. | sometimesfed they do not redly need meat dl.”

Metislaughed. "Then you most certainly may come. I'll be ddighted to have your company. I'm sure
Cheiron can do without your ingtruction for afew days. He can learn about the sea from Dione while
youre away."

Sheretrieved her basket and gently placed Alalkomeneusinsdeit. A few moments more were spent in
kissing Philyraand Cheiron. Finaly she turned to say good-bye to Dione and Zeus. They were il
talking, and obvioudy enjoying each other's company grestly.

A flicker of annoyance that she found difficult to explain passed through Metis, and as she watched them
an odd thought rose unbidden into her mind: She's flirting with my future husband! The thought startled
her, and she forced hersdf to laugh. What aridiculousthing to think concerning this untutored boy. She
caled to them, waved, then turned quickly to rejoin Prometheus.

Zeuslooked back toward them just in time to see huge, owllike wings sprout from her back, where she
had drawn her clothing aside. Prometheus stood a short distance from her, smilarly prepared for flight.
Asthe youth watched, their wings stretched and began to beat. A few moments later they were soaring
down the mountainside, toward the southwest.

"l must learn to do that!" the boy shouted as he watched them. Then he siwung around to face Dione
again. "Can we see Mount Othrysfrom here?" He had dready decided that eventualy he must make his
way there and see the home of the Titansfor himsdlf.

Dione nodded. "We have an excdlent view from here. It's that broad range in the far distance ahead of

them. And if you look that way"-she pointed toward the north-"you can see Mount Olympos towering
above dl those lesser mountains.”

Zeus looked back at the lovely face of the Okeanid. Y es, he thought, there were many places he wanted
to vigt. But at the moment he was far more interested in being right here, beside thislovely goddess.
When she glanced away, he edged alittle nearer to her.

Cheiron called out to hismother. "Were low on firewood. I'm going down to the forest to gather more.™

Philyranodded toward her son, then reentered the cave. Suddenly Zeus found himself done with Dione.

As he turned back toward her, he noticed the stack of firewood nearby. A few sticks remained. On top
of the pilelay a stout limb that bore a striking resemblance to aclub.

Three

Near the summit of one of the many peaks of Mount Othrys, within the many-towered palace of the
Titan lapetos, Epimetheus limped painfully down along stone corridor toward the apartment of
Menoaitios, hisyoungest brother. A dark cloak draped his broad frame and partly concealed the sword
that swvung at hissde.

Near the end of the corridor he tapped lightly upon atowering wooden door and avoice from within



invited him to enter. The massive door svung inward easily a histouch. "Closeit behind you," the voice
told him from across the room, and he struggled to comply.

A dender, handsome youth with long, dark hair stood near the rear of the chamber, observing hiselder's
difficulty with abemused expresson. He held alarge bull mammoth in front of him, gripped between his
two hands. As Epimetheus advanced into the room, the mammoth reared suddenly backwards,
trumpeting and lashing left and right with its greet tusks.

"There, there, Little Thunder," the young god said soothingly, now shifting his grip so that he could stroke
the creature's back with his thumbs without weakening hishold. "I1t's only Epimetheus. Y ou've no reason
to befrightened . . . well, not much reason anyway. He is quite agtartling sght, sumbling dong like thet,

| must admit. And hiswretched taste in clothing would shock even the most primitive sensihilities, |
suppo<e. ..."

He grinned playfully as he spoke, then et the corners of his mouth dideinto afrown. "Thisisanew
mammoath. | only captured him yesterday. | dmost had him camed down, too, until you camein.”

"What'swrong with my clothes?' Epimetheus asked with great seriousness as he cameto astop apace
or two from the other god. He looked down at his own simple cloak and short chiton, then back at his
brother and the intricately bordered garment of finest linen that he wore.

Menoitios laughed. "Nothing's wrong with them-if you don't care how you look. They're so very plain.”

Epimetheus shrugged. Just behind Menoitiosarow of tal, wide windows admitted light and air; below
them arectangular enclosure had been congtructed dong the entire length of the wall, its outer edge rising
to above the knees of the young god. Epimetheus |ooked past his brother and down into the enclosure,
pausing briefly to study itsinterior. A whole landscape had been transported from the earth below and
recongtructed herein asingle narrow strip-low hillsand rolling grasdands, a narrow stream that
meandered through groves of low-growing juniper and tamarisk and laurel to empty into asmall pond at
the other end of the terrarium, and animals of many kinds.

"It's coming aong nicely, don't you think? Do you see the saber-tooth? I've just added him, too."
Epimetheus nodded, then said, "It'samost time for usto go. You aren't ready yet."

Menoitios bent over the edge of the terrarium and set the mammoth down insde alittle clearing. Two
other mammoths were still grazing ashort distance away, and Little Thunder immediately set off to join
them. Menoitios turned and dowly crossed the room. He stretched himself languidly upon alow divan.
"Aren't you going to get ready?' Epimetheus asked.

Theyouth lay on hisside, hisupper body supported on many large pillows. "I've been thinking about that
gncel left you thismorning." He spoke dowly, asmal, taunting smile playing on hislips. "I've thought a
great ded, and I'm no longer certain that | redly should go with you. After dl, it'syou who have agrudge
to settle. Helios hasn't done anything to me. Neither has Pdllas, nor Perses. ..."

"Y ou said you'd come with me." Epimetheus shifted his weight from one foot to the other, and winced.
"Y ou said you'd help me punish them.”

Menoaitios rolled onto his back and held his hands together above his chest, fingerstouching. "Actualy,



I've dways gotten aong quite well with dl three of them. And | am not in love with Agterie" he continued
dowly. "If you hunt them down tonight and repay them for your injuries.... why, you're completely
justified. Everyone will say so, and no onewill arguethe point. But if | doiit, I'm merely an interloper- a
troublemaker."

"But Pallas and Perses are helping their friend. Why shouldn't you help me? How isthat any different?’

"Oh, but it'snot the same at al." Menoaitioss tone indicated surprise at the comparison. "Thisisn't thefirst
time you've argued with Pallas or Perses. |an't thet true?"

Epimetheus|ooked puzzled. "Weve argued, but weve never fought before. They're annoying whelps...."

"Well, don't you see? They aren't meddlers helping their friend againgt hisenemy. All three are your
enemies, each with hisown complaint against you, even if no blows were exchanged prior to last night.
That's very different from some uninvolved god stepping in where he has no business. Y ou can see that,
can't you?'

Epimetheus nodded uncertainly, and Menoitios smiled. It amused him to toy with hissmpleminded
brother, and for that reason he had led Epimetheus to believe he would accompany him tonight. Actualy
he had never intended to expose himself to such unnecessary-and unrewarding-danger. At the moment it
amused him to seeif he could convince Epimetheus to undertake the mission done.

"You'reright, of course, to fed that they must be punished,” Menaitios went on, now intent upon shoring
up what he judged to be Epimetheuss wavering resolve. "You look terrible!” he said suddenly,
smultaneoudy frowning and looking sympathetic as he stared at the ugly wound on his brother's
forehead. "What cowards they must be, to have kicked you like that when you were dready on the
ground. Miserable cowards, Epimetheus. No punishment istoo great to repay suchill trestment.”

"No punishment istoo grest,” Epimetheus repegted. "They should be run off from Mount Othrys."

"Why, if you wereto lop off their legs and leave them wallowing among the rocks, you'd be completely
within your rights-at least as far as any reasonable god would be concerned. As an added benefit, Helios
couldn't very well pester Agterie without hislegs, and it'd take awhile for them to grow back. Even
Father would think you did the right thing, though of course he couldn't say so openly. He dways hasto
try to discourage everyone from fighting. But | know he'd be very proud of you."

"You'reright," Epimetheus agreed, his chest expanding alittle at the thought. "He couldn't say it, but it
would make him proud if | taught them such alesson.”

Menoitios sat up alittle. "Actually, now that | think of it, 1'd do you agenuine disserviceif | accompanied
you tonight. I'd sefishly steal away some of the glory that's rightfully yours, and | can't let myself do thet.
Y ou know, not everyone knows how brave you are."

Epimetheuswasligening intently.

"I don't think even Asterie knows how brave you redlly are. Tell me, have you planned out the evening?
How will you exact your vengeance?'

Epimetheus shrugged. "I thought you'd figure out the best way."



Menoitios lowered himsdlf back upon the soft pillows. "I suppose | could offer advice without unduly
involving mysdf." He thought for afew moments. ™Y ou must begin with the son of Hyperion, ance he's
the most dangerous of your adversaries. Y es, go firg to the paace of Hyperion. Then, after you've dedt
with Helios, you can search out the others. It'samost night now, and you can wait in the darkness for
them to venture outside. Let them get well away from their homes, so they can't cdll for help. If Pallasand
Perses|eave home together, you'll have to follow them, being careful not to let them see you. Usually they
go their separate ways, don't they? | think they do. That's when you'll get your chance. Wait until each
oneisaone, then chalengehim.”

As he listened, Epimetheus became more and more excited by his brother'swords. His hand moved to
grip the hilt of hissword. "Y es, that'sagood plan. | will make them pay terribly for what they've doneto
me. Perhaps| will cut off their legd™

Menoitios shook his head suddenly. "No, you mustn't challenge them openly. That wouldn't befair to
you, with your wounded shoulder and leg. Y ou'd merdly give them another opportunity to defeat you,
perhaps still more vicioudy. Instead you must attack each one unexpectedly, by stedlth. Strike before he
even knows he's threatened. Find some hiding place he must walk past, then legp upon him. Anything
else putsyou a too great adisadvantage.... This vengeance of yours may occupy morethan asingle
night. Have you thought of thet?"

Before Epimetheus could answer, atagpping at the door drew ther attention.

"Comein," Menoaitios called out wearily, without sirring. "By dl means, do comein!" He covered ayawn
with the back of hishand.

Metisentered, still carrying her basket and with Alakomeneus riding on her shoulder. Her long peplos
flared behind her as she crossed the room briskly. Prometheus followed, struggling to match her pace.

"Oh, good," she cried as she saw Epimetheus. "I was afraid we might be too late. We stopped at your
gpartment first and found it empty.”

She et the basket aside and approached to within afew paces of the older god, her quick eyes
surveying him from head to foot. The sword at his side caught her attention, but she did not comment
uponit. Findly shesaid, "You must bein terrible pain. Won't you please St down?”

Prometheus siwung achair out from its normal position againgt the wall and placed it behind his brother.
Epimetheus sank into it with an expression of gratitude.

Metisleaned over him, first examining the scuffs and cuts that covered one side of his forehead, then the
great swollen knot above his knee. Finally she began to gently press her hands againgt the clothed areas
of hisbody. When he cringed, she pulled aside the materid covering hisleft shoulder and exposed a
large, jagged wound. It had reopened at her touch, discharging afew drops of ichor, the thick,
tranducent fluid that isthe immortal blood of the gods.

"Tell mewhat happened,” she said. "Prometheus has aready told me some of it, but | want to hear the
gory fromyou.”

Menoitios had rolled over on his sde and was watching them with ill-concealed disdain. He was not fond
of Metis, and particularly resented the -influence she exerted over hisolder brothers.



Epimetheus sat for severa moments staring at thefloor. Findly, feding Metiss steady gaze upon him and
growing more and more uncomfortable in the continuing silence, he muttered, ™Y ou know I've been
arguing with Helios"

"No," Metisanswered, smiling quietly back a him, "'l certainly did not know that. If | had, | might have
prevented what has happened. Arguing about what?*

When Epimetheus hesitated, Menoaitios sat up on the edge of the divan. "Tell her what he said about our
father."

Epimetheus shook his head.
"Yes, tell me. What does Helios say about Lord | apetos?”

Prometheus glared at Menaitios. "Why do you bring that up? It doesn't really have anything to do with
this. Besdes, everyone says unkind things occasondly.”

"Unkind!" Menoitios exclamed. "Unkind, indeed. Such insults are insufferable and cause enough for a
dozen bettles."

Metisglanced at Menaitios. "Y ou seem to have suffered those insults easily enough-at least without
incurring bodily harm. But what did he say?" she demanded, turning back toward Prometheus.

"He questioned our father's competence as leader of the Titans. | understand he did it in arather crude
andinsulting fashion.”

Metisfrowned. "That's not good. Many of us seem to have frayed tempers these days. Just last week
some of the Muses got into atusde with the Hesperides. Go on, Epimetheus. Are there other reasons for
your argument with him?'

"This has been going on for many weeks now." Epimetheus shifted uncomfortably on hischair. "It'sred
beginning, | suppose, was when Heliosrealized that | was seeing Asterie. He decided he liked her more
than held originally thought and tried to get meto step aside. | refused, and words led to blows."

"They'vefought anumber of times," Prometheus said, "but in the past neither emerged asthe clear victor.
Someone dways stopped the fight.”

"Koioss daughter has grown into alovely maiden,” Metissaid. "Areyou actudly courting her?"
Epimetheus |ooked embarrassed. "Not exactly. But | have been see-"
"I think shewasin lovewith him," Menaitiosinterrupted. "1 saw them together, and her face dways had

that foolish, lovesick sort of ook on it. His chances with her were redlly quite good, until Heliostook an
interest in her. | mean, we al know that Epimetheus has many fine characterigtics, but good looks arentt

among them."

"Hesright,” Epimetheus said sadly. "Heliosis very handsome. I'm afraid he'sturned her heart away from
rrell

"And how did thislatest fight occur?”



"They werewaiting for mewhen | went to see Asterie. As| drew near the palace of her father, they
jumped a me from the shadows. They tripped me and began to pelt me with stones. When | tried to get
up, Helios kicked mein the head. The wooden sole of his sanda did this." He tenderly touched his
forehead. "Perses legped on me and struck me in the shoulder with abig pointed stone. Then Pallasran
up with agreat rock and smashed it against my leg, not once but anumber of times."

"They weretrying to breek hisleg,” Menaitiossaid. He grinned. "Visting Asteriewould be adifficult
metter for one who couldn't walk."

"Areyou certain the other gods with Helios were the sons of Crios? Y ou saw them clearly?!
Epimetheus nodded. "'l saw them very clearly.”

Metis stood thinking for amoment. Then she said, " So now you plan to revenge yoursdf upon them.”
"Of course he does. There's no other honorable course," Menoitios said.

Metissmiled. "Revengeis only sweet when it pains your enemy more than you."

Menoaitios had been growing increasingly annoyed a Metis. He stood up, sneering at her. "What should
he do, then? Swallow his pride and pretend it didn't happen? Let Helios have Asterie? Why don't you
just leave him aone? 'Y ou probably want him to take his complaint to Iapetos and the Council of Titans,
S0 they can do what they always do about such things-nothing. That's what a coward would do!™

Alakomeneus had been ligening quietly and intently to al that was said, but the arrogance with which the
young god addressed his mistress was more than the morta could tolerate. "L ord Menoitios,” he cried,
hissmal voice surprisingly loud in the enormous chamber of the deity. ™Y ou forget yourself, my lord.
Who are you to speak in such atoneto Lady Metis?'

Menoaitios laughed sarcasticaly. "Who am |, indeed! I'm agod-a Titan! Who are you to addressme at
al?Youforget yoursdf, cresture of blood. Thisdiscusson isamong gods. Y ou belong over there, with
the rest of theanimas™

He swung around and pointed at the terrarium, then strode quickly to it. Reaching in, he drew out a
snarling saber-toothed tiger and carried it back toward them, holding it by the scruff of the neck and
dangling adivinefinger infront of the infuriated beast. The god grinned malicioudy asit swaited and
snapped at the provocative digit.

He stopped just in front of Metisand glared at the man on her shoulder. Y ou've spent so much time
among theimmortalsthat you've forgotten your mortaity. That can be easily remedied.” He thrust the
tiger & him, sothat it hissed directly into hisface.

Metisreacted ingtantly, striking Menoitioss hand aside. The animal arched away, spinning acrossthe
room. With ashriek Menoitios lunged after it, but he wastoo late. The greeat cat had aready struck the
stonefloor.

"Look what you've done!" he cried as he carefully picked up the dying creature and cradled it in his
cupped hands. Heturned on Metisin arage, hislipstrembling and tears of anger glistening m hiseyes.
"Y ou shouldn't have done that. I'm not ever going to forget you did that!" He glared at Alakomeneus.



"And you'd better keep your little friend away from me, or helll wind up where he belongs'-he gestured
toward the terrarium-"in the belly of one of my bearsor lionsor jackas. Now get out of here. | don't
want you in my roomsanymore.”

Metismet hisgaze calmly, to al outward appearances completely unruffled. "Touch thisman, Menaitios"
shesad quietly, "and you'l learn just what kind of vengeance | do countenance.”

Shefdt Prometheus's hand on her arm and looked toward him. "Let'sgo," he said softly.

They both turned toward Epimetheus, but he was no longer in his chair-or anywhere else in the room.
Prometheus ran toward the outer door. Metis scooped up her basket and followed just behind him.

"Thefool!" Prometheus cried. "He must have goneto find Helios and the others.”
Four

“But certainly you must know that”, the Okeanid Dione continued pleasantly, smiling yet againinto the
handsome face of the divine youth who sat beside her. "Isit truly possible that you've never heard of the
Nereids? Why, al the world praises the beauty and grace of the daughters of King Nereus and Queen
Doriswho happensto be yet another of my ssters.”

"All the world knows them, perhaps," Zeusreplied, grinning sheepishly, "except me. | must beterribly
ignorant.

She laughed. "At least you admit the possibility. 1've known quite afew gods and goddesses who'd far
rather pretend perfection than admit to asingletiny failing." Sheleaned her head to one side, studying his
clear eyes, findy shaped nose, and perfectly formed mouth. "But I'm not sure | believe you. | think you
know agood bit more than you let on."

The ocean goddess was enjoying herself. She gppreciated the companionship of the charming young god
and was pleased that she had chosen to remain here with him on Mount Pelion, at the home of her Sster.
The boy offered awelcome opportunity to escape, however briefly, the gloomy atmosphere that so often
surrounded Philyraand her son. Of course Dione could have accepted Metissinvitation to vist Mount
Othrys, but that would have meant abandoning her effort to bring alittle cheer into Philyra's otherwise
dreary existence. Zeus provided atemporary respite, one that she could enjoy in good conscience since
it did not require her to completely abandon her sister and nephew. And, too, it would not hurt at al for
Cheiron to be exposed to the company of someone hisown age, if she could arrange to get the youthsto
talk to each other.

She and Zeus had been sitting quite close together, but now the boy did still nearer, so that their bodies
were actualy touching, and hisarm dipped around her waist from the rear. Dione's expression indicated
her surprise.

"Oh, you are afrisky one, aren't you?"' she cried. Reaching around behind her back, she took hold firmly
of hisarm and removed it from her body. Then she moved farther away from him on the boulder. This
unexpected display of amorous intent, which she had not foreseen at dl, had startled her; but she was
flattered aswell. Had some other, older god acted in asimilarly familiar manner, she would have rebuked
him ingtantly and firmly. But this boy was another matter. His youth and inexperience-not to mention his
boyish good looks and charm-made it easy to overlook what in others would have constituted an outright
affront.



"Y ou may not know much about Mount Othrys or the Kingdom of Nereus," she said, laughing, "but I'll
wager no one's ever called you dow. Tell me, son of Amaltheia, do the nymphs back where you live
dlow such uninvited liberties?'

"There aren't many nymphsthere, and nonethat | know well enough to talk to likethis."

"Hal And herel thought you were different. | seeyou aren't a al. You lieand evade just asfecilely asdl
the other gods. A handsome youith like you-I'll bet they cometo your cavein droves, every last one
begging you to kissher!"

Helooked away, neither confirming nor denying, and Dione decided she enjoyed teasing him.
"Come now, you can tell methe truth. How many have you kissed?"

Shewas grinning expectantly, waiting for his answer so that she could throw back some similar remark.
But when he looked up his great deep eyes caught hers and held them, and when he spoke a chill ran
through her-whether of gladness or darm, she could not tell.

"Certainly none as beautiful asyou.”

Hiswonderful eyesand winning remark seemed to hold her mesmerized for afew moments, and when
she shook hersdf free of them she realized to her consternation that he had edged back toward her, and
that now he had both his arms about her and hislips were descending toward hers.

"Oh," she cried, pushing againgt his chest, "please stop! What are you doing?'

But he did not desist, and she turned her head aside at the last moment so that his kiss landed on her
cheek instead. She laughed despite hersdif.

All thistime Zeus had managed to keep himsdlf carefully under control; but the touch of her divineflesh
was too much for him. The more she struggled to extricate hersalf from his embrace, the moretightly he
held her. The more she twisted away to keep her lipsfrom his, the more determined he became to taste
them. Now he crushed her to him, felt the sweet softness of her breasts and the fiery heat of her body
agang hischest.

Dionewaslaughing no more. "Y ou know thisian't right," she said firmly, still trying to push him away.
"Redly now, you must stop thisinstant! My sister will come back out any moment, and Cheiron will
return soon."

Hisface dtill wore that same charming-dmost reassuring-smile. In her struggleto free hersdlf, shedid
from the boulder. Instead of trying to pull her back up, hefollowed her down, till holding her tightly in his
arms, and now shefound hersdlf lying beneath him &t full length upon the rocky ground.

"Stop thisingtant, | tell you, or I'll call Philyra. Perhapsthey do things thisway where you come from, but
they most certainly don't among the great gods. Y ou must let me go- immediately!™

Hewas 4till trying to kiss her. Each time his mouth drew near she turned away. His face weaved back
and forth above hers, searching for an opportunity to complete the kiss she kept denying him.



At last shesad, "If | kissyou, will you release me?"
Zeus briefly considered her offer, then said, "Yes"
"Y ou promise?’

He nodded.

Dione turned back to face him, her mouth undefended. Her eyes were open, but she closed them astheir
lips met. His kiss was pleasant, she thought, very pleasant indeed-gentle, but dso hungry, insstent. When
he drew away, shelooked up again.

"That wasnice," she said softly, smiling a him. "Not proper at dl, any of this, but still quite nice. | wonder
whereyou learned-or isit anaturd talent?' She stretched up and gave him another kiss, agratuitous
peck. "Now, be aproper young god and let me up."

She might aswell have asked athunderstorm to unleash but one drop of rain or the storm-lashed seato
cast but asingle tentative wave against the beach. Before she could foresee the danger, his mouth
plunged down upon hers again and stayed there, devouring her.

She gasped and fought to turn away, but only at first. Something strange and wonderful and terrible was
happening ingde her, and her resstance diminished. Insteed of fighting back with dl her strength, she
found hersdlf becoming pliant before his ever growing indstence. Somewhere, dimly, she became avare
that his hands were no longer gripping her so tightly, that instead they were stroking and squeezing and

surveying her bodly.

The whole thing was amazing. It was outrageous. Nothing even remotely similar had ever happened to
her. It was madness! Here she was, with agod bardly past his childhood, lying on the ground outside the
home of her sster-with her Sster no more than twenty paces away. Y oung Cheiron was nearby too,
perhaps even within sight of them. They could be discovered a any moment, and yet when she
remembered that she should tear hersdlf away from him, that she should cry out for help-something within
her suggested other, less proper responses. Instead of struggling, she acquiesced to his kisses and began
to consider outright surrender.

But then Zeus was gone. She opened her eyes and looked up to see Cheiron standing over them, his
powerful equine legs planted firmly apart and an angry scowl on hisface. He had taken hold of Zeus by
one arm and yanked him back from Dione, then thrown him against the rocky side of the mountain. Now,
as shewatched, Zeus cameto hisfeet. He pulled up around him hislong cloak, which had dipped from
his shoulders while scuffling with the Okeanid, and prepared to defend himsdlf. The two youths stood
glaring at one another belligerently.

Dionerose quickly too. Her instinct wasto protect Zeus and to try to explain away the outrageous scene
Cheiron had witnessed; but as she stood there watching them glower and size up one another, she was
overwhelmed by afull redlization of what had just happened-or dmaost happened-and her embarrassment
became acute.

Cheiron had returned with an armful of firewood-long, stout pieces, some of them actudly full-grown
trees from which the god had stripped branches and leaves. He had tossed them aside as he neared the
couple on the ground, but now he reached down and hefted a heavy bough, holding it back above his
head, ready to strike.



"You areaguest here," Cheiron told Zeus, and Dione was surprised at the forcefulness of histone;
usualy the boy was extremely soft-gpoken and seemed shy if not timid. He looked anything but timid
now; hisface was black with restrained fury. "How dare you repay our hospitdity in thisway?"

Dione noticed that Philyrahad just returned and was standing near the mouth of the cave,
"What's happened, Cheiron?' she demanded. "What has this boy done?"
"He attacked Dione while we were gone. | found him holding her down on the ground.”

Philyralooked quickly at Dione, whose dusty and rumpled clothing verified Cheiron's accusation. A
moment before Philyra had |ooked bone-weary, dmost lifeless; now she was gavanized into action.
"You vile creature!” she cried. "Y ou beast!" Her eyes darted about, and she swooped up awater pail
from near the entrance of the cave and flung it at Zeus.

The boy dodged to one side, so that the pail struck the ground a short distance behind him and then
rolled off the ledge and bounced down astegp incline. But by now Philyrahad found other missiles
among thewood Cheiron had brought, and set herself to hurling them one after the other toward him.

"Leave us. Go back wherever you came from. We want no rutting animas here. We won't stand for it.
Do you understand? We won't stand for it!" To punctuate each thought she threw another missile.

Zeus could not dodge them all, and to escape he had to flee between Cheiron and Philyra. As he darted
forward, Cheiron swung at him-a heavy blow that struck his shoulder and dmost sent him to hisknees,
but he managed to keep running and afew moments later was heading down the path that led from the
cave.

Dione watched him go. Though sheredized that none of what had happened wasredly her fault, she
found hersaf fedling sad and somehow guilty. For that matter, she reasoned, it probably wasn't the boy's
fault elther, redly. He had grown up far from divine society and wasignorant of the conventions of
proper conduct. Unless he were careful, he might easily find himself in even worse trouble elsawhere. He
was such ahandsome, charming boy, she thought wistfully; she couldn't help liking him, and was sorry to
see him leave... despite everything.

Philyraand Cheiron stood together near the edge of the high ledge before their home. When Zeusfinally
disappeared within the forest below, Philyralaid ahand on her son'sarm and patted him gently. "Y ou did
well, Cheiron," she said, and when he leaned down to her, she hugged him briefly.

Dione watched them. Asfar as she could remember, it was thefirst time she had ever heard Philyra
praise her son, or seen her show him affection of any sort.

Once out of range of Philyrals wrath, Zeus dowed his pace. This part of the mountain wasthickly cladin
tal pinetrees.

He did not recognize the trail he was following and could not see very far in any direction; therefore he
could only hope he was traveling back toward the areawhere he had last seen Pan. Ashe waked, he
became more and more dejected. With the exception of afew brief rests, he had been walking all day.
He was hungry, too, not having eaten since breskfast, and wished Dione had offered to feed him before
things got out of hand. Pan was carrying their supply of ambrosia, and for this reason done he was



anxiousto rgoin his brother. It might take hoursto locate Pan; for that matter, he might not be ableto
find himat dl. Still, there was nothing e se he could do but keep looking. Tired, hungry, and frustrated, he
went on sullenly, feding sorry for himsaf.

While he walked he began to run over in his mind the events of the day. Eventually he remembered the
manner in which Metis and Prometheus had departed from Mount Pelion and his earlier resolveto learn
to fly. Just having something el se to think about improved his spirits, and he began looking for alarge
clearing where he might attempt asimilar feat. At last he found such aplace, anumber of steep, rolling
hills covered with thick grass, and he paused there, wondering how to begin. They had madeit look quite
easy. But how did one cause his body to metamorphose in such an interesting and useful way?

He stripped off his cloak, which served as his only article of clothing, folded the long rectangular piece of
cloth once- along itslength-then wrapped and knotted it about hisloins, so that his shoulders would not
be encumbered. Closing his eyes, hefocused hismind in the genera vicinity of his shoulder bladesand
envisoned wings sprouting there. At first he was aware only of adight ticklish sensation and thought he
had failed, but an instant later he started to topple backwards and had to throw back afoot to recover
his balance. Something struck againgt histhigh and he twisted around to see what it was.

Thewingswere huge, with enormous golden plumes that glistened like bronze even in the long rays of the
evening sun. He moved them tentetively, firg stretching them out to their widest breadth then folding them
forward, around him, so that he could more easily examine thetips. Controlling them proved to be easy,
requiring no more menta effort than moving hisarms, but the pattern of movements was unfamiliar. With
ajoyous cry, he turned and started to run down the steep hill, stretching the wings and making them begin
to best.

But if growing wings and moving them was easy, actudly flying was not, as he discovered within
moments. No sooner did hisfeet |eave the ground than his knees and ebows found it again-painfully. He
had raised one wing when he should have lowered it; till, he was having agreat ded of fun and would
not be put off by afew scrapes and scratches. Jumping back up, hetried again . . . and again.. . . and
again. When hefinaly careened into the trees at the bottom of the hills, he ran back up so that he could
gart over. It was exciting and exhilarating, and it made him forget his hunger.

Within haf an hour he was able to rise above the treetops and circle there, scanning the lower hillsand
more distant mountainsfor Pan. Then, growing more daring, he flew off in the direction he thought most
promising, his great eagle wings gliding on thewind. He found that by traveling higher he could seeto
greater distances, and should he fumble, there was more time to right his mistake. Twice he

miscal culated, plunging downward toward the spikelike treetops; but each time he managed to undo his
error and swoop back upward just before striking. Zeus learned quickly, and seldom made the same
mistake twice.

Nowhere could he detect any sign of Pan, and so he turned toward Mount Othrys, which he could see
clearly in the distance. He very much wanted to vist the home of the Titans. If Dione and Metiswere any
indication, the goddesses he would find there would make the journey amply worthwhile.

Five

“Do you redly think he'll come?’ Pallas asked. He stood beside a wide window within the paace of the
Titan Hyperion, looking out into the growing darkness.

"Oh, yes," arich, bemused voice said from behind him. "If not tonight, then tomorrow, or the night after.”



"He may not be able to come tonight,” athird voice commented, adding an unpleasant laugh.

Pdllas, the son of the Titan Crios and the sea goddess Eurybie, turned and looked across the room
toward Perses, hiselder brother. "Do you redlly think we hurt him that badly?"

"Oh, we did him damage, al right. | have no doubt of that. Don't you agree, Hdlios?"

Helios, whom they had cometo visit, was till dressing. Surrounded by ahalf dozen flaming braziers that
he had arranged for this purpose, he stood before alarge mirror of polished bronze, dowly turning to
view himsdlf from one angle and then from another. Perses hovered nearby, openly admiring the sartoria
splendor of the son of Hyperion.

"True," Helios agreed at |at, after the younger gods had decided that their magnificent host must be too
preoccupied to hear them, or that their remarks were not worthy of his consideration. "True indeed. We
may have disabled him more severely than we intended. But in time hiswoundswill hedl, and then helll
come searching for us. We need only wait." As he spoke heleaned his head to the lft, to observe the
effect of the movement upon his traight, shoulder-length blond hair, which glistened like Slver inthe
firdight.

"I hope he brings his brothers with him," Pdlas said enthusiastically. "1 know you said helll come done,
but | hope not."

Helios bestowed an indulgent look upon the youth. "I, too, would like nothing better than to speed things
aong, but however much we may wish to permanently settle our affairswith lgpetoss sons, we must be
patient. Epimetheus may have the intdlligence of an ox, but Prometheus certainly isn't gupid. If anything,
hell try to prevent his brother from facing us. He knows what afussit al will lead to in front of the
Council, with Hyperion and Crios vigoroudy defending us and nobody willing to do anything.”

He turned toward Perses, spreading his arms and displaying his apparel. "What do you think? Am | not
the height of elegance?’

Hislong chiton fell in graceful, carefully arranged folds, sporting an elaborate border of golden fringe.
Around his shoulders he wore asmilarly fringed cloak, which was fastened about his neck with alarge
golden clasp that bore the likeness of afacon.

"It'swonderful," Perses said. "Thelittle golden tufts at the edges are spectacular. Are they your idea?'
Helios nodded, making no attempt to conced the intense pleasure he derived from such admiration. He
had spent many long hours mastering the most interesting and rakish waysto attire himsalf and knew that
Perses was only expressing the plain truth.

"Who madeit for you? Can we have similar ones made for us?' Pallas asked.

"Of course, my friends. I'll seetoit. Wethree will be the envy of al the younger gods of Mount Othrys."
"Wedready are," Pdlas observed.

"Then well make them still more enviouswith our tasseed finery.”



Perses dropped into alarge, cushioned chair. They were silent for nearly aminute; then he said, "The
more | think about it, the more convinced | am that you'reright, Helios. What afeeble agewelivein!
How different it must have been when Kronos ruled the world. No petty bickering, no weak and
ineffectua Council of Titans." He sneered the find words, diciting an gppreciative laugh from his brother
acrossthe room. "Instead we had an dl-powerful king-one mind and guiding hand, asingle will, ready
and ableto crush all discord and dissent. | don't know how we've endured this long with such fumbling,
inept leadership.”

Helios had turned back to his mirror and was putting the fina touches on his appearance. "But we haven't
actualy endured it, Perses. It'stakenitstoll. The evidenceisal around us. Look at the Titans today.
They'velog dl initiative. They livetheir livesfrom day to day, and | suppose they consider themselves
happy, but they're merely drifting. They have no direction, no ambition. Of course that's not true of al of
them-of my father, for instance-but Hyperion isthe rare exception. It's sad, when you consider all the
grand achievements of the past and how drab everything istoday."

"But will anything changeif we succeed in discrediting 1apetos? I'm not sure that any other leader of the
Council could do much better," Perses said thoughtfully. "It's so difficult for them to change things. If
anyone makes a suggestion, the Council smply taksit to death. Certainly |apetosisinept, but even your
father would be hard pressed to move that pack of duggards.”

Helios at last swung away from the mirror. "It's safe enough to think such things, Perses, but it would be
wise to speak them softly, even among the most trusted of friends. If nothing more, it could prove
inconvenient to be overheard.”

"What do you mean?" Pallas asked. He still stood beside the window, glancing out every few seconds
while listening to them. " Are you two taking about what | think you're talking about?'

"Probably," Hdios said. "Doesthe notion distress you?”

"It'streason,” the youth said softly. "It's the one crime above al othersthat the Titans have sworn not to
tolerate.”

Helios laughed. "What do you think they would do if they somehow learned of our conversation? Or, for
that matter, if we even made such an attempt and failed?’

"They'd talk about it!" Perses cried, and the three of them collapsed in laughter.
"But can it be done?" Pallaswent on. "To bring back the monarchy-it's unthinkably daring. ..."

Helios drew aheavy armchair out from the wall and sat down too. "Daring, yes. But not unthinkable. I've
been thinking about it for avery long time now. What weve been up to recently, working in whatever
way we can to embarrass and discredit | gpetos-through his sons now and more directly later-isonly a
first step toward a solution. lapetos must be replaced asleader of the Council of Titans, but the Council
itself must dso be replaced. We must have aking again. All these endless debates and timid
vote-castings sap us of the very spirit that once made us great, and well never be free of them until we're
free of the Council."

"But who'll be our new king?' Perses asked hesitantly, already knowing the answer.

Hédlioslooked carefully a him. "Who ismost suited of dl the Titans?!



"Hyperion? We've been discussing him asthe new leader of the Council "
"What do you think, Pallas?' Helios asked.
"l can think of no better choice.”

Helios nodded. "It's difficult for meto view him objectively, of course, since he's my father, but
everything | know about the Titans leads me to believe that no one could do a better job."

"No other god could do even haf aswell,” Perses observed, "...except, of course, for Kronos himsdlf."
The last few words dipped out without adequate forethought, and as soon as he said them, Perses

wished he had not. He greetly admired Helios-dmost worshipped him in his boyish way- and did not
want to offend him.

The thought seemed to stun Helios, and he took along time before answering. "No," he said dowly, "the
Titanswould never accept Kronos. They'd sooner wallow in mediocrity than submit againto hisrule. If
we'reto have aking again, it must be anew king, and Hyperion is our only choice."

Both Pallas and Perses nodded their agreement.

Pdllas|ooked back out the window. It was night now. After amoment he said, "'l think | see someone
down there." He leaned farther out, and both Perses and Helios I eft their chairs and crossed the room to
joinhim.

"Where?' Helios demanded. "Point to him."

Pallas pointed across a narrow path toward agrove of towering cypress tressthat grew on the dopes
above the Palace of Hyperion. "l saw something movein there, near the rocks. | don't know how he got
S0 near without my seeing him sooner.”

"Step back alittle, you two. We don't want to be seen ourselves.”

Pallas and Perses complied. They squatted down beside the window with their eyesjust abovethesill.
Helios stood beside them, peering out from one Side of the opening.

"There-do you see?' Pdlas demanded, pointing again.
"Yes," Heliossaid. "He'sjust within the grove, stlanding between two trees.”
"Do you think it's Epimetheus?’ Perses asked.

"Who e sewould be skulking about in the dark like that, in front of this palace? Who ese would have
reason?’

The sons of Crios nodded dowly. "So you wereright,” Perses continued. "Thefool has come by himsdlf.”
Helaughed. "Well, why are we waiting? Let's go down and meet him."

Helios continued to stare down at the bardly discernable figure. He had been certain Epimetheus would
not appear tonight, but managed to conced his surprise from his companions. "What adolt heisl Anyone



with the smallest modicum of sense would have waited. He can't have recovered from his wounds yet.
L ook, hesmoving across the grove, hoping to find a better place to stand, | guess. Do you see how he
moves? He'slimping. There, he sumbled!™

He left the window and began to pace the room. "Thisisn't good. If we attack him, we could undo
oursalves. He's dready injured and isn't properly ableto defend himsdlf. The oaf! The smpleton!” He
stamped hisfoot in anger and frustration.

"l don't understand,” Pallas said. "If he wantsto take such arisk, why shouldn't we take advantage of his
migudgment?'

"It'svery smple. However pleasant it might be to poke him full of holes, we must keep our goa in mind.
If we can goad | gpetos's sons into acting impetuoudy, we discredit |apetos. If we can sow dissension
between lapetos and the other Titans, that too advances our goal. What happened last night was anything
but clear-cut. Hell say we attacked him, but welll claim he attacked usfirst. Who'sto know what the
truth is? But if we fight Epimetheus tonight, well be branded villains. He can barely walk! Ther€ll be no
doubt that we took advantage of him."

"Then what shall we do?" Perses asked.
"L et methink. There must be some way to twist thisto our advantage.”

"It may adready betoo late," Palas announced. He done was till staring out into the night, and now the
others came back beside him.

"What isit? What do you see?' Helios demanded.

"Look down the path, toward the Palace of Mnemosyne. Do you see who's coming this way?*
Helios and Perses peered in that direction.

"It looks like Prometheus," Helios said with annoyance. "'l can't tell who'swith him, though.”

"It'sagoddess,” Perses said. "Metis, probably. They're often together. They must be looking for
Epimetheus. And | think he seesthem now."

There was movement in the grove, and for amoment they clearly glimpsed alurching figure that madeits
way awkwardly away from the path and deeper among the trees.

AsHedlios and his companions watched from above, Metis and Prometheus approached rapidly. They
paused outside the palace, peering into the shadows near the walls of the building. Then they crossed the
path and searched briefly near the outside of the grove. Findly, unable to find the god they sought, they
continued on, following the path toward the Palace of Crios.

Just asthey wereleaving, Helios became aware of another figure; it wasfarther away, hidden from Metis
and Prometheus by intervening trees but clearly visible to the watchers high within the Palace of

Hyperion.

"Whoisthat?' Pdlasasked. "I don't recognize him."



Helios did not recognize the newcomer ether. He watched as the figure of ayouth, probably no older
than Perses, stood briefly in the bright torchlight that flooded from anearby building, then proceeded
dowly toward them upon the same path that Prometheus and Metis were following. More than once the
boy paused, evidently to study the huge structures he was passing.

Helios glanced toward the grove where Epimetheus was hiding, then back toward the approaching youth,
who was dtill afair distance away. "Do you think you could reach this stranger before Metisand
Prometheus get within Sght of him?' he asked Pdllas.

"I could circle around to the rear, behind the bluff. I'd have to leave immediatdly, though, and fly most of
theway."

"Then do it. Talk to this new god, make friends with him, and bring him back here by aroute that will
keep Epimetheusfrom seeing him.”

Pdlas nodded his understanding, crossed the room, and left without another word.
"What are you planning?' Perses asked excitedly.

"Haveyou no idea?'

Perses shook his head.

Helios grinned. "Neither do |, redly-not yet. But certainly there must be some way to utilize this
newcomer to Mount Othrys. If, for ingtance, Epimetheus were to atack him suddenly, without
provocation-certainly that would be an embarrassment to | gpetos. Don't you think so?"

Six

As Zeus gpproached Mount Othrys, the mountain loomed ahead of him, not asingle peak but a broad
range that stretched more than sixty miles from east to west. He flew higher now, over thick foreststhat
grew among the hills and clung to the high mountain dopes, across wide valeys and narrow canyons
teeming with animd life. He had traveled quite far and was deep within the range when at |last he came
upon apeak that rose more than amile into the sky, and as the last rays of sunlight faded, he glided
down toward the home of the Titans.

What he found took his bregth away. All hislife he had heard stories of the Titans and Mount Othrys, but
those stories utterly failed to suggest the magnitude of the divine community. Alighting near the edge of
the settlement, he moved forward dowly, marveling at the vista that stretched before him-up, down, and
around the summit of the mountain. Towering edifices of many designsrose from amid lush orchards and
gardens. There were smaller, no lessimposing structures as well, and meandering brooks and pools of
clear sporing water that glistened in the distance.

Coming upon awinding walkway paved with huge flat ones of many colors, he followed it dowly past
building after building, some with wide-open entrances that looked in upon vas, brightly lit chambers
crowded with talking, laughing deities. The temptation to seek admittance was great, but he went on
ingtead, following the stone path around the mountaintop.

He had been walking for some time when ayoung god appeared just ahead of him with hisright hand
rased in greting.



"Hall! My friendsand | saw you over here and thought you might be a stranger, in need of guidance.”
Pallas smiled a him pleasantly. "Am | right? Areyou atraveler, newly come to Mount Othrys?

Zeus smiled back. "Y es. I've come to see the home of the Titansfor mysdlf. That'sdl right, isn't it?|
probably should have arrived earlier, before dark, but-"

"Certanly it'sdl right. Your late arrival hasinconvenienced no one but yoursdlf. All the gods of the broad
earth are wel come guests on Mount Othrys-save only the few who've been barred for one reason or
another," Pdllas added with alaugh. "I trust you're not one of those."

Zeus shook hishead quickly.

"| thought not. Y ou look as though you've traveled quite some distance. Y ou must betired. Perhaps
hungry and thirsty aswell. If you'd like to come with me, I'll take you to the home of afriend. He's
awaysinterested in meeting newcomers, and I'm sure you'll enjoy yourself and learn agrest dedl. Will
you comewith me?'

"Yes, thank you," Zeus said, quite pleased and alittle surprised; since leaving hisidand home he had
encountered aremarkable degree of kindness and courtesy among the great gods. "I am hungry and
thirsty, and I'd be delighted to talk with your friend. Please lead the way."

“It would be agood bit faster-easier, too-if we flew. Do you mind?"

Actudly Zeusfdt he had done quite enough flying for one day, but would have been embarrassed to
admit that. He glanced over his shoulder and was surprised to discover that the wings that had brought
him to Mount Othrys were no longer present; evidently his body had returned to its natural shape as soon
as he stopped thinking about them-which was something he would need to remember in the future. Again
he concentrated upon his back, then stretched out his wings and followed his new companion. They flew
down aong the side of the nearby building, then swung out over awide grove and across anarrow
gorge. Theroute seemed curioudy circuitous, but snce he was unfamiliar with the area, Zeus did not
question it. He traveled dowly, still uncertain of his newly acquired skill, and the other god adjusted his

speed accordingly.

Pdlasled him to the Paace of Hyperion, and the two aighted upon a high bacony. Zeus sumbled as he
landed, but was pleased to redlize that the other god seemed not to have noticed. He paused to arrange
his cloak in what he consdered amore suitable fashion, then followed the youth into the paace.

Pdlaswaked ahead of him, glancing back occasionadly. Zeus proceeded more dowly, looking at
everything they passed. The wide corridor waslit by many torches, each sitting in agolden sconce
shaped like the hand and arm of agod. The high wallswere brightly colored, and many bore sartling
likenesses of gods and animals. Zeus even marveled at the smoothness of the marble flagstones beneeth
his bare feet.

"Herewe are," Pdlas announced at last, swinging open atall door to revea the enormous chamber
beyond. He stood to one side and alowed the newcomer to precede him. As Zeus entered, atall,
handsome god with long blond hair strode toward him.

"Comein! Weve been hoping you'd pay usavist. | am Helios, the son of Hyperion, and you are
welcomein the home of my father."



Zeus nodded his appreciation and Heliosintroduced Perses, who was standing near the broad window at
the other sde of the chamber. While his host went to bring achair and asmall, three-legged table from
near thewall, Zeus stood dazzled, gazing about the lavishly furnished chamber, which was prodigaly
decked in gold and ivory.

Pdlas came up beside him and Zeus whispered, "Isthisgod a Titan?"

Pdlaslaughed. "Y es, Heliosisindeed a Titan-a Titan of the second generation. So are my brother and 1."
Hisvoicedid not fail to communicate asense of pride.

From across the room Helios laughed too. "But Pallas neglectsto tell you one significant fact-he's actudly
only hdf aTitan, Snce hismother is a seagoddess. An understandable oversight, but one I'm determined
not to let him forget. I, on the other hand, am the son of a Titan father and a Titan mother.”

Pallas grimaced, but did not seem to take serious offense.

"Here," Hdios continued, positioning the chair and table dmost in the center of the room. "Sit. Make
yourself comfortable, please. Palaswill bring refreshments, and then we can talk in comfort. I'm dways
interested in learning about the gods who live below. Tdl me, my new friend-who are you? What is your
name? Where do you come from?"

Zeus sat and answered the Titan willingly. Helios pulled up another chair and table for himself, and Pdllas
returned afew momentslater with large goblets of glistening red nectar and abowl nearly overflowing
with golden stalks of ambrosa. Zeus ae hungrily.

"How interesting everything must be, back in the land from which you come. Y ou caled it Crete, didn't
you? I'm not sure I've ever heard of that idand,” Helios continued after Zeus had answered most of his
questions. "Here-you need more nectar. Pallas, please atend to it. Y ou see, son of Amdtheia, al gods
arewelcomeamong us.”

Zeuswas enjoying himsdlf greetly. He had not redlized the great hunger that had built up insgde him for
new sights and experiences such as those he had found today-for companionship, too. He had never
known such good fellowship before today. Pan had been his constant companion since infancy, but Pan
could be quite adisagreegble fellow at times and they often argued over trivia things. To be among such
amiable deties asthese wastruly ddightful, and he congratul ated himsdlf on his decision to seek out
Mount Othrys.

Helios was enjoying the evening too. Asthey taked, he studied the youthful newcomer and decided that
this backward lout would suit his purposes well. With dmost every other word he uttered, Zeus betrayed
histota ignorance not only of Othrys and the Titans, but of divine society in genera. He seemed to know
virtualy nothing, and Helioswas very glad indeed that he had sent Pallas to fetch him. He could hardly
have found amore promising dupe with which to harass and befuddle Epimetheus-and thereby 1apetos.

Just then Perses|eft his post at the window and came up behind the Titan. He leaned down and
whispered in his ear. "Epimetheus has | eft the grove. He must have grown tired of waiting."

"Keegp watching him," Helios whispered back fiercdly. " See where he goes.™

Zeus had been talking to Pallas and seemed not to notice. Annoyed now that hislittle endeavor might be



thwarted, Helios sat in silence while the two young gods continued their conversation. After afew
minutes though, he left his chair and went to join Perses. They stood close together, whispering back and
forth.

"Canyou Hill seehim?' he asked.

"Y es, though he's trying to avoid being seen. He's staying in the shadows, of f the path. Look acrossfrom
the Palace of Koios."

"Yes, | seehim. Good. He hasn't given up. He must have decided I'd already |eft for the evening, and so
he's gone instead to wait in front of Asteri€'s home-thinking I'd probably be there. Very good-perhaps
even better!"

He returned to Zeus, who was now watching him. "Please forgive me, my new friend,” the Titan said as
he resumed his seat. "I'm afraid I'm involved tonight in alittle ... unpleasantness. | hate even to mentioniit.
Thereredly isn't any reason to trouble aguest about it...."

Zeus gestured in away that indicated he would not mind listening.

"The reason Perses hasn't joined us, but instead remains over at the window, isthat he's keeping watch
for me. ThereisaTitan-his name is Epimetheus-who has sworn to do me harm, and earlier thisevening
we thought we saw him. skulking about outside. But redlly, | don't want to impose my trouble on you.
Thisisyour firg visit to Mount Othrys. It should be atimefor pleasantry, not-"

"No, no, please," Zeus said-just as Helios hoped he would. "I'm very interested in hearing about it. |
know so little of the great godsthat dl their doings hold my attention. Please tell me.”

Helios settled back into his chair and took asip from his own goblet before continuing. "Theresredly
nothing very complicated or particularly interesting about it. I'm sure smilar things must happen where
you live. Epimetheusisin love with Aderie, the daughter of Lord Koios, but Agterieisin love with me.
Since he can't fathom any goddess not loving him, Epimetheus cal cul ates that the whole thing must be my
fault. He's convinced himsdlf that if it weren't for me, beautiful Asterie would be his, and so he hatesme
beyond reason. It's most annoying, and very inconvenient at times.”

"Thisgoddess,” Zeus asked, "is she a Titaness? What does she look like?"

