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PAGAN PASSIONS

Adult Science Fiction,

with the supernatural making complete sense.

The Gods and Goddesses of Ancient Greece and Rome had returned to Earth—with all their
awesome powers intact, and Earth was transformed almost overnight. War on any scale was
outlawed, along with boom-and-bust economic cycles, and prudery—no change was more
gartling than the face of New York, where, for instance, the Empire State Building became the
Tower of Zeus!


http://www.pgdp.net

In this totally altered world, William Forrester was an acolyte of Athena, Goddess of Wisdom,
and therefore a teacher, in this case of a totally altered hisory—and Maya Wilson, girl
sudent, evidently had a totally altered way of grading in mind—but what else would a
wor shipper of Venus, Goddess of L ove, have in mind?

Thiswasjug the first of the many Trials of Forrester, every bit as mighty and perilous as the
Labors of Hercules. In love with Gerda Symes, like him a devotee of Athena, like him a
frequenter of the great Temple of Pallas Athena (formerly known as the 42nd Street
Library)—dedicated, in short, to the pleasures of the mind—Forrester was under the soft,
compelling pressure of soft, compelling devotees of Venus, Bacchus and the like, and in need
of all the strength that he and his Goddess, the beautiful and intellectual Athena, could muster
to save him from the endless temptations of this new Earth.

And into this sensuous dtrife strode Temple Myrmidons—r digious cops sworn to obey orders
without question or hesitation—with a pickup order for William Forrester.

Where he was taken, what happened to him, the truly fantastic discoveries he made about
himsdf and the Gods and Goddesses—here are the ingredients that make up this science
fiction novel of suspense, intrigue, mystery and danger. For science fiction it is, with the
supernatural making complete sense, and fun too, despite the Svord of Damacles hanging by a
thread over Forrester's head!

by Randall Garrett and
Larry M. Harris
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CHAPTER ONE

Thegirl came toward him across the slent room. She was young. She was beautiful. Her red har curled
like aflame round her eager, heart-shaped face. Her ams reached for him. Her hands touched him. Her
eyes were dive with the light of pure love. | am yours, the eyes kept saying. Do with me as you will.

Forrester watched the eyes with akind of fascination.

Now the girl's mouth opened, the lips parted dightly, and her husky voice murmured softly: "Take me.
Tekeme"

Forrester blinked and stepped back.
"My God," he said. "Thisisridiculous”

Thegirl pressed hersdf againgt him. The sensation was, Forrester thought with a kind of awe, undeniably
pleasant. He tried to remember the girl's name, and couldn't. She wriggled dightly and her arms went up
around him. Her hands clasped at the back of his neck and her mouth moved, close to his ear.

"Please" she whispered. "l want you...."

Forrester fdt his head svimming. He opened his mouth but nothing whatever came out. He shut his
mouth and tried to think what to do with his hands.[6] They were hanging fodlishly at his sdes. The girl
came even closer, something Forrester would have thought impossible.

Time stopped. Forrester svam in apink haze of sensations. Only one small corner of his brain refused to
lose itdf in the magnificence of the moment. In that corner, Forrester fdt feverishly uncomfortable. He
tried again to remember the girl's name, and faled again. Of course, there was redly no reason why he
should have known the name. It was, &fter dl, only the firgt day of class.

"Please’” he sad vdiantly. "Miss—"

He stopped.



"I'm Maya Wilson," thegirl said in his ear. "I'min your class, Mr. Forrester. Introductory World Higtory."
She bit his ear gently. Forrester jumped.

None of the textbooks of propriety he had ever seen seemed to cover the Stuation he found himsdf in.
What did one do when assaulted (pleasantly, to be sure, but assault was assault) by a lovdy gl who
happened to be one of your freshman students? She had cdled hm Mr. Forrester. That was right and
proper, even if it was alittle glly. But what should he cal her? Miss Wilson?

That didn't sound right &t all. But, for other reasons, Maya sounded even worse.

Thegirl sad: "Please,” and added to the force of the word with another little wriggle againgt Forrester. It
solved his problems. There was now only one thing to do, and he did it.

He broke away, found himsdf on the other Sde of his desk, looking across a an eager, wet-lipped
freshman student.

"Wdl," he said. There was alone little bead of swest trickling down his forehead, across his frontd ridge
and down one cheek. He ignored it bravely, trying to think what to do next. "Wel," he repeated & lag, in
what he hoped was a gentle and fatherly tone. "Wdl, wdl, wdl,[7] well, wdl." It didn't seem to have any
effect. Perhaps, he thought, an attempt to put things back on the teacher-student level might have better
results. "You wanted me to see you?' he sad in a grave, scholarly tone. Then, gulping briefly, he
amended it in a voice that had suddenly grown an octave: "Y ou wanted to see me? | mean, you—"

"Oh," Maya Wilson said. "Oh, my goodness, yes, Mr. Forrester!™

She made a sudden sensuous motion that looked to Forrester as if she had suddenly abolished bones.
But it wasn't unpleasant. Far from it. Quite the contrary.

Forrester licked hislips, which were suddenly very dry. "Wdl," he said. "What about, Miss—uh—Miss
Wilson?'

"Please cdl me Maya, Mr. Forrester. And Il cal you—" There was a second of hegtation. "Mr.
Forrester,” Maya said plaintivey, "what is your firg name?"

"Hrd name?' Forrester tried to think of hisfirg name. ™Y ou want to know my firs name?"

"Wdl," Maya sad, "l want to cal you something. Because after dl—" She looked as if she were going to
legp over the desk.

"You may cdl me" Forrester said, grasping & his sanity, "Mr. Forrester.”

Maya sdled around the desk quietly. "Mr. Forrester,” she said, reaching for him, "I wanted to talk to you
about the Introductory World History course.”

Forrester shivered as if someone had thrown cold water on hisrisng aspirations.



"Oh" he said.

"That'sright,” Maya whispered. Her mouth was close to his ear again. Other parts of her were close to
other parts of him once more. Forrester found it difficult to concentrate.

"I've got to pass the course, Mr. Forrester,” Maya whispered. "I've just got to."[g]

Somehow, Forrester retained just enough control of his faculties to remember the standard answer to
protestations like that one. "Widl, I'm sure you will," he said in what he hoped was a cam, hearty, hopeful
voice. He was reasonably sure it wasn't any of those, and even surer that it wasn't dl three. "You seem
like a—like afarly intdligent young lady," he finished lamedly.

"Oh, no," she said. "I'm sure | won't be able to remember dl those old-fashioned dates and things
Never. Never." Suddenly she pressed hersdf wildy againg him, throwing him dightly off baance.
Locked together, the couple reded againg the desk. Forrester fdt it digging into the smdl of his back.
"Il do anything to pass the course, Mr. Forrester!" she vowed. "Anything!"

The inggent pressure of the desk top robbed the moment of some of its naturd splendor. Forrester
disengaged himsdf gently and did alittle out of the way. "Now, now," he said, moving rgpidly across the
room toward a blank wall. "This sort of thing isn't usudly done, Maya. | mean, Miss Wilson. | mean—"

"But_"

"People just don't do such things" Forrester said sternly. He thought of escaping through the door, but
the picture that arose immediatdy in his mind dissuaded him. He saw Maya pursuing him passionatdy
through the hdls while admiring students and faculty stared after them. "Anyhow,” he added as an
afterthought, "not at the beginning of the semester.”

"Oh," Maya said. She was advancing on him dowly. "You mean, | ought to seeif | can pass the course
onmy own firg, and then—"

"Not at dl," Forrester cut in.
Maya sniffed sadly. "Oh, you just don't understand,” she said. "Y ou're an Athenian, aren't you?'

"Athenan,” Forrester said automaticaly. It was a correction he found himsdf called upon to make ten or
twelve times a week. "An Athenian is a resident of[9] Athens, while an Athenan is a worshipper of the
Goddess Athena. We—"

"l undergtand,” Maya said. "I suppose it's like us. We don't like to be cdled Aphrodisiacs, you know.
We prefer Venerans.”

She was leaning across the desk. Forrester, though he supposed some people might be fussy about it,
could see no objection whatever to the term Aphrodisiacs. A wild thought deding with Spheres of
Influence strayed into hismind, and he suppressed it firmly.



Thegirl was a Veneran. A worshipper of Venus, Goddess of Love.
Her choice of rdigion, he thought, was unusudly appropriate.

And asfor his....

(10

CHAPTER TWO

It was hard to believe that, only an hour or so before, he had been peaceful and cadm, entirdy occupied
with his dutiesin the greet Temple of Pdlas Athena. His mind gave a sudden, panic-stricken legp and he
was back there again, ganding &t the rear of the vast room and focusing dl of his strained attention on it.

The glowing embers in the golden incense tripods were dying now, but the heavy clouds of frankincense,
dill tingled with the sweet aroma of balsam and clove, hung heavily in the quiet ar over the man dtar. In
the flickering illumingtion of the gas sconces around the wdls, the figures on the great tapestries seemed
to move with a subtle life of their own.

Even though the greet brazen gong had sounded for the last time twenty minutes before, marking the end
of the sarvice, there were dill a few worshippers in the pews, seated with heads bowed in prayer to the
Goddess. Forrester considered them carefully: average-looking people, a gorinkling of youngsters, and in
the far corner agirl who looked judt alittle like ...

Forrester peered more closdly. It wasn't just a dight resemblance; the girl redly seemed to be Gerda
Symes[11] Her long blonde har shone in the dimness. Forrester couldn't see her very dearly, but his
imaginaion was working overtime. Her magnificently curved figure, her wondeful face, her fiery
persondity were as much a part of his dreams as the bed he dept on.

If not for her brother ...

Forrester sghed and forced himsaf to return his attention to his duties. His hands remained clasped
reverently at his breast. Whatever battle went on in his mind, the remaining few people in the great room
would see nothing but what was fitting. At any rate, he told himsdf, he made rather an imposing sght in
his robes, and, with a girring of vanity which he prayed Athena to chasten, he was rather proud of it.

He was afairly tdl man, just a shade under six feet, but his dight paunch made him seem shorter than he
was. His face was round and smooth and pleasant, and tha made him look younger than he was
twenty-one indtead of twenty-seven. As befitted an acolyte of the Goddess of Wisdom, his dark, curly
har was cut rather long. When he bowed to a departing worshipper, lowering his head in graceful
acknowledgment of their deferentia nods, he fdt that he made a striking and commanding picture.



Though, of course, the worshippers weren't doing him any honor. That bow was not for him, but directed
toward the Owl, the symbol of the Goddess embroidered on the breast of the white tunic. As an acolyte,
after dl, herated just barely above alayman; he had no powers whatever.

Athena knew that, naturdly. But somehow it was a little difficult to get it through his own doubtless
too-thick skull. Hed often dreamed of power. Beng a priest or a priestess, for insance—now that
meant something. At least people paid atention to you if you were a member of the hierarchy, favored of
the Gods. But, Forrester knew, there was no chance of that any more.[12] Either you were picked before
you were twenty-one, or you weren't picked a dl, and that was dl there was to it. In spite of his looks,
Forrester was Sx years past the limit.

And s0 held become an acolyte. Sometimes he wondered how much of that had been an honest desire to
serve Athena, and how much a sop to his worldly vanity. Certainly a college history ingtructor had
enough to do, without adding the unpaid rdligious services of an acolyte to his work.

But these were thoughts unworthy of his position. They reminded him of his own childhood, when he had
dreamed of becoming one of the Lesser Gods, or even Zeus himsdf! Zeus had provided the best answver
to those dreams, Forrester knew. "Now | am aman,” Zeus had said, "and | put away childish things™

WEell, Forrester considered, it behooved him to put away childish things, too. A mere vanity, a mere love
of spectacle, was unworthy of the Goddess he served. And his costume and bearing certainly hadn't got
hmvery far with Gerda.

He tore his eyes away from her again, and sighed.
Before he could bring hismind back to Athena, there was an interruption.

Ancther white-clad acolyte moved out of the shadows to his right and came softly toward him.
"Forrester?' he whispered.

Forrester turned, recognizing young Bates, a chinless boy of perhaps twenty-two, with the wide, innocent
eyes of the born fanatic. But it didn't become a servant of Athena to think ill of her other servants,
Forrester reminded himsdlf. Brushing the possibility of a rude reply from his mind, Forrester said smply:
"Yes? What isit?'

"Therés a couple of Temple Myrmidons to see you outside,” Bates whispered. "I'll take over your post.”

Forrester responded with no more than asmple nod, asif the occurrence were one that happened every
day.[13] But it was nat only the thought of leaving Gerda that moved him. As he turned and strode to the
ardl door tha led to the side room off the main auditorium, he was thinking furioudy under his cdm
exterior.

Temple Myrmidons What could they want with him? As an acolyte, he was a least immune to arrest by
the avil police, and even the Temple Myrmidons had no right to take him into custody without a warrant
from the Pontifex himsdif.



But such a warrant was a serious affair. What had he done wrong?

He tried to think of some cause for an arrest. Blagphemy? Sacrilege? But he found nothing except his
interior thoughts. And those, he told himsdf with a blaze of anger fierce enough to surprise him, were
nobody's business but his own and Athenas. Authorities either less persond or more tempord had no
bus ness dedling with thoughts.

Beyond those, there wasn't a thing. No irreverence toward any of the Gods, in his private life, his
rdigious functions or his teaching podtion, & lesst as far as he could recal. The Gods knew that
unorthodoxy in an Introductory History course, for instance, was not only unwise but damned difficult.

Of course, he was aware of the red pogtion of the Gods. They weren't omnipotent. Their place in the
scheme of things was high, but they were certainly not equa with the One who had created the Universe
and the Gods themsdvesin the firgt place. Possibly, Forrester had dways thought, they could be equated
with the indefinite "angds' of the religions that had been popular during his grandfather's time, Sxty years
ago, before the return of the Gods. But that was an uncertain theologica notion, and Forrester was quite
ready to abandon it in the face of good argument to the contrary.