Hdios smiled indulgently. "Y es, sheisasecond-generation Titan, as| am. Anyway, we thought we
noticed Epimetheus outside earlier this evening, hoping to catch me with a surprise attack, but we weren't
certain. Just now Perses came over to tell methat he's now sure, and that Epimetheus has departed-to
hide instead near the entrance to the Palace of Koios, Agterie's father. And to make matters worse, my
father hasforbidden meto fight him."

"How odd," Zeus observed, taking another handful of ambrosiafrom the large golden bowl. "Why did he
do that?'

"To please hisbrother 1apetos, who is Epimetheuss father. My father knows | could best the lout easly.
I've done it more than once, but it would cause aterrible row among the Titans just now. Of course he
redlly doesn't understand the Situation, or what an affront Epimetheus's protestations of love areto
Aderie. She'stried to discourage him kindly, but still he persigts. It really makes me very angry. And, of
course, | need to find some way to warn Asterie, so that she won't venture out tonight. | hate to think



about the possibilities, after what happened the last time Epimetheus saw her. ..."
"What happened?' Zeus asked with grest interest.

Hdiosignored hisquestion. "'l can't send Pallas or Persesto her. Epimetheus knows they're my friends,
and he's scuffled with them in the past over me. Besides, held probably guess they bore amessage from
me, and that might well enrage him. He can be very violent when enraged. | redly don't know what to
do, and so I'm not the attentive host | should be tonight. My mind isfar too concerned with Aster-i€'s

siety.”
"Aderiemust be very beautiful,” Zeus sad.

"Oh, yes-gorgeous. She's the most beautiful of al the Titanesses of the second generation, at least asfar
as|'m concerned. Asyou can see, I'm very much in love with her."

Zeuswas | ooking toward the window, watching Perses. Nearly a minute passed in sllence while Helios
waited expectantly.

When the young god made no move to continue the conversation, Helios said, "An idea hasjust occurred
to me. Would it be possible that you could ddliver such amessage forme?”

Zeuslooked back at him. "Why, of course. Someone would have to show me how to find Agterie's
home, though, since | have no ideawhereit is."

"Nothing could be easier. Y ou can see it from the window. Come, I'll show you," Taking Zeus by the
arm, he led him across the room. " Of course, I'll have to loan you some of my clothing before you go.
You redly can't go dressed like that-pardon my candor for saying so. Y ou won't mind wearing some of
my things, will you?I'm surel canfit you out in style.”

The Cretan god shook his head quickly. "No, I won't mind at al. I'll do whatever you think necessary.
Do you know, | don't believe I've ever seen anyone who was gorgeous before.”

Seven

“What do you plan, Helios” Perseswhispered afew minutes later, after they had pointed out the Palace
of Koiosto the youth. Helios had pulled out to the middle of the room alarge chest filled with clothing
and Pdlaswas hdping the newcomer sort throughit.

"Can't you guess?' the older god asked. "What could be more damaging to 1apetos than to have one of
his sons assault an innocent visitor to Othrys, with no provocation at al?!

"But why should he do that? Do you think helll mistake Zeusfor you just because he'sin your clothes?Is
that the idea? Won't he notice the difference in Sze?'Y ouretaler than this boy and good bit heavier.”

Helios shrugged. "It's night. Besides, Epimetheus has never been noted for his keen observation, and he's
aready had timeto grow impatient. Do you think he'sin any mood to carefully scrutinize someone who's
wearing my clothes and headed toward Agterie's home?”

"But he may notice. Y ou can't be certain he won't-and then what?"



"Certainty in anything isarareluxury,” the Titan replied sententioudy. "But don't fret. | think we cantip
the balance morein our favor. And if | should be wrong, what have | lost?"

"Well, that'strue,” Perses agreed uncertainly. "If your plan fails, were none the worse, | suppose, and if
you succeed, lapetoswill have much to explain and live down.”

Helios nodded. "But not enough. All thisisamusing play, but only avery smdl step on along path. Still, a
most amusing and enjoyable step.”

He strolled back toward the middle of the room, where Zeus and Pdllas stood together. "How are we
progressng?'

"Thisismost nice," Zeus said, holding up along, thick cloak. "May | wesr it?"

Helios shook hishead. "No, | think not-it might do for ajaunt about the countryside, but not for amission
such asyourstonight. Y ou may well meet Agterie's parents, Lord Koios and Lady Phoibe. Don't you
want to appear at your most presentable? Let me sdlect for you.”

"Would you?" Zeus asked, quite pleased. "I'd like that. | know | have very much to learn and would
greatly gppreciate your indruction.”

Helios sorted quickly through the garments, hesitated over abrightly colored chiton, then tossed it aside.
Instead he went to other cheststhat till sat together againgt the wall and rummaged among them. At last
he returned with a more suitable sdlection.

"Here. Sip thison," hetold the boy.

A dull brown cloak was loosely wrapped about the boy's body, one end tossed over his shoulder. The
Titan took hold of the garment with two fingers, asif he preferred not to soil his hands any more than
necessary. He pulled it free, then held it at arm's length and let it drop to the floor. Then he handed him
the chiton he had selected and watched in amusement as Zeus dipped into it and attempted to adjust the
unfamiliar garment.

Next Helios selected an appropriate mantle-one of his own favorites, which he had worn just the night
before. He hated to sacrificeit-it might well be destroyed this evening-but was well satisfied when he saw
theyouthinit. Heled Zeus over to thetal bronze mirror and showed him his own reflection.

"Well, what do you think? Do you not look asif you've lived dl your life among the Titans?'

"Itswonderful," Zeus said, staring at hisimage in fascination. He reached down and adjusted the cloak
so that it exposed more of the chiton, then paused to examine the ddlicate gold- and silver-threaded
border. "And you have many such garments! It'samazing. How generous you areto dlow meto-"

"Redlly, it'snothing. But we haven't finished yet. Y our wardrobe is till incomplete. Don't move." Helios
handed the youth apair of sandadsthat were certain to fit poorly, then went to yet another chest, thistime
returning with alight-colored bonnet. He was not fond of such contrivances himsdf, preferring to display
hislong slver hair indl itsglory; but he owned anumber of hats nevertheless and wore them reluctantly
when the occasion demanded.

He set in on Zeuss head, pulled it down tight and then wal ked around the youth, tucking his dark locks



up beneath the fabric. When he had finished, he stepped back two pacesto admire the result. He had to
stop himsdlf from laughing doud. The boy looked preposterous in the bonnet; but in the dark, at least
from adistance, the light-colored materia might well passfor blond hair.

"Doyou likeit?' he asked at last.

"Oh, yes, | think it'swonderful. It's much more attractive than the hoods or fur caps we occasionally use
when it'sunusualy cold at night. But tell me, just what does Asterielook like? If I'm to deliver amessage
to her, it would be good if | could recognize her easily. What color isher hair? Isshetdl or short, thin or
full’? Does she have sters with whom | might confuse her? Are they beautiful too?"

"You'll know her easily enough. Y ou need only mention her name at the door. Someone will take you to
her, I'm sure. We have one last thing to add." Helios crossed the room and returned with along bronze
sword, which rested in an ornamental sheath and hung from a stout belt.

Zeusseyeslit up when hesaw it. "Am | to wear that?'

"Of course. It'sessentid. All the younger Titans wear swords when they go out. It's only an ornament,
usualy-an emblem of our prowess-but you wouldn't be fully dressed without it."

AsHelios continued talking, he dipped the belt over the youth's head and guided hisarm through it, so
that the belt fell across his chest from shoulder to hip and the heavy sword hung suspended againgt his left
sde. Zeustouched the hilt tentatively, then wrapped hisfingers about it and dowly drew the weapon,
thrilled by thefed of it.

"Now, there's one more thing | should warn you about. | should havetold you before, in caseit makesa
differenceto you. Y ou mustn't let Epimetheus get closeto you. Hes avery surly fellow. Probably he
won't bother you at dl. HE's waiting for me-or Perses or Pallas-not for some stranger he's never seen
before. Thelikelihood is hell do nothing more than watch you go by. But should he come out of his
hiding place as you approach, you must not hesitate. Draw this sword and strike him down before he
reaches you-or you'relogt. | can't emphasize this enough. Don't try to talk to him or reason with
him-that'simpossible. HE's far beyond reason. And don't run from him! The moment you turn, hell strike
you down from behind.”

Zeuswas gl holding the sword-amost lovingly-and examining the long blade, but his expression had
turned serious. "I've never used such awegpon before. Isit very difficult?”

"It'snot difficult a dl. Youve handled knives before. That'sdl thisis, redly, just abig knife. Defend
yourself with it just as you would defend yoursdlf with aknife, and you can't go wrong." Heturned
toward Perses. "'Is Epimetheus il hiding where he was?!

Perses nodded. "He hasn't moved.”

"Good. Then | think we're ready to send our messenger to Lady Agterie. What do you think of our new
friend? Is his gppearance suitable?’

Perses grinned. "Quite suitable. I'm sure Epimetheus will never suspect . . . that you've sent him."

Helios made Zeus rehearse the message he was to ddliver, then said, "Pallas, will you lead our new friend
down and point him in theright direction?’ The Titan took Zeuss arm and guided him toward the door,



where Pdlaswas dready waiting. "I hope you won't think me ill-mannered not to accompany you mysdif,
but I've something | redlly must attend to right now. Besides, we aren't actudly saying goodbye. Y oull
come back here, of course, as soon asyou' ve delivered the message for me. | hadn't thought that far
ahead before, but you'll need lodging for the night. My apartment isat your disposal, and | won't hear of
any other solution to that problem.”

Zeusthanked his host and followed Pallas out of the apartment and into the wide corridor. Helios
watched them go, then closed the door and hurried back to the window.

"What do you think now?" he demanded of Perses. "Will it work? Will Epimetheus mistake him for me?”

"Well be ableto tell better when we see how he looks down there, in the darkness. Redlly, though, |
could barely contain mysdlf. Use the sword just as you would aknife! And he believed you!" The youth
laughed heartily.

Beforelong Zeus cameinto sight below. Pallas soon rgjoined them, and the three Titans stood watching
together from the window as the Cretan god walked briskly aong the path that led to the Palace of
Koios, where Epimetheus still waited among the trees near the entrance.

"Y ou chose his outfit well," Perses exclaimed. "He does look likeyou!”

Despite hisbest intentions, Zeus found himsdlf dalying along the way to study the fascinating buildings
that rose around him and to wonder about the marvel ous deities who inhabited those formidable
gructures. The cool night air of the mountaintop invigorated him and made him curioudy aware of many
things, including the exquisite softness of his borrowed doming, which seemed to caress his skin with
each movement. It would have been a perfect evening, except that the long, heavy sword kept bouncing
againg hissde and threatening to trip him.

Ashedrew near his destination, he saw the figure of agod stir among the foliage a short distance beyond
the entrance to the Palace of Koios. He had aready decided that his best hope of avoiding
unpleasantness would be to ignore Epime-theusiif that Titan called to him; and so asthefigure came
forward from among the trees, the youth hastened down the walkway that led to the entrance. There
werethreetall steps, and he mounted them almost at arun, crossed awide portico and pounded on the
enormous outer doors.

Behind him, the figure changed course, following at a dower pace than Zeus expected. The boy struck
the door again with hisfigt, then let hisright hand settle upon Helioss sword.

"Wait, you coward," the god cried as he neared the steps. "I have ascore to settle with you. Come and
faceme"

By now Epimetheus was too closeto ignore, and so Zeus swung around to meet his assailant. At the
same moment two other figures emerged from the darkness and rushed to intercept the Titan. Before
they reached Epimetheus, the great double doors behind Zeus opened partway, and the god from Crete
found himsdlf looking down at asmdl child.

She amiled up prettily a him. "Whom do you wish to see?’

"I've come with amessage for Lady Agterie,” he said quickly, glancing back again toward the gods
behind him. He redized now that one of the new arrivals was a goddess; she stood beside Epimetheus,



with a hand upon hisforearm. Her companion had taken up a position on the other side of the Titan, and
both were addressing him in an energetic fashion.

"Comein, please," the child said pleasantly. "I'll tell my sster you're here. Will your friends enter too?"

"No," Zeus answered rapidly. "Those aren't my friends, and I'm sure they have no interest in seeing your
sder.”

Hefollowed her insde and the child pushed the heavy door closed behind them. Turning, he found
himsdf in aspacious entrance hall.

"Y ou may wait there," she continued, indicating anumber of ornate, thickly cushioned chairsthat lined the
wadl.

The young goddess |eft him, and he sat quietly, looking about the great chamber. It was attractively
decorated in amanner smilar to what he had seen in the Palace of Hyperion, though not aslavishly. A
few minutes passed while he wondered what was taking place outside, and then from acrossthe atrium a
full-figured maiden with flaxen hair gpproached.

For amoment he was disgppointed. If thiswas Agterie, then Helios and Epimetheus must be blinded by
love. Oh, shewas pretty enough, he thought, with a sweet, pouty mouth and large doe eyes, but certainly
not gorgeous.

She swept across the room, stopping directly in front of him. "Y ou've made quite an impression on Leto,
my little sster. She says you have the most interesting face she's ever seen. Y ou know, | think she may
beright." The barest of smilestouched her full lips. "' She dso says you have amessage for me."

Agterie might not be gorgeous, Zeus thought, but she was attractive-quite attractive indeed, with smooth,
gently doping thighsand lush, full breasts, dl clearly outlined benegth her clothing. He rose and gave her
hismost charming amile,

Eight

"It must be Prometheus and Metis," Helios cried in disgust as he watched from the high window of his
gpartment. "But how did they return without our seeing them? They should still be over toward the other
sde of the mountain, at the palace of your father.”

Perses shrugged. "'I've been watching the whole time, since you sent Pallas out to get the boy. They must
have doubled back aong some other route. |'ve never looked away for more than afew moments.”

"My plan should have worked. It would have worked!" The Titan knotted hisfingersinto afist and struck
the sonewdll beside the window. "Y ou saw, didn't you? Epimetheus was dmost upon him. An instant
more and held have drawn his sword-oh, what foul luck.”

"It was an amusing ideanonetheless,”" Pdlas said, "even if it didn't succeed.”

But Helioswas unwilling to admit defeat so quickly. "Wait alittle. There must be something more we can
do-someway to salvage our effort.” He spun around and stalked across the room. From awall peg he
lifted down another sword, complete with belt and ornate sheath, and dipped it on. Then he took down
his companions swords, which they had hung there upon entering the room earlier in the day. "Come put



these on. Perhapsit isn't too late yet. There may sill beaway.”

Grinning with excitement, Perses and Pallas took their wegpons and hurried after him down thelong
corridor. He led them to the exterior bacony that Pallas had used before. They commanded wingsto
grow from their backs, then flew in awide semicircle that took them first partway down the mountainside
and then back up, so that they dighted behind alow bluff. Advancing cautioudly, they concealed
themselves behind tall trees asthey drew near the Palace of Koios.

Metis and Prometheus still stood before the entrance of the building, remonstrating with Epimetheus.
When Helios found he could not hear them satisfactorily, he Sgnaed to his companions to remain where
they were, then started to creep forward. Perses leaned toward him.

"Wait," the youth whigpered. "Why not just strike them down now, both Prometheus and Epimetheus,
while we have the chance-before they go back home or into this palace? It doesn't matter what they say
afterward. We can dways invent an excuse when we have moretimeto think."

Pdlas nodded vigoroudy. "We don't need to invent anything. They're together-Epimetheus and his
brother. They've comelooking for us. If we confront them, an argument will surely result. Besides, we
may never have abetter chance to cut them down.”

“Perhaps," Helios whispered back,” but not yet. Let me listen to them firgt, and think abit. There may il
be a better way."

"BLIt'"

The Titan held up an imperious hand, and his companionsfell slent. He left them and made hisway
cautioudy forward, finally reaching a point no more than a dozen paces from the quarrdling gods.

"Let mego," he heard Epimetheus say heatedly. "Thisisn't your affair, Metis-nor yours, brother. It's easy
for you two to speak of prudence and restraint. Y ou haven't been insulted and beaten. Y ou haven't been
disgraced in the eyes of someone you care about. Imagine what he'stelling Agterie about me this very
moment. I've got to tell her what redlly happened. Y ou've no right to interfere like this.”

"We may not have aright,” Metis said sharply, "but we certainly do have an obligation-the obligation of
those who care about you. Listen to us, Epimetheus. Y ou're acting rashly. No one will think ill of you for
alowing your woundsto hed before you settle this.”

Within his nearby hiding place, Helios squirmed anxioudy and gritted histeeth. Again and again his gaze
darted back and forth between the gods he was watching and the broad portico that led to the entrance
of the palace. He kept expecting to see the great door open and Zeus come back out. As he waited, he
racked hismind for someway to turn the Situation to his advantage. Clearly they had al mistaken Zeus
for Helios, so that part of his plan had been successful. If they dalied here until the youth returned, there
was at least apossihility of aconfrontation between Epimetheus and the boy. Then heand his
companions could legp out and rush to Zeuss defense.

"We know how you fed, Epimetheus” Metiswas saying. "Certainly you've suffered an unforgivable
outrage, but the wise dways choose carefully the time and manner of their retaiation. If it's Aderie that
concernsyou mogt, I'll go and speak with her. I'll make certain she understands what happened-the
cowardly way you were attacked. Think well. If you go in now, what'slikely to happen when you
confront Helios? Will you attempt to strike him down in front of Agterie? What will she and her family



think of you if you bargeinto their home and commit violence there?!
But Epimetheus seemed not even to hear her. "Let me be, both of you. | know what | must-"

Just then another voice became audible, afemae voice, sharp and shrill. "How dare you?' it cried.
"Release mel" There were other noises, too, scuffling and running sounds from within the palace.

Now dl of the gods-those standing before the portico as well as those hiding nearby-turned to search for
the source of the sound.

"Y ou must stop-redlly you must!" the voice cried. "Stop or I'll call for help!™ Things crashed and banged,
asif knocked to the floor in agreat commotion.

"That's Adteriel" Epimetheus broke free of Metis and Prometheus. "What's that beast Helios doing to
her?'

On the ground floor of the palace, toward the far side, a broad window looked in upon abrightly lit
chamber. Two figures appeared there briefly. Thefirst was an attractive young goddess, who held her
hands out in front of her as she backed across the opening; the second, a handsome, well-dressed god
who seemed to be speaking softly and trying to mollify the maiden. But then the god lunged after her, and
the maiden struck at him, knocking off his hat and revedling the thick black curlsthat had been conceded
beneath it. She ducked under his arms, then disappeared from sight, with the god right behind her.

"That'snot Helios,” Epimetheus shouted. “Who can it be?

Hédlios cursed, aterrible scowl darkening hisface. How dare that ignorant bumpkin lay hishandson
Aderiel

Now a shriek came from the window, followed by a shrill cry for help.

Epimetheus lumbered toward the pal ace, struggling to make hiswounded leg propel him up the stone
steps. Prometheus rushed ahead so that he could open the door for hisinjured brother.

Behind them, Helios stepped from his hiding place, hishand gripping his sword. He called to Pdlas and
Perses, then followed the sons of 1gpetos, drawing his sword as he ran. His scheme against Epimetheus
was forgotten now that his maice had found amore immediate object.

Only Metis hung back. She watched in surprise as Helios and his companions appeared from the nearby
trees and charged up the steps, across the portico, and into the palace. Then she looked back at the now
empty window. For nearly half aminute she stood quite ill, thinking.

Findly thefigure on her shoulder tirred. "Aren't we going insde, too, mistress?* Alakomeneus asked.
"Undoubtedly they will require the benefit of your wisdom.”

Metis smiled despite hersdf. "It's difficult to refuse arequest couched in such flattery. | presumeyou
don't want to missthe excitement yourself. Yes, well go." She climbed the Sairsat an dmost leisurely

pace.

Alakomeneuslooked up into her face. "Migtress, wasn't the god in the window the same god we met on
Mount Pelion?"



"Yes, Aldkomeneus, | beieve he was. How do you suppose he cameto be here?!
"l cantimagine, migtress. | hoped you might know."

By the time she reached the great entrance hdl of the palace, it was unoccupied. She crossed it, drawn
by loud noises, and looked up a stairway. Above her, disappearing from sight, was Epimetheus.
Evidently the other gods had rushed ahead of him, following Zeusand Aderie.

As Metis climbed the stairs, two floors above Asterie darted across alarge room and through a
doorway, the handsome young messenger just behind her. Once within the chamber, she spun around
and frantically threw her weight againgt the heavy door in an attempt to close and lock it before the youth
could follow her insde; but he was too close, and before she could secure the barrier in place, he
succeeded in inserting his knee in the breach and began to dide through the narrow opening.

"Oh-oh!" shecried, looking again into his handsome, boyish face. She realized she could not hold him
back, and so she turned and fled, out through a door on the other side of the room. In an instant Zeus
was after her.

Shewas alovely creature-far prettier than the few nymphs he had seen and pursued back home, among
the high hillsand verdant valleys of Crete. Her flowing peplos clung to her as sheran, occasiondly
revealing her trim ankles and calves. He was not quite sure what had gone wrong below, in the little room
oif the atrium to which the goddess had conducted him. Certainly he had not intended to pursue her
through her father's home. His earlier experience with Dione had taught him that soft words and plessant
smileswere more likely to yield success than swiftness and raw strength.

At first the newly discovered charm seemed to work quite well. The goddess smiled agreat dedl and
fussed with her hair and clothing as she listened to hisrecita of the message he had brought from Helios.
When hefinished, she drew up asmal stool and sat beside him, questioning him closdaly-not merely about
the Titan who was waiting outside, but also about the young god himself; sheinquired about hislife
before coming to Mount Othrys and thanked him lavishly for assisting Helios.

But as she thanked him, she leaned far forward, so that the wide neck of her peplos hung open, reveding
much of the firm, rounded splendor she kept hidden there. The tenuous aroma of her body reached out
and caressed hisnodtrils, and at the same moment her soft hand came to rest on hisknee in an innocently
flirtatious gesture. The combined effect of these three separate provocations proved more than the boy
could resst, and before he redized what he was doing he lurched from his chair and threw his arms about
her.

The goddessrecoiled at his unexpected advance, throwing up an elbow. He struck hischin againgt it,
then discovered to his surprise that she had dready dipped from his grip. How wiry and nimble they
were, despite dl their softly rounded contours! Their speed and agility never failed to surprise him. He
leaped after her, ingtinctively following as she retreated. When his sword tripped him, he stripped it of f
and tossed it asde. He chased her around and around the room, then out into the atrium. She eluded him
eadly there, in the wide open area of the spacious chamber-aslong as she kept running. The atrium
offered no refuge, and when she redlized she would have to kegp running until someone arrived to help
her if she remained there, she darted up awide stairway ingtead, screaming still more loudly for help.

Zeus had so lost himsdlf in the excitement of the chase that he failed to hear the heavy footfalsand loud
shouts behind them as Prometheus, Epimetheus, Helios, Pdllas, and Perses caught sight of him and



charged up the broad, winding stairway in pursuit. By thistime more than one sword had been drawn
from its scabbard.

Even now as Agterie and Zeus darted across another wide chamber, with the swiftest of the Titansonly a
dozen paces behind, the youth remained oblivious to the danger that threatened him. All hisenergy and
concentration were directed instead at the lovely, fleet-footed temptress who somehow managed always
to remain just beyond the reach of his outstretched fingers.

And then Agterie miscal culated, leading him into aroom with but asingle entrance. She halted abruptly
near the far sde of the chamber and swung around to face him, her bosom rising and falling rapidly
beneath the clinging fabric of her peplos. Her eyes darted from Zeus to the door behind him, then to the
windows on her left. He cameto ahdt too, extending an open hand toward her and smiling pleasantly.

"Wait, lovely goddess. Don't run from me. | don't mean to harm you. | only wanted to kiss you and hold
you for amoment. | was so overcome by your beauty that | lost control of mysdlf. Look at me. Dol
look asif I'd harm you?"

Asshelistened, Agterie began to waver. The boy was quite handsome, and his soft words were
reassuring. She hesitated, softening visibly-and then he was upon her, encircling her waist with hisarms
and bruising her lipswith his mouth.

A loud crash sounded from the room behind them as Helios ssumbled over achair that Asterie had
thrown in the path of her pursuer in avain effort to dow him down. Cursing, the Titan kicked it aside and
rushed into the little chamber, huffing from exertion; he had his sword drawn, and at the Sght of Adterie
struggling in Zeuss arms rage overcame him. He bellowed aterrible oath and propelled himself across
theroom, swinging his sword up behind his head and then forward in aterrific blow that threatened not
Zeusdone, but Agerie aswell, for the blade might well shear through the youth and bury itsdlf in the
maiden behind him.

Zeus|ooked around just in time to see the sword begin to fal and threw himsalf backwards. He till held
Aderietightly clutched in hisarms, so that they fell to the floor together. Helios had put al hisweight and
strength behind that blow and could not easily stop it. When Zeus moved out of the way, the Titan had to
lurch awkwardly to one sideto avoid dicing off hisown leg. By the time he recovered from the
maneuver, Zeus had released Asterie and scrambled to hisfeet.

Still bellowing madly, the Titan swung a second blow. Zeus swept up anearby table and thrust it between
himsalf and the gleaming blade. The tremendous force of the blow shattered the table in his hands, and
for amoment he stared down at the fragments, considering for the firgt time the harm such a stroke would
do even adeathlessgod if it connected. Months might be required for his divine body to repair itself
properly after such devastation. A shiver ran through him, and then he tumbled out of the way as Helios
‘ssword fell athird time,

Now the room wasfilled with Titans- five of them in al- and his path of retreast completely blocked.
“Who isthisyouth?” Agterie demanded shrilly of Helios. “Isit true that you sent him hereto me?’
“Youignorant lout,” Helios cried, ignoring Agterie ‘s question as he directed al his outrage e the
newcomer to Mount Othrys. “Y ou backwoods oaf- how dare you lay your lowly hands on a Titaness!

Did they teach you nothing where you come from?1’ll cut your body into a thousand pieces and scatter
them acrosstheworld. Y ou dolt- you jackd! Isthis how you repay the hospitdity of the Titans? Such



conduct is never tolerated among the great gods. What kind of cresture are you?’ As he spoke, hisvoice
grew louder and hisface darker with fury.

“Wait amoment,” an unexpected voice said from behind him, and Helios glanced back to see Metisin
the doorway, the mortal Alalkomeneus till riding on her shoulder. “Before you punish him, ask Asterie
what happened. Make certain there’ s no mistake before you act.”

Now everyonelooked at Asterie, who was straightening her disheveled clothing. “What happened?’ she
sad haughtily, glaring at Helios. *'Y ou know quite well what happened. Y ou sent thisanimal to mewith a
message. As soon as we were alone, he sprang upon me and tried to assault me!”

Helios cursed again and raised his sword. At the same ingtant Zeus threw himsalf across the room,
toward the window. Epimetheus stood in that direction and tried to stop him, but the boy pushed the
injured god asde without difficulty. The other Titans scrambled after the youth. As hisfoot landed on the
gonesill, Zeus struggled to imagine wings growing from his back, then lunged out into the night from the
third-floor window.

Nine

Ashefdl, Zeustried desperately to make hiswings catch the air, but something was wrong. Perhaps he
was moving them improperly, or they were not yet fully grown; in the turmoil of the moment, as he sought
to avoid the consequences of athree-gtory fal, it wasimpaossible for him to tell. One thing was certain,
though. Unless herighted himself very quickly, escape would probably beimpossible. The pain and injury
resulting from such a plunge might be consderable, but surely such discomfort paled to insgnificance
beside what his pursuers hoped to inflict upon him.

At dmost thelast moment his great wingsfinaly arrested hisfall. He struck the ground feetfirgt, then
stumbled and fell sdeward. Rolling to hisfeet, he turned and looked back toward the window, where
Heioswas dready climbing awkwardly through the narrow opening. Zeus dared not try to escape by
flight; he wastoo inexperienced at that art, and oncein the air the Titan could easily overtake him.
Turning, he fled on foot, his body reabsorbing his eagle wings as he ran.

Behind him, Helios a last succeeded in positioning himself on the narrow window ledge. Baancing
himself precarioudy, he caused wingsto grow, then soared downward after the fleeing youth. Perses
immediatdly took his placein the opening, while Pallas urged his brother to hurry.

Behind Pdllas waited Epimetheus, equaly impatient to defend the honor of Agterie. Prometheus touched
hisarm to get his atention.

"It's probably not agood ideafor you to try to fly tonight, with your injuries. Even if you can fly without
difficulty, you'l still haveto land-which could be quite painful. Besides, aslong asit'staking them, we can
probably get outsde nearly as swiftly by way of the sairs.”

Epimetheusooked about uncertainly, then nodded his reluctant agreement. Metis joined them, and
together they descended the great winding stairway asrapidly as Epimetheussinjured leg would alow.

Metiswaked in silence, trying to sort out her thoughts and emotions. The conduct of the young god was
intolerable, of course. She should be as outraged as the Titans, but somehow shefound it difficult to
entertain harsh fedingstoward him. It was a curious reaction-very much unlike her. She grew particularly
chagrined when she redlized that she had dready invented awhole series of possible extenuating



circumstances that might exonerate the boy or lessen hisguilt.

When they reached the portico, Palas and Perses had dready joined Hdlios. Finding it too difficult to
search from the air at night, the older Titan had dighted ashort distance away and the three were now
scouring adark area near the palace. Soon Pallas cried out and pointed across the path, and then they
ran in that direction, toward afarther cluster of trees. Metis and her companions followed at a distance.

"Thisisprofiting usnothing,” Helios said at last, snarling the words. "We must separate and go in different
directionsto have abetter chance of capturing him. Y ou, Pdlas, climb to the top of the bluff and watch
from there. He may show himself in one of the open areas. Persesand | will ook for him aong either Sde
of thispath."

Whilethey searched, Zeus continued running. He had cut across the main walkway in front of the Palace
of Koios, then zigzagged among the trees and shadows until he reached another building. He crept along
the rear of it, then crossed through a grove of towering cypress, only to come upon yet another looming
edifice afew minuteslater. Pausing, helistened for his pursuers.

Even though he had traveled what seemed like a good distance, he could still hear them-muffled talking
and an occasiond loud shout. He was not sure, but they sounded closer than he would have expected.
Again he consdered trying to escape by flight, but quickly gave up the idea. The moon wasrising now,
amost guaranteeing that he would be seen once he rose into the sky. No, he reasoned, it would be far
lessrisky to remain hidden until they grew tired of searching for him. Then he could depart inamore
leisurdy manner.

But where could he hide until then? He could stay where he was, but that certainly was not an appealing
prospect. The nearby palace presented afar more attractive option; if it was like elther of those he had
aready vigted tonight, it undoubtedly offered many fine roomswhere he could comfortably wait out his
pursuers without much chance of being discovered. He might even find a place where he could deep until
early morning. He was quite tired, and that possibility was very appealing indeed.

Before thinking any further-he feared he might talk himself out of the notion-he dipped from among the
trees and went to the rear of the building. Here he found awindow that led to awide, empty corridor.
Vaulting through the opening, he followed the corridor until he came upon a stairway, then ascended a
number of floors, expecting to find fewer inhabitants wandering about on the higher levels. At last he
ventured into another corridor and crept along it, asirange sense of familiarity beginning to trouble him.

Meanwhile the Titan Palas abandoned his sentry post atop the bluff and flew to where Hdlioswas
searching. Settling beside him, he grinned broadly.

"What isit?' Helios demanded. "Have you seen him?"

The youth nodded. "Y ou'll never guess where he's gone.”

"Where? Tdl me quickly. Thisisn't agame. The scoundrel must be punished!™
"He'sin the palace of your father."

Helios cursed. "What audacity! Such brashnessis an added insult to me. Wait until | get hold of that
banding!" He knotted his hand into afist. "Go to Perses and tell him what you've seen.”



Pallas nodded.

"Wait amoment more. We mustn't let him escape while we're searching the palace for him. Someone will
have to remain outside to watch-two gods, and they might aswell be you and Perses. | want you to teke
up aposgition at the front right corner. From there you'll be able to see both the front and the right side of
the building. From the left rear corner Perses can smilarly observe the other two sides. Hurry. Tdll
Perseswhat to do and take up your positions. We mustn't let him escape again!”

Pallas hastened to do as he was bid.

AsHédios sirode off, Alalkomeneus turned to his mistress. "I think they've found the boy, my lady. Shall
we assst them in capturing him, or shdl we only watch?'

" think well watch."

Aldkomeneus stared up at her in puzzlement. There was an odd something in her voice that he did not
recognize and which left him uneasy.

AsMetisfollowed Helios toward his home, Zeus continued down the long hdl, growing more and more
uncertain with each step. The two other palaces he had visited today had seemed quite similar to one
another; but the sense of familiarity he experienced now was nothing short of uncanny-unless...

And then, asthe end of the halway came into sight, his doubts were replaced by aconviction; heredlized
that he had unwittingly returned to the Palace of Hyperion. He looked back down the corridor; anumber
of doors opened upon it, any of which might lead to an adequate hiding place should he suddenly need to
conced himsdlf.

He pondered briefly, then made up his mind. Perhaps chance had led him to the safest place he might find
tonight. After dl, who would expect him to return here? Any place but this would seem an eminently
more appropriate retreat with the son of Hyperion madly searching for him. He would stay here, he
decided, if he could find a suitable chamber.

The thought of afew hours deep appeded to him greatly, and theirony of such asanctuary had its
charm too.

Just ahead lay the door he recognized as the entrance to the apartment of Helios. He had reason to think
it empty, and so he entered without hesitation. He crossed to the middle of the room, where hisfaded
cloak lay upon the floor. Stripping off the clothing Helios had provided, herolled it dl up together and
suifed it back in one of the chests, which gtill stood open with clothing bulging out.

His old cloak was much more comfortable, he decided, even if the fabric was coarser in every way. It
was what he was accustomed to, and it didn't make him fed iff and unnatura. He adjusted it about his
shoulders and was peering a himsdf in Helioss large mirror when someone tapped at the outer door.

Before he could conced himsdlf, the door swung open and atall maiden stood in the doorway. She saw
Zeusimmediately, nodded and smiled at him, then glanced expectantly about the room. Puzzled now, she
looked back toward the youith.

"Whereismy brother?' Her voicewas musicd, dmogt lilting.



That she was Helioss Sister came as no surprise; she looked very much like adender, more delicately
featured version of the Titan. Shewas nearly astall as her brother, with silver blonde hair that fell nearly
to her waist. Her lean, athletic body was displayed to great advantage within the smple knee-length
chiton shewore. She strolled easily toward him, still smiling, while Zeustried to concoct aconvincing

reply.

"Has he gone out?' she asked.
The youth nodded.

"Oh?Will he be back soon?"

"I suppose 0," Zeus said awkwardly, still struggling to devise some explanation of his presence here. At
the same time he kept glancing behind her, toward the door to the corridor; she had left it open and he
was cd culating how swiftly he could make his escagpe. "'I'm not sure how long helll be gone.”

The goddesstilted her head fetchingly to one side. "Do you know where heis?'

"He's gone to search for an intruder upon Mount Othrys," Zeus said suddenly, not redly surewhy he said
it.

"Anintruder? Why, what do you mean? What intruder?'

He hesitated uncertainly, then threw caution to thewind. "Me," he answered smply, looking at her in his
most charming and ingenuous fashion.

"You!" She dared at him closely now, noting the dilgpidated condition of his cloak and his generaly dusty
gppearance. "Who are you-and why is he searching for you?'

"l am Zeus, the son of Amatheia," he said with adight bow, "anewcomer to Mount Othryswho arrived
here only a short while ago. | was born and grew up far away on anidand called Crete, far from the
Titans and other grest gods. At first your brother and hisfriends were very kind to me. They invited me
to join them here, in thisroom, where they fed me-for | was very hungry and tired from my long journey.
But I'm afraid | must somehow have. . . offended them. I'm so ignorant of the ways of the great gods!
Whatever | did or said, | did or said inignorance. It must have congtituted aterrible affront, my lady.
Otherwise | can't account for the violence of your brother's reaction. He took up his sword and chased
me out into the night.”

A pretty pout touched the divine maiden'slips. "He did, did he-my noble brother. Isn't that just like him!
Alwaysready to fly into arage at the dightest thing. Well, my friend, you've nothing moreto fear. | am
Sdlene, eldest daughter of the Titan Hyperion, and I've just madeit my businessto see that no harm
befalsyou. But | till don't quite understand. If Heliosis outside the paace, looking for you, how do you
cometo still be here, in hisroom?”

"I managed to elude him as | ran, and hid mysdf not far from here. He thought 1'd left the palace, and so
pursued me outside. After abit | came out of my hiding place and wandered about, trying to decide what
to do. | somehow found my way back here."

"Well, I'm glad you did, for now | can help you. Y ou say you're hungry. Come with me to my room and
I'll give you food and drink. My father hasn't returned yet, so | can't take up your case with him



immediately, but as soon as hereturns I'll straighten everything out.”

"That redlly isn't necessary, my lady,” Zeus continued, pleased at the generd result of his deceit but not
anxiousto have Sdlene tak about him with anyone. "'If you'd only help me find a secure place where
can deep for ashort while- until dawn, perhaps-that would be more than satisfactory. Y our brother fed
me, but I'm very tired after my long journey. Truthfully, 1've seen more than enough of Mount Othrysfor
onevist, and am anxiousto return home."

The goddess visibly drew hersdf up. "That's not at dl the way to handle such matters” sheinssted
vigoroudy. "When therés a misunderstanding, it'saways best to ded with it immediatdy. It must never
beleft to fester. But if you'retired, then certainly you must rest. Come, I'll take you to my rooms. No one
will disturb you there, | can assureyou.”

The goddess wore an expression that brooked no disagreement, and Zeus followed Selene down a
series of corridors.

Asthe Cretan god found sanctuary within the apartment of Selene, Helios entered the palace. He
immediately sought out an attendant, one of the many lesser gods of the earth and seawho served as
functionariesto the Titans.

"Has Lord Hyperion returned yet?'
The god shook his head. "No, my lord."

Heliosfrowned. "So beiit, then. Y ou must go and gather al the gods who serve my father. Make no
noise doing this. Thereés a strange god hiding among us, and we must find and restrain him." He stopped
abruptly, asudden thought troubling him. "I must see to the safety of my mother and ssters before
anything ese. Go quickly, be silent, and when they're dl gathered, begin the search here on the ground
floor. I'll rgoin you assoon as| can.”

Heran to the great centra stairway and rushed upward, two steps at atime. On the fifth floor he found
the chambers of the Titaness Thea, wife of Hyperion.

"Areyou safe, mother? Have you seen a strange god about the palace?”

"Of courseI'm safe," the goddess answered, startled at his sudden appearance and frantic manner. "Who
would dare harm me?"

He quickly told her about Asterie and the youthful visitor from Crete. Asthey spoke he searched her
room to assure himsdlf that no one was hidden there. Y ou must lock your door behind me," he told her
when hewasfindly satisfied that she was done and safe. "Don't openit again until | return to tell you that
weve cgptured him."

Thea gtared after him in amazement as he left her, but did as he requested.

Next he went to find his young sister Eos. She was a pretty child, barely touched by the first blush of
maidenhood, and he was greetly relieved to find her safely in her own room. When he had searched there
too, and given her smilar ingtructions, he returned to the corridor feding consderably calmer. Only a
single apartment remained to be checked, and then he could devote himsdlf with an untroubled mind to
hunting down thevillain.



Outsde Selene's door he waited impatiently, caling to her repeatedly to hurry. At last the door opened,
but his sster stood firmly in the opening, preventing him from entering.

“Lock mysdlf in?" Sdlene said when he had finished his hectic speech. "What good would such ameasure
do? My windows stand wide open. Anyone who dares may fly in through them.”

Heliosfretted at the time he waslosing in explanation. "That's true, of course, but |'ve posted Pallas and
Perses outside. Should this god attempt such athing, they would see him. Please let mein, sgter. | have
to hurry."

"Indeed, not. My rooms are my own. I'll not have you or anyone e se rummaging about them. Besides,
thereés no one here but me. | haven't | eft this apartment since afternoon. But tell me, brother, why are you
so intent upon finding this god? What's he done?’

Sdlene played her part well, not once glancing back toward the inner doorway through which she had
sent the boy. She had known Zeusfor only afew minutes, but those few minutes were enough to
convince her that her brother had serioudy migudged the charming youth.

"Hetried to violate Asterie. Had we not cometo her rescue. . "

Sdlene was quick-witted and strong-willed, with amind of her own. Concealing her surprise, she peered
searchingly into her brother'sface. She knew that it was well within the range of possibility that Helios
was fabricating this story for some purpose of hisown. Moreover, she found it impossible to believe that
the smiling, handsome youth in die next room could commit such an offense. No, she decided; there had
to be some mistake. Things could not be as her brother represented them.

"l see," she said. "Well, thank you for your warning, brother. I'll lock my door and keep it locked, asyou
suggest. Don't concern yourself further about me. I'll be perfectly safe here.”

Helios found himsdlf staring at her closed door. He heard the bolt engage on the other side, then turned
dowly and started back toward the stairs. Selene's conduct was curious, but he reassured himself with
the thought that such was usudly the case.

By thetime hergjoined the gods downgtairs, they had amost finished searching thefirst floor of the
palace. He took charge immediately. Some of them were unarmed. He sent for weapons, then posted a
guard at the foot of each stairway. Soon he led the remaining gods upstairs, extending the search to the
second floor. Helios was becoming more and more angry. To have such arustic fool foil him-the son of
Hyperion-was unthinkable. The upstart must be taught alesson that dl the world would note.

The search of the second floor was nearly completed when aloud commotion drew Helioss attention
toward one of the stairways. He heard muffled shouting, and after afew moments he thought he
recognized the voice of Selene. As he rushed upward toward her apartment, he heard what seemed to
be crashing sounds, too, and gtill more shouting. Even climbing asfast ashe could, it took him more than
aminute to reach the corridor that housed his sster's gpartment, and al that time the noises did not abate.
Instead they grew louder.

As he came within sght of her apartment, its outer door flew open and agod stumbled into the corridor.
It was Zeus, and no sooner had he exited the room than a shower of missiles followed-small boxes and
vases, handfuls of jewelry, even smdl pieces of furniture. The boy had hisarmsraised to protect hisface



and head, but twist and dodge as he might, he could not escape unscathed.
Now Selene came through the doorway, continuing to pelt him with ever increasing accuracy.

"Who do you think | am?" she demanded. "Do | ook like some namelessfrolic of the hills or streams?
How dare you! How dare you, you contemptible creature! Y ou've no more sense than arutting goat, and
that's how you must be treated.”

Zeus dodged again, let out ayelp as something hard struck his cheek, then bolted down the long
corridor, away from both Selene and her brother. He disappeared around aturn.

Heliosrushed to hissger. "Areyou hurt?* he demanded. "I thought-"

"Oh, leave me done!™ she cried furioudy, throwing the last of her misslesat him. She stepped back into
her room, dammed the door, and shot the bolt closed again.

Helios ran after the boy. When he rounded the corner he caught a glimpse of movement from abalcony
at thefar end of the corridor. He hurried there, but by the time he stepped through the opening and stood
on the balcony, Zeuswas gone.

"Whereishe?' the Titan caled down at Pallas, who wasin plain Sght at the corner of the building.
"Wheredid hego?"

"Somewhere over there," the god answered, pointing back in the generd direction of the Palace of
Koios, "but I can't see him now. He landed out of sight, beyond the trees.”

"Follow him!" Helios commanded, preparing to fly after the youth himsaif.

Meanwhile Metis had grown tired of standing about outside the Palace of Hyperion and decided to
return home. Strolling away leisurely, she had traveled afair distance and begun to whistle areflective air
when an awkward, winged figure alighted unexpectedly a dozen paces ahead of her. A second goddess
had been following the same path, coming from the other direction toward Metis. The boy ran past the
approaching figure, then disappeared toward anearby building.

"It looks as though they'll never caich him," Metistold Alakomeneus, and the man riding on her shoulder
nodded gravely.

As she drew nearer, Metis could see the other goddess more clearly. She was of medium height and
mature figure, wearing adark veil that only partly concealed her rich chestnut hair. She had stopped to
dare after the boy, and Metis now recognized her as the Titaness Rhea. From her better vantage point
Rhea had undoubtedly been able to judge more accurately than Metis where Zeus had gone, and so
Metisfollowed her gaze as she came up beside her. The Titaness was looking down the side of the
Palace of Mnemosyne, where anumber of wide windows offered convenient egressto the fugitive.

Héelios landed nearby, and at the heavy sound of approaching footsteps, Metisturned to see Plasand
Perses coming toward them around athicket of trees.

"Did you see him?' Helios demanded of both Metis and Rhea. "Which way did he go?"

Metis glanced at Rhea and was surprised to find the Titaness staring intently at her. She was surprised,



too, by how drawn and pale Rhealooked-as though she had just experienced an extreme shock or
aurprise.... something far more startling than the sudden appearance and abrupt departure of an ungainly
youth.

"Didn't either of you see him?" Helios asked franticaly, turning to peer up and down the path ashe
awaited thelr reply.

“Heran up there," Rheasaid camly, in avoice that seemed too leve, too controlled. Still watching
Meétis, she pointed in the opposite direction from that in which Zeus had disappeared, upward toward a
dense growth of cypress and the summit of the mountain. "'If you rush you may ill catch him.”

"Over here," Helios shouted to his companions, who had run on ahead of him down the stone-paved
path. Without waiting for them, he drew his sword and charged toward the grove.

When Metis |ooked back, Rhea had aready begun to walk away.
"Now that was certainly peculiar,” Alakomeneus observed as Metis resumed her interrupted journey.
Ten

Earlier that day, Pan, the son of Amatheia, dumped down upon a convenient hillock. Behind him lay the
high, ralling hills over which he had ranged for most of the afternoon. Ahead alow, ragged coast led
down to a broad sea.

For afew minutes he brooded upon the unfairness of hislot. What aterrible torture it was, time and time
again to come within ahardoreadth of such exquisite loveliness, only to haveit inevitably dip avay! A
second day was nearly gone now, since he and Zeus had ventured from their idand home, and adl his
efforts had yielded only the same questionable rewards-humiliation and fatigue. To add to hisburden, he
would now have to devote some of hisenergy to locating his brother, for he dared not return home alone.
Amaltheia, though normally the most gentle of goddesses, could be astern parent indeed when roused to
anger.

But searching for Zeus tomorrow would undoubtedly provide interesting new opportunities, new beauties
to be pursued and, perhaps, conquered; and so he resigned himself to his stuation. He was
condtitutionaly incgpable of sustained worry, and his attention soon turned to his surroundings.

He rose and stretched, then went down toward the shore.

Farther out, near the left bank of thelittle cove, aherd of sedlsfrolicked in the rocks and frothy surf.
They presented an amusing sight, and he watched them as he strolled along the opposite side of the cove,
letting the waves bathe hisfeet.

Hisfoot soon struck something, and he stooped to examine asmooth, brightly colored patch of shell that
protruded from the sand. Firgt he dug at it with atoe, then squatted down and used hisfingers. An
enormous conch shell emerged, larger than any he had ever seen before. It wasfully asbig ashisfig,
with many interesting twists and turns and ddlicate shades of color. He peered insde to be sureit no
longer housed aliving creature, then waded out into the water and washed the sand from it in the waves.

When he put it to his ear and listened, he was disgppointed. The sound it held was more like agentle
breeze than like seawaves. He began walking again, contenting himsaf with amore detailed examination



of the shell's pretty convolutions. Thoroughly absorbed, he neglected to watch hisfooting, and before he
had proceeded a dozen paces he ssumbled. The shell flew from hisfingers and struck arock.

Retrieving it quickly, heturned it over and over in his hands. The thing had given him pleasure, and he
was distressed to find that through his own carel essness it was now damaged; asmall hole had been
neetly punched in its narrow end. The shaggy god fingered it sadly, about to consign it back to the seg;
but instead he held it to his ear again and continued walking.

Eventudly he turned the shell around, put the newly formed hole to his mouth, and blew softly. A curious,
amogt plaintive sound issued from it, with a haunting, uncomfortable quality. Pan had been traveling dong
one arm of the cove and was now exactly opposite the still-cavorting sedls. He found asuitable place to
st and settled down to watch as they repeatedly scrambled out of the water and up onto a number of
flat, dippery rocks, then dived back again. All the while he continued to blow gently through the shell.

Findly hetook adeep breath and blew harder.

Theresult was along, piercing wail that made him shiver. Far more marked, though, was the reaction of
the animas acrossfrom him. Now al playfulnesswas gone, replaced by frantic activity. Where before
they had leaped and scampered, now they fled blindly in every direction, trampling one another. They
seemed oblivious to everything but the need to escape, and dived madly upon each other and even into
the rocks.

Pan held the conch shell a arm's length, examining it with renewed interest.

Sometime later he began walking back toward the hills, where he hoped to find some sign of Zeus. Ashe
|eft the beach, he passed near atree where many birds had gathered-thirty or more of them. Pausing, he
glanced at the trinket in his hand and then back at the birds. Unable to overcome his curiosity, he brought
the shell to hislips and blew again- not loudly, because he was dready dreading the sound it would
make, but loud enough for the birdsto hear.

The effect wasimmediate, and created a scene like none he had ever witnhessed. The creatures seemed
to go mad with fear, flying in every direction at once. They collided with each other again and again, or
flew blindly into tree branches and fdll to the earth, stunned if not serioudy injured.

Pan shook himsdlf, trying to overcome the effect the sound had had on him. Again he considered ridding
himsdlf of the object, and again he decided not to. Instead he went on walking. Later till, with night
approaching, he found himself near awide, clear river and stopped to rest and eat. A pouch hung from a
cord about his neck, and he shook from it afew pieces of ambrosa Breaking them into fragments, he
scattered them upon a bare, patch of ground and commanded them to grow. Then he sat nearby and
watched as the golden stalks sprouted upward. Lying upon his back, he snapped them off one by one
and nibbled upon them while he daydreamed.

When his hunger was satisfied, he harvested the remaining ambrosiaand stored it carefully within his
pouch. He was about to go to the river to drink when he heard low voices and distant laughter. Turning
ingtantly, he scrambled for concedment.

He hid himsdlf behind tall, thick bushes, lying prone upon the ground to avoid being seen asthreelovely
nymphs came into sight and approached the opposite side of theriver. As he waited and watched, he
caculated the distance that



separated him from the lovely creatures. One knelt to drink, then a second beside her. They were no
more than thirty paces away-but thirty paces could be quite adistance, he thought glumly. They would
see him the ingtant he stirred, long before he managed to reach even thisside of theriver.

Then he noticed the conch shdll, which wasin his hand; he must have ingtinctively scooped it up before
retreating to his hiding place. Why not? he thought suddenly. If they reacted with the same confusion as
the sedl's and the birds, he might gain the extra moments he needed. And even if his effortsfailed, it would
at least be interesting to observe the effect of that terrible sound upon these lesser goddesses.

Firgt, though, he had to protect himsalf. He had heard the song of the conch twice aready today and
consdered that quite sufficient. Snatching up anumber of tufts of green, pliant grass, he twisted them
together and pushed the resulting plugsinto his ears. Then he took a deep breath and brought the shell to
hislips

He blew harder than ever before, and the response of the nymphs was instantaneous. They dipped and
did in the soft, wet earth beside the stream. They grasped each other for support, then floundered in the
water.

Pan rose and rushed toward them. They were hopelesdy ensnared, and two of them had begun to
scream in terror. He charged into the river-disbelieving. He was so close they could not possibly escape
now. Within moments he would have his arms about one of the enticing creatures!

But the bottom of the river was now very dippery, and he had to be careful of hisfooting. In their efforts
to extricate themsaves from the mud, one took hold of hisarms, another of hisleg. Hisfeet did from
under him and he went down with them, muddy water covering hisface. Hetried to rise, but afoot
settled on his chest, pushing him back down.

At last he came to the surface, spewing out water. It took him afew momentsto blink his eyes clear, and
then he saw that dl but a sngle nymph had aready escaped, and the remaining one had just succeeded in
regaining the bank. He pulled himself out of the water, but she was aready adozen paces away.

Hefollowed her dong atrail that led higher and higher up the side of amountain. At first he thought he
would easily overtake her, but as the chase continued she began to outdistance him. He had managed all
thistimeto cling to the conch shell, and now he blew fiercdy upon it again. The nymph shrieked in
fear-and ran faster.

The way became even steeper, and he fought not to lose Sight of her among its many curves. Eachtime
he blew upon the shell she shrieked again, and spurted forward, propelled by mad panic. At last she
disappeared beyond adip inthetrall.

He reached the same place amoment later, and stopped suddenly. He could still see her below
him-twisting and turning as she fell. Her terrified screams ended abruptly when she struck the bottom of
theravine,

Shaken, Pan stepped back from the edge of the cliff. He stared down at the shell, then drew back his
amto fling the terrible thing after the nymph. But again he hesitated. Heturned it over and over in his
hands, then finally opened the pouch that hung from his neck, in which was stored his supply of ambrosia,
and dipped the shell ingde for safekesping.

As Pan began to search for a suitable place to deep, far to the south, among the green mountains of his



idand home, the goat goddess Amaltheia paced nervoudy before the entrance of agreat cavern. Shaped
like agoat of gigantic proportion, she was part goddess, part divine beast. Her dow, brutish mind
reasoned only with difficulty, but shefet as acutely asany deity. Thisevening she felt londliness and grest
anxiety. Occasonaly something gpproaching a plaintive whine escaped her mouth.

Behind her, within the cavern, the nymph Ida drew near the entrance to ook out. She was soon joined
by her sister Adragtia.

"Poor thing," Idawhispered softly. "I don't think she's eaten a bite Since yesterday. She's so unhappy. |
do hope Zeus and Aigipan come home soon. It'sterribly thoughtless of them to stay away so long and
worry usdl likethis

"Indeed itis," Adrastiaagreed, nodding her head energetically. "It'swicked of them-very wicked
indeed!"

Asthey looked on, the divine beast lifted high her great spiraled horns and stared intently toward a
narrow path that led down amountainside. Some sound or movement had attracted her attention, and
she stood completely rigid, watching expectantly. Eventualy, when no one appeared there, she moved
back toward the cavern and lay down just outside the entrance, curling her legs beneath her and resting
her shaggy jaw on her forelegs.

"She'sgoingto rest,” Adrastiasaid. "I'm so glad. She certainly needsit. She has such agood heart, sister,
such agood, good heart. Why, sometimes | think she's fonder of Zeus than of her own-"

"Quiet! You know weve been warned not to speak of it."

"But the children aren't here. 1da, you know 1'd never say such athing if they might overhear. I'm not so
foolish asthat-redly, I'm not!"

"We shouldn't spesk of it a all,” Idawhispered back softly. "I don't think she even remembers anymore.
| think she congders hersdf Zeuss mother every bit as much as he does. But sometimes adead fire will
awaken to flame when the ashes are stirred. We musin't rekindle those old memories. It'sreally much
better if she hasforgotten. Were she to remember, she might someday reved it to the boy-without
intending to do so, of course.”

"Youreright, Sster, she might indeed. I'm so sorry. | hadn't thought of that. Certainly she's done her best
to be amother to them both, in her poor, smple fashion.”

"I dowish they'd return,” 1da continued after afew moments of silence. "1t makes me uneasy, having
them away so0 long. There are so many perilsthey could encounter out there, in the wide world-perils
even for agreat god like ..." She stopped herself before uttering the divine boy's name.

"Indeed," Adrastiaagreed, "and they're both given to such mischief. It makes me shudder to think of it.
Why, if anyone should learn that Zeusis-"

"Quiet!" Idaadmonished again. "Y ou know we musin't talk about rftaf!”

"Oh, yes-| redly must be more careful. | keep starting to say thingsthat | know | shouldn't. But listen,
Sgter, do you know what Amadtheiatold me thismorning?”



"She told you something? Y ou must mean those curious goat noises she makes. Zeus and Pan seem to
understand them well enough, but I'm never sure what she means. | haven't heard her actudly talk in
yearsand years. She didn't do that, did she?"

"Indeed, shedid. It was dreadful to watch, the terrible contortions she had to put her face through to
make her poor mouth form thewords. And such words! 1t was dl | could do to unscramble them. She
said she wanted to go search for Zeus and Aigipan-that they might be in trouble and need her! Now |
ask you, if they werein some kind of difficulty, what possible help could Amaltheia be?"

The nymphslaughed together, loudly enough that they had to quell their merriment when the goat
goddess raised her head and looked back toward them.

"Oh, you'reright, Adrastia. She does have such a good heart, the poor dear creature! | do hope you
didn't laugh out loud when she told you that. She's very sengitive, you know."

"No, of coursel didn't. I'm sure she had no ideawhat | was thinking. But some of her notions are so
foolish, it'sdifficult not to laugh. It was terribly amusing, though, don't you think?"

Eventudly Idaand Adrastiagrew bored and left Amdtheiato her solitary vigil. Night fdll, but still she
waited outside the cavern for the return of her sons. Much of the time she paced, and occasionally she
whined softly to herself. The nymphs sought their beds, but still she waited.

At lagt, when the moon was nearly overhead, Amaltheia reentered the cavern. She approached each of
the nymphs and squinted at them in the dim light of the single lamp they had | eft burning. When shewas
certain both were adeep, she returned to the entrance and stood there uncertainly.

How familiar her surroundings were; sometimesit seemed asif she had lived her entirelife here. Only
occasiondly did dim memories surface of another home, of different hills and meadows where once she
had roamed; memories, too, of londiness and hurt-of crue nymphswho never tired of taunting and
tormenting her, of reminding her that she was not like them, that she was some kind of fresk of the divine
order, not fully agoddess at al.

But none of that mattered anymore, since she had come here. In her children she had found al thelove
and fulfillment she required. How wonderful her boyswere! How bright and spirited! A warm glow came
over her from just thinking about them.

It seemed like only the day before yesterday when they had suckled at her milk-swollen udders; like only
yesterday when they rushed to climb onto her broad back at every opportunity, begging her to ride them
up and down the steep mountain dopes. Every timethey fell and hurt themsdves, she would lick their
cuts and bruises, receiving in return their enthusiastic kisses and hugs.

No mother was ever prouder of her offspring. Even asasmall child Zeus had been superbly formed-tall
for hisage, straight and perfectly proportioned. He was easily the most handsome child she or Idaor
Adrastiahad ever seen. Pan was another matter, but Amaltheialoved him too, despite dl his
awkwardness and mischief. She was never happier than when they were both near her....

As she thought of them now, agreat ache throbbed within her. At last she reached a decision and headed
down anarrow path that led into aforest. When she had descended a short distance, she stopped and
made alow bleating sound, then raised her head expectantly.



From among the dark trees afigure of divine form and stature stepped toward her. She bleated again,
sharply thistime, and motioned to the north with her head. The figure clapped his hands together.

From the foliage al about them other Kouretes appeared- tall, with shaven heads, their naked bodies
streaked white with cha k-until Amathela stood surrounded by a hundred savage warriors. The goat
goddess motioned a second time, and the divine bodyguard of Zeus sprang forward a her command, the
bronze points of their gpears glistening in the moonlight as she led them northward, in search of her
children,

Eleven

Metis s parents, Lord Okeanos and Lady Tethys, seldom stirred from the vast, watery domain that they
ruled from their palace a the edge of the world; but their exalted position among the gods led them to
maintain a second residence, of appropriate splendor, on Mount Othrys, that the King of the Ocean and
his queen might be suitably housed when they visited among their Titan brothers and ssters. During their
prolonged absences thisimposing edifice was placed at the disposal of those of their children who wished
toinhabit it. Metis had lived there for many years, occupying alarge suite on the third floor.

"Will you now retire for the night, mistress?’ Alalkomeneus asked asthey neared her gpartment. The
Okeanid had traveled in sllence since leaving the scene of Zeus's frantic escape, and the true purpose of
his question was to engage her in conversation.

She darted at his unexpected interruption of her thoughts. "Perhaps s0," she told the mortal upon her
shoulder. "l redlly haven't stopped to think about it. Are you tired, my friend?1'm under theimpression
that al you've donetoday islet me carry you about.”

She took down aflaming torch from just outside the entrance to her apartment and brought it inside with
her.

"Yes, | think | could deep,” he answered pleasantly, finding no offense in her words. He never took
offense a anything Metistold him. "On the other hand, so many unusua things have happened today that
it might be interesting and worthwhile to discuss them. | have several suggestions concerning way's that
Lord Epimetheus might dedl with Lord Helios, and if you like-"

Metis smiled wanly. "Y ou ingghts are dways welcome, Alakomeneus. But perhaps we could talk of this
later, or tomorrow. | find I'm moretired than | redlized.”

Onceingde, shelocated asmall ail lamp, lit it, then quickly returned the torch to its sconce in the outer
corridor. When they reached her bedroom, she lifted the man down and set him upon the bed.

Aldkomeneus studied the enormous face of the goddess. Usudly Metis beamed with life and energy.
Tonight, however, she seemed.... dimmed. The morta could find no better way to express her
uncharacteristic appearance and demeanor.

"Midress"" hesad a lagt, "is something troubling you?'

She had turned away to position the lamp on anearby table. "Do | ook troubled?' She faced him again,
then laughed. "'l suppose | am. Isit so easy to seeinsde me, Alakomeneus?’

"| doubt that others could tdll, my lady, but | can.”



"That, at leadt, is some comfort.”
"Do you wish to discuss this thing that troubles you? Perhapsby...."

She shook her head, perhaps atrifle too quickly. "No, my friend, at least not tonight. For onething, I'm
not a al sure exactly what is bothering me, and so | wouldn't know where to begin our discussion.”

"Isit theyouth-Zeus?' he asked, perssting.

Metis frowned and seemed unwilling to answer. At last shesaid, "All indl, | think it might be wisest for
us both to go to deep early. Areyou hungry? In al the rush to prevent Epimetheus from destroying
himsdlf, | forgot about supper completely.”

She brought nectar and ambrosiafrom another room and pulled asmall table over next to her bed. They
atetogether in slence, Alakomeneus sitting cross-legged on the table top.

Asshe ate, Metis brooded. Ever since leaving her sisters on Mount Pelion, she had been unableto rid
her thoughts of Zeus. Normally she was able to focus her considerable menta powerswith remarkable
efficiency, ingtantly bringing them to bear on any problem that confronted her. Extraneous concerns never
digtracted her. But this evening the handsome face and winning smile of the Cretan god had popped into
her mind repeatedly, with annoying and distracting frequency. The whole time she and Prometheus hed
been searching for Epimetheus, her mind had kept wandering back to Mount Pelion and the oddly

appeding youth.
Now, as she continued eating, she began to examine her thoughts and feglingsin detall.

She was puzzled. Nearly everything about him was amystery. Why had he left Mount Pelion so soon
after her own departure? He had planned to visit with Cheiron and Metiss sisters, then continue his
search for hisbrother. How had he come ingtead to be here on Mount Othrys, involved with Helios-and
with Agterie? Why had Lady Rheagrown pae at the sight of him and purposely misdirected his
pursuers? And there was something el se about the young god that puzzled her, something about him that
she sensed but could not identify. . . .

But none of that, she redlized, had anything to do with what was troubling her.

Hewasjust another foolish youth, like so many others she had known. How had he managed in the few
minutes they had spent together to make such an impression on her that shewas till thinking of him hours
later? He should have been completely forgotten as soon as she left Mount Pelion; and after his
unexpected appearance among the Titans, she should have nearly forgotten him again by thetime she
entered her apartment. No other god had ever intruded on her thoughts so persistently.

She wondered where he was now. If he had continued to elude Helios, then probably he aready would
have left Mount Othrysto return to his distant home. She would probably never see him again.

The Okeanid gtiffened in consternation. That thought had brought her pain. To her dismay she now saw
clearly that it was that thought-that fear-that had been gnawing away at her dl evening: She might never
see himagain! Theredlization |eft her evep more distressed, and alittle frightened. She remembered the
slly thing that had flitted through her head earlier. A rude, foolish boy like that-her future husband,
indeed! How preposterous! And yet....



Alakomeneus had finished his med and waslying upon the table with his eyes closed and his hands
tucked behind his head; he seemed to be adeep. Metisrose and gathered up the remaining food, even
though she had eaten very little, and carried it back to the atrium. When she returned, she went to one of
the many oak cheststhat lined the walls of the chamber and removed a blanket. Leaving it folded, she
placed it on the floor beside her bed, where it would form athick mat on which the mortal could deep.
When she was satisfied with its arrangement, she lifted the man gently and deposited him on his new bed,

il desping.

Now she sat down again. She no longer felt the least bit weary, and was sure she would only toss
restlessly if shetried to deep. Soon she noticed that she was tapping one foot againgt the floor in nervous
agitation, a habit she found annoying in others but particularly distasteful in herself. For years she had
prided hersalf on possessing anearly unflappable nature. Here was one moreillustration of how
thoroughly that boy had unsettled her.

Sherose, pressing her lipstogether tightly. From one of the many wall pegs she took down acloak and
draped it about her shoulders, then hurriedly |eft the apartment. The only way to ded with her nervous
energy wasto wak, and she had no intention of pacing about her own rooms.

A cool breeze was blowing. At first she walked briskly, but then she redized that the route she had
chosen was taking her back along the way she had gone earlier this evening, and she dowed her pace
while she consdered if sheredly wanted to revisit those places tonight. Surely she did not intend to
search for Zeus, even though she was reasonably certain where he had taken refuge. More than an hour
had passed since she had seen him dart past Lady Rhea and disappear. By now he should have found a
way to leave Mount Othrys, if Helios and the others had not discovered him.

Well, what did it matter? She had come out for awak and might aswell continuein that direction. If the
boy had been captured, she might leam the detalls.

Already the Pdace of Mnemosyne was dimly visble ahead of her in the moonlight, adark, looming
gructure with only afew lightsvisbleingde. The path lay deserted, with no sign of the fugitive or those
who sought him. If anything, the night seemed more quiet than usud for this hour.

Hédios and hisfriends must have given up, she thought as she continued walking past the Palace of
Mnemosyne. Farther on she reached a point from which she could ook ahead and see the Palace of
Hyperion in the distance. No one was visible anywhere along the stone-covered walk, nor were there
any signsof unusud activity. If Helios had succeeded in capturing the boy, he would probably have
dragged him back there, to hisfather'shome. . . or-she turned suddenly and looked up, toward the
highest point of the mountain-to the Hall of the Titans, to be tried and punished. Above her, beyond the
groves of trees, she could bardly discern the outline of the great, many-columned pavilion where the
Titans met in council to pass judgment upon the affairs of the gods. She sighed softly, relieved to see that
none of the hall's great lamps had been lit. No, her intuition was undoubtedly right. Zeus had not been
captured. He wasfree, probably flying home at this very moment.

As she was about to turn back, she noticed someone coming toward her from beyond the Palace of
Hyperion. The figure moved furtively, hugging the shadows beside the walkway, and Metisinginctively
stepped out of sight around the curve in the path. Peeking out through the trees from her new position,
she continued to watch as the female figure drew closer; then she retreated il farther to the far side of
the Palace of Mnemosyne and concedled herself there. Still the other goddess advanced, walking briskly
and casting numerous glances behind her as she cameinto Sight again.



The goddess | eft the walkway and crossed quickly toward the entrance to the Palace of Mnemosyne.
She went directly to the great door and knocked gently-so gently that the nearby Okeanid could barely
hear the sound. When there was no immediate answer, she knocked asecond time, moreinsstently. As
she waited, the goddess turned again and again to look back in the direction from which she had come,
asif she feared someone might have followed her. At last the door opened and the Muse Me pomene
stood in the opening, holding atorch.

The bright glare of the torch verified what Metis had aready guessed-it was Rhea. The Titaness spoke a
few words to the Muse, stepped quickly inside, and hel ped push the heavy door closed.

Now Metiss curiosity wasindeed tirred. She could imagine but asingle reason that the great goddess
would return here tonight-Zeus. She was certain the Titaness had indeed seen the boy conced himself in
or near this palace; from where she had stood, Rhea would have had an unobstructed view of the entire
sde of the building, and probably saw him climb through one of the ground-floor windows.

For some minutes the Okeanid remained hidden, debating with hersalf. She very much wanted to know
what was taking place within the dark building, but could not smply go to the door and request entry.
Even if she presented herself with an excellent pretense for admission, she might be conducted to some
other area of the palace, away from Rheaand Zeus- who probably was no longer there anyway.

Metiswas quite familiar with the huge limestone structure. For many years she had been afrequent guest
of the Muses, who dwelt there with the Titaness Mnemosyne. At last her curiosity conquered her sense
of propriety and she went directly to the entrance and tried to push open the door. Normaly the outer
doorswere seldom locked on Mount Othrys, but Rhea must have imposed on Melpomene to secure it
behind them. Now Metis ran to the side of the building and edged aong the outer wall. Most of the
windowsweretall and broad, but set high up so that she could not easily seein, or be seen. Finaly, near
the rear of the palace, she heard the distant hum of voices.

Wishing she were differently dressed, she pulled up her peplos and re-belted it in away that gave her
legs greater freedom. Then she scaled the lower wall, pulled hersdf through the window, and did into a
dark room. Through an open doorway she could seelight. As she crept forward, the sound of voices
grew louder, and &t last she reached a position from which she could hear quite well, though she could
not look into the neighboring room without risking discovery. A quick glance showed her Euterpe and
Terpsichore, but from the flurry of voices she judged that mogt, if not dl, of the Museswere gathered
there.

"But why must she question him in private?' one voice demanded. "After al, we offered him shelter of
our own free will, when we might have turned him out and let Helios and the others have him. Weve
treated him asafriend. Why should we have to stand out here, wondering-in our own home? It'sdl quite
rude, if you ask me."

Another goddess laughed. Metis recogni zed the voice as Euterpe's. "Can't you just imagine such a scene?
All of uscrowding around, inserting our own questions aswell. Lady Rheals clearly too intdlligent to
expose hersdf to such acommotion.”

A third voice, probably that of Thdia, began to sing. "When many voicesjoin in chorus-" It must have
been afamiliar verse; the sisters broke into gppreciative laughter, and Metis was unable to hear the rest
of it.



"He's ahandsome youth,” Mdpomene said, "and whatever difficulty he may have gotten into, | can't
believeit'sdl that terrible-or completdy hisfault. He was perfectly behaved here, with us?!

"Yes," Erao sad, "with all of usl Even the rudest youth might behave himsdlf when surrounded by nine
maidens a once."

"But that'sunfair to him," another indsted, and then Metiswas unable to follow the torrent of e aboration
and disagreement that followed.

Metis stood with her back to the wall near the doorway. Before long a sudden silence overcame the
Muses and she heard adoor close. She wanted to look into the room, but dared not.

"Thank you dl," someone said. Metiswas dmost certain it was Rhea. "I'm now satisfied thet thisis
indeed the son of my friend Amatheia, whom | knew quite well many years ago. | knew his mother and
hisfather both, and | fed that | know him, too. I've questioned him at length and I'm satisfied with his
answers. I'm certain he didn't intend to harm Agterie or anyone ese.”

Metis could restrain hersalf no longer. She leaned outward and glanced toward the speaker, who stood
with her back toward adoor on the opposite side of the room and with Zeus beside her. The Muses
were crowded close around them. Metis had intended to look quickly, then conceal hersdlf, but her eyes
were drawn back to the boy and remained on him far longer than was prudent. He was standing there,
grinning at the maidens who fluttered about him and looking like the most foolish of foolish youths; but as
she watched she began to sense something €l se-something very different. She had glimpsed it earlier
today, afleeting impression, nothing more. Now she saw it clearly for amoment-in his eyes, perhaps, or
inthe way he held his head and shoulders-and then it was gone. But in that instant she recognized what it
was, and achill ran through her. She knew, too, who Zeus was and why Rhea had come here tonight
looking for him.

Metis drew away from the doorway and pressed her back to the stone wall. She had beenin the
presence of greatness before-in her childhood, while she had lived on Mount Olympos. But what she had
seen just now in that raw, awkward boy was more than greatness. It was something . . . grander, vaster .
.. magnificent!

Rheawas till speaking. "'I'm very glad | chanced by earlier thisevening and saw him. I'm quite fond of
his mother and would gladly do her agood turn by helping her son. In her name, | thank al of you for
ading him. Zeus, you must remember these maidens and what they've done for you tonight. If it'sever in
your power to repay them, you must do so."

"We're being very inconsiderate, sisters,” one of the Muses announced. "Please, Lady Rhea, you both
must come and St with us. Well bring refreshments and-"

"In amoment, perhaps,” the Titaness said. "There's one more thing | must firgt attend to. Zeusis il in
danger. He's made many powerful enemies tonight-enemieswho may still be searching for him, though |
didn't see them on my way here. We must do what we can to insure his safety while he remains among
the Titans, and then I'll gladly join you in acup of nectar before | go. Would one of you be kind enough
to carry amessage for me tonight-to one of the other palaces here on Mount Othrys?’

"I'll go," asoft voice answered.

"Thank you, Ourania. Please seek out Metis, the Okeanid, who's probably in her gpartment in the palace



of her father, and bring her here. While we wait for the two of you to return, thisyouth and | will enjoy
the hospitality of your sgters.”

In the next room, Metis listened in astonishment-and inexplicable joy. Why would Lady Rhea send for
her? 1t couldn't be merely because she might have guessed where Zeus had hidden himsalf while escaping
Helios and the other gods. If she had intended to betray him, she would have done so then, not after
everyone had given up looking for him. The Titaness had to have some other reason.

Nearly ssumbling in her anxiousness, the Okeanid hurried back to the window through which she had
entered the Palace of Mnemaosyne and awkwardly lowered herself to the ground outside. Shewas
determined to reach her home ahead of Rheals messenger.

Twelve

Metiswaked quickly, fighting down the urge to run as a curve in the path concedled her from view from
the palace she had just departed. Untoward haste might cdll attention to her, and she certainly did not
want Rhea's messenger to find her out of breath.

Shewas pleased-dmodt irrationally pleased-that Rheawas summoning her. But what could the Titaness
want? She had spoken of Zeuss safety, but certainly there were many others on Mount Othryswho
could more effectively assure the youth's welfare. Rhea had to have some other purpose. What that might
be, though, Metis could not guess, and so she pushed the question out of her mind; after all, shewould
learn soon enough from Rhea hersdif.

It was growing late now, and she reached her destination without encountering anyone. Once inside the
paace of her father, she proceeded more cautioudy, to avoid being seen. She crossed the broad atrium
and went quickly toward the rear of the building, where she ascended one of the smaller, less frequented
staircases. Were she discovered, she could reasonably claim to be returning from some other, unrelated
outing; but she preferred to conserve her liesfor occasions when less direct subterfuges would not
uffice.

Luck waswith her and she regained her apartment without being observed. Onceinsde, sheimmediately
began lighting lamps, to give amore convincing gppearance of occupancy. As she moved from tableto
table around the large entrance hdl, she glimpsed her image in agolden bowl. She stopped abruptly and
looked a second time, then rushed to her bedroom. There shelit still more lamps.

She glanced at Aldkomeneus, he was still degping soundly, which pleased her. He tended at timesto be
presumptuousin their relationship, and she did not want to have to explain her activitiesto him. A large
mirror sat upon one of the tables. She positioned anumber of smdl oil lamps near the polished bronze so
that they cast astrong if uneven light upon her face, then bent forward to examine her reflection. Quickly
she began to arrange her hair, which hung in wild ringlets al about her face.

She leaned closer now to better see her face, then drew back in disgust. After her long day of travel, she
had not had time to bathe. How could she forget such athing? She stood up and amost ripped off her
clothing, then rushed to another room. There she poured abowl of water, washed her face and neck,
arms and hands. Certainly she would have preferred the luxury of afull bath, but thiswould have to do
for the moment. She was amazed that Ourania was not aready knocking at the door.

Back in her bedroom, she began to search through the great oaken chests that held her wardrobe, pulling
out first one peplos, then another, only to toss them aside and continue her now frantic searchina



neighboring chest. Findly shelocated agarment that might do. She wrapped it about herself, pulled and
tucked the materid, fastened awide golden girdle about her waist, then stood far enough back from her
mirror that she could judge its overal appearance. It waslong and ddlicate, apink affair that actually
looked quite fetching on her.

A soft rapping sounded &t the outer door. Metis scrutinized hersalf once more, made afina small
adjustment of her peplos, brushed a curl to one side, then hurried out to greet her caler.

She listened attentively as Ouraniarelayed her message, then did her best to feign surprise. "Why, of
course I'll come. | wasjust wishing | had somewhere interesting to go tonight or someoneto talk with. |
was about to seeif any of my sisterswanted company. Let me get acloak.”

She left the Muse waiting near the doorway while she returned to her bedroom and rummaged hecticaly
for an appropriate garment. She found adark mantle, draped it about her shoulders, then regjoined her
vigtor. They left the apartment together, traveling more leisurely than Metiswould have liked.

When they reached their destination, the Muse led her through anumber of dark roomsuntil at last they
reached afairdazed chamber near the rear of the building-the same one into which Metis had peeked a
short time earlier. By now the Titaness Mnemosyne had joined the assemblage. Nectar and ambrosiahad
been digtributed, and everyone seemed to be involved in pleasant conversation. Metis greeted each of
them.

When she finished, Rhearose to speak to her. "Thank you for coming, my dear. As|'ve dready
explained to the others here, | must spesk privately with you. Will you accompany me? What | have to
say will take only afew moments, and then we can rgjoin our friends. They understand the odd
circumstances involved, and I'm sure they'll take no offense.” The Titaness started toward an adjoining
room, motioning Metis and Zeus ahead of her.

Rhea closed the door behind them, then moved beside Zeus, so that she and the boy stood close
together acrossfrom Metis.

"Metis, daughter of my brother Okeanos and my sister Tethys, what | am about to tell you could not be
sadinfront of the others™ A smdll, proud smiletugged at her mouth and her eyes|ooked suddenly moist.
"I wish to introduce to you someone. Thisis Zeus-my son. Thisisthe child | kept from Kronas, the boy
who is destined to become King of the Gods!" Rhed's voice broke with emotion as she spoke, and her
face radiated afierce pride.

Even though Metis had guessed the identity of the boy before rushing back to her gpartment, something
close to awe crept through her at Rhea's words.

"Long ago," the Titaness continued, "a the time of hisbirth, | wasforced to hide him away, that his evil
father might not discover him and do with him as he had done with my other children-dll to avoid the
fulfillment of avile prophecy. Do you know it?

"The prophecy of Ouranos?’

"Y es, uttered when Kronos struck down his own father. Child, beware thy child. As you have
overthrown your father, so shall you be overthrown! All thelong years of our marriage, those words
haunted him, and as each of my children was bom, he took it from me, to-" She passed a hand across
her face, asif to clear away the too-vivid memories.



"But | deceived him and hid the boy away," Rhea continued. ""From that day until this|'ve seen my son
but twice, when | surrendered to my terrible longings and went secretly to watch him at hisplay. It wasa
dangerous and foolish thing to do, but those secret observations nourished me through al theselong
years. And now, at last, he'shere. Look at him, Metis! Look how tal and straight he's grown-how
handsome and fine heis. Has he not grown into the most magnificent of gods?* As she spoke, the
Titanesss hands moved again and again to touch the boy, caressing his shoulders and arms, hisface and
chest.

Metisdrew herself up and bowed toward the youth. Then she said softly, "We've dready met, my lady."
Rhealooked a Zeusfor confirmation. "But how?" she demanded. "Where?"
Metis briefly related the details of their encounter on Mount Pelion.

When she had finished, Rheasaid, "So, in asense at leadt, you're respongble for bringing him here. Then
it'sal themorefitting that | cal upon you tonight.”

"How do you mean, my lady?'

The Titanessignored her question. "Until thisday he believed himsdlf the son of the goddess Amdtheia,
who was hiswet nurse. In my absence she cared for him asif he were her own son. Oh, Metis," she
exclaimed suddenly, "you can't possibly imagine how I've longed for thisday, when at last | could have
him beside me-when | could look upon him at length, and kiss and caress him, and listen to the sweet
song of hiswonderful voice! Y ou can't imagine, either, how frightened | am. He'sin great danger here.
That heisKronoss son, only the three of us may know in safety. Thetimeisn't right yet. Were Kronosto
learn of him-even now, though he'samost fully grown-al that I've suffered for might yet be undone.”

"l understand, Lady Rhea. Y our secret is certainly safewith me," Metis assured her.

"l do sowish | could kegp him with me, but | must be strong-alittle longer. | must not risk disaster
merely to satisfy myself. | may not take him home with me, as| so dearly wish to do. If | wereto openly
concern mysdlf with him, someone might guessthetruth, and | dare not risk that. Yet I'd prefer not to
send him away again so soon, ether. That'swhy I've sent for you. Will you take him to the house of your
father and watch over him there, for me? Then | could come secretly, without much fear of detection, and
visit with him- afew times, at least, before he must leave. If you became his protectress, no onewould
have reason to associate him with me. Will you do thisfor me, Metis?!

The Titanesss usud haughty manner had vanished completely, and she seemed to be pleading with the
Okeanid. Metis had not anticipated such arequest and hesitated before answering.

"It would present problems, | know," Rhea continued. "He's made enemies here. It would be necessary
to cam Helios and the others. I've dready explained to Mnemosyne and the Musesthat | know the boy's
mother, but | dare not cal attention to mysdlf by defending him too vigoroudy. Y ou'd have to teke the
lead. If you agree, | cantell them that | sent for you because | thought you knew Amaltheia even better
than 1, and might be particularly concerned about the welfare of her son. Once that's established-with you
as Zeuss protectress and | only as a helpful friend, someone ready to stand witnessto Amaltheias good
character and that of her son, but nothing more-we should be able to intercede successfully on his behalf.
Oh," she cried suddenly, pressing her eyestightly closed, "1 wish | were certain I'm doing the right thing. |
need time to think-to remember. ..."



Metis stepped forward and laid a comforting hand upon the Titanesssarm. "I'll be pleased to assst you
inany way | can," shesaid firmly.

Rhealooked up, wiping her eyes. "Thank you, dear. | thought you'd say that. Y our destinies-yours and
my son's- are linked somehow, | think . . . morefully than | really understand. Of dl the younger Titans,
you are by far the mogt intelligent-no, don't pretend modesty, Metis, for you know it aswell as1. Anyone
with eyes can seeit. Some say you are wiser than al the other Titans together. Y ou can protect him more
readily than I. I'm too distraught, too haunted by fears.”

Metisdlowed asmall smileto touch her lips. Outwardly she appeared very cam; insde, though, shewas
thrilled, filled with ajoy that she chose not to question or attempt to understand.

Rheaturned to look again at her son. It wasaloving look, filled with maternd pride. She touched his
thick black curls and ran admiring fingers along his cheek and shoulder. "I've waited so very long, but his
day grows ever nearer...."

"Zeus" she continued, addressing the youth, "I'll send you off in afew momentswith thiskind maiden.
Thereisno one here among the Titans more suited to watch over and guide you, but you're very young
yet, lacking knowledge of the ways of the gods. Y ou must behave yoursdf. There must be no repetition
of tonight's escapades. Goddesses are not taken by force among the great gods. They must be won by
charm and courtesy. They must be courted. Do | make mysdlf clear? The consequences could be very
seriousindeed if you don't abide my warning. Metiswill teach you what you need to know, and you must
obey her. Will you promise methat?"

"Yes, Mother," the boy answered, and Rheakissed him.

They returned to the room where Mnemosyne and the Muses waited. As soon asit could be tactfully
accomplished, though, Metis and Zeus | eft their hosts and walked back toward the Palace of Okeanos.
On the way Metis questioned the youth.

"Why did you leave Mount Pelion? Y ou must have departed very soon after | did.”

The youth hesitated, and the expression on hisface made her grow suspicious.

"Did something happen to speed your departure?!

Now the boy looked absolutdly guilty. "There was amisunderstanding,” he managed to say at last.
"With whom?" she demanded.

"Cheron ... and Philyra... and Dione."

Metis frowned, but asked no more questions.

When they reached her gpartment, she gave Zeus aquick tour of her home. Zeus questioned her
concerning the numerous plants that crowded the wide windowsills and covered much of the nearby
floors, wherever sunlight reached. It was often necessary to step over or around them as they toured the

various rooms. The Okeanid took great pride in her herb collection and pointed out the more interesting
varietiesasthey cameto them.



At last they reached the chamber that would serve as his bedroom. She stopped in the doorway, not
following himinsde. "And here," she announced, "I'll leave you for the night. Y ou should be ableto find
everything you need.... except blankets! I'll get some and bring them to you.”

Zeus had been watching the dender Okeanid with growing interest since they had been alone together.
He stepped close to her as she started to leave.

"Must you go?" he asked, bestowing upon her one of his most winning smilesand letting ahand settle
agansgt her waist. He stepped gtill closer. "Can't we St together and talk awhile longer? There's so much
| want to learn about Mount Othrys, and the Titans, and you...."

Metis started to laugh at his naive lack of subtlety, but when he touched her, she drew away with agart,
an eectric shiver shooting through her. She backed away from him in confusion. He started to follow her
out into the narrow halway, but by now she had recovered from her surprise.

"Have you aready forgotten your promise to your mother?' she made hersdf ask. "Y ou'll behave
yoursdlf with me-perfectly-or you'l leave Mount Othrystonight!"

Zeus shrugged, then crossed the room and threw himself onto the bed. He watched through the door as
shewaked away. What apeculiar creature she was-quite beautiful, with her dark curls, high
cheekbones, and startling green eyes- but distinctly odd. Everything about her bespoke afine, quick
intellect beneath her delicate exterior; whenever he was around her, he had the uncomfortable feding that
she knew exactly what he was thinking, and disapproved. Her firm refusa neither surprised nor
distressed him; it was exactly what he had expected. In away, he was relieved.

When Metisreturned afew minutes later, Zeus was aready-adeep. She called to him twice from the
doorway, then went to the bed and gently spread the blanket over him. He was extraordinarily
handsome, she decided as she looked down on him. It would be very easy to fdl in love with such agod.
She would have to guard her emotions very carefully indeed.

She looked back again from the doorway. It was along, lingering look, and the sight of the boy made her
wonder if she were not already too late.

Thirteen

Early the next morning, over breskfast, Metis sat Zeus down opposite her in the atrium of her gpartment
and interrogated him at length concerning his activities of the previous day. Hewas a his charming
best-smiling ruefully and joking about his own ineptitudes, looking regretful at times and appropriately
chastened. Shefound it very difficult to maintain asuitably stern demeanor throughout hisrecitd. When at
last she was satisfied that she had learned-or guessed-everything she needed to know, shewarned him
not to venture out during her absence, then set out for the Palace of Koios, where she hoped to begin the
rehabilitation of the youth's reputation.

For sometime after her departure, Zeusremained in his chair, leaning back and contemplating the greeat
chamber in which he found himsdf. For the moment, at least, his enforced inactivity was not a hardship.
To aboy who had never known a home more e aborate than amountain cave, who until the previous
evening had never seen a habitation more sophisticated than a crude hut, the room congtituted a
fascinating panorama. He let his eyes move dowly dong the smooth limestone walls, sudying the intricate
red and black friezes he found there, which depicted forest and field, mountain and vadley, dl inlifelike



detail. When he eventually grew tired of those marvels, he turned his attention to the ornate furnishings
that surrounded him, tables and chairs of wondrous craftsmanship, fitted in gold and slver, cushioned
with plump, brightly colored pillows.

But Metiss errands kept her away avery long time, and eventually he rose and stretched, then began to
walk about the gpartment. He found Alalkomeneus in Metis's bedroom, where the man was occupied
tending her herbs.

"Good morning,” the youth said pleasantly, standing over thetiny creature. "I didn't redlize you were here.
What areyou doing?"

The man stared coldly up at the god. He seemed to look him over carefully before answering. "I'm
trimming Lady Metis's plants-cutting off dead |eaves and branches, and watering them. Itisaservicel
perform for her whenever | vist Mount Othrys.”

Zeus smiled back despite the man's unfriendly demeanor. "l see. Well, may | assst you? She has many
plants, and-"

"No, thank you, my lord," Alalkomeneus answered, his voice even colder than before. "Lady Metis never
entrusts her herbsto anyone but hersef and me." And then the mortd turned away and busied himsdlf
again, asif Zeuswere no longer present.

The boy hesitated, puzzled by the man's attitude. He had never before seen a creature such as
thissmortd, like an animad, but shaped like aminiature god. He was quite curious about it, but if thisone
was avalid representation of the race of men, he decided, it might be just aswell not to encounter any
others. Findly he returned to the atrium. The broad windows attracted him, and he picked hisway
through Metiss herbs to stand beside the opening.

The vistawas even moreimpressivein the full light of the day than it had been the night before. From his
vantage point he could look up toward the peak of the mountain and the great Hall of the Titans, with its
enormous marble columns. To hisleft and right he could see many of the other palaces and lesser
buildings of the Titans and other gods, and he found himself following in fascination the numerous
pathways that crisscrossed the mountaintop to connect the massive structures. They stretched across
widefieds of flowers, through thick forests and parklike groves of lofty cypress, birch, fir, and oak trees,
which rose high above the heads of even the tallest gods. Along those paths strolled an astonishing
number of deitiessmore divinity than he had met in hisentirelifel In the sparkling morning light, they
seemed remarkably graceful and energetic as they went about their daily activities. He Sighed softly ashe
watched them. He had never even imagined that so many desirable femaes existed, yet herethey
were-all congregated in asingle place, like a patch of freshly sprouted ambrosia.

All he had to do was discover the correct way to harvest them. One thing was certain. Hisformer
methods had not worked at home or anywhere el se, and he would have to abandon them. Femaes were
smply too fast and dippery to be acquired by speed and strength alone. Even his brother Pan, who
claimed successin catching nymphsthat way, admitted that hisfailures outnumbered his successes. But if
violence was not the answer, what was?

Lady Rhea-he found it difficult to think of her as his mother-had spoken of charm and courtesy.
Goddesses must be "courted,” she had said. He had only the vaguest idea what that meant, but suspected
that it must be somewhat smilar to what he had first attempted with Dione, then again with Asterie and
Sdlene-before helost control of himsdf and tried to grab them. Judging from the early reactions of each



of those goddesses, he suspected he might even have atalent for it. They certainly had seemed very
friendly and pleased with his company. He had actudly succeeded quitewell, and in avery brief time, in
[ulling them into afalse sense of security-and al he had done was amile, talk alittle, and act asif he were
interested in dl the things they told him. Perhapsif he had only bided histime and been very
patient-extraordinarily patient, expending awhole evening or perhaps even two or three eveningsin the
endeavor-ther resistance would have dowly weakened until eventualy . . .

Y es, hethought. It was certainly worth atry. Violence clearly did not work, but perhaps such treachery
might.

And so Zeus passed hisfirst morning on Mount Othrys. Occasiondly he |ft the window to stroll about
the gpartment, studying the many intriguing things he found there, but dways he returned to stare out
upon the amazing world of the Titans.

It was afternoon when Metis returned. He went to meet her at the door and followed her back into the
room. She threw hersdlf down in achair and grinned up at him.

"WdI?' the boy asked, pulling up asecond chair and sitting across from her. "Did you have any
success?"!

"My lord Zeus," she said dowly, "any other god, having committing the offenses you have committed,
would dmost certainly find himsdlf banished from Mount Othrys forever; morelikdy, hed have aband of
pursuers hot on his hedls, intent upon none too gently bringing him back to face the justice of the Titans.
But you, it seems, are not such agod. I'm beginning to suspect that you'reimperviousto misfortune. ..."

"They aren't angry with me anymore? How did you accomplish it?"
"That's more or less correct. But it wasn't | who soothed their wrath.”
"Lady Rhea? Did she haveto intercede? | had hoped-"

Metis shook her head. "No, my lord. Y ou were represented by a greater champion than either of
us-yoursdf!"

“Me?| don't understand.”

"I went firgt to vist Adterie. Shewas dill quite upset and unwilling to listen, but as| explained that you
were anewcomer among us, that you had been raised in thewild hills of adistant idand, far from divine
society, she began to soften toward you. | blamed your impertinence and impetuosity upon your
ignorance, and the more | spoke, the more sympathetic she became. When | was ready to leave her and
go to speak with her parents on your behalf, she inssted on coming with me. My lord, she became more
your defender than I! And since no real harm had been done, both Koios and Phoibe soon surrendered
to the pleading of their daughter.”

"Then sheand her family have dl forgiven me? | have nothing to fear from them?”

Metis nodded. "Then | went to the Palace of Hyperion and spoke with Selene. | expected her to bea
good dedl more difficult to win over than Agterie, but | waswrong. She wanted to forgive you-even
before | arrived-but her pride made that impossible. As soon as| supplied the justifications she required,
shelegped to your defense even more strongly than Agterie. Hyperion, her father, was adamantly againgt



you, though, and we only swayed him when | told him that | would be personaly responsible for your
conduct while you remained among us.”

Zeus dtared at her in open admiration. "I see that my mother judged you correctly.”

She bowed her head dightly in hisdirection in acknowledgment of the compliment. "What | said beforeis
true, though. This successisn't mine, but yours. Those goddesses wanted to forgive you. | only helped
them find away to doit. It seemsyou have anaturd talent for iciting the sympathy of maidens. Even
Helios couldn't very well continue to openly condemn you after both Asterie and Selene took up your
cause, but he bears you no good will. Beware of him. At thefirst opportunity, hell harm you in any way
hecan."

She leaned back in her chair. "It was quite funny, actudly, to see him squirm before hisfather and sgter.
He wants nothing more than to get his hands on you, but now they've denied him areason to do so."

"Better one enemy than many,” Zeus commented.

"I spoke, too," she continued, "with Epimetheus, the god who dmost attacked you as you were entering
Adterie's home. He's smitten with Asterie, as you probably know or have gathered, and hewas only a
tinge less ready than Heliosto put his sword through you. | think I’ ve managed to mallify him aswell-at
least concerning you-but it would be wisest for you to avoid him. He's till determined to revenge himself
upon Helios, Pdlas, and Perses, though. Do you know about that Situation?”

Zeus shook his head, then listened with interest as she explained. "Thismorning,” she concluded,
"Prometheus enlisted the aid of Atlas, their eldest brother, and Atlas made Epimetheus promise to avoid
any confrontation until he'srecovered from hislast encounter with those three."

"Everything Heliostold mewas alie" Zeus said, looking shocked.

"There's something peculiar about dl that-Helios sending you to Asterie as a messenger, | mean. | haven't
sorted it dl out yet, but it just doesn't ring true.... There will betimeto think about thet later. For the
moment it's enough that your troubles have been successfully resolved.”

"Thank you, Metis" the boy said. "And you accomplished it dl without involving my mother. It's
amazing."

"No one knows she has anything to do with you, except Mnemosyne and the Muses. They aren't likely to
say much about it."

Later in the afternoon, Rheaarrived to visit her son. Metis |eft them together in the atrium while she went
to attend to her own affairs, which she had been forced to neglect al morning. The Titanessremained
with Zeus until shortly before dark.

After Rheas departure, the inhabitants of the apartment ate a quiet supper. When the meal was
completed, Zeus announced that he wastired and | eft to go to hisroom. Metisdid not look in on him
until shortly before shewasready to retire.

Finding the room empty, sheimmediately searched the other rooms of the gpartment, without success.
Findly, back in the atrium, she paused to think. He had | eft the apartment-sneaked out of it, probably just
after supper. She had given her word that Zeus would cause no more trouble on Mount Othrys, and she



felt compelled to do whatever she could to uphold that pledge. With asigh the Okeanid went to her
room, found a cloak, and bid Alakomeneus a quick good night.

Firgt she went to the Palace of Koios, where she was reassured to learn that neither Asterie nor anyone
€l se there had seen the youth. Then she continued on to the Palace of Mnemosyne, where she found
Thdia

"Oh, yes" theMusetold her cheerfully. "He was here some time ago. What acharming boy heis. We sat
about and chatted for quite awhile. Wedl like him agreat ded-particularly Mnemaosyne, | think. |
expect hell be back to see us quite often.”

Metis excused herself and hurried on. En route to the Palace of Hyperion, two figures caught her
attention. They stood in the doorway of the home of the Titaness Themis, which was amodest two-story
building set back from the path. Metis stepped to the side of the walkway to better concea herself, then
crept closer.

As she drew near them she recognized the tal, bearded god with aquiline features as | apetos, the father
of Prometheus and Epimetheus. He stood very close to Themis, who many years before had been his
wife. Their marriage had been without issue, and after consulting an oracle lapetos took to wife instead
the Okeanid Klymene, Metisssgter. It was well known among the Titans, however, that his passion for
Themis had not ended with the dissolution of their marriage.

"But why may | not enter tonight?" the god demanded. He stood just outside the entrance. "Istonight
somehow different from last night, or last week?"

"Perhapsitis," the tawny-haired goddess answered curtly.
"Youresmiling! | don't think thisisat dl amusing,” 1apetos said, arting to grow angry.

She was shaking her head. "Oh, I'm sorry. | don't mean fo be cruel to you, or rude, but please go. | can't
see you tonight-or any other night. Everything's changed now."

"Changed? What has changed? | till love you, and you still love me. | know you do. Just the night before
lest-"

"No, no!" the goddess ingsted. "Go back to your wife. I’ ve been week, that's al. Weak and lonely. But
that's over with now. There can be nothing more between us. Go back to Klymene and forget me."

"Thismakes no sense." | apetos's voice and manner had become highly agitated. ™Y ou can't just send me
away likethis, without an explanation.”

"I can-and | must! | can't talk any longer. Good-bye!" She stepped quickly forward, kissed him on the
lips, then retreated insde, closing the door. | apetos stood staring at the cold wooden surface for nearly a
full minute, then turned dowly and walked away.

Metis was troubled by what she had seen and heard, but not surprised. She knew Klymene loved her
husband dearly, and that his smoldering passion for Themiswas a source of great sadnessto her. At the
sametime, Metisredized that she was not completely unsympathetic toward 1apetos. After al, he had
not chosen to love two goddesses at the same time. 1t had Ssmply happened to him.



Finaly she reached the Palace of Hyperion. Her tactful inquiries brought forth Selene.

"You'relooking for Zeus?' the maiden asked. "I'm afraid he's gone now. Oh, Metis, you were so right-he
redly isavery nice young god. I'm so glad you helped straighten everything out for him, so that he could
stay here on Mount Othrys. We had a very pleasant-and perfectly proper- conversation. | was very
sorry to haveto leave him. My mother called me away and-"

Metis continued her search. She was pleased to find that Zeus had managed-at |east thus far-to deport
himsdlf in an acceptable fashion, but she could not help fedling abit annoyed, too. Though she was
reluctant to admit it, she redlized she would far rather have had him back in her gpartment, talking to her
instead of al these other goddesses. Finally she abandoned her search and started back home.

She was sunk in her own unhappy thoughts when once more she drew near the home of Themis. To her
surprise she saw that again two figures stood at the entrance. Probably, she decided, 1apetos had
returned to plead his cause further. Neverthe ess, she approached stedlthily.

Asshedrew nearer, she found herself observing Themis and-Zeus!

"Must you go now?" the low voice of the goddess asked, sounding anguished.

"I'mafrad | must,” the boy answered. "I've aready been gone too long. Others may be worried about
rrell

"But you'll come again-tomorrow? Earlier, so you won't haveto leave so soon?"

"If you like. I'll try."

As Metis watched, the goddess |eaned toward him. In the moonlight the Okeanid could clearly see her
face. Eyes closed, she stretched her head up and kissed him on thelips- along, lingering kiss. Her arms
encircled him and seemed reluctant to let him go. At last Zeus stepped away, waved, and strode lightly
out to the path and back toward the Palace of Okeanos.

Metiswaited until Themis closed the door behind her, then caught up with the boy. "In the future,” she
said emotionlesdy, "I'd gppreciateit if you'd tell me when you're going out. I'm supposed to be

respong blefor you, you do recal?"