Whatever they were, the Gods were certainly the Gods of Earth now.[14]

The Omnipotent Creator had evidently I€ft it for them to run, while he went about his own myserious
business, far from the underganding or the lives of men. The Gods, omnipotent or not, ran the world and

everything in it.

And if, like Forrester, you knew that omnipotence wasn't their strong point, you just didnt mention it. It
would have been impalite to have done so—like talking about Sght to a blind man. And "impadlite' was
not the only word that covered the case. The Gods had enough power, as everyone knew, to avenge any
blagphemies againgt them. And careless mention of limitations on their power would surely be construed

as blagphemy, true or not.

Forrester had never even thought of doing such athing.
So what, he thought, did the Temple Myrmidons want with him?

He came to the anteroom and went in, seeing the two of them at once. They were big, burly chaps with
hard faces, and the pigtals that were holstered at their sides looked completdly unnecessary. Forrester
took a deep bresth and went a step forward. There he stopped, saring.

The Myrmidons were drangers to him—and now he understood why. Nether was wearing the
shoulder-patch Owl of Minerva/Athena. Both proudly sported the Thunderbolt of Zeus/Jupiter, the
All-Father himsdf.

Whatever it is, Forrester told himsdf with a sinking sensation, it's serious.

One of the Myrmidons looked him up and down in a casud, hdf-contemptuous way. "You're William
Forrester?'



"That's right," Forrester said, knowing that he looked quite cdm, and wondering, a the same time,
whether or not he would live out the next few minutes The Myrmidons of Zeus/Jupiter didn't come
around to other[15] temples on unimportant errands. "May | help you?' he went on, feding foolish.

"Let's see your ID card, please" the Myrmidon said in the same tone as before. That puzzled Forrester.
He doubted whether examination of credentiadls was a part of the routine preceding arrest—or execution,
for that matter. The usud procedure was, and probably dways had been, to act fird and gpologize later,
if a dl.

Maybe whatever held done had been so important they couldn't afford to make mistakes.

But did the Myrmidon redly think that an imposter could parade around in an acolyte's tunic in the very
Temple of Pdlas Athena without being caught by one of the Athenan Myrmidons, or some other acolyte
or priest?

Maybe athing like that could happen in one of the other Temples, Forrester thought. But here at Pdlas
Athena people took the Goddess's attribute of wisdom serioudy. What the Dionysans might do, he
reflected, was impossible to say. Or, for that matter, the Venerans.

But he produced his identity card and handed it to the Myrmidon. It was compared with a card the
Myrmidon dug out of his pouch, and the thumibprints on both cards were examined side by side.

After awhile, Forrester got his card back.
The Myrmidon said: "We—" and began to cough.

His companion came over to dgp him on the back with bone-crushing blows. Forrester watched without
changing expression.

Some seconds passed.

Then the Myrmidon choked, swalowed, straightened and said, his face purple: "All this incense. Not like
what welve got over at the All-Father's Temple. Enough to choke a man to deeth.”

Forrester murmured politely.

"Back to busness—right?' He favored Forrester with[16] a rather savage-looking amile, and Forrester
dlowed his own lips to curve gently and respectfully upward.

It didn't look asif he were going to be killed, after dl.

"Important indructions for you," the Myrmidon said. "From the Pontifex Maximus. And not to be
repeated to any morta—understand?”

Forrester nodded.



"And that means any mortd," the Myrmidon said. "Girl friend, wife—or don't you Athenans go in for that
sort of thing? Now, up at the All-Father's Temple, we—"

His companion gave him a sharp digin theribs.

"Oh," the Myrmidon said. "Sure. Wdl. Ingtructions not to be repeated. Right?'
"Right," Forrester said.

Ingtructions? From the Pontifex Maximus? Secret indructions?

Forrester's mind spun dizzily. This was no arrest. This was something very specid and unique. He tried
once more to imagine what it was going to be, and gave it up in wonder.

The Myrmidon produced another card from his pouch. There was nothing on it but the golden
Thunderbolt of the All-Father—but that was quite enough.

Forrester accepted the card dumbly.
"Youwill report to the Tower of Zeus a eighteen hundred hours exactly,” the Myrmidon said. "Got that?'

"You mean today?" Forrester said, and cursed himsdf for sounding stupid. But the Myrmidon appeared
not to have noticed.

"Today, sure" he said. "Eighteen hundred. Just present this card.”

He stepped back, obvioudy getting ready to leave. Forrester watched him for one long second, and then
burst out: "What do | do after that?'

"Jug be a good boy. Do what you're told. Ask no questions. It's better that way."[17]

Forrester thought of Sx separate replies and settled on a seventh. "All right,”" he said.

"And remember," the Myrmidon said, at the outside door, "don't mention this to anyone. Not anyone! "
The door banged shut.

Forrester found himsdf garing a the card he held. He put it away in his case, dongdde the ID card.
Then, dazed, he went on back to the acolyte's sacristy, took off his white tunic and put on his street
clothes.

What did they want with him at the Tower of Zeus? It didn't redly sound like an arrest. If it had been
that, the Myrmidons themselves would have taken him.

So what did the Pontifex Maximus want with William Forrester?



He spent some time conddering it, and then, taking a deep breeth, he forced it out of his mind. He would
know at eighteen hundred, and such were the ways of the Gods that he would not know one second
before.

So there was no point in worrying about it, he told himsdf. He dmost made himsaf believe it.

But wiping speculation out of hismind left an unwelcome and uneasy vacancy. Forrester replaced it with
thought of the morning's service in the Temple. Such devotion was probably vauable, anyhow, in a
spiritud sense. It brought him closer to the Gods....

The Gods he wanted desperately to be like.
That, he told himsdf sharply, was foolishness of the most sensdless kind.
He blinked it away.

The Goddess Athena had appeared hersdf at the service—saufficient reason for thinking of it now. The
Satuesquely beautiful Goddess with her severdy swept-back blonde hair and her deep gray eyes was the
embodiment of the wisdom and strength for which her worshippers especidly prayed. Her beauty was
amog unworldly, impossible of existence in a world which contained mortas.[18]

She reminded Forrester, ever so dightly (and, of course, in a reverent way), of Gerda Symes.

There seemed to be a great many forbidden thoughts floating around this day. Resolutely, Forrester went
back to thinking about the morning's service.

The Goddess had appeared only long enough to impart her blessng, but her cam, beautifully controlled
contrato voice had brought a sense of peace to everyone in the auditorium. To be doggedly practical,
there was no way of knowing whether the Goddess's presence was an appearance—in person, or an
"gppearance” by Divine Vison. But that redly didn't matter. The effect was dways just the same.

Forrester went on out the front portas of the Temple of Wisdom and down the long, wide steps onto
Hfth Avenue. He paid homage with a passing glance to the great Owils flanking the entrance. Symbalic of
Athena, they had replaced the stone lions which had formerly stood there.

The street was busy with hurrying crowds, enlivened here and there by Temple Myrmidons—from the
All-Father, from Bacchus, from Venus—even one from Pdlas Athena hersdf, a broad-beamed
swaggerer whom Forrester knew and didiked. The man came driding up the steps, greeted Forrester
with a bare nod, and disappeared at top speed into the Temple.

Forrester sghed and glanced south, down toward 34th Street, where the huge Tower of Zeus, a hundred
and four stories high, loomed over dl the other buildingsin the city.

At eighteen hundred he would be in that tower—for what purpose, he had no idea.

Wdl, that was in the future, and he ...



A voice sad: "wdl! Hdlo, Bill!"

Forrester turned, knowing exactly what to expect, and didiking it in advance. The biuff over-heartiness of
the voice was matched by the gross and hairy figure thet[19] confronted him. In some disarray, and
managing to look asif he needed smultaneoudy a bath, a shave, a disnfecting and a purgetive, the figure
approached Forrester with aradling walk that was too flat-footed for anything except an € ephant.

"How's the Owl-boy today?' said the voice, and the body stuck out a flabby, hary white hand.
Forrester winced. "I'm fine" he said evenly. "And how's the winebibber?'

"Good for you," the figure said. "A little wine for your Stomach's sake, as good old Bacchus dways says.
Only we make it alot, en?' He winked and nudged Forrester in the ribs.

"Sure, sure” Forrester said. He wished desperately that he could take the gross fool and tear him into
tagtefully arranged pieces. But there was dways Gerda. And since this particular idiot happened to be
her younger brother, Ed Symes, anything in the nature of violence was unthinkable.

Gerda's opinion of her brother was touching, reverent, and—Forrester thought savagely—not in the least
borne out by any discoverable facts.

And a worshipper of Bacchus! Not that Forrester had anything againgt the orgiatic rites indulged in by
the Dionysians, the Panites, the Apollones or even the worst and wildest of them dl, the Venerans. If that
was how the Gods wanted to be worshipped, then that was how they should be worshipped.

And, as a matter of fact, it sounded like fun—if, Forrester considered, entirdly too public for his taste.

If he preferred the quieter rites of Athena, or of Juno, Diana or Ceres—and even Ceresians became a
little wild during the spring fertility rites, especidly in the country, where the farmers depended on her for
successful crops—well, that was no more than a persond preference.

But the idea of Ed Symes involved in a Bacchic orgy[20] was jugt alittle too much for the norma mind, or
the norma stomach.

"Hey," Ed said suddenly. "Wherés Gerda? Stll in the Temple?!

" didn't see her," Forrester said. There had been a woman who'd looked like her. But that hadn't been
Gerda. She'd have waited for m here.

And—

"Funny,” Ed sdd.

"Why?" Forrester said. "l didn't see her. | don't think she attended the service this morning, that's dl.”



He wanted very badly to hit Symes. Just once. But he knew he couldntt.

Firg of dl, there was Gerda. And then, as an acolyte, he was proscribed by lav from bravling. No one
would hit an acolyte; and if the acolyte were built like Forrester, griking another man might be the
equivdent of murder. One good blow from Forrester's fis might break the average man's jaw.

That was, he discovered, a surprisngly pleasant thought. But he made himsdf keep dill as the fat fool
went on.

"Funny she didn't attend,” Symes said. "But maybe she's gotten wise to hersdlf. There was a celebration
up a the Temple of Pan in Centrd Park, starting at midnight, and going on through the morning. Spring
Rites. Maybe she went there"

"I doubt it," Forrester said ingtantly. "That's hardly her type of worship.”

"lentit?' Symes said.

"It doesn't fit her. That kind of—"

"I know. Gerdas like you. A little uffy.”

"It's not being duffy," Forrester started to explain. "It's—"

"Sure" Symes said. "Only she's not as much of a prude as you are. | couldn't stand her if she were."
"On the other hand, she's not a—"[21]

"Not an Owl-boy of Owl-boys like you."

"Not a drunken blockhead,” Forrester finished triumphantly. "At least she's got a decent respect for
wisdom and learning.”

Symes stepped back, a movement for which Forrester fdt grateful. No matter how far away Ed Symes
was, he was dill too close.

"Who you cdling a blockhead, buster?' Symes said. His eyes narrowed to piggish little dits.

Forrester took a deep bresth and reminded himsdf not to hit the other man. "You," he said, dmost
mildy. "If brains were radium, you couldn't make aflicker on a scintillation counter.”

It was just alittle doubtful that Symes understood the insult. But he obvioudy knew it had been one. His
face changed color to a kind of grayish purple, and his hands clenched dowly a his Sides. Forrester
stood watching him quietly.

Symes made a sound like Rrr and took a breath. "If you weren't an acolyte, 1'd take a poke at you just



to see you bounce."
"Sure you would," Forrester agreed politely.

Symes went Rrr again and there was a longer silence. Then he said: "Not that 1'd hit you anyhow, buster.
Itd go againgt my grain. Not the acolyte busness—if you didn't look so much like Bacchus, 1'd take the
chance.”

Forrester's jaw ached. In a second he redized why; he was denching his teeth tightly. Perhaps it was true
thet he did look alittle like Bacchus, but not enough for Ed Symes to kid about it.

Symes grinned a him. Symes undoubtedly thought the grin gave him a pleasant and carefree expression.
It didn't. "Suppose | go have alook for Gerda mysdf," he said casudly, heading up the gairs toward the
temple entrance. "After dl, you're so busy looking at books, you might have missed her."[22]

And what, Forrester asked himsdlf, was the answer to that—except a punch in the mouth?

It redly didn't matter, anyhow. Symes was on his way into the temple, and Forrester could just ignore
him.

But, damn it, why did he let the young idict get his goat that way? Didn't he have enough sdlf-control just
to ignore Symes and his oafish inaults?

Forrester supposed sadly that he didn't. Oh, wdl, it just made another qudity he had to pray to Athena
for.

Then he glanced at hiswrisiwatch and stopped thinking about Symes entirely.
It was twelve-forty-five. He had to be a work at thirteen hundred.

Sill angry, undernegth the sudden need for speed, he turned and sprinted toward the subway.

"And thus" Forrester sad tiredly, "having attempted to make himsdf the equd of the Gods, Man was
given a punishment befitting such arrogance.” He paused and took a breath, surveying the twenty-odd
gudentsin the classroom (and some, he told himsdf wryly, very odd) with a sort of benign boredom.

Higory |, Introductory Survey of World History, was a Smple enough course to teach, but its very
amplidty was its undoing, Forrester thought. The deadly dullness of the day-after-day routine was
enough to wear out the strongest soul.

Freshmen, too, seemed to get stupider every year. Certainly, when he'd been seventeen, held been
different dtogether. Studious, earnest, questioning ...



Then he stopped himsdf and grinned. He'd probably seemed even worse to his own ingtructors.

Where had he been? Sowly, he picked up the thread. There was a young blonde girl watching him
esgerly from a front seat. What was her name? Forrester tried to recdl it and couldn't. Well, this was
only the firs day[23] of term. He'd get to know them dl soon enough—well enough, anyhow, to didike
mogt of them.