"Oh, | didn't see you there, Metis. I'm sorry. Have you been looking for me?’

"That should be cbvious."

He hung his head alittle and gave her his sheepish grin. "I'm sorry if | worried you. But | wanted to prove
mysdlf. | wanted to provethat | can behave properly without someone watching over methe entiretime.”

"l see" Metissad flatly, unconvinced.

Behind them, behind the closed door of the building the youth had just |ft, the Titaness Themisleaned
back her head, closed her eyes, and moved dowly about alarge room, asif dancing. Her face beamed.

"At last!" she cried softly. "What wasit the oracle promised? A new love-far greater than I've ever
known. I'vewalited.... oh, I've waited so very long, but now he'scome. | knew it theinstant | saw him.



He is the one-1 know heis-my promised love!™
Hugging hersdf, she twirled acrossthefloor.
Fourteen

And s0 was set the pattern of the daysthat followed. Each morning, after breakfast, Zeus sdlied forth
from the gpartment of the Okeanid to mingle with the inhabitants of Mount Othrys. Each evening, at the
ingstence of Rhea, he returned for supper and spent an hour or two visiting with his mother before
venturing out again. Metis could not be certain how late he returned at night, for she dmost dwaysfdl
adegp whilewaiting for him.

Gradudly she became aware of a subtle change in him. When they sat together about her apartment, he
seemed more friendly, more relaxed; he no longer gave the impression that he was anxioudy awaiting the
moment when he would be alowed to go out. This new, lessdriven Zeus pleased her very much, until
she thought more deeply on the subject; and then her maiden's face flushed &t the redlization of what his
change of character actudly implied-and what it told her about the virtue of her sSister goddesses of
Mount Othrys.

Occasiondly, by chance, she caught glimpses of him during the day as he strolled aong the mountain
paths with one lovely young goddess or another, or as he entered or departed one of the great palaces of
Mount Othrys, usudly with a smiling maiden nearby to greet him or bid him adieu. More often, though,
word of his activities reached her in the form of rumors, for he was much spoken of among all the gods.
His good looks, rustic charm, and good manners-now much in evidence-had quickly made him afavorite
among the digtaff members of the divine community, who showered him with invitationsto their homes.
Many of these females, Metis noted archly, seemed to have no compunction about competing openly for
his attention. The male gods viewed him in agood ded lessfavorable light, with more than alittle
grumbling, and Metis came to the conclusion that Helios was not the only one of them who would be
pleased to see Zeussvigt draw to an early close.

A week after theyouth's arrival, Metis went to the Palace of |apetosto vist Klymene. She often visited
her Sster and greetly enjoyed the time they spent together chatting about their mutual concernsand
exchanging news concerning their parents and numerous brothers and sisters. Today, though, instead of
going directly to Klymene's rooms, she went first to find Prometheus, whom she had not seen in many

days.

Shefound himin his gpartment with his brother. Epimetheus|looked much better than when she had last
seen him; hiswounds were hedling nicely and, she guessed, he would soon be completely recovered.

"Well, you two certainly are glum today," the goddess said at |ast, when her effortsto engagethemin
conversation dlicited brief, lukewarm responses at first and then strained silence. "1 only stopped by to
see how you both have been. If you're not going to say something pleasant to make dl my effort
worthwhile, I'll be on my way."

"Midtress," Alakomeneus said from his perch on her shoulder as she started to leave, "if you're going on
to see Lady Klymene, may | stay here with Lord Prometheus and Lord Epimetheus until you're ready to
go home?'

"Certainly, Alalkomeneus, if that'swhat you'd prefer. Why you'd rather stay among these dull gods,
though, | can't guess”



"In the past Lord Prometheus has proven himself one of my most knowledgeableingtructors. It'sbeen
too long since | availed mysdlf of hiswisdom. There are acouple of woodworking techniquesthat |
would much like to see demonstrated.”

Metislooked a Prometheus. "Do you mind if he stays?"

The Titan shook his head. "He may do ashelikes"

"Fine. I'll come back for you before | leave." As she spoke she lifted the mortal down from her shoulder
and set him upon the floor near the Titans.

When she had |eft, Aldkomeneus addressed Prometheus. "My lord, | have noticed that you haven't
cometo vist Lady Metisrecently. May | ask why not?’

Prometheus, who was nearly astolerant of the man as Metiswas, drew back alittle at the impertinence
of hisquestion. Frowning dightly, he said, "I think you overstep yourself, morta. Such aquestion would
be presumptuous from one god to another.”

"Doesit then have nothing to do with the presence of the young god Zeusin her gpartment?’ the man
persisted.

Prometheus looked away, not answering.

Epimetheus grinned at his brother. "The man sees through you very easily. I'd wondered why you've been
moping about, but hadn't figured it out. That must beit. Y ou're jedous of that boy."

Prometheus grimaced at him. "I'll thank you to keep your opinionsto yoursdf."

"Pardon, my lord," Alalkomeneuswent on, "but if my lord Epimetheusis correct, you may profit more
from heeding his observation than by being crosswith him."

Prometheus glared at the morta. "What do you mean?"

"l mean, my lord, that jeslousy is not an unwarranted emation in this situation. | think you care about my
mistress. Unless you're willing to abandon her to this new god, it might be well for you to take amore
activeinterest in her right now."

"Hethinksyou care about her," Epimetheus said, grinning at his brother. "Y ou don't care about
her-you're madly in love with her!" He turned toward Alalkomeneus. "He's been in love with her since
they were children.”

Pulling achair from thewal and pogitioning it near their visitor, Prometheus dumped into the seet. He
seemed to have resigned himsdlf to whatever embarrassment the two intended to heap upon him.

"I know that | exceed the bounds of propriety by saying such things so openly, my lord,” Alakomeneus
continued, "but there are times when forthrightness is essential.. | would rather risk offending you than see
Lady Metis suffer.”

"Please say clearly what you mean.”



"I've guessed for many yearsthat you love Lady Metis. Unless you overcome your diffidence, however,
and act upon that love, | fear you'l lose her forever.”

"Then sheisin lovewith the boy," Prometheus muttered, alook of anguish descending upon hisface. "'l
feared as much when | saw them together, but...."

"Tell me, Lord Prometheus, have you ever told her you love her? If you don't tell her, she may not be
ure”

Prometheus shrugged. " She knows how | fed."

"Perhaps, my lord, but telling her often could not hurt matters. Thereis till time. I'm not certain that sheis
completely in love with the stranger yet, though certainly sheisdrawn toward him. | can seethat clearly,
in her wigtful, distracted manner, and in other thingstoo. But if you apply yoursdlf intime, it's possible that
you can sway her and prevent their love from becoming mutud. Before long he, too, will redize how she
feds, and then-"

"He doesn't love her?' Prometheus demanded, looking up with renewed interest.

"No more than he loves dl the other maidens of Mount Othrys-perhaps even less, snce he paysless
atention to her than to them."

Just then asound from outside the room drew their attention. Prometheus rose and moved quickly to the
opening. He reached out, pulling asmaller figure through the doorway and into the room. "What are you
doing out there, Menoitios? It isn't nice to eavesdrop on your elders.”

The dender youth brushed hislong dark hair from hisface and smirked a them. "Y ou don't haveto
worry, brother,” hetold Prometheus. "I won't tell anyone you'rein love. But what terrible taste you
have-Metis" He made a sound indicative of distaste. "But | suppose it servesyou both right.”

"I'll thank you to mind your own affairs, Menaitios. If you ingst on minding mine, I'll seeto it you find the
result very uncomfortable indeed. Now leave us. My patienceis dready severdly strained.”

The youth turned and shot an ugly look, filled with maevolence, at Aldkomeneus. An unpleasant smile
touched hislips. "I'll go, brother. But let me take the morta creature with me. Metiskilled one of my
animals-alovely saber-tooth-and owes me areplacement.”

Prometheus set both hands on his youngest brother's shoulders and forcibly escorted the boy al the way
to the outer corridor, then returned to continue his conversation with Alakomeneus.

Sometime later Metis returned for the mortal. Prometheus greeted her more pleasantly thistime, but
despite his smile she thought he looked uncomfortable.

"Before you go, may | speak with you-privately?' he asked.
"Certainly," she answered, wondering what he might want to talk about. He seemed oddly nervous.

While Alakomeneus remained with Epimetheus, she followed the older Titan out of the gpartment and
down the gairsto ahigh-walled court at the rear of the paace. Alone among the flowers and trees, they



walked in silence for some time before he worked up the courage to begin.

"| keep hearing about that boy Zeus," he said, starting awkwardly. "He seemsto be quite popular among
many of the goddesses.”

Metisnodded. "Yes. So I've heard.”
"How.... how do you get along with him?"

"Wl enough, | suppose. | don't believe | explained to you before, when you first met him, that | know
his mother quite-well. She'sawonderful goddess, and I'm pleased to do whatever | can for her son.”

He hegitated. "But do you redlly think it... wise? After dl, you know the... problems... that arose when he
first arrived here.”

"Oh, I'm sure I'm quite safe. There's no such danger, if that's what you mean.”
"Widl, itisn't only that. | mean, thetwo of you there, donein your gpartment every night ..."
She drew back from him alittle, siffening. "Exactly what do you mean?

"l just wondered if it wasredlly agood ideato have him stay with you. After dl, al of Othrysistaking
about the boy. There seem to be foolish maidens around him all the time, they say. Why, they say that
even older goddesses are not immune to his charm. Even Mnemosyne-"

"Pease, Prometheus! | thought better of you than this. Do you set your trust in rumors, which more often
than not are only excusesfor conversation? | think perhaps we'd better find some other topic to discuss.
Thisone borders on the offensve.”

"Oh, Metis" he said, turning suddenly toward her and taking her handsin his. "I'm saying thisal wrong. |
find it very hard to spesk of ... certain things. What | want to say, though, redlly doesn't have anything to
do with Zeus, except that I'm . . ."

Shelooked up a him, staring directly into hisface as she waited for him to continue.

"Metis, | thought you knew how | felt about you. Weve known each other avery long time, and yet |
redlize now that I've never actualy told you how | fed."

"| thought | knew, too." She squeezed his handsin return, asif to give him the added strength he needed
to continue.

"Metis," hecried, "I'm afool at such things. I've wanted to tell you so many times-started to tell you. But
always | floundered on thewords. | loveyou! I've dways loved you! Will you marry me?

"Oh, Prometheus," she said saddly, turning, away and walking off afew steps. She stood very till,
thintang, then turned resolutely and faced him again. "I care deegply about you, too, and awayswill. I'm
sure you know that. But | don't love you in that way-as alover, awife. I'm sorry-oh, | am sorry! Please,
don't look like that. We've been friends-close friends-for so long, but we aren't lovers. I'm sure well
continue to be friends. Let's not confuse our friendship with love. Besides, I'm too young to marry!"



His expression made her want to cry, and she took his hands again. "Please try to understand. | need
you-as my best and truest friend. | wish | did love you in that way. If anyone deserveslove, it'syou. But |
can't force my heart to fed differently than it feds.”

Helooked up &t her, forcing asmileto hisface. "Let'stalk no more of it. But remember, if ever you
change your mind, | won't have changed mine. I'll till love you and want to marry you.”

They returned to Prometheus's apartment. She lifted Alalkomeneusto her shoulder, gave Prometheus a
quick kiss on the cheek, then hurried away. Once outside, however, she went more dowly. Her
conversation with Prometheus made her examine her fedings anew, and as she walked shecameto a
decison.

Actualy she had known from the beginning, instinctively, but her conscious mind had struggled againgt the
idea. Sheloved Zeus. It did not matter that he was till aboy, or that he wasterribly ignorant; he would
be fully grown soon enough, and continued exposure to the society of Mount Othrys would round off his
rustic edges. Neither did it matter that he was the son of Kronos and would someday become King of
the Gods, she would have loved him asthe son of Amatheia, whatever his destiny.

Y es, shewas cartain now. Sheloved Zeus and would marry him.
Fifteen

When he found himsdlf unceremonioudy deposited in the corridor outside the apartment of Prometheus,
Menoitios pulled himsdf upright, straightened his chiton, and did his best to recover hislost dignity, even
though a quick glance about had assured him that he was completely aone and no one had observed his
humiliating departure. He cast alast, lingering look of hatred at the door through which his brother had
just thrust him, then strode off toward his own rooms, which were situated on the floor above.

Ashewalked, his anger increased. He viewed Prometheus with a deegp and abiding repugnance that
differed only in degree from the distaste and disdain he felt toward his parents and other brothers-toward
al hiselders, for that matter. Their arrogance was unbearable. They thought they knew everything-merely
because they were old. The truth was that age brought not wisdom but inflexibility and stagnation, ideas
and attitudes mired in the stodgy past. Of course the gods his own age were little better. They weredl
incredibly stupid and shortsighted, and he detested them amost as much- more, sometimes.

As he ascended agreat, circular saircase, he searched for some way that he might revenge himself upon
Prometheus. He yearned to inflict aterrible vengeance upon him, but knew that a satisfyingly violent
response was out of the question, even if brought about by trickery and stealth. Prometheus wastdl and
powerfully built, and would not hesitate to retaliate; he was shrewd, too, and al too likely to trace his
misfortuneto itsauthor. How unfair it wasl Time after time Menoitios had been forced to swallow his
pride and endure his brother's affronts; but matters would not remain thus forever. Eventualy Menoitioss
turn would come and he would find away to strike back without fear of reprisal. And perhapsthat day
was dready at hand....

The conversation he had overheard suggested intriguing possibilities. So Prometheusloved Metis! That
was an interesting bit of intelligence. He was determined to repay her handsomely for the wrong she had
done him, and so he might be able to exact a secondhand vengeance upon Prometheus, since any pain
inflicted upon the Okeanid could reasonably be presumed aso to hurt those who loved her. Hewould
need a second scheme to encompass dl that; his present one, though it promised to berichly gratifying,
was not suitably severe. The insufferable Okeanid must not merely be punished; she must be crushed.



If sheloved Zeus, that presented possibilitiestoo. It should not be very difficult to engineer some harm
for the newcomer, and perhaps thereby wound Metis. Menoitios had taken an instant didike to him and
relished the prospect.

Entering his apartment, he went to the terrarium and stood above it, staring down at the perfectly
recongtructed landscape within the rectangular enclosure. He scanned the low hills and rolling grasdands,
then reached down and plucked up something from benesth one of the smdll trees. The creature
struggled in hishand, flailing and jerking itsarms and legs as he carried it upward and lield it directly in
front of hisface.

Menoitios scrutinized the man, who wore only adirty loincloth of sheepskin. He was sturdily built and
quitelarge for amember of his species, with thick chest and bulging, muscular ams. Y es, Menoitios
decided, this one was definitely bigger than Alalkomeneus, the morta in which Metistook such pride; he
was both taller and heavier, but dso considerably uglier, with low, thick brows and dull, furtive eyesthat
aways sought to avoid the gaze of the god.

"Look at me, morta," Menoitios commanded, shaking the creature. "Y ou were degping just now. | didn't
bring you here to deep. Are you so stupid that you failed to understand me? Y ou'll find no honey
dripping from these trees, no goat milk and acornsfreefor thetaking. In thisland over which | rule, you'll
work for your food. Y ou'll hunt the crestures I've so gracioudly provided for your sustenance-or you'll
darve”

The man stared at the deity in terror, trembling. "Yes, my lord, | heard you-and obeyed! | have hunted,
my lord. | hunted and killed, and then | crawled beneath atreeto deep. Have | done wrong, my lord?

Menoitios scanned the terrarium, &t last locating abit of bloody fur not far from where he had found the
man. "What did you kill? It must have been very smal.”

"A hare, my lord.”

"A hare? Balitos, | brought you here to make a proficient killer of you, not to have you prey upon the
most harmless of creatures. Y ou must learn to stalk your victimswith kill, not wait in atree for themto
hop past. Y ou will hunt only large gamein the future-creatures that offer achalenge. Y ou must be ableto
creep upon them without being seen-without even being suspected until your spear piercestheir hearts.
Do you understand?

"Yes, mage.”

"Good. Now you must hunt again, while | watch you." He reached down and recovered the morta's
spear-little larger than a goddess's sawing needl e between the enormous fingers of the god-and gaveit to
him. Then, moving dowly and smoothly to avoid startling the intended prey, Menaitios set the morta
down within the terrarium behind anumber of trees and nudged him forward until he caught sight of the
intended victim.

Perhaps a dozen yards away stood a huge tapir, its attention directed wholly toward the thick tree branch
it had pulled downward and from which it was methodicaly stripping lesf after leaf, dowly grinding them
between its greet teeth. The man began to edge hisway closer behind the heavy foliage, spear drawn
back and ready to cast. The god smiled as he watched the man creep forward. The piglike animal was
imposing-nearly astdl asthe hunter who stalked it, with great powerful jaws. It waswell equipped to



defend itself.

At last the man rose up and stepped into the open, propelling his spear with great force. The missile
pierced the creature's side behind its front shoulder. With aterrible squed, the tapir turned to confront its
attacker.

The man raced forward, leaping to one side to avoid the anima's snapping jaws, and took hold of the
Spear shaft. Thetapir tried to reach him, but he kept moving around it, holding fast to the shaft, twisting
and shoving it in an effort to forceits point into the beast's heart. The creature squeded till more loudly,
then stumbled and went down. Now he stood over it, probing with the spear point until the beast ceased
to struggle. Drawing aknife from his belt, he knelt and dashed open itsthroat, letting its dark blood
drench the ground.

Menoaitios lifted the man out of the terrarium and again held him up close to his own face. The enormous
amile of the deity sent chills of terror through the mortal.

"Very good indeed. Y ou must have hunted before, among your own people. Y ou didn't acquire such skill
within these few days. Tell me, Bolitos-have you ever hunted another man? Have you ever killed another
man?'

The mortal shook his head.
"Too bad. | thought not. But you have fought with them- wounded them, have you not?”
"Y es, my lord, anumber of times. That's why King Pelasgos sent me away from thetribe."

The god nodded dowly, still smiling. "It doesn't matter, though, | don't suppose. Y ou shed blood well.
Y ou can creep slently, attack swiftly and surely. Good! Y ou'll do every bit aswell as| hoped. Now
listen to me-are you paying atention, Bolitios?"

The man nodded vigoroudy, his eyes grown huge with fear.

"l have atask for you. If you perform it well, I'll reward you as only agod can reward amortd. I'll make
you the envy of dl the detestable creatures of blood with whom you dwell. But if you faill me. . . . Need |
tell you what will hgppen then, Bolitos?!

"l won't fail you, master!" the man cried.

"Good. Y ou must work very hard. Now, go back to your little world and kill more. Become as skilled at
bloodshed as you possibly can-as quickly asyou can. It'll soon be time for you to attend to my errand.”

While Menoaitios congratul ated himself on how well his scheme was progressing, € sewhere on Mount
Othrysthe Titan Helios sat beside his friends Perses and Pallas. Prom their position on a hillside bench
they could look down into the long court that ran beside the Palace of Atlas, the eldest son of Iapetos.
Payful shouts and laughter drifted up from the court, where ahaf-dozen young maidens ran back and
forth around asingle maefigure, tossing alarge, leather-covered ball from sster to Sster. A seventh
maiden, youngest of them all, sat watching from the nearby stairsthat led into the palace. Even a the
distance from which Helios and his companions observed him, the lone god clearly was enjoying himsaif.
If he was not overly enamored of the gameitself, he certainly was pleased by the company of the
beautiful daughters of Atlas and Pleione. And the Pleiades seemed equally delighted with him.



"I can't bear thisany longer," Perses announced. "l hate him. Look at the way they bounce and flutter
about for his attention. It's an embarrassment-an outrage!”

"What would you have us do?' Helios asked.

Sincethe night of Zeussarriva, the son of Hyperion and his companions had logt interest in Epimetheus
and hisfamily; that was an ongoing problem that could be attended to eventudly, when opportunities
presented themselves. The impertinent god from Crete was afar more pressing and irritating metter, and
an gppeding target for thelr energies.

"We could dip down and wait near the front of the palace, then follow him when he leaves. We could
pull him from the pathway into the trees and-"

Helios shook his head. "He has too many supporters. The Titanesses like him as much astheir daughters,
it seems. We don't dare-yet."

"Yet?' Pallas asked.

Helios nodded gravely, letting asmile grow on hislips. "We saw what he waslike the night he arrived
here on Mount Othrys. That rogue was the rea Zeus, not the properly behaved youth you see below us
now. All we haveto do iswait. Eventudly hell dip up again and reved histrue sdf. When he does, well
have the excuse we need.”

They were slent for ashort while; then Perses asked, "What shdl we do to him? Then, | mean, when he
dipsup. Bedting isn't enough of a punishment.”

"Y ou can beat himif you like. But | think I know how to make him vividly remember hisvist to Mount
Othrys-and quake at the thought of ever repeating it. Y ou know the northern cliffs? Where you can drop
agtone and watch it fal all the way to the earth below-bouncing from rock to rock? Those jagged rocks
arelike huge teeth. | think that might be an appropriate punishment. Before hefdl haf the distance, hed
be ripped a hundred times and pounded to a pulp.”

"After such afdl," Persessaid, smiling too now, "held never darereturn.”

"If hesurvived at dl," Pdlas said, looking dightly troubled. "Has anyone ever suffered such afdl?1've
heard it said that there are things from which even an immorta god cannot recover.”

Helios shrugged. "Whatever happens, itll be hisown doing. The fault will be his"

Pdlasfrowned. "lan't there anything we can do to hurry him dong? Asyou sad, it'sonly amatter of time
until he missteps, but I'm aready tired of waiting."

"Perhaps,” Hdlios said thoughtfully. He was staring down toward the laughing mai dens below them.
"Tdl uswhat yourethinking," Persesingsted.

Helios looked back at them. "What would happen if one of the lovely young goddesses he spends his
timewith wereto ... encourage him too much?"



"Probably the same thing that happened before, with Asterie and Sdlene,” Perses said.

"Probably," Helios continued. "And if we wereto arrange things properly, we could easily position
oursalves nearby, to intercede in behaf of such ayoung goddess when the -boy lost control of himsdlf.
And who could blame usiif we overreacted abit ourselvesin subduing him?'

"But who would tempt him in that fashion? They're dl mad over him. None of them would do such athing
on purpose.”

"None?| can think of one goddesswho isn't overfond of Zeus. Besides, | didn't say anything about it
being done on purpose.”

"Who?'
"Adeie" Hdiossad.

"Yes, that'strue," Perses said, "but that's only because she'sjed ous. HE's spending histime with al these
other goddesses, but hasn't visited her even once since that night. Of course he's probably avoiding her
on purpose, so hewon't offend you, Helios."

"Nevertheess, what | said is accurate. She's one goddess who isn't fond of Zeus."
"But | don't think she'd betray him. She wouldn't purposely lead him into atrap such asyou-"

"Perhgpsnot . . . But she'sachangeable creature. A few well-chosen lies might put her in the gppropriate
mood to face him, to taunt him abit. . . . It'sworth some thought, my friends. Let me consder the
problem awhile longer.”

Just then laughter exploded from the court below them, and they |ooked down to see Zeus stretched
upon the ground, two of the Pleiades holding him down. Asthey watched, other maidens leaped atop the
youth, until helay completely covered by divinefemininity.

Sixteen

For Metis, the days passed very dowly indeed. Having decided to make Zeus her husband, shewas
distressed to discover that she had very little innate gptitude for such an undertaking. Mot of the time she
was exceptionally clearsighted and knew exactly what was required to resolve any problem she faced,
but now she was competing in anew and unfamiliar arena. She tried to gpproach the problem
methodically, but soon found hersaf in a sea of subtleties and nuances that defied neat classification and
clean, ingghtful solutions.

She saw hersdlf as naturd and unaffected. Her dedingswith others, while never tactless, were usudly
direct and to the point, short of the little deceits and subterfuges that so often smoothed the interpersonal
relations of gods and goddesses. She clearly stated what she wanted, and expected othersto do the
samein return. But thiswas different. She had never been in love before.

Now she did her best to emulate her more successful sisters, agonizing over each choice of clothing,
standing endlessly before her mirror and struggling to arrange each garment to optimum effect, so thet it
fel injust the right way to accentuate the graceful curves of her dender body. She sat for more than an
hour at atime struggling to shape her hair into amore pleasing design-ahopeless undertaking, shefindly



decided, for thethick, dark ringletsresisted her every effort. Such feminine artifice made her
uncomfortable and seemed like an extravagant expenditure of time; nevertheless, she perssted.

Worst of dl, though, were the hour or two she and Zeus spent together each day. The Okeanid did her
best to be bright and captivating, approachable but not accessible, short of marriage. She had to be
lovely and desirable without encouraging improper advances that she would be compelled to rebuff. It
was a ddlicate balance to maintain and she wondered how the other maidens managed it ... and if they
actudly did.

During those hours, Zeus dways listened politely to her conversation, nodding at the appropriate
junctures; and a times he even warmed to some tangent of her topic and followed it for awhileina
direction that interested him, but she was dways left with afeding of hopelessinadequacy as she
watched him rise at last and |eave the apartment-to laugh and chat with other goddesses. Her continued
failure was humiliating, but what could she do? She refused to stoop to the questionabl e tactics some
goddesses employed. After adl, she was determined to marry him, not merely to win hislovefor anight.

Since he had cometo stay in the Okeanid's apartment, Zeus had carefully kept his distance from her. At
times hefound it painful merely to bein her presence-watching her lithe, supple form as she moved about
the room, looking at her lovely face as she squatted across from him on thefloor, talking animatedly. He
found, her quite attractive physically and was gradualy coming even to gppreciate her peculiar mind,
though occasondly her conversations dipped from the imaginative and insghtful to the bizarre and
complex, making him yearn for the less mentally taxing, idle gossip that was the mainstay of most of the
other goddesses. As much as he desired her, though, he made a point of never letting down hisguard in
her presence. One dip, he was certain, and shewould seeto it that he was sent back to Crete, which did
not suit hisplansat al. Mount Othryswastoo delightful aplaceto leave prematurely.

Still, the Okeanid was most appedling, and as he descended the great steps |eading from the Palace of
Okeanos he found himsdf wishing that other circumstances prevailed, so that he could properly explore
her amorous potentia. He had just started down one of the stone paths when asmall, dark-haired
goddess stepped up to him.

"You arethe boy caled Zeus?' she asked.

Hesmiled at her. "Yes, but | don't know who you are.”

"My name doesn't matter. | am an attendant of Lady Asterie. Please, may | speak with you?”
"Certainly. Has your mistress sent you?”'

"No. At least, not exactly. Really, sheld be quite angry if she knew | was here. Please promise you won't
repeat anything | tell you.”

Zeus|ooked puzzled. "Y ou may speek fredy. No onewill learn what you've said.”
"Thank you! Pleasetdll me, do you find Lady Adterie atractive?’
Zeuslooked till more puzzled.

"Please answer honestly. | know the question is presumptuous, but | promiseyou | have agood reason
for asking."



"Of course | do. But | don't understand. Why do you ask such athing?"

"Because you've offended her. She knows how you've cometo be afavorite among all the younger
goddesses-but you've avoided seeing her."

"I waswarned to avoid her," Zeus said, growing more and more intrigued by the conversation. The
goddess had continued aong the narrow path and Zeus followed her as they talked.

"Good. Then you don't didike her. Y ou aren't purposdly trying to offend her."

"Not at dl. Offending her isthe farthest thing from my mind. | wastold that she and Helioslove eech
other, and that | would anger him if | visted her, especidly &fter ..."

" She does see Helios regularly, that's true. But they're not promised to one another. Tell me, are you
afrad of him?'

Zeus gtiffened. "No, | don't fear him ... but | have no particular desire to antagonize him, either. Besides,
I've had no reason to think that Asterie might want to seeme.”

"But shedoes! | know that may seem odd. Certainly she must not have seemed very friendly when last
you saw her. But goddesses don't ways show their fedings openly. I'll tell you something that perhaps|
shouldn't. The... uh, attention you showed her on the occasion of your first meeting left her... flattered.
She was gartled, too-a bit frightened, I'm sure-and not at al certain what to make of you. After dl, you
were astranger to al Othrysthen. But your open admiration did not go unnoticed, or unappreciated.
Had circumstances been different-had she known you better-she might well have succumbed willingly.
Understand me wdl- Asterie would certainly deny what I'm telling you, but that doesn't make it any less
true. Some goddesses, you redlize, find such rough advances quite... exciting. They prefer to have ther
loverstake theinitiative-forcefully-but seldom bring themsalves to openly admit their fedings even to
themsdlves"

Zeus had stopped walking and was staring intently &t her. "Why are you telling me this?'

"l hateto see my mistress 0 sad. | thought if you knew how thingstruly are, you might visit her
sometime-perhaps even tonight. She's at home right now, bored and lonely.”

"Areyou certain of what you've said? Y ou truly think she'd be pleased to see me again?'

"I know shewould!"

"Then I'll go. Well walk together, and when we arrive you can announce meto her.”

The dark-haired goddess smiled up at him, and they continued on toward the Palace of Koios. Asthey
drew near their destination, she raised her hand behind Zeus's back, where he could not seeit, and
signaed toward the grove of treesthey were passing. A hand appeared from among the leaves and
waved back at her. A few moments later she took Zeuss arm and led him up the broad stairs, acrossthe

portico, and into the palace.

Within the trees, Helios turned and grinned at his companions. "1 told you hed come.”



"But can you trust the goddess?' Perses asked. "If shetells anyone about this-"

Helios was shaking his head. "Nara owes me too many favorsto break her word. And | know too many
unflattering things about her."

"Maybe," Perses continued, "but I'm not so surethisisagood idea. Something might go wrong. Aren't
you putting Agterie in too much danger?'

"As s00n as she escorts Zeus to Adterie, Narawill signd us. WEll dip into anearby room and wait there
until we're needed.”

"I don't know," Perses said quietly. "Sometimes | wonder if you really care about Adterieat al.”

"Evenif Zeusbdieveswhat he's been told,” Palas said, "what makesyou think hell actudly attack her?
After their last encounter, he's going to be very cautious.”

"Aderiewill hdp persuade him."
"How do you mean?' Perses demanded.

"I had along talk with her this afternoon. She's proud and headstrong. The secret to getting her to do
what you want isto apped to her vanity. | told her I'd overheard Zeustalking, and that he claimed he
would never have acted so impetuoudy with her had he not been new to Mount Othrys. 'Oh, Agterie's
attractive enough,' | told her he said, 'but now that 1've seen so many other beautiful goddesses, |
wouldnt find her charms so overwheming.' "

Helios chuckled softly. ™Y ou should have seen Adterie bristle. Shelll be determined to outshine the other
maidens. Shelll be at her most lovely and aluring now that her appeal has been chdlenged. | told her he
was planning to vigit tonight, so she's expecting him-garbed for the occasion, I'll wager."

"Some things are only desirable when others want them,” Pallas observed. "And many other goddesses
seem to want Zeus."

Heliosfrowned, but before he could reply Perses said, "Look!" They dl turned toward the palace. In one
of the ground-floor windows they saw Nara, who was beckoning them.

Thethree gods circled around to the front of the building. The goddess met them at the great door and
quickly conducted them across the atrium.

"In here," she whispered, opening the door to asmall chamber. "They'rein the next room. The door is
closed and these walls are very thick, but if you stand near the windows you should be able to hear
Aderieif she criesout. Sound carrieswdll that way, from one window to another dong the outside of the
palace" She gave him awidegrin, asif to emphasize her persona knowledge of such matters. ™Y ou may
even be able to hear their chitchat.” She hesitated before leaving them. "I hope you know what you're
doing, Helios. | redly hate being a part of this. Helooks like such anice boy."

Grimacing, Helios moved to stand where she had indicated. Naraleft them, pulling the door closed
behind her, and the Titan began to ringer the hilt of his sword as he listened. Occasiondly afew words
reached him from the next room, and he heard Agterie laughing in the pleasant, flirtatious manner she
adopted on such occasions.



AsHdioswaited impatiently, in the next room Zeus and Adterie sat Sde by sidetaking. If Zeus had
thought the goddess merely beautiful the last time he saw her, now he would willingly have admitted that
she was indeed gorgeous. She was garbed in a clinging peplos that accented every contour of her body
while exposing large, beguiling patches of her graceful shoulders and well-formed bosom. She was
different tonight in other ways as well-warmly solicitous as she greeted him and ushered him to his set,
attentive and congenia as she brought him nectar to sip and settled down beside him.

Onething Zeus had learned about dealing with these lovely creatures was that he seldom actudly had to
say very much himsdf. An occasiond question about some minor and totally inggnificant agpect of their
liveswas usudly more than enough to keep them chattering away for fifteen or twenty minutes at atime.
Asthey talked, Asterie leaned toward him in amaddening way, so that her breath caressed hisface and
her lips hovered so near that he need only stretch his neck toward her to kiss her. Time and again her
hand settled on hisarm as she talked, and when afew drops of nectar dribbled to his chest, she insisted
on daubing them away herself with her kerchief.

Zeuswondered if the attendant who had brought him here could actudly be right. Whileit had not
occurred to him that she might belying, he had not redlly believed her either-at least not completely.
Aderie certainly seemed friendly and playful tonight, and.... approachable. Slowly he began to respond in
kind, until at last their lips met in akiss-akiss the goddess not only did not seek to eude but rather
pursued, leaning toward him and dipping her arms around his back.

"Oh, but you know we shouldn't,”" she whispered as she drew back. "We barely know each other.”

But now it was Agterie's turn to be surprised. When she sought to disengage hersdlf from the embrace,
shefound that the boy would not let her go. The hands that had been so gentle upon her back and waist
had taken on amore insstent and urgent quality as they foraged into new and unexplored territory. What
she had intended as merely abit of daring but essentialy innocent fun-no different, sheimagined, from
what the other maidens of Othrysindulged in-he clearly viewed in aquite different light.

"Oh!" she cried, pulling asfar away from him as she could while hisleft arm gtill held her pressed against
his chest. He had come out of his chair and was bending over her, trying to kiss her again. "Please stop
thisingant! | see l've made amistake. Y ou misunderstand me. Please let me go-immediatel y*."

At last she managed to free hersalf. As sherose and started to move away he reached for her. His hand
caught her peplosinstead, becoming entangled initsfolds. As she ssumbled away, the garment's clasp
ripped free. Asterie failed to notice, and turned to retreat across the room, so that the peplos untwisted
part way, then dropped loosely about her feet. She tripped out of the garment, then discovered to her
horror that she was completely undraped. Clutching her arms across her breasts, she began to scream.

By thistime Zeusredized that he had totally misinterpreted the goddesss intentions; what those intentions
might actualy have been, given the way she had thrown hersdf a him, he had not the dightest idea. He
aso redlized that no one on Mount Othryswould ever believe that Asterie's clothing had fallen off by
accident. His sojourn among the Titans had just come to an abrupt end, for certainly he would have to
flee the mountain. For amoment he heditated, staring longingly at the beautiful maiden. Shewasa
provocative sight as she vainly attempted to conceal the lushest of her charms benegth her dender arms
and little hands. He shrugged, asif to disown persond respongbility for something that clearly must have
been preordained, then lunged for her.

The goddess shrieked and retreated across the room, the youth at her hedls. To Zeus's amazement,



though, the figure of the goddess blurred for an instant as she neared the far end of the chamber, and then
he found himsdlf pursuing asmal, reddish-brown bird that circled upward and darted back in the
oppositedirection. He legped after it, but the quail kept swerving out of his grasp.

As heran, he wished that he had remembered to practice metamorphosis;, he had intended to learn that
skill, just as he had learned to equip himself with wings. The goddess escaped him yet again, whedling out
of reach just before riking awdl, and heimagined himsdlf asabird of prey, his powerful wings
propelling him after her with ever increasing speed. The thought became very clear for an instant-so clear
that he seemed to experience the sensation of flight-and then he redlized that his clothing had dipped
away and hewasflying.

Thequall cried out in little shrill shrieks of terror and veered toward awindow, agreat eagle directly
behind it. Just as they reached the opening, the outer door of the chamber flew open. Helios stood in the
doorway with Pallas and Perses behind him. The Titan rushed across the room and peered out into the
night, but he wastoo late. The two birds had aready vanished in the darkness.

Aderieflew southeadt, traveling far faster than any true bird. Smal brown wings concedling Titanic

power beat incessantly, sending her darting across the dark sky. Time and again her pursuer drew near
and seemed upon the point of overtaking her, but each time she somehow found the strength to increase
her speed till further. Soon they were above water and heading out across a great sea. There were many
cloudstonight, and she sought again and again to conced herself among them, but Zeus never logt sight of
her.

At last the goddesss strength began to fail, and the eagle drew inexorably closer. She glanced back for
an ingtant and was horrified to seeit just above and behind her, its great talons aready stretched out to
grasp her in midair. There was nothing else to do; she folded her wings back into a position suitable for
diving and plummeted downward toward the sea.

Zeusfollowed her down through thick clouds and watched as she struck the water, disappearing beneath
the dark waves. Siwooping upward &t the last moment, he barely avoided plunging in after her.

For along time heflew in acircle over the area, searching, but she never regppeared. Findly he turned
and headed back toward Mount Othrys, where he would bid good-bye to his mother and Metis.

Seventeen

"Now you'reready," Menoitios said glegfully the following evening as he lifted the morta Bolitos back
out of theterrarium and held him up near his own face to scrutinize the brute more carefully. The blood of
afreshly dain bear streaked the man's forearms and hairy, powerful chest.

The god carried the man to a nearby table where ashalow bowl of water waited. "Bathe yoursdlf now,
lest the odor of blood betray you later. We must act now, or possibly lose our opportunity-if we haven't
lost it dready. Wash your spear and knife, too."

Once the man was bathed, Menoitios gave him afresh swatch of linen and ingtructed him to fashion
himsdf anew loincloth. While he worked, the god examined the tiny wegpons to assure himself that they
remained undamaged. Findly, preparations completed, M enoitios dipped acloak over hisown shoulders
and concedled the morta inside it, then left his gpartment and set out for the Palace of Okeanos.

It was dready night and the moon had not yet risen. Menaitios took advantage of the darknessto make a



dow circuit of the building. When he was confident he had located the gpartment of Metis on the third
floor and that no one was nearby and likely to see him, he caused wingsto grow from his back, held the
mortal in one hand for greater safety, and flew upward, landing on the narrow sl just outside an
un-lighted room. As he entered the apartment, he nearly sumbled over the numerous plants that crowded
the sl itself and the nearby floor. Once indde, he paused to let his eyes accustom themselvesto the
greater darkness.

He had been in the apartment of the Okeanid two or three times before, though a number of years
earlier; fill, he had agood memory for places and easily estimated his position within the large suite of
rooms. He judged quite accurately that he wasin asmal storage room just off ashort hall that led to the
atrium. If he had calculated correctly, he should find asuitable hiding place for Bolitosin one of the other
rooms that opened on the hall.

"Y ou must say nothing, and make no noise," he warned the morta as he repositioned him within his
clothing. He paused to listen at the door, then cracked it open and listened again. Voices reached him
from some dight distance away, and he felt confident enough to open the door still farther and look out.
Finding no onein sight, he crept down the hall. An open doorway attracted his attention and he paused
besdeit tolook in; it was Metiss bedroom-he had not remembered its |ocation-and would make an
idedl hiding place for Bolitos, since he had reason to believe Alalkomeneus dept there too.

Before he entered that chamber, however, the voices drew his attention more forcefully, and he hesitated
inthe narrow hall, listening. He recognized Metissvoice, but it took him afew momentsto placethe
other. Eventualy he decided it must be Rhea.

"No, my lady," the Okeanid was saying. "I'm afraid it'simpossible. I've spent the entire day going back
and forth among the Titans. Certainly there are many who favor Zeus, but Koios and Phoibe are
adamant, and they've convinced lapetos, Hyperion, and Crios. When Agterie findly returned home-that
waan't until late this morning-1 thought they might calm down atrifle, but it's hopeless. After last night,
they won't even congder giving him another chance. We're lucky they haven't discovered him yet, for if
they do-"

"I had so hoped he might remain," Rheasaid, "but | suppose you'reright.”

"I'm certain I'mright,” Metis continued. "Do you know that | had vigitors here, in my apartment, three
timestoday? They wouldn't believe | wasn't hiding him. | |et them search everywhere-it was the only way
to get rid of them. Otherwise they'd be skulking about now, hoping to lay hands on him.”

"Where was he?' the Titaness asked.

"| told them he fled back to hisidand home late last night, after the debacle with Agterie. Actudly | had
him hidden in one of the unoccupied apartments of the palace-two floors above us. 1, too, hoped that
somehow we might placate them, but it'simpaossible. I'm afraid you have no choice but to send him away.
If he's caught, his punishment will be severeindeed. After dl, they don't know who heis"

Menoitios could contain his curiosity no longer. He edged toward the atrium and glanced out quickly.
Metis and Rhea stood near each other; dmost between them, looking glum and cowed, the boy Zeus sat
in agtraight-backed chair. Near his feet, squatting on the floor, Menoitios spotted the mortal
Alakomeneus. Just then Rhea started to turn in his direction and Menoitios ducked quickly back out of
Sght.



The Titaness began to pace nervoudy about the room, twisting her hands together as she walked. "Yes,
you'reright, Metis. He must leave Mount Othrystonight. Perhaps he may returnin time, but it'sfar too
dangerous for him to remain now. He can't go back to Crete, though; some of the Titans probably know
the generd location of that idand and may search therefor him.”

Rheaturned abruptly to face the Okeanid again. "I didn't want to tell you before, but now | must. |
believeit will soon betimefor my son to put into effect atrain of eventsthat will eventudly lead himto his
rightful place among the gods. To do that, he will need your help. Will you help him, Metis?'

"Of course, my lady!" the younger goddess said, her face clearly betraying her pleasure a such an
opportunity. "But what do you mean? What must | do?'

"Zeusisn't yet ready to face hisfather openly-hée'stoo young, not strong enough. For that matter, Kronos
istoo powerful for any one god to confront alone, even now. To wrest the kingship of the gods from him,
Zeusmust have the assstance of hisbrothers.”

"But they're..."

Rheanodded sadly. "Y es. They're still imprisoned, and without your help they must remain so. Canyou
concoct an herb which, when given to Kronos-"

"Eadly! | dready have such an herb-or at least | used to. Oneway or the other, | can supply it when the
timeisright. At worgt it might take me aday or two to fashion what's needed.”

"Good. Then when you have time, prepare the herb and keep it at hand. There's a second thing. | fear to
turn Zeus out on hisown. Asl've said, he dare not return to Crete. Will you continue as his protectress?
He needs someone to keep him out of trouble." She cast ascornful ook at her son, who immediately
dropped his eyes and |ooked away. ™Y ou would have to take him far away, where the Titans are unlikely
tofindhim."

"Yesl" Metis cried before she managed to control her exuberance; then she continued more taidly, "I'll
do whatever | can to assist you both, my lady."

Watching again from the nearby halway, Menoitios did not fail to note the joyful tone of Metiss response
or thelook of relief that suffused her face on learning that she and Zeuswere to go off together. Those
two thingstold him what he wanted to know. The suspicion of the mortal Alalkomeneus had not been
mistaken; Metisloved this outlandish boy.

Rhea stood now with her eyes closed, pondering something. Findly she said, "We must not act
precipitoudy. Two moons, | think-oh, it's so difficult to be certain! All thiswas shown me once, long ago,
but there was too much to remember.... Take him far away and keep him safe until two moons have
passed, then return here. Have your herb ready. Well have other preparations to make then, and you
may be pressed for time. Well go together to Mount Olympos and face Kronos."

"Y ou want meto go with you?' Metis asked, pleased to be included in anything having to do with the
youth.

"Yes, | think you must comewith us. | believe so...."

Menoitioswas delighted at adl he had heard. What areveation it amounted to-Zeus was the son of



Kronos and Rheal

And what an opportunity it offered to revenge himsalf upon Metis. Satisfied that he had discovered as
much as hewaslikely to learn here tonight, he went back to Metis's bedroom.

Just inside the doorway he removed Bolitos from within his clothing, looked meaningfully into the morta's
face, and set him down near the bed. He watched in satisfaction as the man scurried away to conceal
himsdlf. He had been thoroughly instructed and knew exactly what he must do.

After the man disappeared from sight, Menoitios made hisway back to the window through which he
had entered the apartment, then flew down from the palace and returned to his home. Once there, he
went to find Klymene.

"Good evening, Mother," he said pleasantly as he entered her room. "What an interesting tapestry you're
making. May | help you somehow?"

Klymene, pleased a the unaccustomed interest and companionship of her youngest son, gestured for him
to join her. He stayed with her for anumber of hours, and |eft ructantly when she findly announced that
she was about to prepare for bed. If anyone were later to inquire, she would certainly remember that he
had spent the evening with her.

When Menaitios left him, Bolitos waited patiently in hishiding place behind one of the many wooden
cheststhat lined the walls of Metis's bedroom. In time the noises within the atrium became fewer, and
soon he heard the approaching footsteps of the goddess.

The man shivered dightly as he peeked out at her towering form. She wastaking, and now he redized
that she must have brought with her the mortal Menoitios had sent him to kill. Grasping his spear more
tightly, Bolitos edged forward until he could see the man, who was standing on the goddess's bed,
conversing with her.

The sight reassured him. His adversary wastal, though not astall as Balitos, and relatively dender.
Saying him should not be difficult, he thought as he dipped back into his hiding place and continued to
wait.

Eventudly the goddess|eft the room. Still Bolitoswaited, giving her time to get far enough away that she
would be unlikely to hear the man's death cries. From another room he heard her voice, then the voice of
agod. Good. She was engaged in conversation and probably would not return for some minutes.
Grasping his spear moretightly, he crept toward his prey.

Alakomeneus was on the floor now, beside Metiss bed. His back was toward his approaching assailant.
Bolitos drew back his spear, judged the distance, and sent the missile flying toward the man's
unprotected back.

To hisastonishment, though, histarget legped aside at the exact moment the spear |ft hishand. Bolitos
redlized now that the man, who had seemed obliviousto his gpproach, must have known he was here
and been waiting for him to strike. Drawing his dagger, he rushed forward and sought to plunge the blade
into the man's chest, but again he misca culated. Alalkomeneus was fast and supple, easily dodging to one
Sdesothat instead of striking him, Bolitos found himsdlf charging headlong into awall. He turned, knife
gtill ready, and lunged again, but the man had drawn his own dagger by now and somehow kept
managing to stay just out of reach. Panting for breath, Bolitos paused; that was when he noticed the



blood on hisintended victim's knife. Glancing down, he saw blood gushing from hisown side-from a
wound he had not even felt. He stared down in astonishment, then tried to cover the wound with one
hand. All the while Alakomeneus watched him, his own dagger ready. Bolitos Started forward, but the
strength went out of hislegs and he sumbled, faling on hisface. Helay ill, lessthan a pace from the
other man.

But he was not unconscious. He was completdly dert, knife clutched tightly in his hand, ready to send it
into his adversary's heart. Eyes closed, he waited for Alakomeneus to bend over him and reach down to
seeif hewasdlive or dead; then he would strike. But the other man did not approach; instead he heard
the sound of departing footsteps and redlized that his opponent was leaving the room, presumably to
return with his goddess. Bolitos pushed himsdlf to his knees and stood erect with difficulty. Pulling off his
loincloth, he used it to staunch the flow of blood from hiswound, then staggered out to the hall. He
stumbled back aong the route by which Menoitios had brought him here. Menoitios had |eft open the
door to the rear room through which they had entered the apartment; the opening was barely wide
enough for him to fit through, and once insde Bolitos threw his weight againgt the door and pushed it
completely closed, as he had been instructed to do. Below the window he found the thin rope ladder
Menoitios had left for him, and managed with greet difficulty to ascend it. He was very weak by now and
had to stop often to rest. Once on the great stone sill, he pulled the ladder up after him, so that it would
not reveal hisroute of escape, then found a place of conceal ment beneath one of Metis s plants. Helay
down there and promptly lost consciousness.

When he awakened many hours afterward, he was back in Menoitios s room. As promised, the god had
returned later that night to the Palace of Okeanosto retrieve him.

“Is Alakomeneus dead?’ the god demanded.

Bolitos shook his head weekly. “No, my lord. | attacked him with spear and knife, but he wastoo fast.
Thegod sfaceturned livid. “Y ou vefailed me, miserable cresture. Y ou worthless animd, you failed
me-and she' sgoing away. | won't get another chance!”

Menoaitios dropped the mortal to the floor, placed his sandaled foot on the man’s body, and dowly
ground it againgt the marblefloor, until nothing recognizable remained.

Furious, Menoaitios paced the room for afew minutes, then sat down suddenly.

Hewould haveto be patient. Two months, after dl, was not that long. It gave him timeto plan and
prepare. He could wait, knowing that she and Zeus would be going to Mount Olympos together. Kronos
was not likely to let Zeus s accomplice escape; but if he did, Menoitioswould at |east have the
satisfaction of knowing that he was responsible for the destruction of the god she loved.

There was something exquisitein the smplicity of it. All he had to do wasfeed Zeusto Kronos.
Eighteen

Early the folowing morning Metis went firgt to vidt those of her Ssters and brothers who resided within
the Palace of Okeanos, and then to see Klymene and Prometheus. She told each of them that she had

decided to return home to the Kingdom of Okeanos for awhile. Prometheus tried to dissuade her, but
eventualy decided that avidt with her parents might indeed be the best thing for her now, after the abrupt



disappearance of Zeus. Theimplication that she was a heartsick maiden rushing hometo her parents
mortified her, but she did nothing to indicate otherwise. It was better to sacrifice her pride than to have
him think she was going off to meet the boy.

Shortly before noon she dipped avay from Mount Othrys and flew toward the west, carrying
Aldkomeneus safely in her basket. However inconvenient her hasty departure might bein other respects,
she was pleased at the opportunity it presented to remove her favorite mortal from danger. The
unexpected attack upon him-carried out in the sanctuary of her own bedroom-had undermined her
confidencein her ability to protect him and made her dl the more determined to return him to the greater
safety of hisown people, an action which she had been considering since Menaitiosfirst threatened the
man. Of course she had no proof that Menoitios was behind the unprovoked assault, but proof was only
necessary if she sought to bring the crime before the Council of Titans, and she had no intention of
undertaking such athanklesstask. For the time being she was content to insure Aladkomeneuss sefety;
later, when she had fulfilled her commitmentsto Rhea, she would devote hersdlf to the punishment of
Menoitios.

Sheflew until she could no longer see the mountain behind her, then circled first north and then east.
Findly she arrived a the narrow gorge where Zeus and Rhea awaited her. They had left Mount Othrys
late the night before to lessen the likelihood of detection, and had spent the morning talking quietly. With
Metissarrival, Rhearose to leave. She embraced her son, then turned toward Metis.

"Thank you again, my dear,” she said quietly. "I know you'll do everything you can to keep him safe.”

The Titaness returned to Mount Othrys while Metis and Zeus flew toward Mount Pelion. The Okeanid
had considered al the places she might take him. They dared not go to the kingdom of her father or of
Nereus. Together they would attract far more attention than she would aone, and the large number of
gods there made it too likely that word of their presence would reach back to Mount Othrys. Neither did
shetrust hersdlf done with him in some remote corner of the world. Few of the Titans knew how to find
the cave of Philyraand Cheiron, and so Metis considered her sster's home areasonably safe placeto
hide the boy until it wastime for them to return to Mount Othrys.

If Metislooked forward to returning to the peaceful surroundings of Mount Pelion, Zeus did not. He had
little more than hinted at the cause of the hasty departure that had concluded hislast visit there, and could
well imagine the reception that awaited his return. Metis glanced at her companion anumber of times
during their flight. He was exceptiondly quiet, hisusudly cheerful disposition turned glum.

They traveled dowly, flying low above the treetops at aleisurely pace. Metistimed their journey so that
they reached their destination just before sunset.

Philyrawas on the ledge outside the cave asthey dighted. At the Sight of Zeus her features grew gtiff with
outrage. "Why have you brought this boy back here, Metis?* she demanded, eyesblazing. "I won't have
him herel Send him away thisingant, or I'll drive him away mysdf."

Metistried to quiet her, but the older goddess's loud protestations had already attracted the attention of
the other occupants of the cave, and Cheiron and Dione soon appeared. Cheiron moved immediately to
arm himsdlf with astout club, then went to stand beside his mother.

"If you redly want usto go, wewill,” Metissaid. "But I'll haveto go with him, and I'd redlly prefer to stay
here and vist my favorite Ssters and nephew. Can't we discussthis calmly? | know you have complaints
agang thisyouth, but I've cometo know him quite well and think highly of him. Whatever offenses he



may have committed when he was last here, I'm sure they were committed out of ignorance.”

Philyrawas adamant in her refusa to alow the boy to stay, but Dione came forward as they continued to
discussthe matter. At last she spoke too.

"Philyra, thisisyour home, not mine. But if my thoughts have any weight with you, | think everyone
deserves a second chance. We know what Metis saysistrue. The boy himself told us from the very first
that he was astranger to divine society. Isit fair to expect such ayouth to abide by laws he neither
knows nor understands?’

Philyraressted at firdt, but eventudly gavein to theimportunities of her sisters. Once she relented,
Cheiron grudgingly acquiesced aswell, and an uneasy truce was forged. It was agreed that Zeus could
remain on Mount Pelion and enjoy the hospitdity of Philyraand her son aslong as Metfs remained there
too, to oversee him, and aslong as he adhered to strict standards of good conduct.

It was dusk now, and Metistook Zeus with her as she hastened to return Alalkomeneusto his people.
They dwdt near the base of the mountain, where food was plentiful. The tribe was small, conssting of no
more than thirty men, dl of whom seemed ddighted at the return of their king. They had no permanent
shelters and lived for the most part in the open air, feasting on the honey and acorns that nature provided
bountifully for them. On those rare occasions when inclement weather made it necessary, they retrested
to small nearby caves, but were dways anxious to abandon such dank quarters as soon as possible. A
number of disputes had arisen during Alakomeneus's absence and heimmediately set about settling them.

Neither Metis nor Zeus had dept the night before, and so they soon returned to the cave of Philyra
There Metis asked her sster to show them where they might rest. Still scowling at the boy, Philyra
conducted them through a narrow opening and into the series of cavernsthat lay beyond.

Zeus had not been insde before. He was amazed to see how well furnished the dwelling was, with many
chairs, tripod tables, and stools, dl somewhat homey perhaps, but sturdily built and charmingly rustic.
His home on Crete, where he had lived in Smilar circumstances, seemed sparse in the extreme beside
these generoudy furnished quarters. Philyraand her son had provided for themsalves and their guests
virtualy dl the amenities that one would have expected on Mount Othrys.

"Y ou may deep here," Philyratold him when they drew near the rear of the innermost cavern. She
pointed toward anatural acovein one wall where a cot had been placed. Ashe sat down upon it,
marveling a the softness of the mattress, Philyraled Metis away and the boy dowly redlized that he had
been banished to the most distant point within the cavern. A curvein the great wall effectively blocked his
view of therest of the dwelling and cut him off from everyonedse.

The strained relations that were the halmark of Zeussfirst day back on Mount Pelion could not last
indefinitely. Even Philyra grew less antagonistic toward the newcomer, and by the third day heand
Cheiron werewd| on their way to becoming friends. Watching them, Metiswas struck by how much
dikethey actudly looked, especidly intheir facia features. The bittersweset redlization |eft her amazed
that she had not noticed the smilarity before.

Everything seemed to be progressing nicely, and Metis was left with only one problem-the troubling
reaction of Dione toward the boy. From the moment her sister had stepped forward to defend him, Metis
had sensed something ungpoken in her attitude. At first Dione carefully kept her distance and never
sought out an opportunity to speak with him, but Metis occasionally noticed the way her eyeslingered on
the youth, then darted away in embarrassment when she realized Metis was observing her. Zeuswas



aware of it too, and more than once Metis caught him watching Dione silently. Whenever she looked up,
they smiled at each other.

Metis considered jedl ousy one of the most distasteful of emotions, but the rigorous honesty she practiced
upon hersdlf forced her to admit that she was jealous. Incomprehensible longingsfilled her at times, so
that she wanted to throw herself at Zeus-even though she knew that would be counterproductivein the
long run. She wanted to somehow make him forget everyone and everything but her, but dways her
pride and firm self-control prevented her from indulging in such unbecoming conduct. Again and again
she attempted to attract his attention, even flirting with himin her halfhearted, avkward fashion, but such
effortswere awaysfutile. She smply did not know how to win hislove, she decided sadly.

They were often done together. Metis consdered it unwiseto alow him to remain at the cavern without
her and therefore ingsted that he accompany her on her daily rambles through the nearby forests. Zeus
found the excursons dull and tiring, and began to enliven them with jokes and games. Metisresisted his
frivolity at first, but hisingstent good humor eventudly won her over. She was soon throwing rocks with
him at distant targets, running races and playing tag.

Theformality that had existed between them began to dip away, and toward the end of their third such
outing, Zeus leaned toward her unexpectedly and kissed her quickly on the mouth. The kisstook her by
surprise, and she stood staring at him as he ran away. A number of moments passed before she
remembered that it was her turn to chase him. When she caught him, she kissed him back. It wasa
discreet, dmost modest kiss-a peck at most-but immediately she regretted it. She was afraid he would
think it meant more than she intended. Turning, she darted away, disappearing among thetal pinesthat
surrounded them.

Zeus grinned as he watched her run. Her kiss had told him what he wanted to know; init she had
revealed hersdf morefully thanin al her words and looks. He had been waiting- hoping-for some
indication that she found him attractive, that genuine passion lay benegth her too proper exterior.

He caught her again, then fled down a narrow path and disappeared around aturn. Metis followed and
found hersdf unexpectedly in asmal glade. She was about to crossit and continue along thetrail on the
opposite Sde when her attention was captivated by aflower of overwhelming beauty, like none she had
ever seen before. It grew aone amid a patch of clover. She scanned the trees across from her in search
of the boy, then decided to rest here for afew minutes and admire her discovery. Sitting beside the
flower, she leaned over it to examineits garish beauty more closdly and to inhaeitsfragrance,

As her nose drew near the petals, however, she found before her not aflower, but the handsome, smiling
face of the boy Zeus. Before she could draw back, hislips pressed against hers and his arms closed
around her, pulling her down with him to the ground. Her limbs went weak, seemed to lose dl their
strength. Strange thrills shot through her at the contact, so that she felt submerged in a sea of sensation.
He drew away for amoment, and though she certainly did not intend it, her lips sought out hisand
fagtened on them hungrily.

All the love that had been building inside her, and which she had been struggling for so long to keep
under control, found expression in that kiss. Her arms encircled his neck and she pressed her body so
tightly againgt histhat for an instant she had the odd impression that their formswere fusing, thet she
could no longer distinguish where her own body ended and his began.

Now she felt him fumbling with her clothing. The contact of hiswarm hand againgt her bare flesh brought
her back to her senses and to a sudden redlization of her Situation. No!



She must not surrender to him-not here-not like this! Gasping, she pulled her mouth from hisand
struggled to wriggle free from his grasp. He tried to restrain her, but at last she managed to Sit up, then
got quickly to her feet and started to back away from him.

"Please-you mustnt!” she cried. "We mustn't!”

But the expresson in hiseyestold her that words were useless now. As he rose and moved toward her,
sheturned and fled, her open peplosfluttering around her. Zeusfollowed at full speed thistime, not at the
playful trot to which she had become accustomed in their games. Ahead lay athicket of underbrush over
which the towering maiden could easily have legped, but she was certain that Zeus would overtake her
on the other sde. As she approached the thicket, she stripped off her clothing so that it would not trip
her, then transformed hersdlf into ahare. She glanced back at her pursuer, then plunged into the
underbrush.

Behind her, without hesitation, Zeustoo cast off his natura form, becoming instead asmall red fox. The
thicket presented no obstacle to such a creature, and Metis soon found small, sharp teeth nipping

playfully at her rear legs.

A high treeloomed just ahead, and she became a squirrel, scrambling up the perpendicular trunk and
then out across anarrow limb. But to the goddess's amazement, Zeus was every bit as adept at
shape-changing as was she. Behind her followed alarger, maeverson of hersdf, every bit asnimble.

The foliage around her wastoo thick to risk flying, and the goddess now had little doubt that her pursuer
could overtake her in the air. She sprang to the branches of a neighboring tree, then scampered back
down. She became a dender, fleet doe, legping easily over the underbrush that blocked her path. Just
behind her came ahandsome white wolf. At every change of form, Zeusfollowed effortlesdy, matching
or surpassing each metamorphoss.

At last she could flee no more, and he overtook her at the edge of asmall stream. As shelay there,
exhausted, her natural form returned. Hetook her in hisarms. Shetried to resst, tried vainly to push him
away, but it was usdless. Hisarms closed around her, hislips descended upon hers, and her will to resst
melted away. Her mind told her that she had lost, that once he had possessed her she would be no
diiferent from al the other goddesses who had succumbed or would succumb to his charms-that he
would never marry her now. But her heart did not care about such things. It surrendered without terms or
conditions. She gasped and closed her eyestightly. She threw her arms around the god she loved and
pressed herself againgt him with al her strength.

Beneath the towering pines of Mount Pelion, Metis, daughter of Okeanos, who in matters other than
those of the heart was wiser than dl the other Titans, mingled in sweet |ove with the raw young god from
Crete, who would one day become King of the Gods.

Nineteen

The Nymph was returning home from the vicinity of Mount Lykaion, where she had spent the morning.
Toward the bottom of one of the cool mountain dopes she paused abruptly and called out.

"Who'sthere? | know you'rethere. | saw you a moment ago, for an instant. Why are you hiding?'

The nymph waited tensely. When no reply was forthcoming, she called out again. "Y ou won't fool me by



pretending not to be there. | saw you. If you don't show yoursdlf, I'll just go the other way."

Now something stirred behind the tall trees. "I was afraid | might frighten you,” the voice of agod called
back, and then someone stepped into the path ahead of her.

She drew back despite herself. The god's concern was well founded; she dmost turned and fled at the
sight of him. Instead she took afirm grip on hersdf and stared in amazement a the ungainly figure, her
eyesflitting from hisugly face and large, hooked noseto the small horns and shaggy goat ears that
protruded from his head. As he cameforward alittle, she redlized that he had the legs and hooves of a
goat aswdl. Hewore only along, dirty rectangle of cloth, which wasloosaly wrapped about him and
actudly concedled little of his misshapen body. In his hands he carried many sprigs of green pine needles
and what seemed to be awreath. Asthey spoke, hisfingers continued braiding the sprigs together.

Sheforced hersdf to smileat him. "Wdll, you are animposing sight, | must admit. I've never seen you
before. Are you new to Arkadia?"

The god nodded, glancing up from hiswork. She was very beautiful, but he was uncomfortable talking to
her. He had never spoken directly to such abeing before.

"l am Syrinx, daughter of the river god Ladon. Who are you?"

The god applied two fina twiststo the wreath upon which he had been working, held it up for afina
ingpection, then placed it on his head with awide, toothy smile. "I am Pan, son of Amdtheia," he said,
advancing alittle closer to her.

The nymph noticed his movement and edged back up thetrall.

"Yes," he continued, "I'm new to this area. 1've been roving the fields and forests, looking for my brother.
Y ou haven't seen him, have you? Hisnameis Zeus"

She shook her head quickly. "No, I'm sure | haven't seen anyone who looks like you!”
The god hung hishead. "Actudly he doesn't look much like me. He's quite handsome.”

"Still, I haven't seen any strangerstoday. | haven't seen any strangersin along time actudly, other than
you, | mean,”" she added ingenuoudly.

"Y ou're very beautiful,” Pan said. "Y ou must have many lovers”

The nymph gasped. "Mogt certainly not! | have no lovers-but | do have many suitors, if that'swhat you

“Noneat al?' Pan inquired increduloudly, advancing another step toward her.

"Certainly not. I'm not at dl like the foolish nymphs you probably know. I'm quite modest, and
completely chaste. | pride mysdlf upon that and intend to remain so until I'm married ... if | get married,
that is. Actudly, I've been considering not marrying at al, though I'm redlly too young to reach afirm
decison in such asgnificant matter. All my suitors know and understand how | fedl. | don't redly care
what al the other nymphsdo. Y ou'll notice, by theway, that very few of them ever find husbands, though
they havelovers gplenty!"



"It seems awagte, though, to let such beauty go unappreciated,” he said, still not looking directly at her
but continuing to edge closer, so that now he judged that a sudden lunge would carry him to her side
before she could flee.

"Y our conversation israther forward, you know," Syrinx told him, then let out astartled cry as he rushed
toward her. The god's outstretched arms, however, closed on empty air. She had stepped nesatly aside,

then circled behind him. The maneuver was so perfectly executed and seemed so effortless that Pan was
certain she must have practiced it many times; undoubtedly she had had many opportunitiesto practiceit.

Hefollowed her down the doping path, then out across a broad meadow. Twice he nearly had her in his
grasp, only to have her dip away again. Twice helost sight of her completely, but eventually routed her
from her hiding place and recommenced the chase. They ran on and on, until the god's greater Samina
began to wear her down.

Ahead lay agreat river-Ladon, the home of her father- and as sheran toward it Syrinx cried aloud. "Help
me! Father-sisters-anyone who can hear, please help!”

Pan was only afew dozen yards behind and her legs were beginning to fail. They would soon be so weak
that she would be unable to run any farther. At the river's edge she hesitated, looking in every direction,
then turned and threw hersdlf into abed of tall reeds, hoping to conced hersdf. Asshelay there, she
concentrated al her mental energy and tried to change her form, something her father and afew of her
sgtersdid easly and often. It should have been a hopdess effort, for dl her previous attempts at
metamorphosis had failed utterly; but today was different.

Pan had seen her enter the marshy area near theriver's edge and charged in after her. Thinking that she
might somehow be hidden beneath or among the plants, he ripped out great handfuls and tossed them
behind him. Suddenly alow cry, like amoan of pain, made him stare down at the bundlein his hand.

He stopped searching for the nymph, sat on the dry grass nearby, and examined the reeds, which were
among the largest he had ever seen. Ashe held them, agust of wind whistled through some of the hollow
tubes, emitting a soft Sgh that reminded him very much of the voice of the nymph. Heraised oneto his
mouth and blew through it. Delicate, charming music resulted. He discovered that he could make the
soundslight and airy if heliked, or clear and shrill, or degp and solemn. For hours he remained there, on
alittle hillock above the river where the nymph had disappeared, amusing himsdlf in thisfashion.

The most pleasing notes resulted when he held reeds of different lengths close together and blew into
them dternately, and so he sdlected and bound together the seven most pleasing with long, tough strands
of grass. When he was satisfied with their arrangement, he began to play the instrument in earnest,
drawing from it first along and mournful strain that made him think of the exquisite cruety of nymphs,
who were so miserly in bestowing their affections; and then awild and passionate tune, asif imploring the
lovely creaturesto be merciful to him.

L ater, when he came upon a beehive, he stole wax and pressed it between and around the reedsas a
sort of mortar to hold them stiff and straight, then bound them together again, till moretightly. All the
long afternoon he played, and well into the evening, as he wandered northward, back toward the high
mountains where he had last seen Zeus. As he walked he blew upon the syrinx, drawing fromit al the
rich beauty and delicate emotion of the unlucky nymph whose name the instrument would henceforth
bear.



Though Pan had claimed he was searching for his brother, that was only partly true. He so thoroughly
enjoyed the quiet, solitary beauty of the hillsand valleysthat he would have been perfectly content to
continue on indefinitely even if he never found Zeus-pausing occasondly to edt, rest, or play upon his
pipes, roving across forest and glen, pursuing the occasiona nymphsthat crossed his path. Hewasin no
hurry to do anything else or to go anywherein particular.

Toward evening of the following day he paused near the edge of awide clearing, listening intently. From
ahead of him, on the other side of the clearing, came the sounds of movement among the trees. He drew
back and conceded himself. At first he thought one or more nymphs might be approaching rapidly, but as
he continued to listen he became convinced that the sounds indicated instead many gods progressing at a

steady pace.

If he were right, something very unusua was afoot. In dl the storiesldaand Adrastiahad told him, he
had never heard of more than three or four gods traveling together, at least out in awilderness such as
this. He could not imagine a contingency that would bring together alarge number of deitiesin such a
place, and so he drew back still farther and crouched down to better conceal himself.

Soon afigure gppeared across the clearing from him, then asecond and athird. Tal and powerfully built,

with shaven heads and chalk-streaked bodies, naked except for the bronze ornaments that adorned their

wrists and ankles, they surged out of the forest and into the open, their fierce eyes scanning the landscape
for any sgn of an enemy, their long, bronze-pointed spears held ready for thrusting.

Pan watched in astonishment. He recognized them immediately. They were the Kouretes, the divine
savages who lived on the same distant mountain where he and Zeus had grown up. He had known them
dl hislife-digantly, it wastrue, sncethey were not afriendly people-and in al that time he had never
heard of them venturing from their idand home.

The sight of them aways made him fed uneasy. They had aways seemed to be lurking nearby, just out of
sight. He remembered an occasion when he and Zeus had ventured too far up a precarious dope and
found themsdves clinging to a sheer rock wall, unable to move without risking adisastrousfal. At thelr
firgt childish criesfor help, ahaf-dozen of the savages appeared out of nowhere and quickly carried them
down to safety.

But what were they doing here? He could see more than twenty of the warriors now, with still more
issuing from the forest. As he watched, another sort of creature followed them into the clearing. Pan
gasped and began to look behind himself for some route by which he might escape. His kneeswere
shaking. A goat of divine proportion came forward purposefully, halted near the middle of the clearing,
and lifted its great horned head to survey the area.

Pan held hisbreeth, his eyes grown large with fear. Whatever happened, his mother must not find him
here! Normally Amaltheiawas the most gentle and loving of creatures, but she could display aterrible
temper at times, too-especialy when her children had misbehaved. To make matters worse, shewas sure
to blame him; whenever he and Zeus got into trouble, Amathelawas dways certain that Pan wasthe
primary ingtigator-and dedlt with him accordingly. He dared not even think of the punishment she might
inflict upon himthistime.

Thewind, asbest he could tell, was blowing in his direction, and so she probably would not be able to
sense his presence by smell. But if shefound thetrail that had led him here, she would dmost certainly
detect his spoor-and then al the pleading and excuses he could muster would not avail him. Great drops
of sweat began to roll down hisforehead as he edged backward into the thick forest behind him.



As he retreated, the goat goddess made adow circuit of the clearing, her nose held close to the ground,
but since Pan had not actualy entered that area she found no indication of his presence. It was dusk now
and she went to one of the warriors and bleated softly. He seemed to understand and immediately
signaled to the others. Within moments skin tents sprang up around her asthe Kouretes prepared to
camp for the night.

Amaltheiableated again, in ashriller, more demanding tone, and from one of the nearby treesatiny
sparrow fluttered down to land on the grass near her front hooves. She spoke to the bird in hushed
animal sounds, and then the creature darted off, flying southward toward distant Crete. Each evening she
sent it there to discover if Zeus and Pan had returned, and each morning it flew back to inform her that
they had not.

Now the divine beast went to athick patch of grass nearby and trampled it until it appeared quite
comfortable. Lying down, she watched the warriors as they completed their nightly chores.

She was very sad. Theimpenetrable pelt with which she was endowed protected her from the pointed
branches and brambles of the forest, but nothing could shield her from the londliness and despair she fdt.
For weeks now she had searched the mainland, without any sign of her sons. She yearned to rub her
shoulder and side againgt their legs, to fed their fingersin her thick pelt, to lavish upon them again dl the
lovethat welled up within her at the thought of their bright, grinning faces. And she would.

It was inconceivabl e that they would purposdly stay away from her so long; only by presupposing some
outsde force could she explain their prolonged absence. Her dull animal mind was incapable of
understanding many things, but once she grasped an ideashe never let it go. The Kouretes obeyed her
every command without hesitation, extending to her the unquestioning devotion they had pledged long
ago to theinfant Zeus. However long it might take, she was determined to find her children and extricate
them from whoever or whatever was keeping them from her. With the K ouretes beside her, she had no
doubt that she could accomplish just that.

While Amdtheiaand her entourage settled down for the night in their comfortable bivouac, Pan sank
deeper and deeper into the pathless forest. When at last he thought himself far enough away that he could
not eadily be heard, he increased his pace and did not rest until late that night.

If he returned home on his own, he reasoned, Amatheia's wrath would be somewhat placated. But he
could not return without Zeus. They must go back to Crete together, or not at all. He had traveled so
widdy and in such adesultory manner that he was not completely sure where they had become
separated. Somewhere to the northwest seemed most probable, and so he set his course in that
direction, even though it was quite likely that Zeus had long ago moved on to more interesting
surroundings.

Asusud, Pan found many thingsto distract him aong the way, and it was not until many dayslater that
he again found himsdif in the vicinity of Mount Pelion.

Though he tramped up and down the lofty hillsand steep valleys until nightfal without sgn of the youth,
he was not overly discouraged. He occasionaly found nymphsto chase; there were cool mountain
sreamsto drink from and high, thick treesto lie beneath in the warm afternoons while he played upon his
gyrinx. It redly did not concern him overmuch if he searched here for weeks, Snce these hillsand forests
were very nearly asfine asany others.



Onthethird day hefindly found Zeus-or, rather, Zeus found him. He was lying with his back against the
bole of agreat tree, playing upon his pipes, when he looked up to see atall, handsome youth
approaching. Nearly two months had passed since they had been together, and Pan was surprised at the
diiference those months had made in his companion. The changes were subtle and he had difficulty
deciding exactly what they were, but he knew that Zeus |ooked older somehow, more mature. Perhaps
he had even grown taler in that brief interim.

"I looked dl over for you," Zeus said, dropping down beside him next to the tree.

"And |, for you, brother," Pan answered, grinning back at him. "Have you been here-nearby, | mean-dl
thistime?|'ve traveled very far, and seen many things.”

"You must tell me about al your adventures. But no, | left here for awhile and went to vist the Titanson
Mount Othrys-that's a place you must see, if you haven't been there dready. Aigipan,” he continued, his
voice dropping to amore confidential tone, "the goddesses there are unbelievable! Once you see them,
you'll never want to bother with adryad or naiad again-not even an auloniad. And you don't haveto
exhaust yoursdf chasing them through wood and dell. They invite you to their houses and St right down
next to you. Of courseit's very frugtrating, too, since you have to spend so much time just talking to
them, but if you do it right-"

Pan listened with marked interest, but when Zeus finished narrating the marvels of Mount Othrys, he felt
compelled to relate in detail the exquisite beauty of the many nymphs he had pursued. That he had caught
none of them he neglected to point out, instead letting Zeus draw his own conclusions.

Their vigt lasted for more than an hour, interrupted at last when Zeus heard Metis calling from anearby
hill.

"I must go now," Zeus said, somewhat awkwardly. He had spoken little of his present life on Mount
Pdlion with Metisand her family, since he did not fed freeto invite Pan to join him there. Hewas certain
Philyrawould not tolerate another guest, especialy one so outlandish. He laid an affectionate hand on
Pan's shoulder. "Soon I'll return to Mount Othrys, | think-at least | hope so. If you wish to find me again,
that would be the most likely placeto look."

"Then you're not ready to return home?' Pan asked in surprise.

Zeus only shook his head.

"Mother is here on the mainland looking for us."

"Amdtheia? Areyou joking?'

"No, I'm not. She's here and she has the K ouretes with her-many, perhaps dl of them, for al | know."

Zeus hung his head. "I haven't even given amoment's thought to her, or to Idaand Adrastia. How
inconsderate | am. But it doesn't matter. | can't return now."

Metis called again, and Zeus rose quickly to hisfeet, using the growing impatience of her voice asan
excuse to depart before Pan asked why he could not return now.

"I'm sure wéelll meet again soon,” Pan said. "Good-bye, brother."



Zeus stared into the ugly, smiling face of his companion. He had not thought of it before, but if Amdtheia
was not redlly hismather, then this shaggy, ill-formed god was not redlly his brother, either. The thought
made him very sad and he stepped suddenly forward to embrace him, then turned and sprinted off before
Pan could seethetearsin hiseyes.

Twenty

Perhaps, Metis thought sometimes, the divine boy did indeed love her, at least in hisown fashion. He
sought out her company each and every day, and they spent long hours together talking, exploring the
neighboring woods and fields, and lying together in one another'sarms.

Hewasredly quite pleasant to be with. He had aready wit and displayed keen interest in many things,
though hisinterest was usually quickly satisfied. Where she would have happily devoted daysto studying
some new problem, he spent no more than afew minutes before moving on to some fresh amusement. At
times she suspected that he actudly required no more time than that to plumb the matter in question,
seeing in aglance what it took her hoursto discern. At other times she was convinced he was merely
shdlow and told hersdf that he would eventualy grow out of hisyouthful impatience, that time would
deepen and perfect him. There were fleeting instants, too, when she sensed other aspects of him. Those
glimpses dways | eft her feding uneasy afterward . . . inadequate and apprehensive.

Hewas fond of her; she had no doubt of that. She had never been in love before, had never fdt the need
for love.

Now she yearned to see him mirror her own overwheming emotions, to see reciprocated in hisface and
eyesdl theincomprehensblelonging shefdt.

The handsome young god had awakened within her an unsuspected torrent of needs and desires-a
churning, emotiond cataract, the intengity of which terrified her and made her struggle to conced thetrue
depths of her emations, lest they frighten him away. Even when shelay in his arms she dared not abandon
hersdf completely to the intensity of her love.

Abovedl, shewas determined not to worry about the future. Neither would she concern herself with the
mistakes of the past. Instead she made up her mind to enjoy the present asfully as she could. She had
Zeusto hersdf, or very nearly so, and if she were ever to have a chance of winning him for her
own-completely for her own, as her husband-thiswasit. Once they returned to Mount Othrys, especially
after the goddesses there discovered who he actudly was, he would be forever surrounded by divine
femininity.

Even here she had to contend with competition from her sister Dione. Many times she had caught the two
of them looking at each other, exchanging quick glances. Through an unspoken understanding Metisand
Zeus had continued to maintain astrictly proper decorum whenever in the presence of others, and it
occurred to Metisthat the same might very well be true of Zeus and Dione. The thought crushed her and
made her disconsolate,

On afew occasions Dione and the boy had been absent from the mountaintop s multaneoudy, and Metis
could not help suspecting the worst. She did not redlly blame her sigter; in fact, she would have been
surprised if Dione had not found Zeus attractive, but the thought of them together, perhapsin the very
places she hersdf frequented with him, made her very sad.



When she could not be with Zeus, the Okeanid passed her time by helping Philyra, visiting Alalkomeneus
and his people, or merely wandering about the nearby forests and hillsin quiet contemplation. Shetried,
too, to spend time with Cheiron. He was a quiet, introspective boy, and she feared that Philyra's often
unconced ed bitterness had left its mark on him. He and Zeus had eventually overcometheir earlier
antagonism and sometimes went off together to hunt food for the nearby tribe of mortas, but Cheiron's
only true friend was Alalkomeneus, with whom he spent long hours whenever possible.

The weeks sped by, and far sooner than she had thought possible, it was nearly time to return to Mount
Othrys. She had brought with her the special herb Rhea had mentioned, and afew days before their
scheduled departure she devoted a number of hoursto refining and intensifying it. Seated by hersdf off to
one Sde of the cave's entrance, she held the plant in one hand and concentrated intently upon it. Small,
mushroomlike bulbs sprouted from the tips of the stalks, thickening and growing black benesth her intent
gaze. When shewas at last satisfied, shedried afew of the bulbsin the sun, then ground them carefully in
alarge bowl. She placed the resulting powder in asmall pouch, which she then concedled within her
clothing, suspended by a cord from about her neck.

Their final day on Mount Pelion arrived al too soon. Before noon Metiswent to bid Alakomeneus
good-bye. Because of the attempt upon hislife she had decided he would have to remain here until she
had dedlt with Menoitios and could again assure hiswelfare on Mount Othrys.

She carried him on her shoulder for astroll in the nearby forest, where they could spesk privately. After
shefinished explaining what she had in mind, he was quiet for sometime.

"Midress" hesaid a lagt, "I agreethat it makes good sense to leave me here among my people while
you attend to your pressing affairs. But will you promise me something, my lady?"

"If I may," she said, grinning at him. He looked even more prim and proper than usud. "What isit,
Alakomeneus?”

His expression became very serious. "Beware of the boy Zeus."

"What do you mean?' she demanded. "That's avery odd thing for you to say, my friend." She set the
man down atop asmall hill so that she could look directly at him.

"I have avery bad feding about him, mistress-about you and him. | fear you'vefaleninlove with him,
and that such alove can only mean.... pain and heartache for you. Forgive me for speaking bluntly. | see
that my words have wounded you, and | am sorry for that. But | believe | have spoken truly...."

Sheturned away from him for amoment.

"Please, my lady," hewent on. "Please listen, wisest of al the gods-| fear thisgod. He isn't like the other
Titans and lesser gods | have known. | think you must be able to see that, too. Please don't laugh,
mistress. | know it must sound ridiculous for amortal such as| to say such athing, but remember that |
am your mortd. Because of you | have known the greatest of the gods. Proteus taught me to speak and
Kronos held mein hishand! | may be only amortal man, my lady, but | have eyesthat see. Yours, | fear,
have been blinded by thisyouth.”

Metiss halfhearted smile died away as he continued.

"Be careful, my lady! Heisn't for you, or for any one goddess. It may dready betoo late, for I've been



delaying telling you these things since we came back from Mount Oth-rys. | am afraid, mistress. Unless
you separate yoursdf from him, | fear | will lose you-forever!™

Metis picked him up, pressed him to her cheek, then kissed him. He looked up at her and became even
more distressed when he saw her wiping her eyes, she dmost never cried.

"Y ou may beright, Alakomeneus. But | fear things have gonetoo far dready. Whatever must happen
will happen.”

"Pease, my lady," he said, "you must heed my words. | can senseit with every fiber of my being-you
must not marry him! Y ou will never be happy with such agod.”

"Or happy without him, Aladkomeneus! Y ou seefar too clearly for one so smdl. | love him morethan I've
ever loved anyone or anything. But you've little to worry about, Since he doesn't seem to love me.”

They visited for some time more, the goddess doing her best to lead their conversation in amore
convivid direction.

At last shereturned him to hisvillage, kissed and bid him good-bye, then returned to the mountaintop
home of her Ster.

After supper she and the others gathered briefly before the entrance to the cave. Dione, who had
overstayed her intended visit by many weeks, would leave tonight too, returning to the Kingdom of
Nereus. She embraced both her sisters and Cheiron, then hesitated a moment before stepping boldly
forward and dipping her asams around Zeuss neck. She kissed him quickly on the mouth-afamiliarity that
made Philyragtiffen and bristle, though she said nothing. Dione bid them dl farewdl, then turned and flew
off into the darkening sky. A short time later Zeus and Metis left too, flying in the opposite direction.
When they reached Mount Othrys, it was quite dark. Metisled the youth directly to the home of his
mother, arelatively modest stone structure nestled back within acarefully cultivated forest of huge oak
and birch trees. They found the Titaness at home and expecting them.

"You look well," she exclaimed, "both of you! Y ou've taken good care of my son, Metis. Thank you.”
The Okeanid nodded her head in acknowledgment of the compliment.

"Do you have the herb?"

Metis removed the pouch from within her peplos and displayed it.

"Very good. Then al isnearly in readiness. | ill await replies from two of the gods I've petitioned, but
those should come tomorrow or the day after at the latest. Then welll be ready to act.”

"What gods, Mother?' Zeus asked.
"Those who will rear your brothers and sisters. Unfortunately they, too, must grow up in secret. Kronos
does not know which of his children is destined to overthrow him and so fearsthem al. We must not

alow him to find them-or you-until it istime.”

"I don't understand, Mother. Grow up? Aren't they asold as|?"



Rheasmiled sadly. "Older, in fact, for you are the last born of my children. What amongter your father
iswhat a despicable creature! He robbed me of every joy of motherhood.... except this...." She put her
arms about the youth and hugged him vigoroudly, asif she feared he might be snatched from her again. |
haven't told you the full extent of the horror Kronos has perpetrated. | don't like to talk or even think
about it, and | fear, too, that you might not believe me. Let it go for now. Y ou'll soon seefor yoursdlf,
and understand.”

"What isthe situation here on Mount Othrys?' Metis asked. "Have you managed to pacify the Titans?'

Rhea smiled wanly. "Not enough, | fear. Zeus must remain hidden until we return from Olympos-that
much is certain. Any other course would be folly. Even thenit'sunlikely hell be able to remain on Mount
Othrys, though you and | may do what we can on his behdf. Hdliosin particular is anxiousto locate him.
Hetried to find him on Crete, | understand-though it isn't at al certain that he searched theright idand!
And Epimetheus seems equaly devoted to my son's gpprehension and punishment-but he isnt likdly to
pose much of athregt for some time. He's managed repegatedly to get himself besten during your
absence, by quarreling with Helios and Crioss sons. Right now he'slaid up with abad chest wound. As
long as no one knows he'sreturned, Zeus will be safe here with me, though helll have to stay hidden at dll
times and must not venture outsde.”

Sheturned to look a Zeus. "Do you understand? Will you abide by these conditions?’
The youth nodded.

A short while later Metis|eft them, walking dowly back to the Palace of Okeanos, her father. Her
gpartment seemed very empty, and after lighting lamps throughout it, she mixed herself acup of nectar
and settled upon alow divan. Already she found herself missing Zeusintensdly.

Although Metis had managed to reach her gpartment without being seen, her presence there did not go
undetected. One god was aware of her return. He had been counting the days since her departure, and
each of the last few evenings had stood outside the Palace of Okeanos and peered upward at her
darkened rooms. Tonight his diligence was rewarded, first by the many lights that shone again within the
auitefor thefirgt timein two months, then by aquick glimpse of the Okeanid as she passed in front of one
of the many windows.

In the darkness below, Menaitiosindulged hismalicious gleein acrud amile, then turned away and
hurried back to his own apartment. He could not be certain when Metis and Zeuswould leave for Mount
Olympos, but it would certainly be soon. All he had to do was precede them to Kronos's palace and
inform the dread Lord of Olymposthat he might soon expect visitors of an unwelcome sort. Then
Menoaitios could hasten back to the safety of hisfather's palace and | et the monstrous Titan dedl with
them.

The thought pleased him greatly. What revenge could be more exquisite than one that did not require him
to use hisown hands or endanger himsdlf at al? He dadlied for some minutesimagining the horrible things
that might befdl Metis, especidly after Kronos heard what he intended to tell him. With only alittle luck,
he might never again have to bear her distasteful presence. He only regretted that he would not be able to
tell anyone what had happened to her. That would be avery difficult secret to keep.

Back in his own room, he dressed quickly, donning arichly embroidered chiton and dark cloak. Then,
cautioudy avoiding contact with any of the other inhabitants of the palace, he made hisway outsde again



and walked agood distance, so that none of hisfamily might see him fly off at thistime of night and ask
unfortunate questions later. He grew hawklike wings and soared down from the mountain. It wasalong
journey and heflew for many hours without resting before he reached his destination.

At last Olymposloomed ahead of him, arange of high peaks that began near the eastern seaand
gretched inland for more than twenty-five miles, its great bulk soaring upward nearly two milesinto the
sky. Now the journey became arduous as he flew dmost perpendicularly upward, passing dark forests
that clung to the sheer dopes and innumerable streams that tumbled downward through deep channdsin
the rock. Still higher the vegetation grew sparse, then disappeared completely. The air was cold and thin.
Emerging from athick layer of clouds, he found himsdf in arocky world covered with ice and snow. The
cold wind buffeted him, piercing hislight clothing and making him begin to shudder.

As he gpproached the summit, he scanned the nelghboring peaks, searching out the fabled paace of
Kronos. He had never seen it before, never before visited Olympos-not, at least, sinceinfancy. No one
came here anymore; no one wanted, or dared to.

For nearly ageneration, since he had lost the alegiance of the Titans and other gods, Kronos had lived
aonein hismagnificent paace, without o much as asingle attendant to serve him-the King of the Gods
in nameonly. Terrible storiesweretold of the ancient monarch, tales that defied belief in those who had
not witnessed the events themselves, though the older Titansinssted most were true; and though they
spoke of him with abhorrence and revulsion, they spoke softly, and the careful listener could dways
catch atinge of awein their voices. Menoitios discounted most of that as mere exaggeration; nevertheless
he rehearsed again and again the quick speech he would shout out to Kronos when he came upon the
Titan. Once Kronos knew why he had come, he was sure the old king would greet him as awelcome
guest- perhaps even let him stay and watch what was to happen.

Unableto locate the edifice, the youth flew eastward, toward the sea. He was dmost above the palace
before he recognized it. It was completely covered by snow and ice and seemed a part of the mountain
itself. By now morning was nearing, and in the light of the stars he spiraled downward, settling at last
outside an enormous portico.

He pulled histhin cloak moretightly about his shoulders and strode forward, ice crunching beneath his
feet. Beyond the portico were enormous double doors, which stood wide open and led into a huge, dark
chamber. A singletorch burned againgt adistant wall, illuminating only asmall areaof the room.

Now that he was no longer flying and thereby exerting himself strenuoudy, he felt the cold more intensely.
The room seemed to be very large and completely empty except for huge columns spaced at regular
intervals, but in the nearly complete darkness he could not be certain of itssize. An eerie stiliness hung
over it and as he worked hisway forward he began to grow more uncertain.

Who could live here? What kind of god could endure such hitter cold, such complete loneliness? He
crept forward more dowly, more cautioudy, moving toward the lone torch. The only noise was the sound
of frost crunching beneeth hisfeet, and at every step he found himsalf expecting someone to reach out of
the darkness and grab him. His hands quivered as he pulled his cloak moretightly about himsdf and
wished he had brought warmer clothing.

He started to tell himsdlf that the Titans must be wrong, that Kronos must have fled this awful placelong
ago; but however much he might desire such an excuse to abandon his search, Menoitios forced himsalf
to go on. All he wanted to do right now was find some warm place where he could deep until morning.
He knew he was being foolish, that he wasletting his own imagination terrify him. He had cometoo far to



turn back now.

Histeeth were beginning to chatter. He told himself that it was only aresponse to the bone-piercing cold
and struggled to overcome the stark fear that was threatening to overwhelm him. There was no reason to
be afraid. Hewas donein thisvast chamber. . . .

He stopped abruptly, looking toward hisleft. He had heard something-the smalest of sounds, faint and
indefinite, but certainly something. Shivering, he ssood completely sill, watching and listening, trying to
pierce the darkness.

Now he saw it, no more than a dozen steps away-the vaguest suggestion of something light in color,
something not quite as black as the surrounding blackness; it loomed over him, reaching high up toward
the cailling. Ashe stared &t it, redlization flashed through him-it was athrone, the enormousivory throne
of Kronos, and this vast chamber must be the throne room of Olympos.

Something moved upon the throne, a darker mass against the dim gray background, and he heard alow,
groaning noise. As he watched, afigure rose from the seat and began to come toward him. Hetried to
make himsdlf step forward, tried to force his voice to shout out to the approaching figure. “Lord Kronos,
I’'myour friend,” he had to tell him before it wastoo late; “ 1’ ve come to warn you of enemieswho will be
here soon!”

But he was too frightened. His voice could not escape the clutching tightness of histhroat and chest-and
the massive figure was till coming closer out of the darkness. Menoitios sumbled away in panic, his
teeth chattering so loudly he was certain the Titan must be able to hear them. Hislegsfet weak and
watery, but he forced them to carry him toward the rear of the chamber, where he could now seeadimly
lit corridor.

Just before he reached it, he turned and |ooked back. The figure was more visible now-huge, larger than
any god he had ever seen-and ill coming in hisdirection. Stifling ashriek of terror, Menoitiosfled into
the corridor.

TwentyOne

Metiswas not yet thoroughly awake early the following morning when someone knocked repeatedly at
the entrance of her gpartment. She dipped into her clothing, smoothing and straightening it as she hurried
out into the atrium. She opened the door to find Rheawaiting impatiently. The Titaness made no moveto
enter.

"Everything isin readiness now," Rheawhispered excitedly, her entire manner indicative of extreme
excitement. "Come to my home no later than noon, and be ready to depart directly from there."

Before Metis could reply, the goddess was gone, rushing off down the wide, empty corridor toward the
dars.

Metis closed the door, then returned dowly to her bedroom. She pulled off the peplos she had donned
two or three minutes before, then poured fresh water into an enormous golden bowl and began washing
her face. When she had completed her ablutions, she agonized briefly over what she should wear; a
number of intricate and attractive garments competed for her approva, but at last she decided upon a
plain knee-length chiton. Freedom of movement, she reasoned, might be agood bit more significant
today than elegance or stylishness. To this she added along, heavy cloak of dark skins, which would



serveto protect her from the elements; should the need arise, it would also allow her to more easily
conced hersalf among the shadows of Kronos's paace. She recovered the small bag of powdered herb
from where it hung on awall peg, then selected along, razor-edged dagger from among the half-dozen
weapons she kept in asmal chest. She pulled it from its plain, unornamented sheath to examineit briefly,
then attached it to her belt when she was satisfied that it would do.

Olympos! A dozen different sensations stirred at the thought. So many long years had passed since she
had last |ooked upon the towering palace of the Lord of the Titans, and yet her memory was asfresh asif
it had been yesterday. Olympos, golden emblem of a golden age-as magnificent and overpowering as
Kronos himsdlf, the god who for vast ages had reigned from that | ofty pinnacle, wresting order out of
confusion by imposing the brilliance of hisvison upon abenighted world. Olympos-looming and
oppressive, likeitsmagter. . . .

When at last shewas ready, Metis repaired to the main room of her gpartment and there tried to amuse
hersdf until it wastimeto go. Her effortswerein vain, however, and after enduring nearly an hour of
bored discomfort, she rose, quickly inspected her gppearance again, then made her way to the Palace of
Rhea. The Titaness had asked her to be there no later than noon; presumably there would be no difficulty
if shearived early.

It was a beautiful morning out, with a cool wind blowing. To avoid attracting undue attention, sherolled
up the heavy cloak and carried it beneath one arm. She walked briskly and was pleased that she did not
encounter any of the greater gods and goddesses, who might have detained her with their conversation.
She reached the dwelling of the Titaness by one of the less frequented paths. After scanning the
surrounding terrain to be certain that no one observed her as she approached the entrance, she knocked
and waited to be admitted.

As she hoped, Rhea had aready returned from her morning errands. The goddess swung closed the large
bronze door, then led her through a small antechamber and into the spacious central room of the building.
As shefollowed, Metis glanced about expectantly, thinking she would find Zeus there. He was nowhere
in sght, however. Rhea brought out alight chair from near the wall and gestured to her guest to do the
same; then the two sat together in the middle of the atrium, besideasmall fountain.

"I'm glad you've come, my dear," the Titaness said. "Waiting makes me very agitated, especidly now that
my preparations are complete and | have nothing to occupy me. Did | tell you that | received the last
answer early thismorning, before dawn?"

Metis shook her head.

"Well, | did. I'vefound homesfor al of them, Metis. Search as he will, Kronoswill be no more
successful in discovering these children than hewasin finding Zeus." Shelaughed. Her face was glowing,
and the Okeanid found herself uncomfortable before the Titaness's unconcealed glee; there was
something unpleasant about it, something vindictive.

Zeus grolled into the room, wearing only hislong cloak, which was cardesdy tossed across one
shoulder. Ashe drew nearer, he gave Metis abroad smile, which she warmly reciprocated.

"Come, st with Metis" Rheasaid, rising from her chair. "How dowly the time passes!" She crossed the
room and entered a deep acove to peer out through the tall window there.

Metis haf expected Zeusto hug or kiss her, or give her some sign of affection as soon as his mother



turned away, but instead he settled easily into the chair Rhea had vacated and sat watching the Titaness.

"Did you degp well?' Metisasked him; it was an inane question, she redlized, but it helped her avoid
blurting out, "Oh, | missed you terribly!"-which was what she redlly wanted to say.

"Thesunisdill low inthe ky," Rheasaid with asigh as she came back toward them, "but | can't bear
thiswaiting any longer. Son, go dress quickly while | get thethings | must bring, and then well depart.”

The boy rose, paced quietly across the room and disappeared down a halway.

"Oh, I hope I'm doing the right thing, Metis," the Titan-ess continued once he had left them. "I'vetried to
remember everything that Gaia showed me so long ago, when she let me peer into the future-but it's
difficult. Thetimeisright, I'm amost certain of that." She shook hersalf suddenly. "No, | won't alow
mysdlf to go on likethis. Equa danger liesin indecison. I've considered everything carefully and
thoroughly, and can do no better-so it must betimeto act!" She turned abruptly and followed her son
fromthe atrium.

Zeus regppeared afew minutes later wearing aloose chiton similar to Metiss. Over onearm he carried a
heavy fur cloak, and at hiswaist he, too, wore aknife.

Rhea soon rgloined them, carrying anumber of small, carefully folded blankets. "These are for my
babies," she explained. "I've saved them dl these years, and now I'll findly put them to their intended use.
Do you have the herb, Metis?"

Metis nodded, touching the place where it hung concedl ed beneath her clothing. Rhealed them from the
atrium and down anarrow passageway. She ushered them outside through a smdll, inconspicuous door
at therear of the palace. A narrow trail wound through athick forest, findly bringing them to the greet
cliffsat the edge of the mountain top. They werewdll out of sight of the other Titans now, and at Rheals
direction they grew wings and followed her down from the mountain.

They arrived on Mount Olympos severa hourslater, and Metis marveled at the ease with which the
Titaness|ocated the palace. Everything was different now. The many terraces below the paace, where
once the great orchards and gardens of Olympos had bloomed, were a uniform white, and on closer
ingpection the Okeanid could pick out the forms of some of the dead and frozen trees. The palace, too,
was completely blanketed in snow, and Metis doubted that she could have found it by hersdif.

Long, narrow galleries ran dong the outside of each floor of the palace, presenting a convenient means of
egress. Rheadighted upon one of these, just below the topmost floor. The others settled beside her
there. They paused to reabsorb their wings, then stepped through a broad opening to find themselvesin a
wide corridor.

"Look," Rheasaid, pointing to the frost-covered floor. "No one has trod these passages in many years,
perhaps since the day the Titansleft Olympos.”

She advanced dowly, the othersfollowing alittle behind her. Before an open door she hesitated. "L ook
here! Thisdoor has sood open al theseyears, just as| left it.”

Zeus and Metis peered around her into the small chamber behind. 1t was empty except for abed.

"What are you looking at, mother?' the boy asked.



"Thiswas my bedroom once. For many yearsit was my sole place of retreat from the tyranny of your
father. How smal and inadequate it looks-and was!"

"Mother, don't you think we should go on? What are we supposed to do here? Won't you pleasetell
me?'

She shook her head dowly, in such away that at first he thought she was replying negatively to his
question. "How much of my life was spent here, within thisdingy little chamber.”

Zeusturned toward Metis and exchanged perplexed looks with her. Rhea entered the room now, and
they waited impatiently as she walked dowly about it, occasionaly reaching out and running her fingers
aong the stone walls. At the window she paused again.

"How many times | looked down from here. Below you could see the lovely green terraces, the wide
garden where the gods ate each morning ~and evening-everyone babbling away and happy. There were
so many of them that from here it looked like asea of gods. And | wastheir queen. . . . How wonderful it
was-and how terrible."

Zeus came up behind his mother and put hisarms around her. "Thisis not the time for memories,” he
whispered. "We have work to do."

She turned from the window and hugged him, then wiped the tears from her eyes. "Yes. Let's go now,"
shesad quily.