But the eager expresson on the girl's face unnerved him a litle. The rest of the class wasn't paying
anything like such drict attention. As a matter of fact, Forrester suspected two young boys in the back of
beingin atrance.

WEéll, he could stop that. Bt ...

She was redly quite attractive, Forrester told himsdf. Of course, she was nathing but a fresh, pretty,
eager seventeen-year-old, with afigurethat ...

She was, Forrester reminded himsdf sernly, a student.
And he was supposed to be an ingtructor.

He cleared his throat. "Man went hog-wild with his new-found freedom from divine guidance," he said.
"Women did, too, as a matter of fact."

Now what unhaly devil had made him say that? It wasn't a part of the normd lecture for first day of the
new term. It was—well, it was just alittle risqué for sudents. Some of their parents might complain, and

But the girl in the front row was amiling appreciatively. | wonder what she's doing in an Introductory
course, Forrester thought, legping with no evidence at dl to the concluson that the girl's mind was much
too fine and educated to be subjected to the generd run of classes. Private tutoring ... he began, and
then cut himsdf off sharply, found his place in the lecture again and went on:

"When the Gods decided to St back and observe for a few thousand years, they dlowed Man to go his
merry way, just to teach him alesson.”

The boysin the back of the room were definitdy in a trance.

Forrester sghed. "And the inevitable happened,” he said. "From the eighth century b.c., Old Style, until
the year 1971 a.d., Old Style, Man's lot went from bad to worse. Without the Gods to guide him he bred
bigger[24] and bigger wars and greater and greater empires—beginning with the conquests of the mad
Alexander of Macedonia and culminating in the opposing Soviet and American Spheres of Influence
during the last century.”

Spheres of Influence....

Forrester's gaze fdl on the blonde girl again. She certainly had a well-developed figure. And she did



Seem S0 eager and attentive. He amiled at her tentetively. She amiled back.
"Urg ..." he said doud.

The dass didn't seem to notice. That, Forrester told himsdf sourly, was probably because they weren't
ligening.

He swalowed, wrenched his gaze from the girl, and sad: "The Soviet-American standoff—for that is
what it was—would most probably have resulted in the destruction of the human race” It had no effect
on the class. The destruction of the human race interested nobody. "However," Forrester said gamdly,
"thisform of insanity was too much for the Gods to dlow. They therefore—"

The bdl rang, 9gnifying the end of the period. Forrester didn't know whether to fed relieved or annoyed.

"All right,” he said. "That's dl for today. Y our first assgnment will be to read and carefully sudy Chapters
One and Two of the textbook."

Slence gave way to a clatter of noise as the students began to file out. Forrester saw the front-row
blonde rise dowly and gracefully. Any doubts he might have entertained (that is, he told himsdf wryly,
any entertaining doubts) about her figure were resolved megnificently. He fdt alittle sweat on the padm
of his hands, told himsdf that he was being sily, and then answered himsdf that the hel he was.

The blonde gave him a dow, sweet amile. The amile promised a good ded more than Forrester thought
likey of fulfillment.

He amiled back.[25]
It would have been impalite, he assured himsdlf, not to have done so.

Thegifl Ieft the room, and a remaning crowd of students hurried out after her. The crowd included two
blinking boys, awakened by the bel from what had certainly been a trance. Forrester made a menta note
to inquire after their records and to speak with the boys himsdf when he got the chance.

No sensein disurbing awhale class to discipline them.

He stacked his papers carefully, teking a good long time about it in order to rdax himsdf and let his
pams dry. His mind drifted back to the blonde, and he reined it in with an effort and let it go exploring
agan on safer ground. The dassitHf ... actudly, he thought, he rather liked teaching. In spite of the petty
irritations that came from driving necessary knowledge into the heads of stubbornly unwilling students, it
was a s"ifying and important job. And, of course, it was an honor to hold the postion he did. Ever
snceit had been revealed that the goddess Columbia was another manifestation of Pallas Athena hersdf,
the Universty had grown tremendoudy in stature.

And after dl ...

Whidling fantly behind his teeth, Forrester zipped up his filled briefcase and went out into the hdl. He



ignored the masses of students swirling back and forth in the corridors, and, finding a stairway, went up
to his second-floor office.

He fumbled for his key, found it, and opened the ground-glass door.
Then, stepping in, he came to afull stop.

The girl had been waiting for him—Maya Wilson.

And now here she was, taking about the Goddess of Love. Forrester gulped.

"Anyhow," he said a random, "I'm an Athenan." He remembered that he had dready said thet. Did it
matter?26) "But what does dl this have to do with your passing, or not passing, the course?' he went on.

"Oh," Maya said. "Wdl, | prayed to Aphrodite for hep in passng the course. And the Temple Priestess
told me I'd have to make a sacrifice to the Goddess. In away."

"A sacrifice?’ Forrester gulped. ™Y ou mean—"

"Not the Firgt Sacrifice” she laughed. "Tha was done with solemn ceremonies when | was seventeen.”
"Now, wait aminute—"

"Please” Maya said. "Wont you ligen to me?"

Forrester looked at her limpid blue eyes and her lovely face. "Sure. Sorry."

"W, then, it's like this. If a person loves a subject, it's that much easier to understand it. And the
Goddess has promised me that if | love the indructor, Il love the subject. It's like sympathetic
magic—see?"

Her explandion was so brisk and smple that Forrester recoiled. "Hold on,” he said. "Just hold your
horses. Do you mean you'e in love with me?*

Maya amiled. "I think s0," she said, and very suddenly she was on Forrester's Sde of the desk, pressing
up againg him. Her hand caressed the back of his neck and her fingers tangled in his hair. "Kiss me and
let'sfind out.”



[27]
CHAPTER THREE

Resstance, such asit was, crumbled in a hurry. Forrester complied with fervor. An endless time went by,
punctuated only by short breaths between the kisses. Forrester's hands began to rove.

So did Mayas.
She began to unbutton his shirt.

Not to be outdone, his own fingers got busy with buttons, zippers, hooks and the other temporary
fastenings with which femae dothing is encumbered. He was svimming in a red sea of passon and the
Egyptians were nowhere in sght. Absently, he got an arm out of his shirt, and a the same time somehow
managed to undo the find button of a series. Maya's blouse fdl free.

Forrester fdt like stout Cortez.

He pulled the girl to him, feding the surprisingly cool touch of her flesh againg his. Under the blouse and
skirt, he was discovering, she wore very little, and that was just as wdl; nagging thoughts about the
doubtful privacy of his office were beginning to assail him.

Nevertheless, he persevered. Maya was as eager as he had ever dreamed of being, and their embrace
reached a height of passion and began to dimb and dimb to hitherto unknown peaks of sensation.[2g]

Forrester was busy for some time discovering things he had never known, and a lot of things he had
known before, but never so well. Every motion was met with a reection that was more than equd and
opposite, every sensation unlocked the doors to whole galeries of new sensations. Higher and higher
went his emotiond thermometer, higher and higher and higher and higher and ...

Very suddenly, he discovered how to breathe again, and it was over.

"My goodness,” Maya sad after a brief resting spell. "I suppose | must love you for sure. My good
nessl"

"Sure" Forrester said. "And now—if youll pardon the indelicacy and hand me my pants—" he found he
was dill puffing alittle and paused until he could go on—"I've got an appointment | smply can't afford to
miss"

"Oh, dl right," Maya said. "But Mr. Forrester—"

He rolled over and looked a her while he began dressing. "I suppose it would be dl right if you caled me
Bill," he said carefully.



"In class, too?'

Forrester shook his head. "No," he said. "Not in class"

"But whet | wanted to ask—"

"Yes?' Forrester said.

"Mr—Bill—do you think I'll pass Introductory World History?*

Forrester consdered that question. There was certanly a wide vaiety of answers he could construct.
When he had finished buttoning his shirt he had decided on one.

"I don't see why nat," he said, "so long as you complete your assgnments regularly.”

Nearly two hours later, feding somewhat light-heeded but otherwise in perfectly megnificent fettle,
Forrester found himsdf on the downtown subway. He'd showered and changed and he was whidling a
gay little tune as he checked his watch.[29]

The time was five minutes to five. He had just over an hour before he was due to appear at the Tower of
Zeus All-Father, but it was better to be afew minutes early than even asingle second late.

Thetrain ride was alittle bumpy, but Forrester didn't redly mind. He was pretty wel past being irritated
by anything. Nevertheless, he was peculating with just a fant unease as to what the Pontifex Maximus
wanted with him. What was in store for him at the strange appointment?

And why dl the secrecy?

His brooding was interrupted right away. At 100th Street, a bearded old man got on and sat down next
to him. He nudged Forrester in the ribs and muttered: "L ook &t that now, Daddy-O. Look at thet."

"What?' Forrester said, congtrained into conversation.

"Damn subways, that's what," the old man said. "Worse every year. Bumpier and dower and worse. Just
look around, Daddy-O. Look around.”

"I wouldn't quite say—" Forrester began, but the old man gave him another dig in the ribs and cut in:

"Wouldn't say, wouldn't say," he muttered. "Listen, man, there aint been an improvement in years. You
redize that?"

"Wdl, 1—'



"No progress, man, not in more than hdf a century. Listen, when | was a teen king—War Councilor for
the Boppers, | was, and let metdl you that was big time, Daddy-O—when | was a teen king, we were
going places. Going places for red. Mars. Venus. We were going to have spaceships, man."

Forrester amiled spasmicdly at the old man. "I'm sure you—"

"But what happened?"' the old men interrupted. "Tdl you what happened, man. We never got to Mars
and Venus. Mars and Venus came to us instead. Right dong with Jupiter and Neptune and Pluto and dl
the rest of[30] the Gods. And we had no progress ever snce that day, Daddy-O, no progress a dl and
you can bdieveit."

He dug Forrester in the ribs one find time and sat back with meancholy satisfaction.

"Wdl," Forrester said mildly, "what good is progress?' The old man, he assured himsdf after a moment's
reflection, wasn't actudly saying anything blasphemous. After dl, the Gods didnt expect their
worshippers to be mindless daves.

Somehow the notion made him fed happier. Hed have hated reporting the old man. Something in the
outdated dang made him fed—amogt patriotic. The old man was a part of America, a respected and
important part.

The respected part of America made itsdf fdt again in Forrester's ribs. "Progress?' the old man said.
"What good's progress? Ligen, Daddy-O—how can the human race get anywhere without progress?
Answer me that, will you, man? Because it's for-sure red were not going any place now. No place at
dl"

"Now look," Forrester said patiently, "progress is an outmoded idea. We've got to be in step with the
times. Weve got to ask ourselves what progress ever did for us. How did we stand when the Gods
returned?’ For abrief flash he was back in his higtory class, but he went on: "Half the world ready to fight
the other haf with weapons that would have wiped both haves out. You ought to be graieful the Gods
returned when they did.”

"But we're getting into Nowheresville, man,” the old man complained. "We're not in orbit. We can't
progress.”

Forrester sghed. Why was he taking to the old man, anyway? The answer came to him as soon as hed
asked the question. He wanted to keep hismind off the Tower of Zeus and his own unknown fete there.
It was an unpleasant answer; Forrester blanked it out.

"Now, friend,” he said. "Wha have you got? Just what mankind's been looking for dl these centuries.
Security. You've got security. Nobody's going to blow you to pieces[31] tomorrow. Your job isnt going
to vanish overnight. | mean, if you—"

"I got ajob," the old maen sad.

"Redly?' Forrester said politdy. "What isit?'



"Retired. And it's a tough job, too."

"Oh," Forrester said.

"And anyhow," the old man went on, "what's dl this got to do with progress?’
Forrester thought. "Well—"

"Wadl, nothing," the old man said. "Ligten to me, man. | say nothing againg the Gods—right? Nothing a
dl. Wouldn't want to do anything like that. But a the same time, it looks to me like we ought to be able
to—reap the fruits of our labors. | read that some place.”

"But_"

"In the three thousand years the Gods were gone, we weren't a totd loss, man. Not anything like. We
discovered alot. About nature and science and like that. We invented science dl by oursaves. So how
come the Gods don't let us use it?" The old man dug his dbow once more into Forrester's rib. "How
come?'

"The Gods havent taken anything away from us™ Forrester said.

"Haven't they?' the old man demanded. "How about televison? Want to answer that one, Daddy-O?
Y ears ago, everybody had atdevison set. Color and 3-D. The most. The end. Now there's no tdevison
a dl. Why not? What happened to it?"

"Wdl," Forrester said reasonably, "what good istdevison?'
"What good?' Once more Forrester's rib felt the old man's elbow. "Let metdl you—"

"No," Forrester interrupted, suddenly irritated with the whole conversation. "Let me tdl you. The trouble
with your generation was that dl they wanted to do was st around on their glutel maximi and be
entertained. Like a bunch of hypnotized geese. They didn't want to do[32] anything for themselves. Half of
them couldn't even read. And now you warnt to tdl me that—"

"Hald it, Daddy-O," the old man said. "Y ou're tdling me that the Gods took away tdevison just because
we were a bunch of hypnotized geese. That it?'

"Thet'sit"

"Okay," the old men said. "So tdl me—what are we now? With the Gods and everything. | mean, man,
redly—what are we?'

"Now?' Forrester said. "Now you're retired. Y ou're a bunch of retired hypnotized geese.”

The doors of the train did creskily open and Forrester got out onto the 34th Street platform, walking



angrily toward a stairway without looking back.

True enough, the old man hadn't committed blasphemy, but it had certainly come close enough there at
the end. And if pokes with the elbow weren't declared blasphemous, or a least equivdent to mdicious
mischief, he thought, there was no justice in the world.

Thered trouble was that the man had had no respect for the Gods. There were a good many of the older
generdion like him. They seemed to fed tha humenity had been better off when the Gods had been
away. Forrester couldn't see it, and felt vagudy uncomfortable in the presence of someone who believed
it. After dl, mankind had been on the verge of mass suicide, and the Gods had merdfully come back
from their self-imposed exile and taken care of things. The exile had been designed to prove, in the
dregtic laboratory of three thousand years, tha Man by himsdf headed like a lemming for
sdf-destruction. And, for Forrester, the point had been proven.

Y et now that the human race had been saved, there were gill men who griped about the Gods and their
return. Forrester slently wished the pack of them in Hades, enjoying the company of Pluto and hisilk.

At the corner of 34th and Broadway, as he came out[33] of the subway tunndls, he bought a copy of the
News and glanced quickly through the headlines. But, as aways, there was little sensational news. Mars
was doing pretty well for himsdf, of course: there were two wars going on in Asa, one in Europe and
three revolutionsin South and Centrd America. Tha last did seem to be overdoing things a bit, but not
serioudy. Forrester shrugged, wondering vagudy when the United States was going to have its turn.

But he couldn't concentrate on the paper and, after a little while, he got rid of it and took a look at his
watch.

Twenty to six. Forrester decided he could use adrink to brace himsdf and steady his nerves.
Jud one.

On Sixth Avenue, near 34th Street, there was a bar cdled, for some obscure reason, the Boat House.
Forrester headed for it, went indde and leaned againg the bar. The bartender, a tdl man with crew-cut
reddish hair, raised his eyebrows in a questioning fashion.

"Whetll it be, friend?'
"Vodka and ginger de" Forrester said. "A double.”
It was 4ill, he told himsalf uneesily, just one drink. And that was dl he was going to have.

The bartender brought it and Forrester sipped at it, watching his reflection in the mirror and wishing he
fdt easer in hismind about the whole Tower of Zeus afar. Then, very suddenly, he noticed that the man
next to him was looking at im oddly. Forrester didnt like the look or, for that matter, the man himsdf, a
raw-boned giant with deep-set eyes and a shock of dead-black hair, but so long as nobody bothered
him, Forrester wasn't going to start anything.



Unfortunatdy, somebody bothered him. The tal man leaned over and said loudly: "What's the matter with
you, bud? Aninfidd or something?"

Forrester hesitated. The accusation that he didn't beieve[34] in the practices ordained by the Gods
themsdlves was an irritating one. But he could see the other Sde of the question, too. The tal man was
undoubtedly a Dionysian; and, more than that, a member of a smdl sect indde the generd corpus of
Bacchus/Dionysus worshippers. He hdd that it was wrong to didill grape or grain products "too far," until
there was nothing left but the dcohal.

That meant disgpprova of gin and vodka on the grounds that, unlike whiskey or brandy, they'd had the
"life" didtilled out of them.

Forrester, however, was not redly fond of brandy and whiskey. He decided to explan this to the tdl
man, but at the same time he began to develop the sinking feding that it wasn't going to do any good.

Oh, well, there was ill room for patience. "Dont fire" as Mars had said somewhere, "until you see the
whites of ther eyes.”

"No, I'mnoinfidd," Forrester said politdy. "You see, I'm—"

"No infidel?" the tdl man roared. "Then | tdl you what you do. You pour that dop out and drink a
proper drink." He made a greb for Forrester's glass.

Forrester jerked it back, doshing it a little in the process—and a few drops splattered on the other's
hand.

"Now look here" Forrester said in a reasonable tone of voice. "lI—"
"You spilling that suff on me? What the blazes are you doing that for? | got a good mind to—"

Ancther man stepped into the atercation. This was a square-built, bullet-headed man with an ar that was
both truculent and eager. "What's the matter, Herb?' he asked the tdl man. "This guy gving you trouble
or something?' He favored Forrester with a fierce scowl. Forrester smiled pleasantly back, a little unsure
as to how to proceed.

"Thisguy?' Herb said. "Trouble? Sam, he's an infidel 1"[35]
Forrester sad: "1—"
"He drinks vodka," Herb said. "And | guess he drinks gin too.”

"Great Bacchus" Sam said in a tone of wonder. "You run into them everywhere these days. Can't get
away from the sons of—"

"Now—" Forrester started.



"And not only that,"” Herb said, "but he spills the suff on me. Just because | ask him to have a regular
drink like aman."

"Soillsit on you?' Sam said.
Herb said: "Look," and extended his arm. On the deeve of hisjacket afew spots were dowly drying.

"W, that's too much," Sam said heavily. "Jugt too damn much." He scowled at Forrester again. "You
know, buddy, somebody ought to teach guys like you a lesson.”

Forrester took a swalow of hisdrink and set the glass down unhurriedly. If either Herb or Sam attacked
him, he knew his oath would permit his fighting back. And after the day held had, he rather looked
forward to the chance. But he had to do his part to hold off an actud fight. "Now look here, friend—"

"Friend?' Sam said. "Don't cal me your friend, buddy. | make no friends with infiddls”

And, a that point, Forrester redized that he wasn't going to have afight with Herb or Sam. He was going
to have a fight with Herb and Sam—and with the third gentleman, a shaggy, beefy man who needed a
shave, who stepped up behind them and asked: "Trouble?" in a voice that indicated that trouble was
exactly what he was looking for.

"Maybe it is trouble, a that,” Herb sad tightly, without turning around. "This infidd here's been
committing blasphemy.”

Three againg one wasn't as happy a thought as an even fight had been, but it was too late to back out
now. "That's alie" Forrester snapped.[36]

"Cdl mealia?' Sam roared. He stepped forward and svung a hamlikefig at Forrester's head.

Forrester ducked. The heavy fig swished by his ear harmlesdy, and he fdt a strange new mixture of
dation and fright. He grabbed his vodka-and-ginger from the bar and swung it in a Sngle sweeping arc
before him. Liquid rained on the faces of the three men.

Sam was dill alittle off balance. Forrester dammed the edge of his right hand into his side, and Sam
sumbled to the floor. In the same moation, Forrester let fly with the now-empty glass. The shaggy men
stood directly in his path. The glass conked him on the forehead and bounced to the floor, where it
shattered unnoticed. The shaggy men blinked and Forrester, moving forward, discovered that he had no
time to follow matters up in that direction.

Herb was snaling inarticulatdy, wiping vodka-and-ginger from his eyes. He blocked Forrester's advance
toward the shaggy men. Forrester smiled gently and put a hard fig into Herb's solar plexus. The tdl man
doubled up in completely dlent agony.

Forrester took a breeth and started forward again. The shaggy man was sheking his head, trying to clear
it.



Then Forrester's head became undear. Something had banged againgt hisright temple and the room was
suddenly filled with pain and small, hard stars. Sam, Forrester discovered, had managed to get to his feet.
The something had been a amdl brass ashtray that Sam had thrown a him.

Somehow, he stayed on his feet. The stars were ill swirling around him, but he began to be able to see
through them, and peered a the figure of the shaggy man, coming a him again. He let his knees bend a
little, asif he were going to pass out. The shaggy man seemed to gain confidence from this, and stepped
incarefully to kick Forrester in the somach.[37]

Forrester stepped back, grabbed the upcoming foot, and stood straight, lifting the foot and levering it into
thear.

The shaggy man, surprise written dl over his shaveless face, went over backward with great abruptness.
His head hit the floor with an audible and saisfying whack, and then his limbs settled and he remained
there, sprawled out and very quiet.

Forrester, meanwhile, was whirling to meet Sam, who was coming in like a bear, his arms outspread and
aglaze of hatred in his eyes. Forrester, expressionless, ducked under the man'sflaling arms and dammed
afig into his midsection. It was a harder midsection than held expected; unlike Herb, Sam had good
muscles, and hitting them was like hitting thick rubber. The blow didn't put Sam down. It only made him
gasp once.

That was enough. Forrester doubled hisright fi and let Sam have one more blow, this one into the face.
Sam's mouth opened as his eyes closed. Hisleft am pawed the air amlesdy for a tenth of a second.

Then he dropped like an empty overcoat.
There was a second of absolute slence. Then Forrester heard a noise behind him and whirled.
But it was only Herb, doubled up on the floor and very quietly retching.

Caching his breath, Forrester looked around him. The fight hed attracted alot of attention from the other
customersin the bar, but none of them seemed to want to prolong it by joining in.

They were dl trying to look asif they were minding their own business, while the bartender ...
Forrester stared. The bartender was at the other end of the bar, far away from the scene of action.
He was, as Forrester saw him, just hanging up the telephone.

Forrester put ahill on the bar, turned and walked out[3g] into the street. He had absolutely no desire to
get mixed up with the secular police.

After dl, he had an gppointment to keep. And now—after a quiet drink that had turned into a
three-against-one baitle royd—he had to go and keep it.
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CHAPTER FOUR

It wasn't a very long wak from the Boat House to the Tower of Zeus, but it was long enough. By the
time Forrester got to the Tower, he was feding a lot worse than hed fdt when he |eft the bar. Being
perfectly frank with himsdf, he admitted thet he fdt terrible,

The blow from the brass ashtray wasn't a sharp pan any longer. It had developed into a nice,
dependable ache that had spread dl over the sde of his head. And his right eye was beginning to swell,
probably from the same cause. He'd skinned the knuckles of hisright hand, too, probably on Sam's face,
and they set up their own smarting.

True, it wasn't a bad lig of injuries to result from the odds he'd faced. But that wasn't the point.
You jus didn't go up to the Tower of Zeus looking like a back-street brawler.

However, there was no hdp for it. He draightened his jacket and went in through the Ffth Avenue
entrance of the Tower, heading for the first bank of elevators.

Zeus All-Father would know everything about his fight, and would know that it hadn't been his fauilt.
(Hadn't it, though? Forrester asked himsdf. He remembered[40] the joy held felt at the prospect of battle.
How far would it count againg him?) Zeus All-Father, through his priests, would make what alowances
should be made.

Forrester hoped that the Godhead was feding in akind and meraful mood.

He reached the bank of devators, and the burly Myrmidon who stood there, wearing the lightning-bolt
shoulder patch of the All-Father. Ahead of him was a chattering crowd of five mother, father, two
daughters and a smdl son, dl obvioudy out-of-towners. The Tower of Zeus was dways a big tourist
attraction. The Myrmidon directed them to the stairway that led to the second-floor Arcade, the man
attraction for mogt vistors to the Tower. The Temple of Sacrifice was located up there, while the ground
floor was filled with glass-fronted offices of the secretaries of various dignitaries.

Chattering galy, and looking around them in a kind of happy awe, the family group moved off and
Forrester stepped up to the Myrmidon, who sad: "Stairway's right over there to your—"

"No," Forrester said. He reached into his jacket pocket, feding his muscles ache as he did so. He drew
out hiswallet and managed to extract the Imple card held been givenin the Temple of Pdlas Athena, the
card which carried nothing but alightning bolt.



He handed it to the Myrmidon, who looked down &t it, frowned, and then looked up.
"What's thisfor?' he said.

"Wdl—" Forrester began, and then caught himsdf. He'd been told not to explain about the card to any
mortd. And the Myrmidon was certainly just as mortd as Forrester himsdlf, or any other hirding of the
Gods. True, there was dways the consderation that he might be Zeus All-Father himsdlf, in disguise.

But that was a consderation tha bore no weight a present. Even if the Myrmidon turned out to be a
God in disguise, Forrester wouldn't be excused if he said[41] anything about the card. You had to go by
appearances, that was the principle on which everything rested, and a very good principle too.

Not that there weren't a few unprincipled young men around who pretended to be Gods in disguise in
order to seduce various loca and ingenuous maidens. But Zeus aways found out about them. And ...

Forrester recognized that his thoughts were beginning to veer once more. Without changing his
expression, he said evenly: ™Y ou're supposed to know," and waited.

The Myrmidon studied him for what seemed about three days. At last he nodded, looked down & the
card intently, raised his head and nodded again. "Okay," he said. "Take Car One."

Forrester moved off. Car One was not the firs devator car. As a matter of fact, it was in the middle
bank, identified only by a amdl placard. It took him amog five minutes to find it, and by the time he
stepped toward it clocks were ticking urgently in his head.

It would do him absolutely no good to be late.

But another Myrmidon was standing beside the closed doors of the elevator car. Forrester hissed in his
breath with impatience—none of which showed on his face—and then caught himsdf. Certanly Zeus
All-Father knew what he was doing, and if Zeus had thrown these delays in his path, it was not for im to
complan.

The thought was soothing. Nevertheless, Forrester showed his card to the Myrmidon with an abrupt
action very like impatience. This Myrmidon merdly glanced at it in a bored fashion and pushed a button
on the wdl behind him. The elevator doors opened, Forrester stepped ingde, and the doors closed.

Forrester was donein asmdl bronzed cubicle which began a once to rise rapidly. Just how rapidly, he
was unable to tel. There were no indicators a dl on the eevator, and the opague doors made it
impossble to see floors flit by. But his ears rang with the speed, and when[42] the car findly stopped, it
did so with adight jerk that threw Forrester, diff and worried, off balance. He dmost fdl out of the car
as the door opened, and clutched at something for support.

The something was the am of a Myrmidon. Forrester gaped and looked around. He was in a plan
hdlway of polished marble. There was no way to tdl how many stories above the street he was.

The Myrmidon seemed a more friendly sort than his compatriots downstairs, and wore in addition to the



usud lightning-bolt patch the two dlver ants of a Captain on the shoulders of his uniform. He nearly
gmiled a Forrester—but not quite.

"You're William Forrester?' he said.

Forrester nodded. He produced the ID card and handed it with the specia card to the Myrmidon.
"Right," the Myrmidon said.

Forrester turned right.

The Myrmidon stared a him. "No," he said. "Il mean it'sdl right. You'redl right.”

"Thank you," Forrester said.

"Oh—" The Myrmidon looked a him, then shrugged his shoulders. "Y ou're expected,” he said at last in a
flet voice. "Come with me."