They followed her back into the corridor, then up awide stairway to the floor above, where Kronoss
persona chambers had been located. Here and on the stairway the frost on the floors showed signs of

regular passage.
"L ook a the sze of thefootprint,” Zeus said in ahushed tone, pointing to aparticularly clear impression.
Rheanodded. "Only one god could |leave such amark. Kronos still walks these halls."

"The prints seem mostly to go from that chamber to the stairway. The likdihood, men, isthat he'sin that
room, or below us esawherein the palace.”

"Come," the Titaness said. "I know the secrets of these rooms and can come and go with little chance of
being detected. The two of you must hide while | search for the monster.”

She pushed them into a neighboring chamber, then entered the suspect apartment by way of an
interconnecting series of rooms. Five minutes passed, and when she regppeared she was shaking her
head.

"Heisn't there. We must search below.”

They returned to the stairway and descended. Using the footprints to guide them, they eventually reached
the main floor of the paace.

"He must beinthe great hal,” Rheawhispered. "We must move with grest caution now."



They followed awide corridor. Asthey drew near the throne room, Metis stopped abruptly, laying a
restraining hand on Rhealsarm.

"Wait!" she whigpered. "Do you hear that noise?"

Motionless, the three listened. It seemed to be a sort of whimpering sound, and clicking sounds too.
Metis pointed ahead of them and to the right, toward adark acove only afew paces from the point
where the corridor abutted upon the rear of the great hall. Clutching the hilt of her dagger, Metis crept
toward the sounds. Zeus and Rheafollowed just behind her. The whimpering and chattering became
louder.

"Can it be Kronos?' Zeus asked.

Rhea shook her head. "I don't think so0."

"Wemust find out what itis" Metissaid. "We can't leave an unknown behind us, at our backs.”

Zeus nodded. Metis unsheathed her dagger and Zeus did the same. Together they stepped toward the
sounds. The corridor itself was but dimly lit and they were forced to pause at the entrance to the acove
to let their eyes adjudt to the greater dimness. The clicking, chattering noise increased in volume asthey
drew nearer, and something moved in the darkness-cowering away from them.

"Stand dill," Zeus commanded, and at the same moment he reached out and grabbed the thing, pulling it
into the corridor. Asthe form resolved itsdf into something resembling agod, Metis grabbed hold of its

other arm.

A whiteface dared at them through wide blank eyes. Divine flesh shivered convulsvely beneath their
hands, and teeth chattered.

"Menoitiod" Metis cried. "What are you doing here?"

"He'sfreezing," Zeus said. "He's so cold he can barely move.”

Metis shook her head. "He may be cold but he'sadso terrified. Look at him."
She wasright. Stark terror was written across his face.

Rheawas looking toward the great hall. "Quiet," she warned. "Kronosisthere. | just caught aglimpse of
movement upon histhrone. We must hurry."

"But what about thisgod?" Zeus asked. "We can't just leave him here."

"Yes, wecan," Metissaid. "Why do you think he's here- today? Somehow he must have learned what
we planned. He came here to betray usto Kronos. There's no other possible explanation.”

"But why?1 don't even know him."
"Because he hates me."

Zeus stared a her in amazement. "He hates you that much? What a peculiar god. Do you think he's



warned Kronos?'

She shook her head. "I doubt it. He wouldn't be hiding like thisif he'd told Kronos. He'd either be
Kronoss guest or his prisoner. He must have lost his courage and not been able to bring himself to face
the Titan."

"Quickly!" Rheawhispered again.
"Areyou certain we should leave him, Metis?' Zeus asked.

She nodded vigoroudy. "We can't take him with us, and he doesn't look asif he'slikely to go anywhere
by himsdlf. Well just haveto be watchful.”

With ashrug Zeus pushed the shivering form back into the darkness and released it. Sowly they crept
toward the throne room of the King of the Gods.

Twenty Two

The corridor ended near arear corner of the great hall of Olympos, and they found themselves|ooking
out across avast white chamber. Sunlight flooded in the broad, tall windows. Where once had sparkled
fittings and furnishings of slver, gold, and precious gems, now everything lay covered beneath a blanket
of frost. On the other side of the broad room, enormous double doors stood open, looking out upon a
wide portico.

Toward the middle of the room, looming over thiswhite wasteland, was the towering ivory throne from
which Kronos had ruled hisworld. The intruders had hated at the rear doorway. From their vantage
point they could look acrossthe hal at an angle, and so they saw not merely the rear of the throne, but
part of itssde aswel. Upon it, unmoving, sat an enormous figure wrapped in heavy furs.

"Isheadeep?' Zeus asked in awhisper. His eyes remained riveted upon the throne and its occupants.

For nearly aminute the three watched the figurein sllence. At last Metis said, "He certainly looks adleep.
Wéll, we have to know. ..." Before they could try to dissuade her, she crept forward cautioudy, moving
from pillar to pillar dong one side of the room until she reached a point from which she could seethe
huge form clearly, though she was reasonably certain she could not herself be seen unlessthe Titan turned
to face her.

Hewasjust as she remembered him, tall and broad-chested, with enormous shoulders-the largest of all
the Titans, agiant among giants. She shuddered at the sight of his handsome, majegtic face.

Lord of the Titans they had called him, and King of the Gods; but that was |ong ago, before the depths of
his depravity and the full measure of histwisted cunning had been reved ed, earning him another, less
flattering title. Lord of the Crooked Pathsthey called him now, when they spoke of him at all.

His eyeswere closed in dumber, and as she watched his face twitched occasonaly, asif he were
dreaming. Satisfied, Metis started back toward her companions, but her foot dipped in theice, making a
sharp, grinding sound, and she hid hersdlf again. Kronos stirred even more, starting to sit up.

"No more dancing,” he muttered, one of his great hands swinging sideward in awide gesture. "Sing
now-asofter song. ..." Hisvoicetralled off.



Metislooked out from behind the pillar that concealed her. The god's great head nodded again, and once
more he seemed to be adeep. Very carefully, watching her feet as she took each step, she made her way
back to the rear door and rejoined her companions.

"He deegps" shewhispered, "and dreams.”
"Y ou know what must be done?' Rheaasked her.
"l can guess."

"But how?" Rhea seemed to be addressing hersalf as much as Metis. "If there were agoblet near his
hand, Zeus might creep up to the throne and sprinkle alittle of your herb into it. But mereis none.”

Metiss eyes were glittering. "Theresaway, | think. Zeus must do the deed? Isthat not correct?"
"l believe s0. Oh, | wish | could remember more exactly!"

"Then he must walk into Kronoss dream.”

"Say what you mean. Thisisno timefor puzzles™

"Kronos dreams of Olympos asit once was-in the days of its grandeur. Just now he caled out to his
dancersand singers. If he were to half awaken again and see acupbearer of old beside him-proffering
nectar-he might well take the cup and drink.”

"Oh, that's dangerous, Metis. If he were to awaken fully-"

"But no more dangerous than any of our other options, or merely remaining here. Since we must be
present when he takes the herb, we can't concedl it in some jug of nectar that he may not consume for
days. And intime he will stir himsalf-perhaps soon. Would you rather face afully awake Kronosthen, or
hope for a half-adegp one now?'

"Let medoit, Mother," Zeusinterjected. "I don't understand why we must watch him drink-or, for that
matter, why we must do thisat all, rather than smply searching the palace for the place where he has my
brothers and stersimprisoned. But if we must, then I'd prefer to do it quickly.”

"Theres a storage room nearby, as| recall, where we may find the thingswe need,” Metissaid. "Come
withme. | think I canfindit."

She led them cautioudy aong the back wall of the chamber, pausing briefly at each doorway they
encountered, until at last she found the entrance she sought. It was Stuated near the far Sde of the
chamber. Zeus and Rheafollowed her through anarrow opening into adingy room illuminated by asingle
low window, but Zeus turned back dmost immediately and waited just within the doorway, looking back
out toward the enormous throne and the being who occupied it.

Metis and Rheaworked quickly, searching among numerous gold and silver objects. The young goddess
held up alarge goblet. The Titaness, who had uncovered a great golden tray, nodded her approval.

"Yes, they'll do admirably," shesad.



They found smdl towds nearby and fell to dusting and polishing. When they finished they turned their
attention to the large amphorae that stood in rows aong two of thewalls.

A quick inspection located both nectar and water, and with agreat ladle Rheamixed Kronossdrink in
the goblet. Then she held the vessel out to Metis, who had aready removed the pouch from within her
peplos. The Okeanid let two small pinches of powdered herb fall into the drink.

"Wereready," the Titanesstold her son at last.

Zeus stepped toward them.

"Walit," Metissaid. "Let me adjust hisclothing. The styleisal wrong.” Shelifted off hiscloak and laid it
adde, then began to pull and tuck thefabric of his chiton. Walking dowly around him, she scrutinized the
result, and at last was satisfied. "There. | think that's the way they were worn then. Don't you think so?"
Rhea nodded in agreement.

"But what of hisface?' Metisasked. "Isit wiseto let Kronos see his features? When he recovers, he may
searchfor him."

"What do you suggest?' Rheaasked. "Wereit possble, | would give Kronos the potion myself so that
hisirewould fal on meinstead, but that cannot be. It must come from Zeus's hand.”

Metis stood briefly in silent thought, then said, ™Y our son is adept a many things. While we were avay
from Mount Othrys, | was surprised to see how quickly he became proficient a assuming the forms of
animas." Despite her best effortsto remain impassive, her face flushed hot as she spoke and she looked
away from the boy. "1 wonder if he's ever sought to take on the appearance of another god.”

Rheaturned toward her son, who was gtill standing just within the doorway.

He shook his head. "'Is such athing possible? Y ou mean to make mysdlf look like someone else?!

"It's possible for some gods-afew gods,” Metissaid. "'Y ou master so many skillseasily, | wouldn't be
surprised if you could do it. Pleasetry. Instead of picturing in your mind the animal you wish to become,
picture the god-hisfacein particular, | would think. Well soon learn if you have thistaent too."

"But which god shall | try to become?’

Metis considered for amoment. A dow smile spread across her face. "It's aweighty decision. Whichever
god you choose may well fed the wrath of Kronosasaresult. ... Y et thereis one whose treachery has
amply earned him such punishment.”

"Who?'

"Menoitios"

Zeus laughed, then closed his eyes. Hisface blurred for an instant as his body became shorter and less

muscular, and the two goddesses found themsd ves |ooking into the soft, narrow, immature face of the
youngest son of lapetos.



Metiswas scrutinizing his new features. " It's not exactly right. Something about the cheeks and jaw, |
think-but Kronoswill never notice the difference.”

"Good," Rheasaid, pleased and relieved that such a convenient solution had been found to the danger
that waslikdly to follow her son after today. "But can you retain the form?"

"It seems easy enough,” the boy said. He turned and walked dowly around them, asif to illusirate the
completeness of hisconcentration. "Yes, | can maintain it without difficulty. What about my cloak,
though? It's very cold herel” He rubbed his hands againgt hisarms.

Metis shook her head. "Y ou'll just have to suffer. An attendant would never have worn such a garment
while serving the king in those days. Of course the palace was never redly cold then, either. ..."

Metis handed him the golden serving tray and showed him the proper way to hold it. When he had
mastered that, she swirled the goblet afinal time to be certain the powder was well distributed, then set it
onthetray.

"Stand behind the throne," she advised, "and wait for him to tir in hisdeep. Don't be impetuous. Wait for
him to move alittle and mutter to himsdlf, for then helll be dreaming of days gone by. Step to hisside and
say, "Your drink, my lord-very softly. Y ou don't want to arouse him too much from hissumber. Let him
take the drink, then step quickly away. Y ou must be dert, too, for any sign of full wakefulness and any
indication that he redizes something out of the ordinary is happening.”

Zeuswas growing impatient at what he was starting to consider the excessive concern of thetwo
goddesses. He resented being told the obvious, asif he were so young that everything had to belaid out
for himin painstaking detail. He started to step out into the grest hall, but Rhearushed forward, threw her
arms about him, and kissed him. She released him only reluctantly. When she stepped away Metistook
her place. Unable to restrain hersalf any longer, she kissed and hugged him too, though in afar less
motherly way. Then she turned quickly away, unable to watch him walk into such danger.

The throne room seemed very still as he crossed it. He was surprised to redlize that however softly he
walked, he could still hear the frost crunch benegth his sandas. He traveled first dong the rear wall, then
directly up the middle of the room, so that he approached the throne from behind, shielded from view by
itsgreat bulk. He cameto astop just behind it, and waited there. So till wasthe greet hal that had he
not kept watch while Metis and his mother had prepared the goblet, he might have thought Kronos had
|eft the chamber during their absence. His own breathing seemed impossibly loud in the tota sllence that
surrounded him, and he sought to quiet it lest he betray himsdif.

Without his cloak, he was very cold. Despite Metiss objection, he wished he had worn it. After all, he
could havelet it dip from his shoulders before stepping from his hiding place. Instead he must remain
here, shivering. He began to wonder if hislegswould respond reliably when it wastimeto offer the
goblet.

Still there was no sound from the other side of the throne. Zeus waited impatiently, shifting hisweight
back and forth between his numbed feet. By now he decided that he must have been waiting for avery
long time and that he could endure the cold no longer. He must do something. Reaching out, he dowly
scraped the sole of one of his sandals against the bottom edge of the throne. Immediately he was
rewarded by alow, indefinable sound that probably represented the stirring and shifting of a great weight
upon the huge seat. He waited nearly a minute, then repeated his action.



Thistime he heard a sudden intake of bregth, then alow grunt. There were more obvious stirring sounds
now, and then a deep, wavering voice said, " Speak up, Crios-al the gods are listening!™

At the last moment Zeus remembered to once again fix the visage of Menoaitiosfirmly in hismind; hewas
not certain, but it might well have faded from him while his thoughts were el sawhere. Then hetook a
deep breath and stepped around the side of the throne, thrusting the golden tray ahead of him.

"Your drink, my lord!" he said quietly, letting his eyes dart upward for an ingtant.

Upon the throne sat an enormous god-at |east a head taller even than the largest of the Titans Zeus had
seen. Thick black hair hung like amane nearly to his shoulders, merging in places with the curls of hisfull
beard. Dull gray eyeslooked Wearily toward the boy, blinking and trying to focus upon him. Theface
had once been handsome, Zeus redlized with surprise, and still might be under different circumstances.

At last the god seemed to see the goblet, and an enormous arm appeared from beneeth a heavy cloak of
skins and wavered in its direction. Zeus moved closer, maneuvering o that the great hand more easily
found what it sought. Then the boy bowed his head and stepped back out of sight behind the throne.

Hewas far too curiousto remain there, however, and when he had allowed ample timefor the Titan to
look away, he edged back around until he could see the side of the god's face.

As Zeuswatched Kronos gulped down an enormous draft of the liquid, then dowly lowered his hand
until the goblet rested on the arm of the throne. He was not yet fully awake, but soon would be; that was
clear as he continued to blink and rub his eyes, yavning now and sitting more upright. Within moments-if
Metiss herb did not do itswork promptly-the Titan would redlize that something quite unusua hed
occurred, and when hedid ...

It happened quickly. One moment the Titan was still yawning and stretching; the next his eyes snapped
completely open, shining and dert. At amost the same instant the giant swung around to look after the
new cupbearer who had appeared so unexpectedly at his side. Zeus had no warning, no time to duck
back into concealment. Instead he found himsalf looking into the face of the Lord of the Crooked Peaths.

"Come here, boy," adeep, level voice commanded.

Zeus caught himsdf and somehow overcame hisingtinct to run; he even managed not to betray his
companions by casting afrightened glance toward them. He forced a pleasant smileto hislipsand
stepped boldly forward.

"Yes my lord?’

Now the eyes bored into him, probing. "Who are you? Why are you here?'

For an instant Zeus wondered if histrue featureswere still conceal ed beneath the semblance of
Menoaitios, in his excitement, they might easily have dipped avay. A quick glance down at the dender
arms and hands protruding from his chiton reassured him. "1 am your new cupbearer, my lord, cometo

serveyou here on-"

He got no further. As he spoke the god's expression changed again, became pained; with one hand he
clutched at his abdomen. A gasp escaped him, and then he rose up and stepped down from his throne.



"What have you fed me?' he demanded, moving after Zeus.

Hetowered over the youth-but only for amoment. Before he could take a second step he groaned
loudly, then doubled over, clasping hisgreat arms across his belly. Zeus stepped back and watched in
horror. The god's eyes were watering and he was making gagging sounds deep insde histhroat. Still
Kronos staggered forward, reaching out one hand to grasp Zeus, but the boy easily backed out of his
reach.

Now Zeus became aware of Metis and Rhea, who had come forward from the little room at the rear of
the chamber, where they had been watching. Kronos halted, staring up at hiswife.

"You!" he cried, hisface contorted in pain.

Rhea stood beside her son, looking tall and regd, agrim, disdainful smile on her thinlips. ™Y es, husband,
itisl, and theson | hid from you. Now-give me back my other children!”

Asif in answer to her command, the great chest and abdomen of the enormous deity began to convulse,
throwing up first the nectar he had just consumed, then alittle food. Spasm after spasm shook him, and
for afew momentsit seemed as though his gigantic body were struggling to turn itself inside out. He
moaned horribly, and then his chest and neck began to swell, to bloat. He coughed and choked, the
swelling moving upward, toward his head. His mouth opened wider and wider-impaossibly wide-and
something dark appeared in it. Metis Sarted toward him, holding open one of the blankets Rhea had
given her, but the other goddess restrained her. Another spasm shook the Titan, and the dark thing
tumbled out, striking the floor heavily.

"Itisthe sonewith which | deceived him," Rhea said. "Wrapped in ablanket and bearing the phantom
image of aninfant, | gaveit to him to devour-instead of his newborn son, instead of-him!™ She gestured
toward Zeus.

Kronos was on his knees now, panting, and when his convulsions began again, Metis darted forward
with her blanket. A second object appeared, and she caught it before it struck the floor-a purplish thing,
so shriveled that it no longer resembled anything divine. While Metis gently laid her burden upon the floor
behind them, Rhea stepped closer to the Titan, blanket ready. Through watering eyes Kronos recognized
hiswife and vainly sought to grab her, but another spasm seized him and put an end to such efforts. A
second shriveled, purplish thing appeared, which Rhea caught and bundled in her blanket.

"What arethey?' Zeus gasped in horror, afraid that he aready knew.

"These are your brothersand sisters,” the Titaness told him. "Here before you is proof of your father's
madness. He knew that one of his children was destined to overthrow him, and so as each child was
born he took it from me and in secret crammed it down his hideous throat. He devoured them, but could
not consume them-for they are divine. He made a prison for them of his own body, from which they
could never escape without his knowledge. All these long years they've remained there insde hishorrible
gullet-shrunken, withered, but till dive-immortal and waiting to be freed.”

When Kronos had disgorged the last of the six objects, Rheasaid, "We must go quickly now, before he
recovers.”

Metis shook her head. She waslooking at Kronos, who lay face down on the floor. Even though he was



dtill very large, he looked smaller now, deflated. "He won't recover soon. | assure you of that.”

"Nevertheless, | won't fed safe until we've gone far from this dreadful place. You and | must each carry
two of the babies." She turned toward Zeus. "Y ou must carry one, and the stone. It saved you from
sharing their fate, and so made their rescue possible. It must be preserved for future generationsto see,
that the hideous crimes of your father may never be forgotten.”

Asthey were preparing to leave, Zeus noticed someone entering the great hall from the rear corridor. It
was Menoitios. Somehow he had gathered the courage to leave his hiding place and now he sumbled
toward them, teeth gtill chattering. He reached the throne before he saw Kronos. Stopping abruptly, he
stared down at the god wallowing upon the floor.

Rhealed Zeus and Metis slently toward the great golden doors and the portico beyond. "Leave him
here," she whispered.

Zeus glanced back from the doorway. Kronoswas still moaning, and once again hetried to raise himself
up. For an ingtant his eyes cleared and he saw Menaitios. With acry like an enraged animal the Titan
lunged acrossthe floor toward the god he mistook for his treacherous new cupbearer. His huge hand
closed around the youth's ankle and yanked him from his feet. Menoitios began to scream and kick, but
his effortsto free himsdf were usdess. Sowly the Titan pulled him closer.

"Come!l" Rheasaid insstently, and Zeus turned to join the others. Outside they grew wings and flew after
her down the mountainside.

TwentyThree

Rhealed them to awarm spring nearby. There, knedling beside the bubbling weter, she bathed the infants
one by one. She worked dowly, examining, caressing, and fawning upon each in turn. From a pouch that
had been conceded within her clothing she produced ambrosaand forced alittle into each tiny mouth.
Metis dried and wrapped them in clean blankets. It was nearly night by the time they finished.

"Therésmuch to do,” the Titaness told her companions. "We must separate if we are to complete the
task before morning. I've found homesfor each of these lovely babies, where they may grow up in safety,
far from both Olympos and Mount Othrys. They'll be safe enough, even without careful guardianship
such asthe Kouretes provided you, my son."

"Guardianship? Y ou mean the Kouretes were my guards? | never knew!"

"Y ou were not to know. At firgt | had planned to visit you as often as | could, but | soon redlized that
would be too dangerous and the decision was made to let you grow up thinking yoursalf the son of
Amaltheia. That way you could not even betray yourself. The Kouretes were always near you, just out of
gght....”

"Metisand | will each transport two babiesto their new homes," she continued. "Zeus, you will carry the
fifth. On your way you must deposit this stone on the dopes of Mount Parnassos, that it may be found
therein afuture age.”

Now she turned toward the Okeanid. "Y our mother has agreed to rear one of my children for me, Metis,
ashasyour sster Doris. Y ou must select two of them-1 |eave the choice to you-and be on your way as
quickly aspossble.”



"But where will we meet afterwards?' Metis asked quickly, glancing toward Zeus.

"Y ou may return to Mount Othryswithout fear, | think," the Titaness answered dowly. "I doubt that
Kronos recognized you. Zeusand |, however ... He may well seek me out as soon as your herb no
longer troubleshim. If hefindsme...." She shrugged. "I fear nothing now. But how long do you think that
will be before Kronos recovers?'

"A week at the very least. A few weeks are more likely. He should have dipped into unconsciousness
soon after we left him, and probably won't even stir for most of that time."

A grim smileformed on Rhedslips. "Good. Zeus, of course, must not return to the home of the Titans."
"But | want to go back to Mount Othrys!" Zeusinterjected.

"I'm afraid that'simposs ble, my son. I've thought the matter over more fully since we spoke of it last. No
amount of argument will serve to assuage the anger of Agteriesfather or of Helios. To return there-"

"No!" the boy said firmly. "I won't et them drive me off. | want to live on Mount Othrys, at least for a
whilelonger, and | shall!" He paused for amoment, redlizing that such an outburst would not sway his
mother, then moved closer to the Titaness and dipped an arm around her. "Please, Mother, don't ask me
to leave again, so soon. | know you want me near you and that's where | want to be. Don't deny us both
what wewant. If | musgt, | can keep mysdf hidden within your palace.”

Rhea grimaced, waving him away with one hand. "Don't ply me with your coy flattery. No, it's
impossible. It'sfar too dangerous.”

"Would it not be wiser if wetalked of thistomorrow?" the boy asked. "Certainly well both be safe there
for aday or two, while we settle our plansfor the future.”

"You'reright,” Rheaagreed, glad to postpone further discussion of atopic shefound distressing. "We
have more pressing matters to attend to tonight.” She turned toward Metis. "Well each return to Mount
Othrys. It would be best if we met in one place, so well know weve al returned safely and not haveto
go back and forth across the moun-taintop seeking one another. My home seems mogt suitable. If you
arrive before we do, my dear, pleasefed free to enter and refresh yoursdlf in whatever way you like."

Metis selected two of the infants, then flew off into the darkening night. She went first to the Kingdom of
Nereus deep below the waters of the Aegean, where her sister Doris was queen. Shortly before reaching
her destination, she redlized that it might not be prudent to fulfill her mission too openly, and so shelost
much timein stedlth. The gresat cord palace swarmed with golden Nereids, the beautiful daughters of
King Nereus and Queen Doris, and eventually two of them discovered her. Metis sworethem to
secrecy, then let them conduct her surreptitioudy to their mother. While Doris and the Nereids cooed
over the infant, which had now lost its purplish cast and begun to become quite appedling, Metis dipped

away.

She swam quickly to the surface of the sea. There she discarded the fish tail and fins she had assumed to
facilitate her journey and grew wings again, then flew toward the west and the Kingdom of Okeanas,
which lay in the deep flowing ocean at the edge of world. Sheflew rapidly, for the distance she had to
cover was great, and reached the palace of her father shortly before midnight. Here she knew her way
with perfect assurance and went directly to the bedchamber of her mother.



Lovely Tethys awakened at her soft call and sat up with apleased cry as she recognized Metis and the
blanket-wrapped bundle her daughter offered her. A gentle smile spread across her face and she took
theinfant in her arms. Metislingered with her mother briefly, but the Titaness asked many questions that
were better left unanswered and soon the Okeanid excused hersdlf and swam rapidly away, promising to
return soon.

It was nearly morning when she reached Mount Othrys, having completed her journey more rapidly than
she had expected. Entering the Palace of Rheathrough one of its upper windows, she made her way
down abroad stairway to the atrium below, calling aoud as she descended. No one answered. By the
time she reached the ground floor, she was certain that Zeus and Rhea had not yet returned.

Shefound nectar and ambrosia, and while she waited, expecting them to appear at any moment, she sat
near the little fountain in the middle of the atrium and ate. She wastired, but too excited and anxiousto
deep now. As she ate she began to ruminate upon the future.

Eventudly Kronoswould recover, and their intrusion upon Olympos might well stir the Lord of the
Crooked Pathsfrom hislong years of lethargy. That did not bode well for anyone, but Zeusin particular
would bein danger. If Kronos ever set hismind to finding the child destined to occupy histhrone, Zeus
would find no safe haven in al theworld.

As shefinished eating, she made up her mind. Interna debate and long conjecture were unnecessary; she
knew what she would do-even if it was not the wisest choice. Her heart compelled it. She would follow
the god she loved into hiding, go wherever he must go ... if hewould have her with him.. . . evenif hewas
not willing to make her hiswife. The thought saddened her alittle. Though she had not thought overmuch
about it, she had dways taken for granted that someday she, too, like so many of her ssters, would have
agrand wedding in the great paace of her father....

She shrugged, casting off the thought. She loved Zeus. That was more important than anything el se, more
important than what her family and friends might think or say. She was prepared to sacrifice everything
for that love. . . if hewould only give her the opportunity. Besides, she thought more cheerfully, by going
with him now he might in time cometo love her asthoroughly as sheloved him, and then anything might
be possible-even awedding.

Zeus and Rhea had till not returned, and Metis found hersalf growing deepy. She crossed the room and
lay down upon alow divan, intending only to rest more comfortably. Within afew minutes, however, she
was fast adeep.

When she finaly awakened, it waslate in the afternoon and Rhea stood beside her.

"Weve let you deegp aslong aswe can,” the Titaness said pleasantly, "but now that Zeus and | have had
alittle deep, too, we really need to talk some senseinto my son. He gill ingststhat helll remain here on
Mount Othrys."

Metis sat up, rubbing her eyes and looking about in momentary confusion. Zeus was beside her too.

"Mother wants me to go away tonight. Y ou don't want meto go, do you?"

Metiswas flustered. She stood up, straightening her hair and clothing, then followed the others back
toward the fountain, where they sat together and talked.



"Hewon' listen to reason,” Rheasaid. "It's difficult to refuse such achild anything, but I'm very
concerned about him. It'sfar too dangerous for him to remain here. Now that I've had time to consider,
I've thought of an excellent place where he can live in complete safety. | won't tell you where, since
secrets are dway's safest when not shared. Won't you help me convince him?”

Metiss heart sank at the Titanessswords. It seemed clear that Rhea was not going to suggest that the
Okeanid accompany her son.

"Mother, please," the divine youth interrupted before Metis could answer. "I've been cooped up away

from everyone and everything for most of my life. How can you be so cruel asto send me away again,

after I've only just discovered how wonderful life can be?I've only just met my own mother. Don't you
want to be able to have me near you?"'

"Itisn't | who madeit impossible for you to remain on Mount Othrys," the goddess reminded him
pointedly. "l didn't terrorize poor Adterie.”

The boy hung his head for amoment. "I've dready told you I'm sorry. | know it wasfoolish, but it wasn't
completely my fault. If her gown hadn't accidentally-"

"Weve been through al that," Rhea said sharply, preventing him from expounding morefully on the
subject. "Whatever the cause and whoever was ét fault, the fact remainsthat grave harm will befdl you if
you're discovered here by some of the Titans. However much | want you to bewith me, | can't et my
sdfishness endanger you."

"Then you want meto act likeacoward. Am | to let the likes of Helios chase me away? You say I'm
someday to become King of the Gods. Shouldn't | begin to act in amanner appropriate to such a

destiny?"

Rhea put her arms around her son and held him tenderly. "Theré's much truth in what you say-but not
now! Y ou're not yet fully grown, and many things till must occur before that day arrives. Y ou must be
patient-and prudent!”

"No!" the youth cried, samping hisfoot. "Y ou're asking too much, Mother. And your fears are
exaggerated. Kronos doesn't know who | am. He knows neither my face nor my name, so | have nothing
to fear from him. Asfor the Titans-well, aslong asthey don't know I'm here, they can't do me any harm
dther.”

Rhealooked puzzled. "What do you propose? Do you realy mean you'd be satisfied to spend al your
time here, within this paace?’

"I'll stay here with you, Mother, or with Metis, whichever you think best. As much as possible, I'll venture
out only at night, and when | do-I'll wear the appearance of some other god. Just as | impersonated
Menoitios back on Mount Olym-pos to deceive Kronos, | can impersonate other gods here, to deceive
my enemies on Mount Othrys. Now tell me, what flaw can you pick in that plan?’

"It's preposterous, that's dl," Rheasaid, laughing despite hersdf. Y ou'll never get away with such athing.
You'l be discovered, probably thefirst timeyou try it." Shelooked at Metis. "What do you think?"

Metis's heart legped; here was away she could keep Zeus near her. "There arerisks,” shereplied



cautioudly, "but such aplan might succeed, at least for awhile.”
"You see" Zeus said. "Even Metis agrees. Now |et's have no more arguments over this, dear Mother.”

Rheawasfar from convinced, but the boy refused to be swayed. "All right," she said grudgingly, "well let
you try your mad scheme. But at the first indication that your disguise has been pierced-or thefirst time
you get into some new trouble-you must leave. Isthat understood?!

Zeus nodded and kissed her.

When no one el se brought up the matter of where Zeuswould stay, Metis a last broached the subject
hersdf.

"The only danger in hisstaying with me," Rheasaid, "isif Kronos should come here. But since he thinks
his son looks like Menaitios, Zeus should be safe enough. Of course you may come and visit us as often
asyou like, my dear."

The Okeanid's hopes plummeted, but she managed not to show her disgppointment. A short while later
Zeus |eft the atrium, but returned as Metiswas hersalf preparing to depart. To her surprise he had
changed into afresh chiton and cloak, and obvioudy planned to go out himsdlf. Metis held her breath,
wondering if heintended to walk her home and perhaps remain there with her for awhile. But once again
her hopes were dashed.

"Where are you going?' Rhea demanded.

"I do have some other friends here on Mount Othrys," he answered. "Not everyone was delighted to see
me leave so abruptly.”

Pausing before them, the youth turned away for an instant; when he swung back around, hisface and
form were completely different. Now they looked upon the narrow face and dender body of Menaitios.

"Well?" he demanded, grinning & them. "Do you think anyone will be suspicious of me? Look &t thig"
Hisform and features blurred, then in quick succession Helios stood before them, then Pallas, then
Perses.

Rhea shook her head in dismay. "Y ou do have an uncommon ability, my son. | know of but two other
godswho could do as well-and you've only begun to practice thistaent. But you still haven't answered
me. Where are you going tonight?"

"l haven't answered, Mother," he said in the form of Prometheus, "because I'm not certain yet." A
moment later Epimetheus continued, "It depends partly on who's home, and a one-free of the company of
other godsthat | might not be ableto trust.”

"But may you trust anyone here? I'm not at al sure you may."

Now thefamiliar, handsome features of her son returned, an dmost condescending smile on hislips. "If |
migudge anyone and am betrayed to my enemies, then I'll be forced to flee, | suppose. But I'd rather flee
then-when it'struly necessary-than now, whenit isnt.”

The Titanesswas still shaking her head. Zeus gave her aquick kiss, waved good-byeto Metis, and



sprinted toward the outer door. When he was gone, Metis rose too and made her departure, walking a
good bit more dowly. As sheleft the Palace of Rhea, she was surprised to find that it was dready night

again.

She loved Zeus completely and hopelesdy-and hated hersdlf for loving him. Friendsindeed! She could
well guess where the wanton youth hoped to spend his evenings, and with which goddesses. Back in her
gpartment, she threw herself face down upon her bed and wept until deep claimed her.

Twenty-Four

For hours Menoitios had covered within his hiding place off one side of the corridor that led to the great
hall. When Metis and the other gods left him, he wanted to follow them-to rush into the great throne
room and betray their presence to the Lord of Olympoas, but his uncooperative legs refused to function.
Cold and fear hed him pardyzed, and he waited, listening.

For along time he heard nothing, but at last there was aloud groaning sound and then voices. The
sounds roused him, and he struggled to regain control of hisbody. Unless he acted now-immediately-all
his effortswould be in vain. He stumbled from his hiding place and out into the corridor.

When he reached the doorway he saw Metis and Rhea standing near the throne and advanced toward
them with hating steps. Zeus was nowherein sght, but agod with oddly familiar features stood watching
the goddesses. The throne obstructed hisview until he was very close, and then at |ast he saw the Titan
king. He lay face down upon the floor in agreat pool of vile ydlow-brown liquid. As Menoitios cameto
adartled hdt, the god groaned horribly and looked up at him through watery, unfocused eyes. His huge
face had turned asick, greenish color and was contorted in pain; dark strands of thick, viscous liquid
clung to his nose and mouth and dripped from his chin. By now it wastoo late to retreet; the god's hand
closed upon Menoaitioss ankle, pulling him to the floor, and the youth began to shriek in terror.

As hewent down, Menoitiostwisted and kicked wildly, turning on his somach and sinking hisfingernails
into the thick frost in an effort to somehow grip the edges of the flagstones benesath and drag himself
away. Again and again he kicked at the giant hand with the hedl of hisfreefoot, but could not didodgeit.
The fingers were locked there, gripping him with the strength of bronze bands. Inch by inch, Kronos
drew him inexorably closer.

The effort was too much for him, and at last Menoitios dumped flat upon theicy floor, curang Metis. He
lay perfectly till, eyes closed, listening and waiting. What Kronosintended to do to him he dared not
even imagine, but if he ever managed to return to Mount Othrys he would hunt down that detestable
goddess and repay her tenfold. Somehow he would be revenged upon those responsiblefor his
predicament.

Ashelay there, he eventualy redlized that Kronoswas no longer pulling him closer. Raising himsdf up on
his elbows, he twisted around to ook toward hisfeet. The Titan was very still now. His eyes were shut
and his head rested upon the floor. He seemed to be deeping.

Menoaitios grinned. He sat up dowly, then did closer to Kronos and began to pry at the Titan's enormous
fingers. He could not move them. Shifting his position, he edged still closer and tried again. Still they
would not open. He jerked hisleg away asforcefully as he could. When that failed to break theiron grip,
he dipped off his other sandal and sought to insinuate the toes of hisfree foot between his captive ankle
and Kronoss palm, so that he could more effectively push and pry. It was usdless. The fingers of the
Titan would not budge. Even in unconsciousness, they were unmovable,



Now adifferent sort of panic claimed him-adower, more pervasvetype. It settled in dowly asthefull
redlization of his Stuation became evident. He was trgpped. He would have to remain here, without food
or drink, until Kronos regained consciousness, however long that might be. And then . . . what?

Menoaitios shuddered. Such await, in constant dread of what would happen when Kronos did awaken,
was more than he could bear, and once again he set himsdlf to trying to pry apart the giant fingers, but it
was auseless effort. His own hands were shivering from the cold and seemed nearly frozen; hisfear and
frustration had built to the point that he was near tears. It would be better, he thought, to waken Kronos
now-a whatever cost-than to go on like thisindefinitely. If he could arouse him, he might be able to pull
himself free during the Titan's first moments of disoriented wakefulness. If he were lucky and fast, he
might be able to dip from hisgrip and stagger out of the great hall before Kronos could act.

He leaned toward the god's torso and poked at him. He poked gingerly at firgt, then more forcefully,
prodding and finaly pounding on the enormous chest. His effortsfalled to éicit even alow grunt from the
unconscious deity.

M enoitios was sobbing now, and he turned to vent his frustrated rage on the god's face, striking it again
and again with his clenched fists and screaming at the insensate features.

Sill the Titan refused to ir.

It was nearly night, and aready quite dark and difficult to see within the great hadl. For some momentsthe
youth lay upon his back again, exhausted, but then he sat up and leaned across the body of the Titan,
pressing and probing aong the far side, where he could not see. He had neglected to bring aknife with
him, but if Kronoswore one and he could find it, it was possible that he could hack off the massve hand.
Certainly those fingerswould relinquish their grip then-and even if they did not, he could carry the hand
away with him, to be cut free at hisleisure back on Mount Othrys. Even the unthinkable seemed
reasonable here: If the Titan's bones were too hard, he would cut off his own foot to escape. Somehow
he must free himsdif.

But there was no knife, and again he collgpsed back against theicy stone floor. He was hungry and
thirsty-very thirsty- but he knew that he must not think about food and drink; that would only make his
discomfort even more intense. The room grew still darker, until at last he was unable to see the huge
figure a hisfeet. He straightened his cloak as best he could, pulling it around him so that it covered the
largest possible portion of his body, and tried to deep.

Ashelay there, he brooded upon the eventsthat had led to his Situation. Eventualy he remembered the
oddly familiar god with Metis and Rhea, and began to wonder where Zeus had gone. As he continued to
ponder, the face of the strange god troubled him more and more, until at last he realized where he had
seen it before-in hisown mirror. It looked different there, of course, as mirror images always do, and for
that reason he had not immediately recognized himself.

Slowly he began to understand what must have happened. Like Proteus and afew other gods, Zeus must
be capable of assuming the appearance of others. There could be only one reason he would do that here,
and that was to misdirect the wrath of Kronos-toward Menoitios!

Now Menoitios understood why Kronos had glared at him with so much anger, why he had expended
hislast bit of energy lunging after him. Because of Zeus, the Titan had mistaken him for one of his
attackers. That waswhy he was a prisoner now, freezing in this dreadful room.



Lying in the darkness, the youth wept in fury. Even more than Metis, Zeus was the cause of histrouble.
Hiscrimewasintentiona and extreme, and his punishment must be equally extreme. The Cretan god
must be crushed.

When he awakened it was morning. The cold had penetrated every part of him, even hismind. For along
time he lay immobile, barely aware, but at last he roused himself enough to try again to pull hisfoot free
from the restraining hand of the Titan. Those awful fingers were still there, till wrapped about hisankle.
Having determined that, hefdll back and dept again.

All day he dipped in and out of semiconsciousness. Darkness returned, then daylight came again. Seep
was very pleasant. There were few dreamsto trouble him, and he felt the cold and hunger lesswhen he
dept. Occasondly hewould remember why he was there and try to pull hisfoot free; but as soon ashe
fdt theregtraint of the Titan's hand he abandoned the effort and let himsalf drift back into pleasant
unconsciousness. He liked the nights best, because they were lessintrusive and did not compel him to
remember where he was.

Days passed-how many he could not hope to guess-and eventualy he even ceased to test the divine
bandsthat held him. His limbs had grown o giff that it was painful and difficult to movethem, and it
seemed a pointless effort, Since the result wasinevitably the same....

Another day came. Lying upon his back with his eyes barely open and looking vacantly upward toward
the vast celling of the chamber, avagrant memory cameto him, reminding him of where he was and why
he remained there. The thought startled him into greater wakefulness and he undertook the effort yet
again, contracting his unwilling leg muscles and pulling hisfoot dowly toward his body. Each moment he
expected to meet the familiar restraint of Kronoss unmovable fingers, but thistime was different.

Consciousness returned more fully now-abruptly-and he struggled to raise himself up so that he could
look. Hisbody resisted, but at last he managed to peer toward hisfeet.

Hewasfree! The Titan lay in adifferent position. He had stirred during hislong deep and turned on his
gde, in the process releasing Menoitioss ankle and drawing hisarm up under his huge head.

It was difficult to think-to remember everything. Sowly the young god pushed himsalf up to his knees,
then to hisfeet. They refused to support him, and he dipped back to the floor. He must have food. Was
it hisimagination, or did hislimbslook thinner than when he had entered this room? With full wakefulness
his hunger returned in earnest, and he began to look about the huge chamber. Certainly Kronos must
keep food somewhere nearby.

Crawling to the throne, Menoitios pulled himsdlf up and stood unsteadily besideit, surveying his
surroundings. When he failed to discover within the great hal what he sought, he turned his atention
toward the rear doors and set out in that direction, tottering. More than once on the way he fell and had
to laborioudy regain hisfest.

Eventudly he found nectar in one of the rear rooms, and dumping into achair he commenced tofill his
stomach. The imperishable fluid revived him and within an hour hefdt strong enough to depart.

Crossing the greet hall again, he paused near the fallen Titan, drawing back afoot to givethe god a
parting kick in theface; but he changed his mind before ddivering the blow, which might have awakened
Kronos, and spat upon him instead. Then he continued out through the great double doorsto the portico.



A glance at the sky told him that it was late afternoon. Commanding large hawk wingsto grow from his
back, he flew down from Mount Olympos.

It was night when he reached his destination. During the long trip, with hismind clear again for thefirst
timein many days, he had considered his possible courses of action. He could revenge himsdlf upon Zeus
and Metiswithout any assistance, but that might take too long to accomplish. He was anxiousto act
againg them immediately, and Zeus was conveniently vulnerablein a least one area. He flew first to the
palace of hisfather, where he made hisway surreptitiously to his own apartment, devoured abow! of
ambrosia, cleaned himself, and donned fresh clothing.

Then heleft again, as stedthily as he had come, and went to the Palace of Okeanos. Assuming the form
of ahawk, he dighted on aledge outside the apartment of Metisto watch and listen. After some minutes
he succeeded in establishing that the Okeanid was a home and alone.

Stll in avian form, he flew next to the Palace of Rhea. When he found that he could learn little without
entering, heflitted into one of the rooms and reassumed his natural shape, then crept forward until he
heard voices. Peering around adoorway, he found the Titaness talking with Zeus, who seemed to have
recently returned from an outing and was about to go out again. He listened with interest as Rheawarned
her son about the ever increasing danger he faced of being discovered, then watched as Zeustook on the
appearance of alesser god of the Palace of Atlas, waved good-bye to his mother, and |eft the building.

Silently Menoaitios dipped back the way he had come. He flew again to the Palace of Okeanos, where he
resumed his own form and recovered his clothing from the place where he had I €ft it, then hurried on foot
to the Palace of Hyperion.

A sullen functionary finaly responded to his repeated pounding at the greet bronze door and peered out
in annoyance. Only then did heredlize that it must be later than he had guessed; nevertheless he persisted
and asked to see the son of Hyperion. Muttering, the god led him insde and lft him to wait in the atrium.

The attendant returned a short while later to inform him that Helios would be down eventudly. The wait
turned out to be considerable, and Menoitios paced the wide chamber, il trying to work the remaining
diffness out of hismuscles. Findly atdl figure came toward him from astairway near the rear of the
arium, waking briskly.

Since the disappearance of Zeus from Mount Othrys nearly three months before, Heliosand his
comrades had pursued their schemes againgt 1gpetos and his children with only lukewarm interest.
Epimetheussinept, dmost farcica attempts to revenge himsalf upon them provided areliable outlet for
their ill will, and Hdlios had grown increasingly dissatisfied with the meekness of their efforts. For some
time now he had been focusing his thoughtsinstead upon finding some bolder plan that might more
quickly unsesat |apetos asleader of the Titans and elevate hisfather Hyperion to that station. The unlikely
visit of 1gpetoss youngest son intrigued him, and as he strode toward him he wondered if the youth's
presence might presage some new and unexpected opportunity.

The older Titan hated within apace of hisvistor, placed his hands on his hips, squared his shoulders,
and stared down haughtily. " So you've regppeared at last, son of 1apetos? Did your brothersfind you? |
understand they've been searching across the broad earth. What do you want of me?'Y ou've picked an
unusud timeto cdl.”

"They've been searching for me?' Menaitios asked in surprise. "How long have | been gone?'



Helios shrugged indifferently. "I don't concern mysdf with the comings and goings of children.”
Menoitios frowned, then changed tactics. "Does the god Zeus still concern you?”

Hédlioss expression changed abruptly; now he, too, frowned. "What of him? Do you know where heis?'
Menoitios smiled. He enjoyed holding information that others were desperate to know, and ingtinctively
delayed reveding it. "Perhaps. But first we must discuss other things. Y ou still haven't answered my
question. How long was| missng?'

Heliosglared a him and drew himsdlf up to hisfull height. "How dare you take such an attitude with me,
you miserablelittle wretch? It wouldn't take much of a provocation to make me bat your sneering smile
through the back of your head."

Menoaitios backed away alittle, but smiled more broadly. " Come, come, noble son of Hyperion-I came
hereto offer myself asyour dly against acommon enemy. But if you're not interested in the Cretan god .

.." Heturned dowly, waiting for Heliosto stop him from leaving.

Helios gritted histeeth. "If you know where heis, then perhapsit's adifferent matter. Stop playing with
me and say what you want."

Menoitios turned again to face the handsome deity. "I still require that you answer my question. How long
was | gone? I'm not asking foolishly. | must know."

"Two weeks at least, perhaps three weeks," Hedlios said, puzzled now. "I don't keep track of such things.
How can you not know yoursdf?'

"l was.... occupied. | had no ideait was so long. Their punishment must be very terrible indeed.”
"Y ou're avery annoying cresture, Menoitios" Helios cried, clenching hisfigts. "But | don't redly care
where you were or what you were doing, or even why you don't know how long you were gone. Tell me

what you know about that backwoods upstart Zeus."

"He's here on Mount Othrys again. Probably he's been here most of the time | was gone. | know where
heisand | know . . . something el se."

"Thenit'strue! Theknave! | thought it was only bassless rumor. But what eseisirthat you know?"

"l know who heis"

"Who heis? What do you mean? He's the fatherless son of some lesser goddess or other.”
Menoitioss smile grew more prominent as he dowly shook his head.

"Then who ishe? Tdl mewhat you're talking about."

"No, Hdlios," Menaitios said dowly. The knowledge he possessed gave him a certain degree of power

over the older god and he intended to savor that power. "Listen. Y ou don't like me or my family; there's
no secret to that. And | detest you. Y ou're arrogant and foolish, and not particularly smart, either.”



The Titan glowered a him and seemed to be about to lose control of himself.

"But how we fedl about one another isn't important, because we share acommon desire-the destruction
of the god from Crete. | can put aside my persona animosity toward you to accomplish that god. Can
you do the same?"

Helioss eyes were bulging and his anger seemed almost to be strangling him, but at |ast he managed to
nod.

"Good. Then | offer you apact. I'll tolerate you, and you will tolerate me, until we've destroyed Zeus.
Wewill not offer harm to one another in any way or by any means. Do you agree to this?'

"Yes" the Titan answered grudgingly.
"Will you sweer it by the Earth and starry Heaven?”

Helios hesitated, unwilling to bind himsdf so fully. At lagt, reluctantly, he said, "'l swear it by the Earth and
sarry Heaven. Now tdl mewhere heis, and who heis."

"And will you swear you won't act againgt him without my consent-that we must reach agreement on
whatever is done?’

"Yes," Heliosgrowled. "I swear that too."
"By the Earth and starry Heaven?”
"Yes," the Titan cried in exasperation, "'l sweer it by the Earth and starry Heaven. Now tell me.”

Menoitios stared into the other god's eyes. "Y our backwoods upstart is as much a Titan asyou. He'sthe
son of ... Kronos and Rhea."

Helios stared a him in disbeief, mouth agape.

"Do you understand? He's the child of the prophecy-destined to become our king!"
"That can't be," Heliosroared. "How do you know this?*

"l heard it from Rheglsown lips"

"Him-our new king? No. That can't be. | will not letit bel"

Menaitiosamiled. "l thought you might fed that way."

"Whereishe?'

"Just before | came here, hewasin the palace of his mother.”

Helios sarted toward the stairs. "I'll get my sword and call Pallas and Perses. Well drag him from his
hiding place.”



"You are stupid,” Menaitios said quietly. "Y ou'll do no such thing. We must act with cunning-and keep
our own hands clean. Tomorrow I'll learn more of what's happened during my absence. Tomorrow night
I'll visit you again, and well begin to set our course. In the meantime, you must not tell Pallas and Perses
what I’ vetold you. They'd only blabber it about.”

The Titan turned dowly and came back toward him, stopping so near that his bulging chest was dmost
pressed againgt Menaitiossface. "I've sworn all those things you made me swear, son of |apetos. I've
sworn and | shal honor my oath. But | siwear one thing more-when we've finished with Zeus, I'll make
you regret your insolence.”

TwentyFive

For an hour or two each day, Metis was quite happy. She had feared that once Zeus found himsalf back
on Mount Othrys, with many attractive maidens contending for his attention, he would forget her; but to
her surprise and intense grétification, he cameto vist her every afternoon without fail.

When they were not wrapped in each other's arms, they usually sat or lay on the pillows Metis always
scattered across the atrium. Sometimes he teased and bantered with her, or they tusded together
playfully upon the floor, but more often shelay on her side, watching him as he talked. He told her of his
childhood on lovely Crete, of Pan and Amdtheia, of Idaand Adrastia and the Kouretes.