He garted down the hdlway. Forrester followed him around a corner to an ornate bronzed door,
covered with bas-rdliefs depicting the actions of the Gods among themsdlves, and among men. The
Myrmidon seemed unimpressed by the magnificence of the thing; he pushed it open and bowed low to,
asfar as Forrester could see, nobody in particular.

Taking no chances, Forrester copied his bow. He was dill bent when the Myrmidon announced:
"Forrester is here, Your Concupiscence,” in a reverent tone of voice, and backed off a step, narrowly
missing Forrester himsdf in the process.

He waved a hand and Forrester went in.[43]
The door shut hdfway behind him.

The room was perfectly unbelievable. Its rich hangings were purple velvet, draping a large window that
looked out on ...

Forrester gulped. It was impossble to be thishigh. New Y ork was spread out below like atoy city.

He jerked his eyes away from the window and back to the rest of the room. It was furnished manly with
couches: big couches, little couches, puffy ones, spare ones, in fdt, velvet, fur, and every other materid
Forrester could think of. The rooms were flocked in a pale pink, and on the floor was a deep-purple rug
of aricher pile than Forrester had ever seen.

And on one of the couches, the largest and the softest, she reclined.

She was clad only in the digphanous robes of her cdling, and she was stacked. Beside her, litle Maya
Wilson would have looked about eight years old. Her hair was as red as the ingde of a blast furnace, and



had about the same effect on Forrester's pulse rate. Her face was a dightly rounded ovd, her body a
series of mathemdticaly indescribable curves.

Forrester did the only thing he could do.
He bowed again, even lower than before.

"Come in, William Forrester,” said the High Priestess of Venug/Aphrodite, the veritable Primate of Venus
for New Y ork hersdlf, in a voice that managed to be dl a once regd, pleasant and seductive.

Forrester, dready in, could think of nothing to say. The gaze of Her Concupiscence fdl on the haf-open
door. "You may retire, Captain,” she said to the waiting Myrmidon. "And dlow no one to enter here urtil
| give notice.”

"Very wel, Y our Concupiscence,” the Myrmidon said.
The door shut.

Forrester snapped erect from his bow, and then redized that he could do nothing but stand there until[44]
he had more information. What was the High Priestess of Aphrodite doing in the Tower of Zeus
All-Father anyway? And—aways supposng she had the right to be there, as of course she mugt have
had—what did she want with William Forrester?

He heaved a great Sgh. This was turning into an extremely puzzling day. First there had been the message
and the card admitting him to the Tower. Then there had been (the Sgh changed in character) Maya
Wilson. And then (the Sgh changed again, into afant echo of a groan) the fight in the Boat House.

Now he was having an audience with the Primate of Venus for New Y ork.

Why?

The High Priestess's amile gave him no hint. She raised hersdf to a Stting position and patted the couch.
"St over here" she said. "Next to me" Then she changed her mind. "No," she added. "Firg just wak
over here, stand up and turn around. Sowly."

Forrester's brain was whirling like a top, but his face was, as usud, expressionless. He did as she had bid
him, wondering franticdly what was going on, and why?

After he had turned completely around and stood facing her again, the High Priestess smply sat and
gudied him for dmog a full minute, looking im up and down with eyes tha were totaly unreadable.
Forrester waited.

Fndly she nodded her head dowly. "Youll do," she sad, in a reflective tone, and nodded her head
agan. "Yes, youll do."



Forrester couldn't restrain his questions any longer. "Do?" he burst out. "I meen,” he continued, more
quietly, "what will 1 do for, Y our Concupiscence?'

"Oh, for whatever honor it is that our beloved Goddess has in mind for you," the High Priestess said
offhandedly. "'l can certainly see that you will do. A little pudgy around the middle, but that's a trifle and
hardly matters.[45) The important things are there. Y ou're obvioudy strong and quick.”

At that point Forrester caught up with the firgt sentence of her explanaion. "The—the Goddess?' he sad
fantly.

"Certainly," the High Priestess said. "Else why would | give you audience? | am not promiscuous in my
dedings with the lay world."

"I'm sure,” Forrester said respectfully.

The High Priestess looked at him sardonicdly. "Of course you are" she said. "However, the important
thing isthat our beloved Aphrodite has selected you, William Forrester, for some high honor.”

Forrester caught her word for the Goddess, and remembered, thanking his lucky stars he hadn't had a
chance to dip, that herein the Tower it was protocol to refer to the Gods and Goddesses by their Greek
names aone.

"I don't suppose,”" he said tentatively, "thet you have any idea just what this—high honor is?'

"You, William Forrester," the High Priestess began, in some rage, "dare to question—" Her tone
changed. "Oh, well, | suppose | shouldn't become angry with ... No." She shrugged, but her tone carried
alittle pique. "Frankly, | don't know what the honor is"

"Wal, then," Forrester said, his bearing perfectly cam, even though he could fed his somach snking to
ground leve, "how do you know it's an honor?" The thought that had crossed his mind was dmogt too
horrible to retain, but he had to say it. "Perhaps™ he went on, "I've offended the Gods in some unusud
way—some way very offengve to them.”

"Perhaps you have."

"And perhaps," Forrester said, "they've decided on some exquisite method of punishing me. Something
like the punishment they gave Tantalus when he—"

"I know the ways of the Gods quite well, thank you,"[46] the High Priestess said coolly. "And | can tdl
you that your fears have no judtification.”

"But—"

"Pleas" the High Priestess said, raisng a hand. "If the Gods were to punish you, they would smply have
sent out a squad of Myrmidons to pick you up, and that would have been the end of it."



"Perhgps not,” Forrester said, in avoice that didn't sound at dl like his own to him. It sounded much too
unconcerned. "Perhaps | have offended only the Goddess hersdf.” The idea sounded more plausible the
more he thought about it. "Certainly the All-Father would back up his favorite Daughter in punishing a
mortd."

"Certainly he would. There isno doubt of that. And dill the Myrmidons would have—"
"Not necessarily. You're wdl aware of the occasiona arguments and quarrdls between the Gods."

"l am,” the High Priestess said, not without irony. "And it does not appear seemly that an ordinary morta
should mention—"

"I teach Higtory," Forrester said. "'l know of such quarrels. Especidly between Athena and Aphrodite.”
N

"It's obvious. Since I'm an acolyte of Athena, it may be that Aphrodite wished to keep my arrest secret.”
“| doubt it," the High Priestess said.

Forrester wished he could bdieve her. But his own theory looked uncomfortably plausble. "It certainly
looks asif I'm right.”

"Wdl—" For a second the High Priestess paed vighly, the freckles that went with her red hair sanding
out dearly on her face and gving her the disurbing appearance of an deven-year-old. No
eleven-year-old, however, Forrester reminded himsdf, had ever been built like the High Priestess.

Then she regained her color and laughed, dl in an ingant. "For aminute” she said in a light tone, "you[47]
amaogt convinced me of your forebodings. But there's nothing in them. There couldn't be.”

Forrester opened his mouth, and Why not? was on hislips. But he never got a chance to say the words.
The High Priestess blinked and peered more dlosdly at his face, and before he had a chance to speak she
asked him: "What happened to you?'

"A smdl accident,” Forrester said quickly. It was alie, but he thought a pardonable one. The truth was
just too complicated to spin out; he had no red intent to deceive.

But the High Priestess shook her head. "No," she said. "Not an accident. A fight. Y our hands are skinned
and bruised.”

"Veay wdl," Forrester said. "It was afight. But | was attacked, and entitled to defend mysdf."
"I'm sure,” the High Priestess said. "Yet | have a question for you. Who won?"

"Won?1 did. Naturaly."



It sounded boastful, he reflected, but it wasn't. He had won, and it had been natural to him to do so. His
build and strength, as well as his speed, had made any other outcome unlikdly.

And the High Priestess didn't seem to take offense. She said only: "I thought so. Just a moment.” Then
she waked over to a tdephone. It was a Smple act but Forrester watched it fervently. First she stood
up, and then she took a step, and then another step ... and her whole body moved. And moved.

It was marvelous. He watched her bend down to pick up the phone without any clear idea of the
meaning of the motions. The motions themsalves were enough. Every curve and jiggle and bounce was
engraved forever on hismind.

The High Priestess dided a number, waited and sad: "Aphrodite's compliments to Hermes the Hedler.”
An indiginguishable voice answered her from the receiver.[4g]

"Aphrodite thanks you," the High Priestess said, "and asks if Hermes might send one of his priests around
for afew minor minigrations”

Thereceiver said something dse.

"No," the High Priestess said. "Nothing like that. Don't you think we have other interests—such as they
ae?'

Agan the receiver.

"Jugt a black eye and some skin lacerations,”" the High Priestess said. "Nothing serious.”
And the receiver replied once more.

"Veay wdl," the High Priestess said. " Aphrodite wishes you wdl." She hung up.

She came back to the couch, Forrester's eyes fallowing her every inch of the way. She sat down, looked
up and sad: "What's the matter? Do | bore you?'

"Bore me?' Forrester dl but cried.

"It's jus—well, nothing, | suppose,” the High Priestess said. "Y our expression.”

"Training," Forrester explained. "An acolyte does wel not to express his emotions too dearly.”
The High Priestess nodded casudly and patted the couch a her Sde. "Sit down here, next to me”
Forrester did so, gingerly.

A moment of dlence ensued.



Then Forrester, gathering courage, sad: "Thank you for getting a Heder. But I'd like to ask you—"
llYg?l

"How do you know I'm not under some sort of carefully concedled arrest? After dl, you said before that
you were sure—"

"And | am sure” the High Priestess said. "Aphrodite hersdf has ordered a sacrifice in her favor. A
sacrifice from you. And Aphrodite does not accept—much less order—a sacrifice from those ganding in
her disfavor.”

"Youre—"
"I'm sure,” the High Priestess said.

"Oh," Forrester said. "Good." The world was not quite[49] as black as it could have been. And 4ill, it
was not exactly shining white. A sacrifice? And outside the door, Forrester could hear a disturbance.

What did that mean?

Her Concupiscence didn't seem to heer it a fird. "We will perform the rite together and—" The noise
grew louder. "What's that?' she said.

It was the sound of argument. Forrester redlized what had happened. "It's the priest from Hermes" he
sad. "The Heder. You forgot to tdl the Captain of Myrmidons to let imin."

"My goodness!” the High Priestess said. "So | did! It dipped my mind entirdy.” She touched Forrester's
cheek affectionately. "Of course, | imagine it's only naturd to be a bit forgetful when—" She got up and
went to the door.

The Captain and a smdl, fa priest in a golden-edged tunic were tangled confusedly outsde. The High
Priestess looked away from them in disdain and said regdly: "You may permit the Heder to enter,
Captain." The tangle came untied and the little priest scooted in. To him, as the door closed again, the
High Priestess whispered: "Sorry. | didn't expect you quite so soon.”

"No more did I'" The priest waved his caduceus furioudy, so that it seemed as if the twin snakes twined
round it were moving, the two wings above them begting, and the bal surmounting dl, on top of the gaff,
traced uneasy desgnsin the air. "Myrmidond" he said.

"I certainly regret—"

"If you boiled down their brains for the fat content, one done would supply the Temple with candles for a
year! Just beef and nothing more! Beef! Beef!"

Then, with a start, he seemed to see the High Priestess for the firg time, and his tone changed. "Oh," he



sad. "Good evening, Your Concupiscence.”
"Good evening,” the High Priestess said in an indulgent tone.[s0]

"Wdl, wdl, wel," the priest said. "Wha seems to be the trouble? My goodness. It must be important,
sure enough—certainly important.” His little round red esger face seemed to shine as he went on.
"Hermes himsdf transported me here just as soon as you cdled!”

"Reglly?"

"Oh, my, yes" the priest said. "Just as soon as ever. Yes. Hm. And you can believe me when | tdl
you—bdieve me, Y our Concupiscence—take my word when | tdl you—"

"YS?I

"Hermes" the priest said. "Hermes doesn't often take such an interes—I may say such a personal
interet—in amortd, I'll tel you. And you can believe mewhen | do tdl you that. | do."

"I'm sure,” the High Priestess said.
"Yes" the priest said, waving his caduceus gently. He blinked. "Wheré's the patient? The morta?"

"He's over here)" the High Priestess said, motioning to Forrester gtting awestruck on the couch. Priests
of Hermes were common enough sghts—but a priest like this was something new and drange in his
experience.

"Ah" the priest said, twinkling a him. "So there you are, en? Over there? You are stting over there,
aren't you?'

"That'sright,” Forrester said blankly.

"Now ligen to me carefully,” the High Priestess said. "You're not to ask his name, or mention anything
about this vigt to anyone—undersand?’

The priest blinked. "Oh, certainly. Absolutely. Without doubt. I've dready been told that, you might say.
Already. Certainly. Wouldnt think of such athing." He moved over and stood near Forrester, peering
down a him. "My goodness,” he said. "Let me see that eye, young man.”

Forrester turned his head wordlesdy.

"Oh, my, yes" the pries sad. "Black indeed. Very[51 black. A fight. My, yes. An dtercation,
disagreement, discussion, battle—"

"Yes" Forrester cut in.



"Certanly you have" the priest said. "And what'd the other fdlow look like, en? Beaten, I'll bet. You
look a gtrong type.”

Forrester relaxed. It was the only thing to do while the priest babbled on, touching his wounds gently as
he did so with various parts of his caduceus. The pain vanished with a touch of the left wingtip, and the
lacerations healed indantly as they were caressed with first one and then another of the various coils of
the snakes.

But Forrester now was free to worry. Arrest was out of the question. As the High Priestess had said, on
the evidence it was clear that Aphrodite intended to honor himin some way. And there was nothing at dl,
he thought, wrong with an honor from the Goddess of Love.

But another sacrifice? After the sacrifice to Aphrodite held made earlier, and the fight held gotten into, he
just didn't quite fed up to it. It wouldn't do to refuse, but ...

"Wdl," the priest said, stepping back. "Well, wdl. You ought to be dl right now, young fdlow—ight as
ran.

Forrester said: "Thanks."

"Might fed alittle soreness—tenderness, you might ssy—for aday or so. Only a day or so, tenderness,”
the priest said. "After that, right as rain. Right as youll ever be. Al right, as a matter of fact: dl right.”

Forrester said: "Thanks."

The priest went to the door, turned, and said to the High Priestess. "Hermes blessng on you both, as a
matter of fact, as they say. Blessings from Hermes on you both.”

The High Priestess nodded regally.

"And," the priest said, "merdy by the way, as it[52] might be, without meaning harm, if you would ask a
blessng for me—Aphrodite's blessng? Easy for you. Of course, it would be nice curing—curing, as they
say—stupidity, plain dumbness, as they cdl such things—curing supidity as eesly as| can cure smdl ills
Nice"

"Indeed,” the High Priestess said.

"But there," the priest went on. "Only the Gods can cure that. Only the Gods and no one else. Yes. Hm.
And not often. They don't do anything like that in the—ah—regular course of things. As a matter of fact,
you might say, I've never heard of—never heard of such a case. Never. Not one. Yet ..." He opened the
door, spat: "Myrmidond™ and disappeared into the hdlway.

The door banged shut.

Forrester sghed heavily. The High Priestess turned to him.



"Fed better?' she asked.
"Much," Forrester said, dreading the ordedl to come.

The High Priestess came over to the couch and sat down next to him. She put a hand on his shoulder.
"Shdl we prepare for the—sacrifice?'

Forrester sghed again. "Sure” he said. "Naturaly.”

When she was locked in hisarms, it was asif time had started dl over again. Forrester responded to the
eagerness of the woman as held never dreamed he could respond; dl his tiredness dropped away asif it
hed never been, and he was a new man. He touched her bare flesh and fdt the hest of her through his
fingers and hands; with hisarms around her nakedness he rolled, locked to her, feding the friction of skin
agang skin and the magnificence of her.

The sacrifice went on ... and on ... and on into endless time and endless space. Forrester thrust and
gasped at the woman and her head went back, her mouth pulled open as she shivered and responded to
him....[53]

Forever....

Until findly they lay, panting, in the magnificent room. Forrester rose firgt, vagudy surprised at himsdf.
He found atowd in a closet & the far end of the room and wiped his damp forehead dowly.

"Wdl," he said. "That was quite a sacrifice. What next?!

The High Priestess raised hersdf on one bow and stared across the room a him. "There is no need for
such familiarity, Forrester,” she said. "Not from alay acolyte.”

Forrester tossed the towed onto a couch. "My apologies, Y our Concupiscence. I'm a little—light-headed.
But what happens next?'

The High Priestess reached into the digphanous pile of her dothing and came up with a amdl
diamond-encrusted watch she wore, usudly, on her wrigt. "Our timing was dmogt perfect,” she said. "It is
now twenty-hundred hours. The Goddess expects you at twenty-oh-one exactly.”

A hurried hdf-minute passed. Then, fully dressed, Forrester went with the High Priestess to a golden
door hdf-hidden in the hangings at the sde of the room. She made a series of mydicd sgns the circle,
the serpent and others Forrester couldn't quite follow.

She opened the door, genuflecting as she did so, and Forrester dropped to one knee behind her, looking
a the doorway.



It was filled with a pale blue haze that looked like the clear summer sky on a hot day. Except thet it
waan't ky, but a curtain that wavered and shimmered before his eyes. Beyond it, he could see nothing.

The High Priestess rose from her genuflection and Forrester followed suit. There was a sole second of
Slence.

Then the High Priestess said: "You are to step through the Vel of Heaven, William Forrester.” [54]
Forrester sad: "Me? Through the Vel of Heaven?'

"Dont be afraid,” she said. "And don' try to touch the Vel. Just wak through as if nothing at dl were
there

Forrester filled his lungs as though he were gaing to take a very high dive. He thought: Here goes
nothing. That was dl; there wasn't time for anything else.

He stepped into the blue haze, and had a sudden sensation of fdling.

(59
CHAPTER FIVE

There was atingle like amild dectric shock. Forrester opened his mouth and then closed it again as the
tingle stopped, and the sense of fdling Imply died away. He had closed his eyes on the way into the
curtain, and now he opened them again.

He closed them very quickly, counted to ten, and took a deep breath. Then he opened them to look at
the room hewasin.

It was unlike any room he had ever seen before. It didn't have the opulence of the High Priestesss
rooms. | am a room, it seemed to say, and a room is whet | was meant to be. | don't have to draw
atention to mysdf like my poorer ssters. | am content merdly to exis as the room of rooms, the very
type and image of the Ided Enclosure.

Thefloors and walk of the place seemed to blend into each other a odd angles. Forrester's eyes couldn't
quite follow them or understand them, and judging the sze of the room was out of the question. There
was a golden wash of light filling the room, though it didnt seem to come from anywhere in particular. It
was, in fact, as if the room itsdf were shining. Forrester[sg] blinked and rubbed his eyes. The light, or
whatever it was, was changing color.

Gradudly, he redized that it went on doing that. He wasn't sure that he liked it, but it was certainly



different. The colors went from gold to pale rose to vidlet to blue, and so on, back to gold again, while
little eddies and swirls of light sparkled into rainbows here and there.

Forrester began to fed dizzy again.

There were various objects sanding around here and there in the room, but Forrester couldn't quite tdl
what they were. Even ther szes were difficult to judge, because of the shifting light and shape of the
room itsdlf. There was only one thing that seemed reasonably certain.

He was donein the room.

Set in one wall was a square of light that didn't change color quite as much as everything else. Forrester
judged it to be a window and headed for it. With his firgt step, he discovered something else about the
place.

The carpeting was completdy unique. Instead of fiber, the floor seemed to have been covered a foot
deep with foam rubber. Forrester didn't exactly wak to the window; he bounced there. The sensation
was dmost enjoyable, he thought, when you got used to it. He wondered just how long it took to get
used to it and settled on eghty years as a good firg guess.

He stood in front of the window. He looked out.
He saw nathing but clouds and sky.

It took along while for him to decide what to do next, and when he findly did come to a decison, it was
the wrong one.

He looked down.

Bedow him there were tumbled rocks, ledges of ice and snow, clouds and—far, far below—the flat land
of the Earth. He wanted to shut his eyes, but he couldn't. The whole vast somach-churning panorama
spread out[57] beneath im endlesdy. The people below, if there were any, weren't even big enough to be
ants. They were completely invisble. Forrester took a deep breath and gripped the side ledges of the
window.

And avoice behind hm said: "Wedcome, Mortd."

Forrester dmogt went through the window. But he managed to regain his balance and turn around, saying
angrily: "Don't do that!" Asthe lagt of the words I€ft hislips, he became aware of the amiling figure facing
him.

She was sanding in a spatlight, Forrester thought et first. Then he saw that the light was coming from the
woman hersdf—or from her dothing. The dress she wore was a satinlike shegth that glowed with an aura
even brighter than the room. Her blonde hair picked up the radiance and glowed, too, illuminding a face
that was a once regd, inviting and passonate. It was, Forrester thought, a hdl of a digurbing
combingtion.



The cloth of the dress dung to her figure as if it wanted to. Forrester didn't blame it a bit; the dress
showed off a figure that was not only beyond his wildest dreams, but a long way beyond what he had
hitherto regarded as the bounds of possibility. From shoulder to toe, she was perfection.

Thiswas a0 true of the woman from shoulder to crown.
Forrester gulped and, automaticaly, went on one knee.

"Pless=" he murmured. "Pardon me. | didn't mean—"

"Quite dl right,” the Goddess murmured. "I understand perfectly.”
"But [—'

"Never mind dl that now," Venus said, with just a hint of impatience. "Rise, Willian Forrester—or you
who were William Forrester."

Forrester rose. Sweat was pouring down his face.[s8] He made no effort to wipe it away. "Were?' he
asked, dazed. "But that's my name!”

"It was," Venus sad, in the same cdm tone. "Henceforth, your name is Dionysus.”
Forrester took awhile to remember to swalow. "Dionysus?' he said at lagt.
There was another slence.

Forrester, feding that perhaps hisfirg question could use some amplification, said: "Dionysus? Bacchus?
Y ou mean me?'

"Quiteright,” Venus said. "That will be your name, and you'd better begin getting used to it."

"Now wait aminute” he said. "l don't mean to be disrespectful, but something occurs to me. | mean, it's
thefirg thing | thought of, and I'm probably wrong, but just let me ask the questions, if you don't mind,
and maybe some of thiswill make some sense. Because just a few hours ago | was doing very nicdy on
my own and |—"

"What are your questions?’ Venus said.

Forrester swayed. "DionysusBacchus himsdf," he said. "Won't he mind my—"
Venus laughed. "Mind your usng his name? My goodness, no."

"BUE"

"It'sdl because of the orgies"” Venus said.



Everything, he told himsdlf, was getting just alittle too much for him. "Orgies?' he said.
Venus nodded. "You see, there are dl those orgies held in his honor. Y ou know about those, of course.”

"Sure | do," Forrester said, watching everything narrowly. In just a few seconds, he told himsdf
hopefully, the whole room would vanish and he would be in a nice, peaceful insane asylum.

"W, it isnt impossible for a God to be at dl the orgies held in his honor,” Venus said. "Naturdly not.
But,[59) a the same time, they are dl rather boring—for a God, | mean. And that's why you're here)" she
finished.

Forrester said: "Oh." And then he said: "Oh?' The room hadn't disappeared yet, but he was willing to
gveittime

"Dionysus” Venus said patiently, as if she were explaning the matter to a smdl and rather ugly child,
"gets tired of gppearing at the orgies. He wants someone to take his place.”

The slence &fter that sentence was a very long one. Forrester could think of nothing to say but: "Me?"

"You will be raised to the status of Godling,” Venus said. "You remember Hercules and Achilles, don't
you?"

"Never met them,” Forrester said vacantly.

"Naturdly,” Venus said. "They were, however, ancient heroes, raised to the status of Godling, just as you
yoursdf will be. However, you will not be honored or worshipped under your own name.”

Forrester nodded. "Naturdly," he said, wondering what he was taking about. There was, he redized, the
possibility that he was not insane after dll, but he didn't want to think about that. 1t was much too painful.

"Youwill recaive indructionsin the use of certain powers,” Venus said. "These will enable you to perform
your new duties”

Duties.

The word carried a strange connotation. Dionysus/Bacchus was the God of wine, anong other things,
and women and song had been thrown in as an afterthought. The duties of a stand-in for a God like that
sounded just alittle bit overwheming.

"These—duties," he said. "Will they be temporary or permanent?’
"Wdl," Venus said, "that depends.” She amiled a him sweetly.

"Depends?



"So far," Venus said, "our testing shows that you are[60] capable of handling certain of the duties to be
entrusted to you. But, for the rest, everything depends on your own taents and devotion.”

"Ah" Forrester said, and then: "Teding?"

"You don't suppose that we would pick amortd for an important job like this without making certain that
he was capable of doing the job, do you?'

"Frankly," Forrester said, "'l haven't got around to supposing anything yet."

Venus amiled again. "We have tested you,” she sad, "and so fa you appear perfectly capable of
exercdsng your powers.”

Forrester blinked. "Exerdsng?'

"Exactly. As a dtreet brawler, for indance, you do exceptiondly wel.”
"Asa—"

"How does your face fed?' she asked.

"My what?' Forrester said. "Oh. Face. Fine. Street brawls, you said?"

"I did,” Venus said. "My goodness, the way you bashed that one bruiser with your drink—that was redly
excdlent. As a matter of fact, | fed it incumbent on meto tdl you that | haven't enjoyed afight so muchin
years.

Wondering whether he should be complimented or just alittle ashamed of himsdf, Forrester said nothing
a dl. Theideathat he had been under the persona supervison of Aphrodite hersdlf bothered him more
than he could say. The brawl was the firg thing that came to mind. It didn't seem like the sort of thing a
Goddess of Love ought to have been watching.

And then he thought of the High Priestess.

He fdt a blush cregping up around his collar, and was thankful only thet it was not vigble under the tan of
his skin. He remembered who had ordered the sacrificd rites, and thought bitterly and guiltily about
Spectator sports.

But his face remained perfectly cam.[61]

"Sofa,” Venus sad, "l mugt say that you have come through with flying colors. You should be proud of
yoursdlf."

Forrester didn't fed exactly proud. He wanted to crawl into a hole and die there.



"Wdl," he sad, "I—"
"But there is more," Aphrodite said.
"More?!

The idea didn't sound attractive. In spite of what one of the tests had involved, the notion of any more
tests was judt alittle fatiguing. Besides, Forrester was not at dl sure that he would be a his best, when he
knew that dispassionate observers were chroniding his technique and his every movement.

How much more, he wondered, could he take?

And, he reflected, how much more of what?

"We mug be certain," Aphrodite said, "that you can prove yoursdf worthy of the dignity of a Godling."
"Ah" Forrester said cleverly. "So there are going to be more tests?"

"There are," Venus said. "After dl, you will be expected to act as the alter persona of Dionysus. That
involves respongibilities dmaost beyond the ken of amortd.”

Wine, Forrester thought wildly, women and song.

He wondered if he were going to be asked to 9ng something. He couldn't remember anything except the
Sar Spangled Banner and an exceptiondly slly rhyme from his childhood. Neither of them seemed just
right for the occasion.

"You mud learn to behave as a true God,” Venus said. "And we must know whether you are fitted for
the part.”

Forrester nodded. The one thing keeping him sane, he reflected, was the hope of insanity. But the room
was dill there, and Venus was standing near him, talking quietly away.

"Thus" she said, "there mugt be further tests, so that we may be sure of your capacities.”[62]
Capacities? Just what was that supposed to mean?"l see" helied. "And suppose | fal?'
"Fal?"