During the weeks since they had returned from Mount Olympos, she had learned a great dedl about this
rash, callow god, and aways found him more endearing as aresult. He was seldom serious, preferring
light and amusing conversation to solemn conjectures and philosophizing; and he was never bitter or
resentful, even toward Kronos. Occasionally, though, he confided his salf-doubts and apprehensions. He
wasnot a dl certain it wasredly such afinething to have agreat destiny awaiting him; might it not be
much more pleasant to carelesdy roam the fields and meadows, never concerned about the morrow?

Today, however, Metis had serious matters of her own on her mind. ™Y ou were nearly caught again, |
understand. At least that'swhat I've heard.”

"Not redly," he answered cheerfully. "Theinstant | entered, | realized Kelemasfather had laid atrap for
me. | turned around immediately, and by the time they followed me outside, | was so well hidden they
had no ideawhere I'd gone." His expression told her he considered the incident aminor triumph.

"But how much longer do you think you can keep thisup?*' she asked. "That must be the third attempt to
catch you in asmany days."

He shook his head, grinning. "Fifth. There were two others | didn't tell you about. 1'd been warned and
didn't venture near them.”

"Y ou know that Skleros complained to the Council today?"

Zeus sat up, much interested. "No, | didn't. What did he say?"

"That the god Zeus was snegking into hishometo visit his daughter, though of course she claimed it
wasn't 0; that he'd seen him and chased him away; that other gods have noticed suspicious things going
onin their homes, and that the Titans had better do something about it."

"I do wish he hadn't seen me in my own form. That was unfortunate. What did the Council do?"



"Nothing, of course. Crios made light of it, saying he didn't see how they could be expected to catch
phantoms. Koios said Skleros was probably mistaken, since no one else had seen Zeusin months.”

"So I'm sefe awhilelonger, &t least.”

"No, you're not! Skleroseft the Hall of the Titans fuming, and he wasn't the only one. There were many
of the other lesser gods there with him, and they're very unhappy with you too. They're convinced that
someone istoying with their goddesses behind their backs-that you are that someone-and they don't like
it. If they catch you, they won't go back to the Council for justice, you know. They'll take mattersinto
their own hands. ..."

Zeus shrugged. "I'll be more careful. Did | tell you that Psephaos thrashed one of his own sons? He found
him in lachemas room and thought he was mein disguisel”

Zeuslaughed and Metis smiled wanly; she wasin no mood to appreciate such humor.

"Have you heard that Menoitios has returned?’ she asked. "Hetold his parents an outrageous story about
chasing aprowler from their home, following him acrossthe Great Sea, and getting lost, but no one
believeshim, of course.”

"Yes, | heard. Do you think he's been on Mount Olymposal thistime?”

She shrugged. "The red question, though, iswhat his return meansto you. He probably knowsyou're
Kronos's son and will suspect that you're staying in your mother's palace.”

"I'll have to be more careful.”

"Isthat your answer to everything? Theré's Kronos to think about, too. Hell soon recover, if he hasn't
dready. We have no way of knowing what Menoitios may aready havetold him."

"What are you getting at?"
"I think it may betimefor you to consder leaving Mount Othrys."

When he did not respond, she sat quietly for some moments, preparing to broach amore sensitive topic.
"Do you think you could ever content yourself with asingle goddess?' she asked at last.

He seemed distracted and did not answer &t first.

Usudly she avoided speaking of his other relationships; the subject bruised her feminine pride too much.
But now she perssted, trying to make the question sound light and offhand. "Please answver. Would it
grieve you so much to haveto limit yoursdf to only one?'

"| suppose that would depend on anumber of things, such aswho the goddess was."

"Me!" sheblurted out, annoyed at what she interpreted as his frivolous attitude.

Hewas surprised at how beautiful and vulnerable she appeared as she sat across from him, cross-legged
on thefloor, looking away while she awaited hisanswer. "Redly, Mdtis, | haven't given any thought to



such athing. Why should I?I'm young. I'll have more than enough time to ponder weighty concernsin
yearsto come."

She sat up straighter, frowning. His answer, ddivered smply and honestly, made her angry. The matter
he hadn't even consdered was virtudly al that she thought about! As she looked into his handsome,
smiling face-so untroubled by her own grief-al her suppressed emotions surged up.

"Don't you understand how much you're hurting me?* she demanded. "'Y ou come and spend allittle while
with me each day, but then you go off-to them. Don't you think that hurts me? Do you know what | do
every day after you leave?| cry!" She had not intended to tell him any of this, but once she started to
unburden hersalf she could not stop. "I throw myself on my bed and cry, because | know you're with
them instead of with me. | care about you'"-her voice started to break with emotion-"very, very much. ...
| love you! Don't you know that? Don't you understand? | love you! "

Hetried to comfort her, edging closer and dipping an arm around her back. "I'm sorry. | didn't know you
felt like that- so strongly, | mean. Metis, | love you too, but...."

"But not enough, it gppears,” she said bitterly, wiping tears from her eyes. "l can't bear to be away from
you, even for afew moments, but you can't bear to be away from . . . them. | can't go on likethis,
sharing you. It hurtstoo much.”

"I'm sorry," hesaid again; it was al he could think to say.

She buried her face between his neck and shoulder, |etting him comfort her. When she was cam again,
she pulled away and looked directly into hiseyes. "I'll ask you again. Do you think you could ever
content yoursdf with a sngle goddess-with me?'

"l don't know," he said smply. Her emotiona outburst had upset him greetly. He cared very much for
her; shewasvery specid, and if he had to restrict himself to 'but one goddess, she would certainly be his
first choice. But he cared about many of the others, too. They were speciad aswell, each in her own way,
as he had discovered to his surprise over the past few weeks; and hewas not at al sure he could do
without any of them.

When hetried to put hisarm around her again, Metis shook it awvay. She got up and walked acrossthe
room. As she neared thewall she swung around and faced him.

"I've been thinking it might be best if we didn't continue seeing each other."
"I hope you don't mean that," he said quietly.

"I don't think | have any other choice. | can't continue like this much longer. A goddess needs more from
the god she lovesthan abrief vist each day. She needs commitment.... marriage.”

"l don't want to loseyou,” hesaid. "l had noidea. ..."
"And | don't want to lose you!" she said. "We're both distraught. Will you think about what I've said?"
He nodded.

Sheamiled a him, asad, forlorn smile, then came toward him, threw her arms around his neck, and



kissed him. ™Y ou'd better go now. Tell metomorrow what you've decided.”

After heleft, her gpartment seemed oppressive. She yearned to leave its confines, if only for ashort
while, and s0 she sought out the pleasant solitude of the wide forests and gardens of the mountaintop.
Even more than usual, in recent days she had found a sort of peace there, walking among the trees and
flowers, and even occasiondly forgot how miserable shewas.

This afternoon her wandering brought her to the edge of the mountain, and for some minutes she stood
there, peering downward at the vast and magnificent vista of smaller mountains and hills separated by
green, thickly forested valeys.

She had been 0 certain that Zeus was destined to become her husband-had so thoroughly convinced
hersdf of the inevitability of that event-that she found it extremely difficult and painful to force hersdf to
admit the unavoidable truth. Deep within, probably, she hed redlized dl dong that she wasindulging
hersdf in sdf-deception of the most foolish sort.

She could not hate him, she decided-even now. Her life would never be the same. He had sauntered
through her life and changed it utterly; undoubtedly the same was or would be true of many others. And
yet she did not redlly blame him. It was his nature to do the things he did. In away it made as much sense
to blame the hare for despoiling a patch of clover-or the lion for satisfying its hunger upon some lovely
fawn. Or was she merely making excusesfor him- and herself?

Asshe stood at the edge of the cliff, amovement far in the distance caught her eye and for sometime she
dared in that direction. She could discern anumber of divine figures, which were moving through a
valey. As she looked more closdy sheredized that amid them travel ed the most amazing creature she
had ever seen-an enormous godt, its head rising well above the waists of the gods that accompanied it.
Now Metiswatched with genuine interest, for she knew that the goat must be Amatheia, the strange
goddess who had helped rear Zeus, and that her companions must be the Kouretes, the savage
bodyguard Rhea had mentioned. Zeus had related to Metis his conversation with Pan, and so she knew
that Amatheiaand her companions were searching for the two youths.

Poor creature! she thought. Here was yet another victim of Zeus's callousness. How long must she be
alowed to continue her hopeless search? Metis considered flying down and telling the goat goddess
where she could find at least one of the gods she sought, but she quickly decided againgt such an
impulsive action, which might further complicate Zeuss stiay on Mount Othrys. Instead she would inform
Zeus and encourage him to go to the poor creature. She would tell Rheg, too, who might have athing or
two to say to her son about hislack of consideration.

Evening was approaching and she turned back toward her apartment, walking dowly and whistling a sad,
reflective air. She found Prometheus awaiting her just outside the Pal ace of Okeanos.

"Greetings, Metis." His samile and manner were pleasant-perhaps too pleasant, asif conceding some
serious reason for hisvigt. "'l haven't seen you in many days. Areyou busy now? Do you havetimeto
tak?'

"l dways havetimefor my friends.” Shedid her best to return his chearfulness,

They entered the building, climbing the wide stairway sde by side.

"Weve missed seeing you," the Titan began awkwardly when they reached the atrium of her gpartment.



He sttled into alarge armchair while she mixed nectar for them. "Epimetheusand I, | mean. | expected
you to see us as often as before, after you returned from visiting your parents.”

"If you missed me so much, you might have come hereto visit. How is Epimetheus?’
"He'saswell as can be expected. The wounds should heal properly, which isthe important thing. Father

hastold him that if he getsin any more rights-no matter who's a fault-hell be sent away and not alowed
back on Mount Othrys until helearnsto control himsdlf.”

"That'sashame. We both know Hdios and hisfriends are redlly respongble.”

"Y es, but Epimetheus keeps acting so foolishly that it doesn't usually look that way to everyone ese. But
| didn't cometo talk about my brother. Metis, | hope you don't mind my visiting you likethis. ..."

"Why should | mind?Y ou can be very foolish yoursdf at times, you know!"

"I only thought, under the circumstances...." He paused, then tried again. "'l thought, sncethat day | told
you how | felt, you might not be comfortable having me...."

She carried thefilled goblets toward him, set his on the small three-legged table that stood beside his
chair, then seated hersdlf across from him. "Prometheus, how can you think such things? Theway | fed
about you hasn't changed. | fed asl've dwaysfdt-as!'ll dwaysfed. Y oure my dear friend. Nothing can
changethat."

"What about Zeus?' he asked. "Do you ill.... love him?"
"What makesyou think | love him?"
"It's pretty obvious. Y ou haven't been the same since you met him. Y ou do love him, don't you?"

Shedid not wish to lieto him, and so for amoment or two she sought away to evade his question. At
last shesaid, "Yes. Morethan before, I'm afraid. | know it'sfoolish. | know you must think me afool for
feding as| do, but | can't hep mysdf.” She went on more quickly now. "I know I'm afool, and | Sit here
aonein my room most of the time, while he's out wooing every goddesswho catches hiseye, and | curse
myself. But we can't control how wefed, Prometheus. At least | can't.”

Prometheus looked up suddenly. "Wooing other goddesses? What do you mean? Y ou speak asif he
were dtill here on Mount Othrys, or here again.”

She pressed her lipstightly together and turned away, ostensibly to retrieve her goblet from the table
where shehad st it. "You see," she said when she had finished sipping, "you've made me say too much.
Y ou must promise not to tell anyonewhat | said.”

The Titan nodded gravely.

"Zeusisindeed here. He returned the same day | did. Theres much | may not tell you-please don't
question me further-but heishere."

"I knew it! There were just too many rumorsfor it not to be true. But how does he accomplishit? Nearly
everyone knowswhat helookslike, from hisfirg vigt."



Metisamiled wryly. "May | spesk fredy?Y ou mustn't use anything | tell you to harm him."
"l won't."

"He'satdented youth, and acquires new skills easily. He's become a skilled shape-changer and can
mimic any god helikes. He has a safe place to stay-no, not here or anywhere within this paace-and
when hewishesto venture out, he merely assumesthe image of a suitable god and wearsit until he's
safely reached histryst. Theladies of Mount Othrys are more trustworthy than many of you gods may
think, for none hasyet given him away."

"Then he comes and goes as he likes? Has no one questioned him? How does he avoid encountering the
very god he'simpersonating?'

Metis shrugged. "Perhaps he does. He's clever, my friend, and the possibilities are numerous. | presume
he's cautious.™

A scowl was dowly settling on Prometheuss face. "Metis, how can you love such agod? | don't
understand at al. Haf of Mount Othryswould worship you if you gave them the dightest encouragement,
yet you squander your love on such a creature! How can the wisest of goddesses be such afool 7!

"It'seasy,” shesad, the corners of her mouth quivering. "I'minlove.”

"But redly, Metis, if-"

"No, you must stop,” she said. "I know you're saying such things because you believe them and because
you want to help me, but | don't want to hear any more. Y ou don't understand because you see him only
with your eyes and not with your heart. Y ou see only an uncouth, callous youth. There's much, much
more to him, more than you can imagine. Heisno ordinary god, Prometheus. Y ou're mistaking aforest
firefor afirefly, because you're viewing from so great a distance-and that's an error with potentially
disastrous consequences! | tell you, Prometheus, there are no other gods like Zeus."

He drew away as she spoke, stunned by the intensity of her outburst. Her face was gleaming.

She laughed suddenly and wiped her eyes. "l see you're staring at me and shaking your head. Y ou think
I'm only afoolish femaein love-than which there's nothing more foolish, or so my father used to assure
his daughters. But everything I've said istrue. The god who judges Zeus too quickly does so a hisown
peril. Y ou've seen only atiny fraction of hisgreainess.”

Prometheus was shaking his head. "I don't know how to answer any of that," the Titan said, "except to
say that it makesme very sad. A love such asyours can only lead to grief. And if you marry him-"

She laughed lowly. "Thereslittle chance of that.”

"-your lifewill beruined. Y ou'll never be happy with such agod. If hewon't marry you, | count that as
lucky, for certainly there are a dozen others ready to become your husband.”

"Perhgpsnot ... now."

He scrutinized her face. "What do you mean?”



She had not intended to say so much, but went on and blurted out the rest. "'I'm carrying Zeuss child.”

Prometheus legped from his chair. "Oh, Metist And he won't marry you? The beast!" He was shaking
with anger.

"He doesn't even know."
"Y ou haven't told him? By Heaven and Earth, why not?"
"1 wouldn't have him as my husband if he married me for such areason aone.”

"I'll marry you. I'll gladly marry you-and consider mysdlf the most fortunate of gods." He dropped to one
knee before her. "Will you marry me? No one need ever know. Now-today-immediately?'

She smiled tenderly at him, touched by his devotion. "Nor would | have you as my husband-for such a
reason.”

"But it wouldn't be because of that-for me. I've dways wanted to marry you. Will you be my wife?!
She shook her head sadly. "No. | wouldn't do such athing to you."

"But you would only be making me happy. Nothing would make me happier. | don't care about... that...
if it makesyou agreeto marry me. | welcomeit-1 exdt init-if it makesyou my wifel"

"No," shesadfirmly.
"Theworm! Thetoad! Oh, how | hate him!" he roared, pounding hisfist againgt hisleg.

"No, you musin't hate him. Thefault isas much mineashis, if it isafault. Y oure making me sorry that
I'vetold you."

For along moment he stood completely till before her, hishead bowed. At last helooked up dowly. "l
must think." Heturned to leave.

"Promiseme!" she cried, running after him. "Promise you'll do nothing foolish. | know you won't betray
my confidence, but you must not try to harm Zeus. Thisismy problem and only | can solveit.”

Helooked back at her again, his eyes dull and distant. Nodding, he opened the outer door of the
gpartment and |eft her.

He descended dowly to the ground floor of the palace, then made hisway outside. Night wasfaling.
Head down, he walked back toward the Palace of 1apetos. As he walked, he became more and more
angry. In his own apartment, he settled into achair to think, and the more he thought, the more
determined he became upon a single course of action. From an adjacent room he brought a dagger,
which he strapped to hiswai<t. In another room he found athick piece of wood that would serve asa
club, and with along strip of rawhide he hung it from about his neck in such away that it could easly be
concealed benesth a cloak. Now he had only to wait.

For hours he paced the wide entrance hall of his gpartment, pausing occasionaly to ook out the window.



Finaly, when hethought it late enough, heleft the palace again.

He was determined to locate the Cretan god, and so he began a circuit of Mount Othrys, stopping a
each paace that housed adivine maiden. In astuation such asthis, hefelt no obligation to abide by the
formalities normally associated with such vidts, and hisintimate knowledge of the Titan settlement
alowed him as often as not to enter a will and make hisway unseen to any room within those enormous
structures.

His unexpected intrusions garnered many peculiar looks, but a quick apology, and his ready explanation
that he had lost hisway while searching for some other household member, invariably quelled the concern
of the goddesses he encountered. More often than not, they invited him to remain and chat.
Ashewasleaving the Palace of Atlas, hisbrother, where he had failed to find Zeus among the Pleiades,
he collided with another god, who was rushing up the great sone stairsthat led to the entrance as he was
rushing down them. Both deities drew back in surprise.

"Father!" Prometheus cried. "Pardon my carelessness. | didn't see you coming.”

lapetos nodded his head in greeting, but continued climbing. His face was furrowed in a deep scowl and
he appeared completely preoccupied. Prometheus turned too, but father and son traveled only afew
steps before both swung around again and rushed back toward each other.

"Has anyone seen Zeus?' they asked Smultaneoudy.

The echoed question |ft both of them speechless for amoment; then Prometheus said, "No, I'm seeking
him too. How do you know he's on Mount Othrys?*

"Half the gods say he'shere," the Titan growled back in a hoarse undertone. "And when | find that
miserable..."

"What has he done, Father?' Prometheus asked. "Why are you seeking him?'

lapetos's eyes were blazing and his voice rasped like bronze on bronze. "He's been courting Themis-and
most of the other goddesses of Mount Othrys.”

"Themisisno longer your wife, Father. She can spend her time with whatever god she pleases,”
Prometheus said, hoping to distract hisfather from whatever questions he probably intended to ask in
return.

"That isnt dl,” lapetos said meaningfully.

Prometheus's eyes widened. "Y ou mean-?"

lapetos nodded, gritting histeeth. "Y esl The whelp's gotten her pregnant!™ The elder god looked up the
stepstoward the Pdace of Atlas. "l must make certain heisn't here-with my granddaughters!”

Prometheus watched his father disappear through the broad entrance, then resumed hisinterrupted
mission, even more confused and distressed than before.

While Prometheus hurried on through the night, anew god arrived on Mount Othrys. He had been



climbing since morning, and now, ashe stood at last on the relatively leve surface of the cliff'sedge, he
paused to rest his shaggy legs and smdll the sweset air of the mountaintop. Still higher above him he could
seein the moonlight the towering edifices Zeus had described so vividly, where so many beautiful
goddesses lived.

As soon as hisfeet would alow him to continue, he rose and made hisway through athick forest,
pausing at last near one of the great stone structures. A burgt of tittering laughter emanated from
somewhereinsde, and with awide grin Pan sprinted toward the sound.

TwentySix

“Areyou certain he'shere?’ Helios demanded a second time, nodding toward the low, broad structure
within which many of the children of Nyx resided.

"Yes," Menoitiossaid patronizingly. "I followed him from his mother's home not long ago. Unlesshe
departed dmost immediately-not avery likely prospect, I'd say-or |eft by some other route, he must still
bewithin."

"Who has he come to see?’

"Eris, | think. She was near the door when he entered, and went off with him."

"Y ou said he'd taken on the appearance of another god. Which one? Whom does he look like?"

"Philotes, Eriss brother.” Menaitios snickered. "What better way to gain entrance-not merely to this
paace, but to her bedroom aswell?’

Helios looked behind them suddenly, toward two approaching figures. Pallas had been sent to find his
brother and was returning with him now.

"Have you told them anything yet?* Menoitios asked.
Helios shook his head. "Only to come quietly, and to tell no one where they were going.”

"Good. They need not know everything I'vetold you. Tell them only that Zeusisinsde, and that we're
going to capture him and take him before the Titans.”

"But | don't want to take him to the Council!" Helios objected.

"Tdl them anyway," Menoitios whispered as the others drew near. " Otherwise they might accidentally
reveal what weredly plan. Zeuswill come morereadily if he thinks he has only atria and banishment to
fear."

Now Pdllas and Perses reached them.

"Why is he here?" one asked, pointing at Menaitios.

The son of Iapetos sneered at them. "To help you accomplish that which you're too dull to accomplish by
yoursaves”



Persestook athreatening step toward the boy, but Helios stopped him. "Ignore his taunts-for tonight.
He'slocated Zeus. Do you know the god Philotes? Zeus has become very skilled at changing shapes and
can even assume the forms of other gods. Menoitios saw him enter this palace in the guise of Philotes.”

Asthey continued to talk in hushed tones, another god approached. He traveled briskly, scanning the
trees and nearby buildings. The moon was bright tonight, and the direction from which he came alowed
him to see the hidden gods clearly and to recognize them. To find Helios and his young companions
skulking about in the night was suspicious, to have Menoaitios with them was doubly so.

Adapting a more stedthy manner, Prometheus turned about and retreated for some distance dong the
walkway he had been following, then entered agrove of tall trees and made hisway silently toward their
hiding place. He could not help thinking that their presence might have something to do with the very god
he was seeking.

Normally he would have been much more cautious; but Prometheus was angry tonight and in no mood
for meekness. If they discovered him, hewasfully prepared to step out boldly and interrogate al four of
them by whatever means necessary. He advanced until he was no more than afew paces away, with only
leaves and shadows to concedl his presence. He listened carefully for some minutes. When he had
learned what he was most interested in knowing, he dipped back among the trees.

Circling toward the rear of the Palace of Nyx, he scrambled into awindow, crossed anumber of dark
rooms, and at last found himsdlf in.awide, dim corridor. He had no ideawhere Eriss rooms might be,
except that they almost certainly would not be on the ground floor, and so he sought a stairway and
ascended. Once he reached the level above, he traveled from apartment to apartment, brazenly entering
each one. Most were unoccupied. Whenever astartled god or goddess met him, he smiled and bowed,
backed away muttering, "Pardon-1 must have the wrong room," and continued down the corridor toward
the next door.

At last, in arear room of the last gpartment on the second floor, he found what he sought. Three steps
carried him from the doorway to the bed. Both god and goddess were too occupied to notice his
intrusion until he grasped Zeus by histhick black hair and one arm and hauled him from the bed.

The divine boy, who had abandoned the form of Philotesthe instant he and Eris had reached the privacy
of her chambers, shrieked in pain asthe Titan pulled him to a standing position. His golden-haired
companion cried out too, in surprise. She was an atractive older goddess, endowed with afull figure and
mature charms that she made no effort to conceal as she sat up and watched in astonishment.

"What are you doing here?' she demanded. ™Y ou have no right to enter my rooms."

"Bequiet," Prometheustold her. "If you make noise, you'l only embarrass yoursdf till further.”
Zeustried to twist from the Titan's grasp, but Prometheus only pulled back harder on hishair, diciting
more cries of pain. Forcing the boy to stand completely upright, Prometheus walked him acrossthe

room.

"Pick up your clothing and put it on," he commanded, pushing him downward so that he could reach the
garment.

Again Zeustried to bresk free, but the Titan yanked his head back so forcefully that he found himself
saring at the ceiling and convinced of the wisdom of cooperating with his captor, at least for the present.



He picked up his chiton and awkwardly began to dip it on over hishead, hoping that he could escape
when Prometheus was forced to reinquish his hold momentarily. But the powerful hands of the Titan kept
afirm grip on various parts of his anatomy until the operation had been successfully completed.

When hefinished belting and adjusting the garment, Prometheus told him, "'Put on your cloak,
too-quickly."

Zeus complied. "Why have you followed me here? What do you want?'

"Judice”

The youth |ooked puzzled. "Have | done something to you? Is this goddess-?"

"Not here. Well talk in private." Without another glance at the goddess, Prometheus pushed the boy out
of the room, across the apartment, and out into the corridor. Eris started to follow them, shouting
objections al theway, but stopped near the outer door since she sill had not taken the time to dress.
Holding Zeus ahead of him with both hands, Prometheus marched him down the corridor until they
reached aroom the Titan knew from his previous explorations to be vacant. He shoved the boy inside,
then closed the door after them.

"Do you love Metis?' he demanded.

"Metis?' Zeusasked in surprise. "'ls she the reason you've sought me out like this?!

"Do you love her?' Prometheus asked again.

Zeusremembered his conversation with the Okeanid earlier that day. Despite his promiseto carefully
consder what she had said, he had prompitly pushed the troubling subject out of his mind, hoping that her
extreme agitation was only atemporary aberration and that it would soon pass.

"Ansver mg”

"Yes, | suppose| do love her. | told her that today."

"Will you marry her?"

Zeusseyesgrew large. "Marry her?Isthat what she was talking about? She said something about
marriage, but | thought ..."

Prometheus's frown grew pronounced.

"l do love her. | hadn't redly thought much about it till she brought up the subject. Perhaps when I'm
older, someyearsfrom now ..."

"Would your answer be any different if you knew that she carries your child?!
The youth looked stunned. "1-I didn't know."

"Will you marry her now?"'



"[-I don't know. I'm not sure. ... | do carefor her- very much-but marriage. ... | need to think. . . ."

The Titan glared down at him. He stood nearly ahead tdler than Zeus and was il holding him roughly
by both arms. Now one hand moved to grip histhroat. "Listen to me, boy. Y ou've dishonored a goddess
athousand times better than yoursdlf, agoddess | love-that I've loved since we were children. Sheloves
you, and you're going to marry her. Furthermore, you're going to act asif thisisyour idea, asif you want
to marry her more than you want anything esein the world. Y ou owe her that, for what you've doneto
her. If you don't-if you hurt her with asingle carelessword or look-I'll cut you apart and scatter your
innards across the wide earth. Do you understand me?”

"Y-yes, | understand, Prometheus,” the boy said, but as the Titan relaxed his grip, Zeus legped away and
ran toward an adjacent room.

But the youth was no match for the full-grown Titan. Prometheus overtook him in an ingtant, swung him
around and threw him against awall. A large club appeared from beneath Prometheus's cloak. Zeus
attempted to dodge the blow, but could not move fast enough. The club struck his head and he dumped
unconsciousto thefloor.

Prometheus stood over him briefly, then stooped to straighten the boy's clothing. He hefted the limp body
to one shoulder and carried it out of the apartment and down the corridor toward the stairway. When he
reached the ground floor, he retraced his steps to the rear of the palace and clambered out the same
window through which he had entered a short while before. He pulled the limp form after him.

Helios and his companions were still hiding near the front entrance, where Prometheus had first seen
them. Still carrying the youth's body dung over one shoulder, he moved cautioudy past them through the
nearby trees, finally reaching a path that would lead him to the Palace of Okeanos.

Entering that palace without being seen presented yet another problem. Through the open door he could
see anumber of gods and goddesses socidizing within the atrium. After brief consderation, he readjusted
the boy's weight, then went along the side of the building until he reached a suitable position near itsrear.
Here he approached a dark window, lifted and shoved the boy through it, and climbed in after him.

A little-used stairway brought him to the floor he sought. Before continuing on to Metiss gpartment,
though, he located a vacant chamber, deposited the boy on the floor just inside the doorway, then
quickly secured alighted torch from the corridor. With it helit anumber of lampsthat stood about the
room.

Zeuswas gtirring when he returned from replacing the torch in its sconce outside. Prometheus pulled up a
chair and sat watching as the youth groaned and tenderly explored the lump on the back of his head
where the Titan had struck him. At last the boy opened his eyes.

"| told you before," Prometheus said calmly, "you are going to marry Metis, or I'll punish you so
thoroughly that you'll rue the day you firgt set eyes on Mount Othrys and the Titans. She loves you-why |
can't imagine, but she does. Y ou're going to make her happy, at least for ashort while.

"Soon I'll take you to her gpartment,” the Titan continued, "and I'll tell her that | found you and told you
of her stuation. I'll say that as soon as you knew, you ingsted on marrying her as quickly as
possible-tonight. Then youll tell her that you redlly do love her, that dl other goddesses pale to
nothingness beside her, that you love her al the more because of the child she'sto bear, and that you



can't endure the thought of being without her. No matter what she says or how much she objects, youll
ingg that the marriage take placeimmediady. Y ou'll beg her to marry you, and the whole time that
you're there, until the wedding is accomplished, you will indicate in no way that you're acting other than of
your own accord. Y ou will smile. Y ou will laugh. Y ou will implore her to give you her love. Do you
understand me?"'

All thewhile that Prometheus spoke, Zeus sat slently, glancing up only occasiondly at the Titan's stony
faceandicy eyes.

"Long ago," Prometheus continued, "Kronos, King of the Gods, sought to discover if the gods are truly
immortal, or if we can bekilled. To thisday the question has not been fully answered. Severed limbs
grow back, ghastly woundsin time heal themselves, decapitated heads even grow new bodies. But what
would happen if agod's skull were split open, his brains scooped out and scattered to the windsto feed
the crows and vultures? Could even an immortal god survive such injury? Disobey me, boy, and you will
supply the answer."

Now the Titan rose and stood over him. "Stand up and straighten yourself. It'stimeto go.”

Heled him down the corridor to Metis's gpartment. When she opened the door she looked back and
forth between the two in surprise, then began to cry. Prometheus nudged the boy forward. He entered
and Prometheus followed just behind him, ready to act at thefirst Sgn of treachery.

They followed Metis deep into the room. "What have you done?"* she demanded of Prometheus. "
asked you to let me handle my own problems.”

"I've done nothing, except to tel Zeuswhat you should have told him yourself."

"Y ou had no right! What | told you was in confidence-as a trusted friend. Oh, how could you,
Prometheus?'

"I could because | am your friend, and | knew you were making amistake. Y ou migudged him. Because
you've heard that he's seeing other goddesses, you think he doesn't love you. There are innocent
friendships aswell as passons, you know. There are dso unfounded rumors and misunderstandings. But
whatever hisrelationships may be with these other goddesses, the boy loves you. The moment | told him,
hewaswild to seeyou.”

Metis hesitated, confused. She looked at Zeus. "Isthistrue?’

Zeus nodded. From the corner of his eye he could see Prometheus watching him closdly. The Titan was
gtanding just beside him and nudged him softly when he did not spesk up immediately.

"Yes it'sdl true. I'm sorry I've hurt you. | redize now how much | love you."

"Then you' ve thought over what | said?" she asked uncertainly.

Zeus nodded, rinding that aless demanding response than to try to think of the appropriate thingsto say.
"He says he wants to marry you tonight-immediately,” Prometheus said.

"Isthistrue?' Metis asked.



Zeus glanced a Prometheus, who was till observing him carefully. "Yed" he answered quickly, then did
his best to repest al the things the Titan had told him to say.

Metiss heart leaped at hiswords, such words as shelonged to hear. But she could not quite bring herself
to believe them. She peered into Zeussface. "How can | tell that you aren't just saying that, because of

"I'm not," he answered, thistime without waiting for Prometheus to prompt him. "Oh, | admit that | hadn't
been thinking of marriage-no one my age does. But now that I've had a chance to think about it, | redlize
itsawonderful idea"

Metiswas grinning and daubing her eyeswith akerchief.
Prometheus nudged Zeus again, and the boy said, "Will you marry me, Metis? Tonight? Right away?"

"That would certainly be unusud... and would raise questionsin many minds," she said, speaking with
difficulty.

"Unusual, perhaps, but not unheard of," Prometheus said. Y ou wouldn't be the first impetuous loversto
have an impromptu ceremony. | think it'sawonderful idea. Besides'- helaughed-"why give him the
chanceto change hismind?'

Metiswas laughing too now, and nervoudy walking back and forth in front of them. She wanted to
believeit dl-wanted to marry Zeusthisingant, before everything turned out to be only adream-but her
good sense resisted such impulsiveness.

"All we need are acouple more witnesses."

"Thisisoutrageous,” Metis continued, grinning. "Look a me. | wouldn't venture downgtairs looking like
this. | was about to go to bed. | can't get married dressed thisway."

"Wdll, why don't you change? Take your time, aslong as you don't take too long. Zeusand | will look
for gueststo invite and be back shortly."

Before she could object, Prometheus maneuvered Zeus through the outer door and into the corridor.
Behind them, Metis dmost floated across the atrium toward her bedroom. She was ddliriously happy.
She knew it wasimpossible. Her good sense nagged away at her, but she refused to listen to its stuffy
misgivings. Zeusloved her-he had said so! The god sheloved loved her in return, and would soon be her
husband. Nothing el se mattered.

Prometheus, keeping afirm hand on the youth's arm, pushed Zeus ahead of him down the stairstoward
the atrium. He hoped to find there two other deities who, with himself, could serve aswitnessesto the
ceremony. He knew that the more time Metis had to think, the more likely she wasto see through his
plan. Before they reached the ground floor they met three Muses, who were returning home from visiting
the Okeanid Akaste.

"Thdia" he cried. "Méepomene, Erato-just the goddesses | wanted to see. Will you comewith usfor a
bit, to the gpartment of Metis? Something interesting is about to take place there tonight.”



"Certainly, most noble Titan," Thaiaanswered with one'of her characterigtic grins, "But how doesyoung
Zeus here come to be with you? When did he return to Mount Othrys?'

Asthey ascended the stairs, Prometheus explained quickly, elaborating and inventing additional detailsin
response to their questions.

"How romantic,” Erato said. "Of course well help you. Well be honored!”

"What an excellent ideg,” Thdiasaid, laughing, "to get this handsome boy safely married before he gets
himsdf into troublel™

Metiswas gill dressing when they entered. The Musesimmediately busied themsalves preparing
refreshments.

"How lovely sheidl" one cried, and everyone turned to look at Metis, who had just appeared in the
hallway that led from her bedchamber. She wore aflowing white peplos of especidly fine craftsmanship
and ddlicate design.

Soon the ceremony began. Erato knew the words by heart and whispered them to the bride and groom
whenever they hesitated. At last Me pomene brought forward the golden goblet. Metistook it from her
and held it up near her face.

"May our love belike nectar," she said softly, smiling across a the god she loved. "May it be sweet and
satisfying and imperishable.” She drank, then passed the goblet to Zeus, saying, "Drink well, O my
husband."

"Like nectar may our love be," herecited in turn, "sparkling and heady and beyond the touch of time."
Then he drank, too.

"Oursisthekiss of marriage,”" Metis continued, "the kiss that binds us one to the other, in perpetua love."

"Qursisthekissof marriage," Zeus said, sumbling over thewords, "that joins ustogether and proclaims
our eternd union.”

Beaming, Metislifted her lipstoward hisand kissed him, then threw her arms around her husband and
pressed herself fiercdy againgt him.

Thusdid Metis, daughter of the Titans Okeanos and Tethys, become the wife of Zeus.

Whiledl of thiswas happening, |apetos, the father of Prometheus, had continued to seek Zeus among
the palaces and lesser dwellings of Mount Othrys. At last he arrived at the Palace of Okeanos.
Remembering that Metis had lodged Zeus on the occasion of hisfirst visit among the Titans, he decided
to begin his search of the building with her apartment.

Therewasagreat ded of noise from that suite of rooms, much laughing and singing that could easly be
heard through the outer door. 1apetos started to knock, but hesitated. After afew moments
consideration, he tried to open the door instead, pushing gently inward upon it until adit appeared wide
enough to alow him to view a portion of the room. To his amazement and consternation he saw hisown
son there- within arm's reach of the fugitive he sought. Five deities were congregated close together,
gitting or reclining upon chairs or divans near the far side of the chamber. He pushed the door open il



farther and found on his|eft, not far away, the dark entrance to another room. No one seemed to have
noticed him, and so | gpetos dipped slently into the atrium, then disappeared through the nearby
doorway.

Except for the presence of Prometheus, it was just the sort of scene he might have expected to find-the
shameless Cretan god surrounded by four equally shameless maidens. He had no ideawhy they were all
here tonight. One or another of the Muses kept singing, and he could understand little of the intermittent
conversation. Grimly he squatted down to wait.

"Have you run out of nectar?' Erato demanded some minutes later. "That's hardly the proper way to give
aparty.”

Metis rose from beside her husband and hurried off to check. When shereturned, she said, "There
should be somein the supply room down the corridor, near the sairs. I'll be back shortly.”

"Oh, no, Metis," Me pomene objected. "L et someone else tend to such chores tonight. Prometheus,
you'l go, won't you?"

The Titan looked unhappy at the suggestion and shot astern look at Zeus. The boy was busly talking to
Erato and did not seem likely to bolt at the first opportunity. Besides, Zeus had no reason to flee now; he
and Metis were incontestably married. If he was going to leave his new wife, he could do so aseesly
tomorrow as tonight. Prometheus rose and went to attend to the errand.

Within the darkness of the nearby room, lIapetos shifted his position to ease his complaning muscles.
Prometheus had been gone only afew momentswhen Thdiacried, "Whereisit? Y ou must show us."

Instantly the goddesses were on their feet and moving toward Metiss bedroom to examine some object
of feminine appard, desarting Zeusin the atrium. lapetos did not hesitate; probably he would not have
another opportunity such asthis. Drawing his sword, he crept silently through the doorway and toward
the boy.

Zeuswas looking away from him, toward the rear halway down which the goddesses had disappeared.
When the Titan reached a position directly behind him, he raised his sword and brought its pommel down
heavily on the youth's heed.

Hoisting the limp body to his shoulder, he carried it quickly out of the apartment and down the corridor
toward one of the rear stairways, where he waslesslikely to be discovered.

TwentySeven

"Whereishe?' Hdios demanded, fuming. "How long must we wait?' He was standing very closeto
Menoaitios, and as he spoke he leaned closer till, so that his scowl threatened to bruise the younger god's
nose.

Menoitios backed away astep. "How am | to know? Instead of making faces at me, you should be
thanking mefor helping you find Zeus. If | hadn't told you about him, you'd till be wondering if he was
on Mount Othrysat dl.”

Hédlios snorted in disgust, turning back to look at the wide porta that served as the main entrance of the



Pdace of Nyx. "How do | know he'sredly in there? I've only your word. Maybe thisis your distorted
notion of humor, getting usto crouch out herein the dark haf the night.”

Pdlas crowded closer.” Why do we think Zeuswill come back out at al tonight? He may stay with the
goddesstill morning.”

Menoitios glared at them both disdainfully. "I'm not keeping you here. Y ou can dl go home, or you can
go into the palace and try to find him. | don't know where Eriss room is-do you?'

Hédlios consulted with Pallas and Perses. "What do you think? Isit timeto go in after him?"

“Yes" Perses said. "Anything's better than waiting out here.”

Pallas agreed, and Helios turned back toward Menaitios. "Well seek him out within the paace,” he
announced. "Y ou are coming with us. Things had better be asyou say they are." Taking hold of the
younger god, he pulled him aong asthey |eft their hiding place and climbed the wide steps.

Just within the building they encountered an attractive young goddess and asked the location of Eriss
room.

"Let meget her for you," she offered, amiling attractively.
"That isn't necessary," Heliosingsted. " She's expecting us.”
The goddess |ooked puzzled and perhaps atrifle skeptical.

"We're going to help her move some heavy things," he continued quickly, unable to think of any more
convincing explanation of their presence here at thistime of night.

"Well, then," shesaid, "I'll lead you there."
Helios started to object, but after an instant of confusion acquiesced instead.

The goddess escorted them up astairway and down along corridor, at last gesturing toward a doorway.
"Just let mewarn her that her vistors have arrived,” she said, reaching for the huge golden handle.

"No," Helios sad firmly, stepping between her and the door. " Sheé's waiting for us. Thank you for
showing ustheway.”

He pulled the door partway open, alowed his companions to enter through the narrow breach, then
closed the door behind them, leaving their dismayed guide standing aone outside.

They found Erisin her bedroom, Sitting &t the Side of her bed-alone. Shewas still completely unclothed,
and at their sudden appearance she jJumped to her feet and let out aloud shriek. "Not again!™ she cried.
"Isthewhole world going to tramp through my bedroom tonight?"

All four gods hdted abruptly just within the chamber, gawking at her. Eventualy Helios remembered
what they had come for, however, and forced the others to begin. They spread out across the room,
searching behind furniture and wal hangings.



"Whereishe?' Helios asked.
"Who? Zeus?' Eris stood with her hands firmly planted on her generous hips, watching them.
"Y es, the Cretan god-where is he? We know he came here with you."

By now the outraged goddess had begun looking for aweapon. A small, three-legged stool stood
nearby, and she swooped it up and raised it above her head.

“Where has he gone?' Helios asked, not looking at her.

"How should | know? Prometheus dragged him away long ago. Get out, do you hear! | won't be treated
thisway."

"Prometheus?’ Hdios cried, looking at Menaitios. "Do you hear that? 'Y our brother has taken him away.
What would he want with-?"

The stoal struck the Titan and sent him regling backwards. Before he could recover hisbaance, Eris
snatched up asmadl table and came after him, swinging it with both hands. Hdliosthrew up anarm to
ward off the blows and lurched toward the doorway, the other gods dipping out ahead of him. Eris
followed them, hurrying them on their way with blow after blow, so that first one god and then another

yepedinpan.

At last they reached the corridor, but to their dismay they discovered that alarge crowd had gathered
there. Suspicious of their peculiar conduct, the goddess who had brought them to Eris's apartment had
gone to consult with anumber of her Ssters. Their conduct had been peculiar enough to warrant further
investigation, and alarge contingent of the daughters of Nyx had hastened to assure the welfare of their
gder.

Eris appeared in the doorway behind them, screaming imprecations, and the gods found themselves
surrounded by two dozen outraged females who began to jostle and push them toward the stairway.
Smdll, hard fists and feet pounded and kicked them &l the way, nimble fingerstore at their hair and
clothing, and shrill voices screamed insultsin their ears. Palas sumbled and nearly fdl, but Helios
managed to pull him up before he was trampled.

The goddesses followed them down the stairway, abandoning the chase only when the last of the
intruders had | eft the building. The gods continued to flee until they were out of Sght of the paace, then
dumped down to rest together near one of the walkways.

"l won't forget that," Helios said, glaring at Menoitios, who was Stting some distance from him.

"It wasn't my fault. Y ou heard what she said. Zeus was there. How could | know my brother would
interfere?’

"Where would Prometheus take him?' Perses asked. "If we knew that, perhaps we could still find Zeus
tonight.”

Menoitios shrugged. "Why would he take him is probably more to the point."

"Well, why?' Helios asked.



"Therésonly onereason | can think of. He'sin love with-"

Just then Menoitios noticed someone waking toward them. He fell silent and gestured toward the dimly
visblefigure. Asit drew nearer, the figure resolved itsdlf into atall, bearded god who seemed to be
carrying something quite bulky over one shoulder. Instinctively the young gods edged back from the
walkway to adlow greater room for him to pass.

Menoaitios rubbed his eyes and looked again. The figure resembled-

"Menoitios," adeep voice called. "Isthat you, Menoitios?'

"Yes, Father," the boy said, scrambling to hisfeet. "Who... ?What... 7"

Now the approaching figure was quite near, and it was clear that his burden was the limp body of agod.
lapetos came to a stop beside his youngest son. Menoitios leaned around hisfather to look behind him
and learn the identity of the unconscious deity.

"Why are you carrying Zeus?' he asked in astonishment.

| gpetos ignored his question, just as he ignored the other youths nearby. "Come wak with me. | have
something for you to do.”

Menoitios followed the Titan until they were some distance from Helios and the others. Again hisfather
hated and turned toward him.

"l want you to find two gods or goddesses for me and bring them to the Palace of Themis. Not Titans,
you understand. That might cause too many questions to be asked. L esser goddesses would be best.”

"Any goddesses?!

"Y es. Find them quickly and bring them. Can you accomplish this?'

"Y -yes, Father-but why?"

lapetos grimaced. "Do as | have directed, and be quick. I'm depending on you."

Without saying any more, the Titan turned and continued down the path. Menaitios hesitated, watching
him, then hurried back to his companions. Quickly he explained what his father had asked of him.

"I don't understand any of this," Helios said. "Eris said your brother Prometheus took him off, but now
your father hashim."

"I don't understand either, but | must do what my father wishes. While I'm gone, follow him. Try not to let
him see you. Assoon as | learn what's going on, I'll let you know. There may be some way we can profit
by al this-and insure that Zeus receives the punishment he deserves.”

lapetos continued on until he drew near the Palace of Themis. In an open area of anearby grove he did
his burden from his shoulder to an upright position. Holding him there, he commenced to vigoroudy
shake the unconscious youth.



"Wake up," he commanded. "I didn't hit you that hard."

Soon Zeus began to regain consciousness. "Who-who are you?" he finally managed to ask, blinking his
eyesagain and again in an atempt to clear hisvison.

"That doesn't matter. Y ou will lisgento meand do as| say. Y ou have defiled the goddess | love.”
"Which goddess?'
"Themis-not merely a goddess, but a Titaness, one of the great gods!”

Zeuswas still not sure his senses had sufficiently returned and that he understood the other god. His
fingers gently explored the second lump he found on the back of hishead.

"You've used her crudly and sdfishly,” lgpetos continued, "and now you will remedy the Situation in the
only way possble”

"You don't mean... 7' Zeus asked, aghast.

"She's pregnant.”

"Pregnant!”

"Y es, you thick-witted scoundrdl. That's the usua result of such sport, or didn't you know?"
"And you want meto marry her?'

"l don't want it, boy. | demand it!"

"Butl cant. I'm-"

"Oh, yes, you can! No excuse will get you out of this. Y ou deserve to be severely punished. You'll do
what is necessary for Themis, or I'll-"

"But you don't understand. I'm-"

"Silence! I'll brook no argument. One more word and-"

"BUt"

The Titan reached for hissword and haf drew it from its sheath. Zeus lapsed into submissve silence.
"You'll do and say exactly as| ingtruct you. Do you understand?’

Theyouth nodded silently.

After Menaitios left them, Helios and his companions had followed I apetos a adistance. They waited

until he regppeared from the nearby grove, then watched as he pushed Zeus ahead of him toward the
Pdace of Themis. Oncethe Titan and the youth were out of sght within the building, they scurried



forward and took up hiding places near the entrance.

A number of minutes passed, and then Menoitios appeared with the two lesser goddesses he had been
sent to find. Heliostried to catch his attention as he went past, but Menoaitios gestured back, warning him
to remain hidden.

Meanwhile Prometheus | eft the Palace of Okeanos and walked dowly toward his own gpartment. The
disappearance of Zeus puzzled him; he redlly had not expected the boy to run away tonight. Metis had
taken his sudden absence with amazing gplomb, though, admirably conceding her own distress. The

Titan would have remained with her indefinitely, but eventualy she ingsted on sending everyone away.

Prometheus had walked less than half the distance to his home when he encountered Atlas on the path.

"Wait amoment, brother,” the older Titan called to him. When they drew close together, Atlaswent onin
aconfidentid tone, "Tell me, do you know if Father managed to find that scamp Zeus? I've a score to
settlewith that boy mysdlf.”

Prometheus was surprised to see his normally even-tempered brother looking so belligerent. "I doubt it.
What does he plan to do with him if he doesfind him? Do you know?'

"To make him do theright thing! He didn't tell you? The boy went and got Themiswith child."
"Hewantsto force Zeusto marry Themis?' Prometheus asked increduloudly.

Atlas nodded. "I'd like to get my hands on him, too. He's been sniffing around my daughters-sneaking
into my home disguised as one of my functionaries. Of course | know they wouldn't do anything foolish
themsdves. . .. Still, can you bdievethe gdl of theimp? 1’ ve been out trying to find him mysdlf, but
haven't had any successeither.”

After they parted, Prometheus walked more dowly. Could hisfather have had anything to do with Zeuss
sudden disappearance from Metis's apartment? he wondered. It seemed unlikely, but Prometheus found
himsalf uneasy at the thought. He turned his steps toward the Palace of Themis and proceeded in that
direction with lengthening gtrides.

As Prometheus neared his destination, Helios signaled to his companions to conced themselves more
carefully, and so the gpproaching Titan did not see them hiding nearby. He mounted the wide stairsand
pounded at the heavy bronze door. Soon it swung inward, and he found himsdf staring into the face of

| apetos.
"Father," he began uncertainly, "did you find Zeus? Atlasjust told me-"

| gpetos pulled him indde and closed the door behind them. Prometheus could hear the sounds of laughter
and revelry from aneighboring room.

"What have you done, Father?' he asked in dismay.
"What I've done doesn't matter, son. Comejoin usin our celebration. The Titaness Themishasjust

become the bride of Zeus." Neither Iapetoss voice nor his features showed any sign of joy; neither did
they indicate anger. Instead he looked tired and very sad.



"Come," hesaid again, "you must greet the bride and groom.”
TwentyEight

As he entered the room, Prometheus s eyes fell upon Zeus and Themis. The youth was seated in alarge
armchair; histall, stately wife stood behind him, her hands on his shoulders. She was beaming, her entire
face dight with happiness as she conversed with two lesser goddesses who stood nearby. She noticed
Prometheus and beckoned him forward.

"I'm so glad you've come. I've dways thought of you and your brothers dmost as my own children-the
children | thought I'd never have-and so it particularly pleases me to have you here. Come and wish us
wdl."

Prometheus halted near the middle of the room and stood there stiffly, long enough for the othersto
become aware of his uneasiness.

"What isit?' Themis asked. "Please speak, Prometheus.”

"Zeus cannot marry you."

"What do you mean?' 1apetos demanded, coming forward now to stand beside hisson. "They are
married. Everything has been done according to the laws and traditions of the Titans, and no one can
interfere. State whatever objection you may have'-he glowered at his son-"but it can make no difference.

What isdone, isdone."

"| tell you, they can't marry,” Prometheusinssted. "Zeusis dready married! Thisvery evening-just before
you brought him here, if that's what happened-he wed the Okeanid Metisin the palace of her father.”

| gpetos spun around to glare a Zeus. "Isthistrue?”