"Suppose | don't live up to expectations,” Forrester said.

"Wil, then,” Venus declared, "I'm afraid the Gods might be angry with you.”

Forrester had no doubt whatever as to the meaning of the words. Either he lived up to expectations or he
didnt live a dl. The Gods anger was not a andl afar, and it sddom satidfied itsdf with amdl results.



When a God got angry with you, you smply hoped the result would be quick. You didnt redly dare
hope it would aso be temporary.

Forrester passed a hand over his forehead. If he had been doing his own picking, he thought allittle sadly,
the job of tryout stand-in for Dionysus was not the job he would have chosen. But then, the choice
wan't his, and it never had been. It was the Gods who had picked him.

Unfortunatdy, if he failed, the mistake wouldn't be lad at the door of the Gods. It would be lad & the
door of William Forrester, together with anice, big, black funerd wreath.

But it didn't sound too bad at that, he told himsdf hopefully. After al, it wasn't every day that a men was
offered the job of sand-in for a God, not every day that a man was offered the chance of passng a lot of
grenuous and embarrassing tests, and dying if he failed.

He told himsdf gernly to look on the pogtive side, but dl he could think of was the succession of tests
dill to come. What would they be like? How could he ever pass them al? What would be thought
necessary to edtablish aman as a fird-rate double for Dionysus?

Looks, he thought, were obvioudy the firg thing, and he certanly had those. For a second he dmost
wished he could see Ed Symes and gpologize for getting mad when Ed had told him he looked like
Bacchus.[63]

But then, he reflected, he didn't want to go too far. The idea of goologizing to Ed Symes, no matter who
hisSster was, made Forrester's gorge rise about five and a hdf feet.

"However," Aphrodite went on, as if she had just thought of something too unimportant to bother
mentioning, "don't worry abouit it. My father's thunderbolt needn't concern you. | have every confidence
that you will prove yoursdf."

She amiled rediantly at him.

Theidea occurred to Forrester that she just didn't think that a mortal's mortdity was important. But the
idea didn't stay long. Being reassured by a Goddess, he told himsdf confusedly, was very reassuring.

Venus was looking hm up and down speculaively, and Forrester suddenly thought a new test was
coming. A little gentle sweet began to break out on his forehead again, but his face stayed cam. He took
a deep bresth and tried to concentrate on gathering strength. The High Priestess had been something
specid but, Forrester thought, she had not redlly cdled out his all. Venus was dearly another matter.

But Venus said only: "Those clothes" in a consdering sort of tone.
"Clothes?' Forrester said, trying to readjust in a hurry.

"You certainly can't go in those clothes. Hera would object quite violently, I'm afraid. She's awfully suffy
about such things"



The intimate details about the Gods intrigued Forrester. "Stuffy? Hera?"
"Confidentidly,” Venus said, "a times, the All-Mother can be an absolute bitch.”

She went over to one of the light-swirled walls, and a part of the light seemed to fade as she did so. Of
course, she did nothing so crude as opening a door. When she started for the wal there was no closet
apparent there, but when she arrived it was there, solid, and open.[64]

It was just that Smple.

She took out awhite robe and started back. Forrester took his eyes from her with an effort and watched
the closet disappear again. By the time she had reached him, it was only a part of the swirling wal again.

And the hospitd attendants were nowhere in Sght.

She handed Forrester the robe. He took it warily, but it ssemed red enough. At any rate, it was as red
as anything e se that was happening to him, he thought.

It was a Imple tunic, cut in the dyle of the ancient Greek chiton, and open a one Sde instead of the
front. Forrester turned it in his hands. At the waist and shoulder there was a golden clasp to hald it in
place. The clasp wasnt figured in any specid way. The materid itsdf was odd: it was an dmost
fluorescent white and, though it was perfectly opaque, it was thinner than any paper Forrester had ever
seenin public. It dmogt didn't seem to be there when he rubbed it between his thumb and forefinger.

"Wil, don't just stand there" Venus said. "Get started.”
"Started?' Forrester said.

"Get dressed. The others are waiting for you."
"Others?"

But she didn't answer. Forrester looked franticdly around the room for anything that looked even
remotdly like a dressing room. As alast resort, he was willing to settle for a screen. No room, no screen.
He was willing to settle for achar he could crouch behind. There was none.

He looked hopefully a the Goddess. Perhaps, he thought, she would leave while he dressed. She
showed no sgn of doing so. He cleared histhroat and jerked at his collar nervoudy.

"Now, now," Venus said gernly. "Dont tdl me the presence of your Goddess embarrasses you." She
rased her head imperioudy. "Hurry it up.”

Vey dowly, he began taking off his clothes. There was,[65] after dl, nothing to be ashamed of, he told
himsdf. As a matter of fact, Venus ought to be getting used to the sght of him undressing by thistime,



Somehow, he findly managed to get the chiton on draight. Venus looked hm over and nodded her
approval.

"Come dong now," she said. "They're waiting for us. And one thing: don't get nervous, for Hera's sake.
Youredl right."

"Oh," Forrester said. "Sure. Perfectly dl right. Right asran.”
"Wdl, you are. As amatter of fact, | think youll make afine Dionysus”

She led him toward a wall opposite where the closet had been. As they approached it, a section of it
became bluer and bluer. With a snking feding, Forrester told himsdf that he knew what was coming.

Hedid. Thewal dissolved into the shimmering blue haze of a Vel of Heaven, jus like the one that hed
trangported him from New York to his present postion. Where that was, he wasn't entirdy sure, but
remembering his one look out the window, he suspected it was Mount Olympus.

But there wasn't any time for thinking. Venus took his hand coolly as they reached the blue haze. Then
both of them stepped through.

681
CHAPTER SIX

The room into which they stepped seemed even larger than the one they had Ieft. The distances were just
as hard to measure, and why Forrester had the feding, he couldn't have said, but it did fed larger. The
sense of enormous space hung over it.

Thewdl colors were just the same, however, dripping and changing in a continuous flow of patterns, with
the little sunbursts and rainbows appearing here and there without any visible reason.

But the room itsdf was comparatively unimportant, Forrester knew. It was what went on in the room that
sent shivers up his spine, and ingtructed one knee to start knocking againg other one. He had heard of
the Court of the Gods, though as far as he knew no mortal had ever seen it. There were certainly no
photographs of it, even in the most exhaudtive travel books.

Forrester knew without question that he was standing in that Courtroom. The knowledge did not make
him cam. And the beings stting and redining on couches dong the shimmering walls made him fed even
worse. He recognized every one of them, and every one sent aj67] new shock of awe running through his
nerves. His somach fdt like a hard rubber handball.



There was Zeus All-Father, with his great, slvery, ringleted beard. His hands were combing through it
and he was frowning maegticdly into the distance. Next to him was the imperious Hera, Mother of the
Gods. She sat with her hands folded in her lap, as if she were waiting for the end of the world to be
announced. There was Mars, tough and hairy-chested, scratching his sde with one hand and scowling
horribly. His fierce, bearded face looked somehow out of place without the battle hdmet that usudly
topped it. The horned and goat-legged Pan was there, and Vulcan, crippled and ugly with his squat body
and giant arms, redlining like an ape on a couch dl adone, and motherly looking Ceres usng one hand to
pat her hair asif she, not Forrester, were the nervous one.

Athena was there, too, lovely and gray-eyed. She seemed to be amiling a& him with specia favor, and
Forrester fet grateful.

He needed dl the help he could get.

But the other Gods were absent. Where were they? Pluto and Phoebus Apollo were missng, and so
were Mercury, Neptune, Dionysus and Diana

And ...

"Ah," the great voice of Zeus boomed, as Forrester and Venus stepped through the Vell. Forrester heard
the voice and shuddered. "The mortd is here" Zeus went on in his awe-ingpiring roar. "Welcome,
Mortd!"

Forrester opened his mouth, but Hera got in ahead of him.

She leaned over to her divine husband and hissed, in a tone audible to everyone in the room: "Don't
belabor the obvious, dear. Enough's enough.”

"Itis?" Zeus said. Theroar was exactly the same. "I'm not a dl sure. No! Of course not. Naturdly not,
my dear. Naturdly not." He looked around dowly, nodding[eg] his great head. "Now, now. Let's see. Do
we have a quorum? | don't see Morpheus. Where's Morpheus?'

"Adeep, as usud,” Mars growled. He finished scratching his side and began on his beard. "Where dse
would the old foal be? He's nathing but a bore anyway and | say to Hades with him. Let's get on."

"Now, Ares" Pdlas Athena said mildly. "Dont be crude.”

"Crude?' Mars bdlowed. "All | said was that the old bore's not here. It's true, ian't it? What in Hades is
0 crude about it?'

"Hah!" Vulcan growled, in a bass voice that seemed to come from the bottom of a large barrel. "Look
who mentions being a bore."

"Why, you—" Mars started.

"Children!" Hera snapped at once.



There was quiet, and Forrester had time to get dizzy. Maybe, he thought, he had been travding too
much. After dl, he had started in New Y ork, and then he had found himsdf on what he suspected was
Mount Olympus, in Greece. And now he was somewhere else.

He wasn't entirdy sure where. The Court of the Gods existed; he knew that. But he had never heard just
where it existed, and it was entirdy possible that no mortd knew. In which case, Forrester thought
confusedly, | don't even know where | am.

For the firg time, he began to think serioudy that, perhaps, he was sane after dl. Maybe everything he
was seeing and hearing was true. It was certainly beginning to look that way. And, in that case, maybe
the dizziness he fdt was just arsickness, or spacesickness, or whatever kind of sickness came from
traveling through those blue Vlls.

At leagt, he told himsdf, thinking of the old man he had met on the way downtown, & least it beat the
ubway.

He looked behind him. He and Venus were sanding[e9] in the center of the room. There was no blue vell
behind them. It had, apparently, done its duty and gone away.

The subway, Forrester told himsdf solemnly, didn't do that.

Zeus cleared histhroat ponderoudy. "I count eght of us" he said. "Eight, dl told. Of course, that's eight
without the mortd." He paused, and then added: "If you count the mortd in, there are nine”

Pan stirred. "That's a quorum,” he announced in a hoarse voice that had a heavy vibrato in it. It reminded
Forrester, oddly, of the blegting of a goat. Pan crossed his legs and his hooves clashed, griking sparks.
"Pluto and Poseidon said they'd accept our judgment.”

"Why the absence?' Vulcan said shortly.

"A storm, | think," Pan said. "Out in the North Atlantic, if memory serves—and it does. Asfar as | recdl,
there are four ships sunk so far. Quite an afar.”

Vulcan sad: "Ah," and reclined again.
Hera leaned forward. "Wherée's Apallo? He said he might come.”

"Sure he did,” Mars said heavily. "Old Sunshine Boy never misses a bit of excitement. Only he probably
found something even more exditing. He's in Cdifornia, dl dressed up as amortd.”

"Cdifornia?" Ceres said. "My goodness, what would thet boy be doing in Cdifornia?"

Mars guffawed. "Probably showing off—how Sunshine Boy loves to show off! Digplaying that gorgeous
body to the girlson Muscle Beach, Il bet.”



"BEgnt to five" Pan said at once.

Mars turned to him and nodded shortly. "Done.”

"Now, if | were a betting man,” Vulcan began in a thoughtful bass, "I'd—"

"Wedl know what you'd do, Gimpy," Mars roared. "But you won't do it, so shut up about it."

"Plea=" Hera said. "Order.” Her voice was like chilled stedl. The others settled back. "I think were
ready. Shdl[70] we begin, dear?' She looked a Zeus, who got ready to start. But before he could get a
word out, there was a flicker of blue energy in the room, a couple of yards away from Forrester and
Venus. Theflicker expanded to a Ve, and aman stepped out of it.

He was a short, fa individud wearing a chiton as if he had dept in it for three or four weeks. His face
was puffy and his golden hair was ruffled. His eyelids seemed to have acquired a permanent half-mas,
and beneath them the eyes were bleary and disinterested.

Forrester needed no introductions to Morpheus, the God of Seep.

The God looked around at the assembled company with a kindly litle smile on his tired face. Then,
dowly and luxurioudy, he yawned. When his mouth closed again, after a view of caverns measureless to
man, he rubbed at his eyes with his knuckles, and then heaved a great Sgh and, apparently, resigned
himsdf to the terrible effort of speech.

"I'm late" he said. "But it's redly not my fault.”
"Oh?' Hera sad in a nasty tone of voice.

Morpheus shook his head dowly from side to sde. "It redly isnt." His voice was terribly cadm. It was
obvious, Forrester thought, that he did not give a damn. "The darm jugt didn't seem to go off again. Or
dse| didn't hear it

"Now, Morpheus" Hera said. "I should think you'd get some kind of darm that redly worked, after dl
thistime™"

"Why bother?" Morpheus said, and shrugged ponderoudy. "Anyhow, I'm here" He yawned again. "The
thingstiresome, but | did say I'd be here, and here | am. Now, does that satidy everybody? Because if it
doesnt, | do have some deep to caich up on."

"It stisfies us dl," Hera said with some asperity. "Go st down."”

Morpheus shambled quietly over to a couch near Mars.[71] He lowered himsdf onto it, and dowly
dipped from a gtting position to aredining one.

"Wdl," Hera said to Zeus, "we're ready, dear."



"Oh," Zeus said. "Oh. Certanly. | declare this meeting—! declare this meeting fully met." He cleared his
throat with arumble that shook the air. "We're here, as | suppose you dl know, to consder the problem
of William Forrester. But fird, | am reminded of alittle story | picked up on Earth, and in the hopes that
some of you here might not have heard it, [—"

"Weve heard it," Hera said, "and, anyhow, thisis neither the time nor the place.”