The youth nodded reluctantly.

"Why did you not tell me?’

"I tried. Y ou wouldnt listen to anything | wanted to say.”

Themiswas |ooking back and forth between I gpetos and her new husband. "I don't understand. If you
were dready wed, why did you marry me?"

The boy nodded in the direction of Iapetos, and the Titan-ess stared at her fellow Titan. At last she
understood. "Y ou forced him to do this? He didn't marry me of hisown free will?" | gpetoss expression
told her dl she needed to know, and the beautiful, tawny-haired goddess turned away, sobbing.

"It doesn't matter,” lapetosingdsted. "The second marriage must take precedence. He couldn't marry
Themiswhile still married to Metis. Since he did marry her, he must have put asde hisfirg wife."

"What kind of logic isthat?' Prometheus demanded. "Have you withesses? A marriage can't be dissolved
in an ingtant-as you well know. Such things must be done with al proper formaity. Who saw and heard
him announce the severance? No, Father, you can't gain your way by twisting our laws. Has such athing
asthisever happened before? | s there any precedent? If not, then only the first marriage can be



considered vaid, for he was not freeto marry Themis."

Meanwhile M enaitios had been seated by himself in one corner of the room, watching and listening with
interest and amusement. When he was certain that he had learned enough, he rose and quietly made his
way out of the palace. He called out softly and Helios stepped forward, followed by Perses and Pallas.
Menoaitios grinned broadly as he came up close to them. "Weve got him!™ he whispered; then he
proceeded to tell them dl he learned. "All we need do," he said in conclusion, "isinform the gods of
Mount Othrys of this outrage. Go, spread the word. Wake them up if you must. Zeus's punishment will
be assured without our having to lift afinger. The Council of Titans may not act forcefully, but amob
will."

Inside, Prometheus and | apetos continued to argue. Neither would acknowledge the vaidity of the
other's position, and more than once father and son seemed about to exchange blows. While they
argued, Themis sobbed into akerchief and the goddesses who had come to share the joyous occasion of
her wedding did their best to comfort her.

"I don't know why I'm talking to you about this," Iapetos said at last. "We don't even know how Metis
feds. Shemay not want him now that he's | eft her for another wife."

"Certainly shewantshim,”" Prometheusingsted. "But you haven't asked Themis, either." Heturned
toward the Titan-ess. "Lady Themis, do you wish to remain married to this boy-now that you know why
he married you?'

The goddess only sobbed more loudly.

"Go and get Metis," Igpetostold his son. "Let's see what she hasto say before we go any further.”
Prometheus stared a hisfather suspicioudy for amoment. "And what will you do while I'm gone?"
"Do?What can | do? Well wait for you and the Okeanid to come.”

"How do | know you won't force Zeusto renounce Metiswhile I'm away?"

lapetos frowned in such away that Prometheus suspected he might well have intended to do just that.
"Y ou swear you won't?' Prometheusingisted.

"Yes, yes, | swear. Now go-it'sdready late, and this may well take dl night.”

Still Prometheus hesitated. He crossed the room and spoke softly to the lesser goddesses. At his
ing stence each swore she would not be a party to such arenunciation during his absence.

"And ther€ll be no other trickery?" he demanded of hisfather.
"No. Now go. Y our suspicions of your own father are highly offensve.”
Prometheus strode quickly from the room and out of the palace. He was surprised to find anumber of

gods outside, standing just beyond the steps. As he emerged, they gathered around him and began to ask
excited questions about Zeus, Metis, and Themis, displaying an astonishing knowledge of dl that had



happened tonight. He ignored them as best he could, even pushing some of the more insistent aside, then
trotted off briskly toward the Palace of Okeanos.

Since the other gods had |eft her, Metis had walked dowly about her gpartment, trying to occupy herself
intidying up. The disappearance of Zeus had |eft her fedling hurt and puzzled. She had sorted through the
events of the evening and redlized now that Prometheus might well have coerced the youth into marrying
her; but even if that had been the casg, it did not redlly explain Zeus's sudden absence. The boy was
thoughtless and salf-centered, but he had never purposaly hurt her before. Indeed, he was usualy very
tender and solicitous. Whatever had happened, she could not believe he had lft her on her wedding night
of hisown valition.

There was another possibility, every bit astroubling. It was unlikely, but ftill possible, that some of his
enemies had somehow learned of his presencein her gpartment. Helios, for instance, might have
managed in those few moments that Zeus had been done to knock him unconscious and carry him away.
With aguilty start she redlized that she was actually hoping that something of that sort had happened, for
that would mean that her new husband had not abandoned her. As she worked, she tried to concoct
other, completely innocent explanations that would equaly well explain Zeus's disappearance, but could
find none that were even dightly convincing.

Her chores at last completed, Metis began to consider venturing out. There waslittle likelihood she could
find Zeus, and she had no clear ideawhere to ook for him; but the prospect of afruitless search wasless
troubling than to remain where she was, unable to do anything but worry. She had dready draped a
cloak over her shoulders and was about to open the outer door when someone knocked.

It was Prometheus, and he looked distraught. Y ou must come with me-quickly.”

"Have you found him?' Her entire aspect brightened at the thought. "Whereishe? Teke meto him!"
"Yes, I'vefound him. Hurry."

She followed him into the corridor and down the stairs. Prometheus set a brisk pace, but her dender legs
eadly outpaced him. She questioned him repestedly, but he refused to tell her anything more.

Asthey drew near the Palace of Themis, Prometheus halted. The small crowd of godsthat had been
gathered outside a short while before had now swollen to asizable throng. Metis stood beside him,
looking on in puzzlement. Even asthey watched, more gods continued to arrive. It was arowdy group,
with agreat ded of loud talking and not alittle shoving and cursing.

While they stood watching, another small group approached from behind Prometheus and Metisthree
youths, each carrying wegpons. The Titan stepped into their path to talk with them.

"Tell us, please-why are you and al these other gods here tonight? What's happened?’

"They've cornered that rogue Zeus," one cried excitedly. "He's holed up insde the Palace of Themis.”
"And he's not going to get away again!" the second added.

"But what has he doneto you?' Metis asked, stepping forward now. "Why do you wish to harm him?”

"Alkyonewasin love with me-until she met him," one said bitterly.



"And Kdano with me" the second said.
"And Merope with me!" concluded the third.

Prometheus stepped aside and the youths rushed past them to join the seething mob. Asthey watched a
god climbed partway up one of the columns outside the entrance of the palace and called loudly for quiet.
Prometheus recognized him immediately as Helios.

"Ligten, dl of you," Helios cried when at last the noise subsided. Despite Menoitioss suggestion that he
and hisfellow conspirators step back and |et the mob do their work for them, the proud son of Hyperion
found it impossible not to take adominant role in the proceedings. "Evenif Zeusishere, he may il
escape us-unless we organi ze oursalves. Well accomplish nothing thisway. We must work together if
we're to capture him, and quickly, before the gods inside become aware of us.”

"What shal we do?' someone cried.

"All of you over there," Helios continued, pointing to one group, "go to the rear of the palace and stand
guard, lest he escape that way. Others must watch on each side of the building. Be prepared to chase
himif he seeksto escape by flight from one of the windows. He's skilled at changing hisform, so we must
not let anyone or anything leave. Once everyoneisin postion, I'll pound on the door and demand
admittance. If they refuse, well storm the palace together.”

"They'll rip him apart,” Metis said quietly, wringing her hands. "'Oh, Prometheus, what can we do?'

The Titan shook hishead. "I don't know." He moved closer and dipped an arm around her dender body.
She seemed to gppreciate the emotional support he offered and leaned toward him.

"Pease, Prometheus,” she said, looking up into hisface, "help me get ingde. | don't know if there's
anything we can do, but we must try."

When the various gods had taken up the places assigned to them, Helios approached the great bronze
outer door and knocked heavily on it. Eventually his pounding dlicited aresponse, and | apetos appeared
at the entrance.

"What do you want?' the Titan demanded, looking in surprise at the dozen or so gods gathered nearby.
He had no ideathat two or three times that number had dready gone to surround the building.

"Weknow Zeusisinddg," Helios said. "We have debts to settle with him. Send him out.”

lapetos scrutinized the faces that surrounded the doorway. There could be no doubt that their intentions
toward the youth were unfriendly. "How dare you issue commands to me?"

he demanded, hoping to intimidate them by hisrank asleader of the Titans, of which none of them could
be unaware. "We have important matters to discuss here tonight-matters that are of no concern to any of
you. You are interfering here. Go away. If you have some complaint against the boy, bring it before me
tomorrow. The Council of the Titanswill-"

A cry of dissatisfaction drowned out whatever € se he was going to say, and the crowd surged toward
him. lapetos stood his ground and shoved back the first gods who reached him, so that they fell against



those behind them.

"Remember whereyou are" hewarned sternly. "The palace of aTitanisinviolate. If any of you dare
enter here tonight without being invited, you'll be held accountable before the Council. Do you wish to be
banished-or flogged?!

While lapetos was arguing with the crowd, Prometheus took Metiss hand and led her forward. He
shouldered hisway through the other gods, until at last they reached the doorway and hisfather.

"Where have you been?" | gpetos demanded. "L ook at what's happening here!" He stepped aside to
alow them to pass, then resumed his place in the doorway, firmly repelling those who would have
followed.

Prometheus found the sceneinsde the little room off one side of the atrium little changed. Zeus still sat
glumly by himself toward the back of the chamber. Themiswas ill crying, and the two lesser goddesses
gtill sought to comfort her. Menoaitios was enjoying the spectacle from his position against one of the sde
walls. After speaking with hisfellow conspirators outside, he had returned to the paace, reasoning that
he was well positioned here to keep an eye on Zeus and help prevent his escape; also, hisfather would
belesslikely to connect him with the events that were likely to follow.

Metis hdted just within the room. "What's going on here?" she asked, turning to Prometheusfor an
answer.

The Titan took adeep breath, then told her. "Métis, there have been two marriages tonight upon Mount
Othrys. Yourswasthe first. Asbest I ve been able to piece together what happened, my father
somehow discovered Zeusin your gpartment and brought him here, where the second ceremony took
place-between Zeus and Themis."

Disbelieving, Metislooked first at Zeus, then a Themis. "l redly don't understand,” she said after afew
moments. Y ou must explain more dowly and completely.”

Just then lapetos appeared behind them. He had decided that it was pointless to argue with the gods
outside and closed the door on them. 1 sent for you," he told Metis, ""because we must decide which of
thetwo marriagesisvaid. Prometheus clamsthefirg, but | say the second. Tell us, do you wish to be
married to this scoundrel 7"

"But why did hedo it?' she asked, looking again at Zeus, thistime with a betrayed expresson. The boy
averted his eyes and appeared even more uncomfortable than before.

"Because he wasforced to, I'm certain,” Prometheus said. "My father undoubtedly compelled him to
marry her. Zeusadmost said as much. He said my father wouldn't listen to his objections.”

"And | suppose marrying Metiswas completely hisidea,” 1gpetos said in annoyance. Y ou didn't have
anything to do with that, did you, Prometheus?'

"Let Zeusdecide" Metissaid quietly.
Twenty-Nine

"No," Prometheus objected. "Y ou werefirst. Why should you give up what isrightfully yours?'



Metis shook her head. "Let him decide.”

From across the room Themis spoke up, daubing her eyes as she looked at them. "'l agree. Let Zeus
choose between us. If he doesn't want me, | don't wish to be hiswife."

Prometheus and | apetos stared at each other, then finally nodded their agreement. They approached the
youth. "Well," 1apetos demanded, "which isyour wife-Themis or Metis?'

Sowly the divine boy shook his head.

"You must decide," lapetosinssted.

Still Zeus shook his head.

"What do you mean? Why do you not answer?"

"I won't choose between them. All thiswas your idea yours and Prometheuss. | care for both these
goddesses. | suppose | redly do love them, though | hadn't stopped to think very much about it before. |
won't hurt one by sdecting the other.”

"But you must!" lapetosingsted. His eyes were bulging and he clenched hisright hand into ahugefist.

"No!" Zeussad firmly. "All evening you two have been telling mewhat | must do, and I've been doing it.
No more. | won't make such achoice. The goddesses may decide among themsealves, but | won't."

lapetos snarled in frustration and drew back hisfist to strike the youth. Prometheus stopped him.

"That will only make mattersworse." He turned toward Themis. "My lady, will you reinquish Zeus?'
"No!" the goddess answered quickly. "I love him. I've waited too long for him. | don't care why he
married me-if hewas compelled to doiit, or if it was hisfirst or second marriage. If he won't renounce
me, | certainly won't give him up!™

"And you, Metis?" Igpetos demanded. "Will you rdinquish him?"

Metis had been struggling al thistime with her own fedings. It hurt her deeply to know that Zeus cared
asmuch for Themisasfor her, and apart of her would have reacted in haughty pique, spurning him.
Before she answered, though, she looked again at Zeus-and her heart melted at the sight of his handsome
face. "No!" she cried. "Never-no matter what!"

"Thisisimpossble" Igpetos cried. "Y ou can't both be hiswife. I1t'sunheard of. Such athingisan
abomination before the gods. Someone must choose. If none of you will, then | will bring the matter
before the Council of Titans"

"They have no authority,” Metissaid. "Only Zeus and |-and Themis-can decide such amater.”

"Then decideit," lapetos cried in exasperation.

"I've decided. | won't give him up.”



"Nor will I" Themisingsted.

"Then what are you going to do? Share him?* |apetos asked, trying to point out the absurdity of their
stubbornness.

"If the only way | can have himisto share him," Themissaid, "then so beit!"

Metis shot an exasperated |ook at the other goddess, then assumed an expression of equa determination.
"Sobeit!"

A loud noise came from the atrium. lapetos had closed and barred the outer door, trusting that none of
those outside would dare enter by any other route. He waswrong. At Heliossinsstence, agod had
climbed through awindow on the ground floor and unbolted the outer door. Now the mob poured into
the pdace.

| apetos rushed toward the door to the atrium, drawing his sword. "How dare you flaunt the laws of the
Titans? Leave immediately, or by the Earth and starry Heaven I'll seeto it that you're dl tried and
punished tomorrow."

"Thereheis," one cried, pointing across the room at Zeus. "He's been with my wife every afternoon.”
"And my sgter," another cried.
"And my daughter,” cried others.

"Stay back, | warnyou!" |gpetos swung his sword at those who tried to make their way from the atrium
into the smaler chamber.

Prometheus was armed only with a dagger, which he drew as he joined hisfather.

"Givehimto us" abulky giant demanded, pulling smdler deities out of hisway so that he could stand
directly in front of lapetos and Prometheus. "How can you defend such aknave? Do you know what he's
been doing in my household- with my wife, with my three daughters, with dmost every nymph and
goddessin the building?'

"Whatever his crimes, they don't excuse your actionstonight. Y ou have violated this paace, whichisa
crimeinitsaf. Go now, before matters become even worse for you. Tomorrow I'll call together the
Council of Titansand you can make forma complaint againgt-"

With agrowl the god attempted to shove hisway past the two Titans. "Enough of complaintsand trias.
WeEIl ded with therascd oursdves!”

Behind him came others, and Iapetos knew he had no choice. He leaped back two steps, then swung his
sword. It bit deep into the god's shoulder, nearly severing his arm; then he planted his foot on the god's
great chest and propelled him backwards so that he fell into the gods behind him.

Prometheusfollowed hislead, shoving back the intruders when he could, poking and stabbing with his
dagger. Weapons appeared in the crowd-knives and bludgeons, and afew swords. The younger Titan
had to dodge to one sde to avoid an unexpected sword thrust; then he threw himsdlf on his assallant and



wrestled the weapon from him. Now, with both father and son armed with swords and unafraid to use
them, the crowd broke, retreating through the doorway to the atrium.

Together they siwung the door shut. It was congtructed from huge oak planks and quite Sturdy, but it
would not withstand a concerted effort to gain entry. The eder Titan pushed closed a pitifully inadequate
bolt, then began to wedge chairs and small, tripod tables against the door.

Metis picked up the dagger Prometheus had dropped and tucked it into her belt; then sheturned to
lapetos. "Don't waste too much time there," she told him. She gestured toward the broad windows on
the opposite sde of the room. Through them a score of enemies could enter.

"Can we escape that way, before they think to come by that route?" the Titan asked.

Metis shook her head. "There are at |east two dozen gods milling about below, some of them with
spears. Wed be spotted before we could spread our wings.”

Now Themis came up to them. She pointed toward a doorway on the other side of the room. "That
room has no windows or other entrances. We can barricade oursdvesinside.”

"Y es, that's our best hope,” 1apetos agreed. "Quickly, everyone get within, Eventualy the other Titans
will put astop to this outrage.”

Just then something large and heavy struck the door to the atrium with a resounding crash. The great oak
pianks groaned benesth the impact.

Metisand Themisran to Zeus. A goddesstook hold of each of hisarms and together they pulled him
toward the other room.

A second blow struck the oak door, and the wood began to crack. From outside they could hear coarse
shouts and the sounds of running feet. The noisesindicated that other gods were joining those aready
within the palace.

| apetos stopped Prometheus, who was about to follow the others. "We'll need to barricade the door to
the rear room. Drag whatever you can back there-anything heavy. Y ou too, Menoitios-don't just stand
there”

Menoitios reluctantly abandoned his seat and began to assst hisfather and brother. Within two minutes
the room had been stripped of everything that might be of use to them, except those objects which were
aready serving to barricade the door to the atrium.

A third blow snapped the smadl bolt, and now the gods outside began to shove inward, dowly pushing
back the chairs and tablesthat held the door closed. Just asit swung completely open and theintruders
poured into the room, Iapetos closed the door to the rear room and did into placeitsequally frail latch.
Then he and Prometheus began frantically to pile furniture againg the barrier.

When they had finished, Iapetos turned and looked at his companions. Two smal lamps burned within
the room. Metis and Themis stood huddled close beside their husband, one on ether side of him, and the
two lesser goddesses cowered nearby. Menoaitios leaned with his shoulder against awall, viewing the
entire affair with an air of dmost amused disnterest.



"Weve made adisastrous mistake,” lapetos announced amoment later. "If they can breach the outer
door, they can breach this one just as easily. And now we have no placeto retreat.”

"Why don't you give them what they want? Undoubtedly he deserves whatever they plan to do to him,”
Menoitios observed.

"Because they have no moreright to violate the laws than Zeus does,” 1apetos answered gruffly. "If such
conduct isalowed, well have no society.”

Menoitioslistened atentively, asif consdering hisfather's argument, then said dryly, "I see. It'swrong for
them to act on their own, without benefit of law and a proper trid before the Council of Titans. Wereyou
or | to do the same, that would be wrong too, wouldn't it? We too would be taking the law into our own
handsif we... abducted him... or forced him to do something againgt hiswill." The boy grinned
sarcadticdly.

lapetos caught his son'simplication and glared at him.
"Weveno timefor this. Arm yoursdlf and fight beside us, or stay out of the way and be quiet.”

Already fists were pounding against the second door, and they could hear the cursing and shouting of the
godsjust beyond the barrier. Soon the intruders maneuvered their makeshift ram into place and the
second door began to shake benegth its ondaught.

Metis had been standing beside Zeus, but now she drew from her belt the dagger she had acquired
earlier and started to join | apetos and Prometheus before the door. Zeus grabbed her hand and held her
back.

"Dont," hesaid quietly. "You'll only get yoursdlf hurt. Y ou can't stop dl of this."

Shetried to argue with him, but instead of listening he crossed the room to stand just behind lapetos. He
had to touch the Titan'sarm to get his attention.

"Please put down your sword, lapetos, before anyone elseishurt. I've let this go on too long aready.
There are too many of them. Open the door. I'd rather take my chances and try to escape them by
mysdf than-"

The Titan's enormous arm swept out and struck the boy across the chest, sending him sprawling
backwards toward Metis. "Sit down,” he commanded. "I'm making the decisons here.”

A second blow shook the door, the bolt shattered, and then the intruders threw themselves against the
barrier and forced it inward with their weight. lapetos sprang forward, swinging his sword at the hands
that gripped the door's edge. Severed fingers sprayed the room. Now | apetos positioned himself so that
he could strike through the narrow opening. Again and again his sword fell. Outsde the wounded deities
retrested, screaming in pain, but othersimmediately took their places. The door swung inexorably
inward.

At lagt it stood open. lapetos charged into the mob with Prometheus just behind him. Chopping and
hacking as they advanced, they pushed the crowd back. Swords bit into shoulders and chests. All about
them enemies dipped shrieking to the floor, honey-thick, trand ucent ichor streaming from ghastly
wounds. But soon other gods appeared, using chairs and tables from the atrium to shield themselves.



They surged into the room, until 1gpetos and Prometheus found themsel ves wallowing impotently in asea
of divinity, unableto move or strike.

Someone ripped the sword from Iapetoss hands. Someone tripped him and someone el se struck him
heavily on the head with a piece of wood. He went down to one knee. Prometheus was nearby, smilarly
beset. Asthe father watched, a knife plunged into the son's neck from behind. Then asecond blow
struck Iapetos, and athird. The Titan dipped to the floor, unconscious.

Metis and Themis struggled to keep the mob from Zeus, but were pushed aside. A half-dozen gods
dragged Zeus back to the larger room.

"Hereésarope,” someonecried. "Tiehim up.”

"Why bother? Punish him here.”

"Wait!" Heios shouted loudly. He had | et the others do most of the fighting for him, but came forward
now. "We must punish him properly, in amanner suited to his crimes. Tie him tightly-so tightly that he
can't escape by changing his shape. Then well decide on the most suitable pendty.”

"Beat him." someone cried.

"Hay him," another suggested.

"Cut off hisheed!"

"Itisn't his head that needsto be cut off," someone else observed.

"Cut off everything!"

By now Metis had emerged from the rear room. She pushed and shoved her way through the crowd,
until at last she stood beside her husband.

"Stop!" she cried, tears streaming down her face. ™Y ou don't know what you're doing. Stop this
immediately!"

Themis had followed her and began to plead with the godswho held Zeus.

"Quiet!" Helioscried loudly. "We must have quiet.” Sowly the room grew slent, waiting for him to spesk
agan.

"We must make an example of this scoundrel, so that no one else ever daresto commit such crimeson
Mount Othrys. We must-"

"Areyou mad?" another voice cried-shrill and commanding. It came from the doorway leading to the
atrium, and the assemblage turned to ook in that direction. In the doorway stood the Titaness Rhea,
outrage clearly evident on her face. The tumult within the palace had caught her attention as shewas
returning home, and she had followed the noisesto investigate. Slowly she advanced into the room, eyes
blazing.

"Have you taken leave of your senses? How dare you lay your hands upon this boy-upon the son of



Kronos?'

A gasp went through the assemblage. They backed away from her as she came forward, opening a path
to Zeus.

"The son of Kronos?' someone cried. ™Y ou must be mistaken, Lady Rhea. Thisisthe son of
Amatheia-some fatherlesswhel p from the broad earth."”

"It isyou who are mistaken! Thisboy isas much afull-blooded Titan asany of you. Heismy son and
Kronoss- and destined to be your king. Y ou fools! Free him this instant-then bow before your future
king and beg hisforgiveness!”

Pdlas and Perses were standing on elther sde of the tightly bound youth, holding him. AsHelios
waiched, their handsfell away.

"Untie him immediately,” Rheacommanded.
Pallas and Perses hesitated, then began to fumble with the knots that held the boy.

Helios glanced through the crowd a Menaitios, who stood off to one Side, grinning and quietly enjoying
everything that was happening. Metisfollowed Helios's gaze and saw the younger god make asmall
gestureinreply, asif to say, "Go on-don't worry about that!" The gesture told her what she should have
suspected before, that Menoitios and Helios were united in working againgt Zeus and that Menoitios
must have been instrumental in bringing about these disastrous events.

"No," Hdios cried, moving to stand between Rhea and her son. "Lady Rheamust not know the
magnitude of the crimesthis god has committed. If al his other crimes were not enough, thisvery night he
has wed two goddesses, flouting al propriety and law. Are weto tolerate such behavior?'

"Whatever he hasdone,” Rheasaid, "so beit. Degtiny isafoot tonight! Don't you understand? Thisisno
ordinary god. Y our laws do not gpply to such adeity. Do you think you can bind the mammoth with the
same twine that holds the hare? Listen to me, al you foolish gods. Thisismy son, who will oneday rule
the world-touch him at your own peril!"

Some of the gods were visibly cowed by her speech, but not Helios. "If thisisthe son of Kronos," he
said, addressing the crowd, "do we want such aruler? Weve dready had ataste of him. Ishe what we
want in aking? Will we give up our wives and daughters and lovers-to aking who won't be bound by the
same laws we must obey?'

The crowd began to mutter. "He'sright,” someone caled out. "l won't have such aking!™

"Weknow his crimes-don't et him escape hisjust punishment,” Helios cried.

"But who will hold the sword? Which of uswill dare administer the punishment-and be held responsible?!
someone el se asked.

"All of us," Helios said. "Drag him to the sheer northern dliffsand let him drop. The rockswill rip himinto
athousand pieces before he crashes to the earth below."”

"Yestothediffd"



"Youredl mad," Rheacried. "If you touch him again-"

But it wastoo late. The mob surrounded Zeus and lifted him up. Metis rushed to hisside, drawing her
knife to defend him, but she was quickly disarmed. They carried him across the room toward the atrium.

Thirty

Asthey carried Zeus away, Metistried again to rush to him. One of the gods pushed her roughly aside,
and she dipped to the floor. For afew moments she lay there, crying, then dowly roseto her feet and
looked about the devastated chamber. Everything had been overturned and cast about. Food and
broken furniture lay scattered al around. The goddesses who had served as witnesses at Themiss
wedding were nowhere in sight; probably they had fled at their first opportunity, 1apetos had recovered
consciousness by now and was cradling Prometheus in his arms, attempting to staunch the flow of ichor
from the wide wound his son had received in the back of his neck.

Metiswent to them and assisted the Titan in knotting a crude bandage.
"I must take him home and tend to him properly,” lapetos said. "Tonight will be answered for tomorrow."

Prometheus stirred, opening his eyes and looking up a Metis. "Whatever happens, you are il his
wife-aslong as you wish to be," he managed to say, then lapsed back into unconsciousness.

lapetoslifted hisson in hisarms and carried him out of the chamber. Now Metisfound hersaf completely
aone.

What could she do? On al Mount Othryswas there anyone she could call onto help Zeus? It might be
possible to convince the other members of the Council to take action-but could they possibly act in time?
The sad truth was that the boy had very few friendsin all theworld. Aside from the goddesses he had so
successfully romanced, therewas only . . . Then she remembered. If they had not traveled too far since
she had seen them earlier today, Zeuss ddiverance lay dmost a hand, in the foothills below Mount
Othrys.

Metiss lips spread into a triumphant grin as she rushed out into the atrium and then down the broad steps
that led from the Palace of Themis. The savage Kouretes, the roya bodyguard of the future King of the
Godd They would give pause to Helios and hisrabble-if she could find and bring them back in time,

The moon had risen, nearly full and quite bright, and she gave thanks for the assistance it promised. By
the time she reached the path outside she had aready grown wings. A moment later she was airborne,
skimming above the great groves and forests of the mountaintop as she headed toward the cliffsfrom
which she had seen Amaltheia and the K ouretes that afternoon.

Luck was on her side. She had barely reached the cliffs and begun her descent toward the many valleys
bel ow when she spotted what could only be anumber of campfires. They were clumped close together in
what looked like awide clearing near the base of the mountain, and she altered her course and glided
down toward them.

Arching her wings a the last moment to dow her rapid descent, she landed near the middle of their
encampment. At her sudden intrusion, a hundred shaven-headed warriors sprang up around her,
brandishing their spears. Fearless eyes blazed a her from ferocious, chalk-streaked faces.



Metis drew back astep to avoid being pierced by a spear thrust. Before she could speak another figure
appeared-agoat of divine proportion. The creature came directly toward her, bleating in an amost
inquistive manner.

"l am Mis, daughter of the Titan Okeanos," she announced, addressng Amdtheia. "I come from Mount
Othrysto tdl you that Zeusisthere-and in terrible danger. Soon many gods will drag him to the edge of
the mountaintop and throw him over the sde, so that as he falls helll be ripped apart on the jagged rocks.
He needs your help now more man ever."

Amdtheiableated again, ingstently. When Metis only stared at her, one of the warriors stepped
forward-an enormous god, tall and powerfully muscled. He spoke gruffly, though there seemed to be no
antagonism toward Metisin histone.

"Lady Amdtheiaasksthat you show uswhich of the many peaks you mean." He spoke dowly, asthough
gpeech were not afamiliar task for him.

Metis turned and pointed, then answered the warrior's questions until he was satisfied that he knew
exactly where she meant.

"But were wasting time," she continued. "'I'll lead you there. We must hurry. Please come quickly.”

Amdthelas ears were up-perked as she listened to everything the Okeanid said. Now she barked an
order, and ingtantly all around them naked warriors scurried to gather and pack their supplies.

"No," Metissad. "I'm afraid you don't understand. Thereésno timefor al of that. Y ou must grow wings
immediately and follow me, or it'll betoo late.”

Amdtheiastared at her for along moment, then dowly shook her shaggy head. Thewarrior looked sad.
“Neither we nor Lady Amatheiaare capable of doing what you wish."

"You cant fly?' Metis demanded increduloudly. Many of the lesser gods and goddesses were unable to
form wings or accomplish any sort of metamorphos's, but she had not considered that possibility. " Then
there's no hope." She fought back tears of frustration. "I must go back. | must find someway to help
him."

"Wewill follow you," thewarrior said. "We can scale the mountain. All the Kouretes are grest climbers.”

"If you like" Metis said quietly, "but it'll make no difference. Y ou can't possibly reach the summitintime.
Theway isfar too steep on this side and it would take the better part of aday to go by adifferent route.”

"We haveropes,” thewarrior said.
The Okeanid continued to shake her head. "Y ou'll haveto travel far to the west before you find away
that's passable. | must go now. Come when you can.” Her voice grew suddenly hard. ™Y ou can help me

punish them!"

Sheleft them, flying faster than she had ever flown before.



Meanwhile, Themis and Rhea had followed the torchlit procession of outraged deities. Pleading and
weeping, they ran dong beside Zeus, who was trussed from head to foot with tight ropes and carried
horizontally on the shoulders of a half-dozen gods. Again and again they tried to pull him free, but each
time were roughly pushed away.

The mob had proceeded only a short distance when Zeus's captors began to hear noises from
nearby-loud shouts and gruff laughter. Asthey rounded athick grove of cypresstreesthey met asecond
procession, nearly aslarge astheir own. At its head, tightly bound from head to foot and lying supine
upon the shoulders of the gods who bore him, rode adivine figure of imposing ugliness, with the ears,
horns and legs of agoat. The two groups hated, eyeing each other curioudy.

"Makeway," the leader of the second group called out. "Weve captured a dangerous crimina and are
on our way to punish him."

"Oh?' Heliosreplied, saring at their unlikely captive, who was clearly visblein the combined light of the
moon and the bright torches that surrounded him. "And who isyour grest crimina?"

"Anintruder,”" the other leader replied, "avillain and ascoundrd. In asingle evening he's committed more
outrages than any of us can recall since the Titans came to Mount Othrys. Now move aside and let us

[Pass.

Helios shook his head. "We have an even grester crimina, whose outrages certainly outnumber those of
your misshapen god, if only because he's been among us longer and so had more opportunities for
mischief. Y ou step aside, and let us get on our way. The upstart Zeus has enjoyed the hospitality of the
Titansfar too long dready.”

"Zeus?' asurprised voice cried from within the second group. "Isthat who you have? Let ushelp punish
him."

"Where are you taking him?' the leader asked.

"To the northern cliffswhere he can fall dl the way to the earth below. Thisgod came to Mount Othrys
by himsdlf, but we're going to asst his departure. We're going to push him over the edge and let him
dide and bounce hisway to the bottom."

The leader of the second group turned toward hisfollowers. "That's a good idea-much better than
burying thisfreak of agod with rocksin the greet pit. Let's take him there too, and treat him to the same
Speedy departure. After alesson likethat, it'll be along time before either of them troubles us again.
There's plenty of room aong those cliffs, more than enough for dl of us. Clear the path. Let our friends
pass by and lead the way. This should be most interesting!”

Hédios grinned, then signaed the gods- nearest him to hoist up Zeus again and continue their march. The
second group waited for them to pass, then fdll into line behind them.

As sheflew back up the mountainside, Metis strove to find some way she could aid Zeus. Shewas
heartened to discover the northern cliffs still deserted and sped on past them, having decided to plead
Zeuss cause before Hyperion and the other members of the Council. As she flew she spotted the torches
of the mob in the distance; she was pleased to see that they were progressing very dowly, but dismayed
to find that the rowdy group had nearly doubled in size.



In no mood to stand on ceremony, she siwooped down and aighted upon a high balcony of the Palace of
Hyperion. She knew where the Titan's persona quarters were and went directly there. Shefound
Hyperion in bed and shook him awake.

The Titan ligtened tolerantly as she launched into her frantic explanation. "Please, my lord,” she
concluded, "come quickly. Y ou can prevent your son from making aterrible mistake. Hell listen to you.”

The Titan shook his head. "Helios may indeed be in the wrong. He often actsin aheadstrong manner.
Such things should indeed be brought before the Council and not acted on by individuas, but he and
virtualy every other god on Mount Othrys has had more than adequate provocation. | can't say | blame
my son or anyone else-except this upstart Zeus. No, Metis, | won't help you. The boy's only receiving
what he'samply earned.”

Stifling asob, Metis|eft the room and returned to the balcony. Where could she look for help now?
Hyperion was the only Titan who might have dissuaded the mob, she decided. They had paid no
attention to lapetos, or Rhea, or Themis, and certainly would be equally unmoved by anything Crios or
Koios might say. If only Zeus had more friends on Mount Othrys. . .

Another ideasiruck her-wild and improbable. But any possibility was better than smply giving up. Zeus
did have friends here, many friends-al femae. If she could gather enough of those goddesses and get
them to the cliffs before it was too late, they might be able to save him. After al, those goddesses were
the daughters, wives, and mothers of the very gods who were intent upon casting Zeus from the

mountaintop. And if feminine pleasfailed, they might even be able to wrest the youth free by superior
numbers.

Sheflew directly to the Palace of Atlas, entered and made her way toward the apartments shared by the
Pleiades. If she could convince al seven of Atlass daughtersto help her, she thought, she could then
send each of them off to spread the word and recruit other godesses to hasten to Zeuss aid.

Within afew minutes she had them gathered together and once again launched into her recita. Before she
could finish, the beautiful maidens-down evento little Maia, the youngest-began rushing about excitedly,
dressing and preparing to venture out.

"We mustn't forget our mother," Alkyone pointed out. "She's asfond of Zeusaswe are.”

The maiden rushed out, returning aminute later with the hagtily dressed Pleione. The older goddess
wiped deep from her eyesand smiled at Metis.

"What'sthisdl about?' she asked. "Is Zeusredly in trouble? Just alittle while ago the Muses told me that
you and he were married tonight. Isthat true?'

Utter sllence fdll upon the room. Each of the Pleiadesturned and stared at Metis.
"Y-yes, it'strue. The story'slong and complicated, but-"

"He'smarried?" Asterope demanded. "Y ou're his wife?"

"Yes" Metissad. "l redly don't have timeto explain right now."

Merope was seated in achair and had been in the process of tying on her sandds. "Well, isn't that



sweet?' she cried, and instead threw the sandal across the room a Metis. "The no-good trifler! Instead
of the cliffs, they ought to drop him off the edge of theworld. And if you want to jump after him, | won't
complain!”

The sandal missed Metisby half aninch. "l don't understand,” she said. Frowning, glaring faces
surrounded her. "1 thought you were hisfriends.”

"| think you'd better go now," their mother said quietly.

Stunned by their unexpected reproach, Metis fled from the paace. If the Pleiades responded in such a
way to her pleasfor help, could she hope for any greater success with the other goddesses of Mount
Othrys? The question was moot now, anyway; she could spare no moretime. If Zeuswere to be saved,
shewould haveto do it hersalf, somehow. Shetook to the air again and flew rapidly toward the cliffs.

While Metis had pursued her futile attempt to find dlies among the Titans, the unruly caravan had wound
itsway dowly through the hills and forests of the mountaintop. Twice Helios had lost hisway on the
narrow, seldom traveled trails and been forced to backtrack, with much attendant grumbling and many
catcalls, so that Metis reached the wide clearing near the cliffsamogt at the same time the procession
did. The godswho had been carrying Zeus dumped him unceremoniously upon the ground, and those
who transported Pan followed their example a short distance away.

Metisrushed to Zeus and knelt beside him, seeking to assure herself that he had not been brutalized
during the journey. As soon as she could make her way through the crowd, Themis joined them, knedling
on the other side. The distraught goddesses kissed and caressed the handsome boy, and wept over him.
Within moments, though, Metis regained control of hersaf and began to dip her hands benegth his body,
her strong, nimble fingers searching for the knotsthat held him. Themis soon redized what she was
attempting and tried to ass <.

Rhea had found Helios and again began to harangue him. When he could stand no more, he had two
gods gently but firmly remove her to the far side of the clearing.

"Y ou gods over there," he caled, "gather kindling and build agrest bonfire for us. Some of our torches
are aready about to burn out, and otherswill soon follow."

"Why?' someone demanded. "L et's toss them over and be done with it.”

During thelong journey, Helios had had time to think, and his thoughts had |eft him decidedly
uncomfortable. He detested the Council of Titans and was happy for any opportunity to flout it; but what
they were doing tonight was a good bit more serious than dropping snide comments or even picking
fightswith the sons of Council members. Even ignoring Zeuss supposed destiny to become the new King
of the Gods-and he was sure the other Titanswould view that in the same dim light he did-the boy was
the son of Rhea, a Titaness everyone revered. Without doubt there would be a great dedl said about this
affair tomorrow, and for many days and weeks to come.

The more he considered, the more convinced he became that he must do something to lessen hisown
too-public culpability; at the sametime, he had aready committed himself so fully that he could not back
away now without exposing himsdf to charges of cowardice.

It was one thing to ignore the authority of the Council; after al, nearly everyone agreed that it wasa
hopelesdy flawed ingtitution, mired inindecison. To act swiftly, to administer decisive justice, would be



admirable in the eyes of most of the gods, and might even advance Helioss genera scheme of
discrediting the Council. But to ignore the laws and traditions of the Titanswas avery different matter,
and avery dangerous one. He might well find himsdlf in astuation from which even hisinfluentid father
could not extricate him. He had to be able to argue the justice of his actions tonight, and the only way he
could do that convincingly wasto provide Zeus and this outlandish other god with atria of some
sort-however swift or biased.

"Quiet!!" Heliosydled out above the voices of the gods who had gathered around him. "Do you wish to
be branded hot headed villains tomorrow? We must give these rogues afair trid-and then throw them to
the rocks below."

Another roar of disgpprova met him, and for amoment he thought the mob might push him over the
cliff's edge before turning on Zeus and Pan. He kept talking, raisng hisvoice higher and higher to be
heard, and soon the other gods began to listen and findly to see the wisdom of his suggestion.

While this was happening, Menoitios stood near Zeus. Becoming suspicious of Metisand Themis, he
walked nearer. "What are you doing?" he demanded. Then he cried, "Come help me. They'retrying to
freehim."

Four godsjoined him and pulled the goddesses away, taking them to the other side of the clearing. They
stood together there, finding an unexpected comfort in each other's company. Rheawas near them,
vigoroudy scolding the gods who restrained her.

The bonfire was soon blazing, and Helios set the firgt trial in motion. Witness after witness came forward
to accuse the shaggy god and related his outrageous conduct in pursuit of the goddesses of Mount
Othrys. When the last witness had finished, Helios had Pan brought near the fire and asked him to
answer the charges. The god was il tightly bound and stood stiffly upright as he looked acrossthe sea
of angry facesthat surrounded him. At last, unable to find anything to say, he shrugged and grinned
foolishly. They carried him back and threw him down again near the edge of the cliff.

"What do you say, gods of Mount Othrys?' Helios demanded. "Is this god guilty or innocent? Does he
deserve the punishment for which we've brought him here?!

"Guilty!" thethrong cried. "Punish him!"

Now it was Zeussturn. God after god stepped forward into the light of the bonfire to cataog the
shameless misconduct of the deity; the recitas were lengthy and emotiond, since most had numerous
incidents with which to illustrate the righteousness of their wrath. Outraged husbands and fathers followed
outraged brothers and cast-off lovers. Whole families had been seduced and defiled. Asthe magnitude of
the youth's transgressions became clear, the anger of the mob grew, and Helios had difficulty keeping
them from fdling upon him immediatdly.

"Have you anything to say for yoursdf?' Helios asked Zeus when the last witness had finished. He
addressed the youth where he lay, not daring to have him brought within easy reach of the gods milling
about thefire.

"Nothing | say will change your minds," he answered. "Therefore | will say nothing."

"Then we have only to make our decisions. What do you say, gods of-"



"I will speak!" Metis cried, worming her way through the crowd. A cry of dissatisfaction greeted her, but
she came forward bravely and immediately launched into a pleafor mercy based upon Zeuss youth and
inexperience. Even as she spoke, she knew her arguments were completely inadequate. Were he some
other god, she would have been every bit as shocked and outraged by his conduct asthey were. But she
was hopelesdy in love with him, and so she tried to make them see Zeus as she saw him, tried to make
them understand that they werelooking at only one unfortunate aspect of avery specid god, who would
intime outgrow his youthful excesses.

The crowd hooted her down, and at last she desisted and returned to her place near the edge of the
clearing. Themis and Rhea wanted to speak too, but the crowd refused to listen.

"Gods of Mount Othrys," Hdlios cdled out, "what isyour decision? How shal we answer this scourge
that has fallen upon us? Isthe god called Zeus guilty of these crimes? Shall he be punished?!

Theroar of affirmation was deafening.

Helios gestured toward the captives."Lift them up,” he commanded. " Stand them at the very brink, that
they may look down a what awaits them.”

Gods hastened to accomplish the task. Metis came forward again, insnuating her way through the
crowd. She had no ideawhat she would do, but was determined to do something.

Now Zeus stood with histoes at the very edge of the precipice. Blow him lay an dmost vertical wall of
rock, dropping away nearly six thousand feet to the earth below. Much of its surface was concedled in
deep shadows, but the area he could see was sufficiently terrifying. Jagged points of rock protruded at
irregular intervals from the otherwise sheer surface.

"Prepare to push them over," Helios commanded.

"No!" Metis cried, pulling free of the crowd and rushing toward Zeus. Menoitios was standing nearby,
and he leaped forward to intercept the Okeanid. He threw hisarms around her and pulled her away,
laughing in her ear.

"Do you remember how Zeus made himsdf look like me, so that Kronoswould think | was his enemy?
Thisishisreward. Do you remember what you did to my pet? The saber-tooth, the one you madefall to
itsdeath? Thisis your reward, too!"

"Ready?' Helios cdlled, raising his voice so that he could be heard over the tumult.

Before the gods who held Zeus and Pan could answer, another voice cried out-from the periphery of the
crowd. It wasacry of pain, and as Metis looked toward the sound she saw gods scattering in every
direction. There was another sound-was it bellowing? Gods were screaming now and trampling each
other in their effort to get out of the way. Through the crowd came alarge, dark figure with two long,
spiraling hornsthat flashed white in the moonlight. A god shrieked as one of the hornsimpaed him, and
then he was tossed over the beast's head, toward the edge of the cliff.

The figure paused near the middle of the clearing and Metis could seeit clearly-it was Amatheia, the goat
goddess. But how could she have reached the mountaintop so quickly, without being ableto fly? 1t was
impossible, and yet here shewas.



Now Amatheia saw Zeus and Pan, and with another cry, which Metisinterpreted as a sort of enraged
bleat, she charged the gods who held them. They, too, fled, joining those who had regrouped a short
distance away. Menoitios released Metis and she rushed toward Zeus. Amaltheia spun toward her, asif
about to attack; but the goat goddess recogni zed the Okeanid and instead turned her attention back
toward the cursing, shouting gods now moving to surround her.

Zeuswas S0 thoroughly trussed that he could not walk by himsdlf. Metis edged him away from the
precipice. At hisingstence she did the samefor Pan; then she returned to Zeus and began frantically to
try to untie him. There were many knots, dl soundly tied, and her fingers soon ached from the effort.

Wegpons flashed in the crowd, and gods stepped forward with spears, jabbing or throwing them at
Amaltheia. The goat goddess seemed obliviousto their attacks. Again and again she charged at those
who dared step into the clearing. The spears struck harmlesdy againgt her impenetrable pelt and fell

avay.

By now Helios had recovered from his surprise. "Arewe going to let this creature defeat us?' he
demanded of those nearest him. "It'sonly abig goat. If we act together, we can grab it by the horns and
render it harmless. Then we can throw it over the edge.”

No one seemed anxious to undertake such amission. At last he saw Pdlas and Perses and went to them.
He explained what he needed them to do, and the three stepped into the clearing and cautioudy
approached the gigantic creature. They spread out around her, and when she turned to attack Pellas,
Heliosleaped to her side and took hold of her horns.

Hewas very strong, among the largest and most powerful of the Titans, and when he yanked backward
the goat goddess's front legs came free of the ground. He lifted her until she stood on only her rear legs,
then started to walk her toward the edge of the precipice.

"Hal" the Titan shouted. "Thisis how it'sdone, my friends. Here's another for the cliff tonigh-!"

He grunted. Hiswide grin froze on hisface, then dissolved into alook of incredulity. His hands dipped
from the goddess's horns, releasing her, and moved instead to grip the thick shaft that protruded from his
sde. Heturned to look in the direction from which the spear must have come-saw aferocious, naked,
shaven-headed warrior running toward him out of the forest-and fell forward on hisface.

Pallas and Perses drew their swords and started toward Helios's attacker, who was already recovering
his spear from the fallen Titan; but now a second savage appeared, his chak-streaked body gleaming in
the light of the bonfire. As he advanced he beat his spear againgt his shield in an unnerving staccato.

Pdllas went down with a spear through his chest, and Perses backed away o rapidly that he ssumbled
andfell.

"Who are these gods?' Menoitios asked, looking helplesdy around him. "Why are they here?"
Someone pointed, and Menoitios saw athird savage advancing, then afourth and fifth. The sound of
spears beating againg shields had become very loud, and now he redlized that its volume foretold ill
more warriors making their way through the dark forest that grew near the dliff.

Menoitioslooked at Zeus. Metis had amost finished untying him. He waited until no onewasina
position to interfere, then darted toward them across the clearing. Metis looked up as he was d most



upon them.
"You aren't going to spite melike thid" he shouted.

She pushed Zeus aside just as Menaitioss outstretched hands were about to thrust him over the edge of
the precipice. Somehow Menoaitios caught himsdlf at the last moment, avoiding the fall he had intended
for Zeus. He swung quickly around toward them again, hisface burning with indignant anger.

Metis stepped toward him. "Oh, yes, | am," she said pleasantly, giving him her sweetest smile. Placing
both hands firmly on his chest, she pushed. Hisarmsflailed franticaly in ahopeless attempt to catch his
balance, and then he tumbled over backwards. His screams ended abruptly when he hit the first rocky
projection.

A score of savage warriors had positioned themselves between Zeus and his enemies, and now those
warriors began their irresigtible advance, beating dowly upon their shields. The gods of Mount Othrys
had ralied near one side of the clearing, and with loud, angry shouts they ran toward their adversaries,
throwing their spears and clubs and widlding their swords. Their missilesfdl harmlesdy againgt the
shields. One after another they met the glistening bronze spear points of the Kouretes and dipped
ghrieking to the rocky ground, until those who remained turned and fled back through the forest toward
the safety of their homes.

By now Metis had finished untying Zeus, and Themis cameto stand on the other Sde of him. Rhea
rushed to her son, kissing and hugging him. Amaltheia soon joined them, rubbing her head against the
youth'sleg and gratefully recaiving his affectionate caresses.

"I don't understand,” Metis said. "Nether Amatheianor the Kouretes can fly. It would take a very long
timeto scde Mount Othrys and they only learned of your plight alittle while ago, just after you were
taken from the Palace of Themis. How could they possibly get here so quickly?!

Zeuslaughed. "Y ou forget that Amalthelais a goat-adivine one, but till agoat. Climbing is second
nature to her. The side of the mountain isvery steep here, but probably not so bad farther down-for a

goat.
"But what about the K ouretes?”
"I'll find out." He left them and went to speak with one of the warriors, returning aminute later.

"They had ropes with them and tied some together, with many knots for handholds to make climbing
easer. Amadtheiacarried one end up asfar asit would reach and secured it to arock. When the
Kouretes al ascended to that point, she carried the rope up again, so that they went straight up the
mountainsde, reaching thetop quiterapidly.”

"Wemust go soon,” Rheatold them. "The gods may return in force.”

Zeuswas again sanding near the edge of the cliff, with an arm around each of hiswives. Metis glanced
across a her rival, who was clinging to him and resting her cheek againgt his shoulder. A twinge of
jealousy made the Okeanid gtiffen beneeth his affectionate caress.

Just then a shout caused them to look toward the bonfire. The Kouretes had formed acircle about it and
were beginning a savage dance.



Zeus grinned boyishly. "It must be their battle dance-or victory dance, I'm not surewhich. | used to hide
nearby and watch them when | wasachild." Hefel slent for some moments, still watching the warriors,
hismind far away. Do you know whét I've aways wanted to do?"

Metisand Themislooked up at him, but he left the question unanswered. Instead he dipped hisarms
from about the beautiful goddesses and went toward the bonfire. Pan had been freed by now, and as
they watched he, too, crept forward. Soon the two youths were lesping and prancing with boyish
abandon among the savage warriors.

Metis smiled despite herself, then sighed and shook her head. Shelooked at Themis, then back at her
new husband.

Oh, wdll, she thought philosophicaly; if nothing e se, at least from now on lifewasgoing to be ... unusudl.