Zeus turned to look a her. He shrugged. "Very wdl," he sad equably. "Let us return to William
Forrester, as a possible subgtitute for Dionysus. The firs consderation ought to be the psychologica
records, wouldn't you say?"

"I would," Hera said through her teeth.

"I believe Athenaisin charge of that department, and if sheis ready to report—"
"Of course she's ready,” Hera said, "dear.”

Zeus nodded. "Wdl, then, what are we waiting for?'

Athena got up and faced the company. "In generd,” she began a once, "l think we can pass the
candidate completely on the psychologica records. The Index of Subordination is low, but we don't want
one too high for this post. Too, the Beta curve shows a good ded of variation, a Dionysan characteridtic.
Thereis, perhaps, a stronger sense of respongibility than is recorded in the Dionysan index, but this may
not be a handicap.”

"By no means" Hera said. "Responghility is something we could dl do with more of, around here” She
shat a poisonous glance a Morpheus, whose eyes were now completely closed.

Forrester, busly wondering what his Beta curve was, and why it varied, and what he would do if he logt
it and had to get another one, missed the next few words[77] of Athenas report. The word that did
impinge on his consciousness did so with a shock.

"Sx," Athena said. "But, after dl, that is not quite in my department.” She looked as if she were very
glad of the fact. "In generd, as | say, the psychologica tests present no insuperable barriers.”

"Hne" Hera said. She dug Zeusin the ribs again.
"Oh," Zeus said. "Yes Fine"

“Next," Hera said.

"Yes" Zeus sad. "By dl means. Next."

Mars got up. He was now scratching the har on his chest. He looked around at the others with a
definitdy unfriendly expression.



"The physicd department isming” he said. "The candidate can handle himsdf, dl right. There isnt much
doubt of it." He burped, wiped his mouth with the back of one hand, and went on: "Of course, he's let
himsdf run to fa alittle here and there, but it in't redly serious. Manly a matter of glandular balance or
something like that, as far as | understand Hermes report.”

Forrester began to fed like a prize chicken.

"And physcd training,” Mars said. "Wel, there hasn't been any traning, that's dl. And that's bad."
"Heis not being considered for your postion,” Vulcan said. "One muscular brainless imbecile is enough.”
Mars took a deep breath.

"Pleass" Hera sad. "Continue the report.”

The breath came out in an exploson. "All right,” Mars said. "Discounting the training end of things, and
assuming that Hermes can fix up the glandular mess, | think he can pass the physicd.”

Forrester wasn't sure that he liked being referred to as a glandular mess. On the other hand, he asked
himsdf, what could he do about it? He stood quietly, wondering what was coming next.

Hisworgt fears were fulfilled.

Venus stepped forward and gave her report. Badicaly,[73] it was a codicil, of a rather pecidized nature,
to the physca report. While it was going on, Forrester glanced at Athena. She looked every hit as
embarrassed as he fdt, and her face wore alook of sheer pain. Once he thought she was going to leave
the room, but she remained grimly seated until it was dl over.

Forrester couldn't figure out, when he thought about it, how the Gods had managed to give him dl these
tests without his knowing anything about it. But, then, they were supernatural, weren't they? And they had
their own methods. A mortd didn't have to understand them.

Forrester wasn't sure he was happy with that idea, but he dung to it. It was the only one he had.
When Venus finished her report, there was alittle slence.
"Any other comments?’ Hera whispered to her husband.

"Ah, yes" Zeus sad. "Other comments. If anyone has any other comments to make, please make them
now. Now isthe time to make them.”

He sat back. Morpheus gtirred dightly and spoke without opening his eyes or stting up. "Sleep,” he said.

Herasad: "Seep?’



"Veay important,” Morpheus said dowly, "the candidate deeps pretty well—soundly, as a matter of fact.
The only trouble is that he doesn't get enough deep. But then, no one on this entire crazy world ever
does." He yawned and added: "Not even me"

Forrester passed a hand over his forehead. He redized, very suddenly, that he had come to a concluson
somewhere during the mesting. He was, he told himsdf, definitely sane.

That left another concluson. He was not dreaming anything that was happening. It was dl perfectly redl.
And he was about to become a demi-God.

That initsdf didn't sound so bad. But he began to wonder, in aquiet sort of way, just what was going to
[74] happen to William Forrester, acolyte and history professor, when Forrester/Bacchus had became a
redity. With a blunt shock he knew that there was only one answer.

William Forrester was going to die.

It didn't maiter what the verdict of the Gods was. There were more tests coming, he knew, and if he
faled them the Gods would kill him quite literaly and quite completely.

But, he went on, suppose he passed the tests.

In that case he was going to become Forrester/Bacchus, a subgtitute God. Plan old Bill Forrester would
cease to exid entirdly.

Oh, afew traces might remain—his Beta curve, for instance, whatever that was. But Bill Forrester would
be gone. Somehow, the idea of a revenant Beta curve didn't make up for the basic loss.

On the other hand, he reminded himsdf again, what choice did he have?

None.

He forced himsdf to lisen to what the Gods were saying.

Zeus cleared histhroat. "Wdl, | think that closes the subject. Am | right, dear?"
"You are" Herasaid.

"Veay wdl," Zeus said. "Then the subject is closed, isnt it?'

Hera nodded wesrily.

"In that case, we can proceed with the invediture. Hephaestus, will you please take charge of the
candidate?"



Hephaestus/V ulcan sghed softly. "I suppose | must." He swung off the couch and stood half-crouched
for a second. Forrester looked a him blankly. "Wel," Vulcan said, "come on." He jerked his head
toward Forrester. "Over here.”

With one last backward glance at Venus, Forrester walked across the room. Vulcan turned and hobbled
[75] ahead of him toward the wall. Forrester followed until, dmog a the wadl, a Vel of Heaven
appeared. Feding dmost used to the thing by now, Forrester followed Vulcan through, and he didn't
even look behind him to seeif the Vel had vanished after they'd come through. He knew perfectly well it
had. It dways did.

The room they had entered was Smilar to the others he had seen, but there was no change of colors. The
walls glowed evenly and with a subdued light thet filled the room evenly. And, for the fird time, the wdls
weren't Smply blanks that became things only when approached. The strangest-looking objects Forrester
hed ever seen filled benches, tables, chars and the floor, and some were even tacked to the glowing
wadls. He stared at them for along time.

No two were dike. They seemed to be dl Szes, shapes and materids. The only thing they redly had in
common was that they were unrecognizeble. They looked, Forrester thought, as if a truckload of
non-objective twentieth-century sculpture had collided with another truck full of old television-set
innards. Then, in some way, the two trucks had fdlen in love and had children.

The scrambled horrors scattered throughout the room were, Forrester told himsdf bleskly, the children.

Vulcan sat down on the only empty chair with asgh. "Thisismy workshop,” he announced gravely. "It is
not arranged for vigitors, nor for the curious. | must advise you to touch nothing, if you wish to save your
hands, your sanity, and very possibly your life”

Forrester nodded dumbly. Vulcan's tone hadn't been unfriendly; he had merdy been warning a stranger,
in the shortest and clearest manner possible, againg the dangers of feding the merchandise. Not,
Forrester thought, that the warning was necessary. He would as soon have thought of trying to fly as he
would of touching one of the mixed-up looking things.

"Now," Vulcan sad, "if youll—" He stopped. "Pardon[76) me," he said, and levered himsdf upright. He
went to a chair, swept afew congructions from it and put them carefully on a table. "Sit down,” he said,
moationing to the chair.

Gingerly, Forrester sat down.
Vulcan returned to his own chair and climbed onto it. "Now let us get to business.
"Bugness?' Forrester said.

"Oh, yes" Vulcan said. "'l imagine you were pretty wel bewildered for a while. No more than naturd.
But | think you've figured it out by now. Y ou know you are going to be given the powers of a demi-God,
don't you?'



"Yes. But—"

"Do not worry about it," Vulcan said. "The powers are—samply powers. They are not burdens. At any
rate, they will not be burdensome to you. We know thai—we have researched you to afine point, as you
may have gathered from the fol-de-rol back there” He gestured toward his right, evidently indicating the
Court of the Gods.

"But," Forrester said, "suppose I'm not what your tests say. | mean, suppose |—"

"There is no need for supposition. Beyond any shadow of doubt, we know how you, as a mortd, will
react to any conceivable set of circumstances.”

"Oh," Forrester said. "But—"

"Precisdly. You have redized what yet needs to be done. We know what your &bilities and limitations
are—as a mortal. The tests you have yet to pass are concerned with your actions and reactions as a
demi-God."

Forrester swalowed hard. He fdt as if he were on a moving roller-coaster. No matter how badly he
wanted to get off, it was impossible to do so. He had to remain while the car hurtled on.

And where was he going?

The Gods, he told himsdf with more than ordinary meaning, knew.[77]

"The power which isto be infused into you," Vulcan said, "if you don't mind the loose terminology—"
"I don't mindin the leadt,” Forrester assured him earnestly. "Not in the leest.”

"The power infusad into you will make some changes. These will not only be physica changes. Mentd
changes must be expected.”

"Oh," Forrester said. "Mentd changes™

"Correct. Physcdly, you see, you will become what no mortd can ever quite be: a perfectly functioning
biologicd engine. Every sinew, nerve and muscle, every organ and gland, every tissue in your body will
be in perfect harmonic balance with every other. Metabolicaly speaking, your catabolism and anabolism
will bein such perfect baance that aging will not be possble.”

Forrester thought that over. "I'll be immortd,” he said.

"In that sense of the word," Vulcan said, "you will. You will be, as a matter of fact, quite a good ded
tougher, stronger and harder than any anima now exiding on the face of the Earth. | must except, of
course, afew of the redly big ones, like the eephant and the killer whae."



"Oh" Forrester said. "Sure”

"But make no mistake. Y ou can 4ill be killed. A bullet through the heart will not do the job; it will merdy
incapacitate you for afew hours. But if you were to have your head blown off by a grenade, you would
be quite dead. Remember that."

"I don't see how | could forget it."

"Youwill hed with incredible rapidity, but there are limitations. Anything that pushes the balance too far
will be fatd. You can lose a hand or even an arm without serious harm; the missng member will be
regrown. But if you were to fdl into a large meat-grinder—"

"I get theideq," Forrester said, feding pae green.

"Good," Vulcan said. "However, thereis more.”

"More?"[7g]

"There are certain other powers to be given you in addition. You will learn of these later.”
Forrester nodded blankly.

"Now," Vulcan sad, "dl these physcd changes will have a definite effect upon your psychologica
outlook, as | imagine you can plainly see.”

Forrester thought about it. "Wel—"

"Let us suppose that you are a coward who has avoided fights dl his life. Now you are given these
powers. What will happen?’

"Il be strong.”

"Exactly. You will be strong. And because you are strong, and dmost indestructible, you suddenly decide
that you can now get your revenge on the people who have pushed you around.”

"Wdl," Forrester said, "I—"

"You begin to look for fights"" Vulcan said. "You go around begting up everyone you can find, Smply
because you now know you can get away with it. Do you understand me?

"| guess 0."

"A man with a vidous streak in him would be intolerable in this postion. Can you see that? Take an
example Ares. Marsis atough God, hard and at times brutal. But heis not vicious."



Forrester was allittle surprised to hear Vulcan say anything nice about Mars. He knew, as everyone did,
the long history of ill-will and postive hatred the two had built up between them. It had begun soon &fter
Vulcan's marriage to Aphrodite/Venus.

He hadn't been a cripple then, of course. For a while, he and Venus had had a fine time. But Venus,
gpparently, just wasn't stisfied with the dull normd routine of married life. None of the Gods seemed to
be, as a matter of fact. Either they were atogether too married, like Zeus, or dse they werent married
enough, like Venus.[79] Or dse they were like Diana and Athena, indifferent to marriage.

At any rate, Venus had begun looking around for fresh talent. And the fresh talent had been right there
ready to Sgn up for along contract on a drictly extralega bass.

One day Vulcan caught them at it, his wife and Mars. Vulcan was angry, but Mars didn't exactly like to
be interrupted, ether, and he was a little faster on the draw. He tossed Vulcan over a nearby diff,
crippling him for good.

And as for Aphrodite—who knew? It was entirdy possible that, by this time, the Goddess of Love had
run through the entire lig of Gods and was now at work on the mortas.

Forrester wasn't entirdly sure he didiked the idea, on a ample physcd leve. But there was more than
that to it, of course; there was Vulcan. Forrester found himsdf liking the solemn, positive workman. He
didn't want to hurt him.

And aliaison with Venus was certain to do just that.

He came back to the present to hear Vulcan il discoursing. "Also,”" the God said, "changes in glandular
baance mus be made. These changes have a necessary effect on the brain. The persondity changes
subtly, though | can assure you thet the change is not a marked one.” He paused. "For dl these reasons,”
he finished, "l am sure that you can see why we mugt subject you to further tests.”

"l undergtand,” Forrester said vagudly.

"Good. Now, you will not know whether a given incident—any given incident—is a perfectly natura
occurrence or atest imposed on you by the Pantheon. Can you understand that?"

Forrester nodded.

Vulcan levered himsdf upright, hisugly face amiling just alittle. "And remember what | have told you. No
worrying. You don't even know just what any given test[80] is supposed to accomplish, so you can't
know whether the action you choose isright or wrong. Therefore, worrying will do nathing for you. You
will be at your best if you amply behave naturdly.”

"Ml try."

"Remember, a0, that you were picked not merdy for your physica resemblance to Dionysus, but your
psychologicd resemblance as wdl. Therefore, playing his part should be comparatively smple for you.



Right?'
"l guess 0," Forrester said, feding both expectant and allittle hopeless abouit it al.

"Hne" Vulcan said. "Now wait one moment.”" He turned and limped over to a structure that 1ooked like a
sort of worktable. When he came back, he was carrying severd objects in his big hands. He sdlected
one, an ovoid about the sze of a marble, colored a dull orange, and handed it to Forrester. "Swalow
thet."

Forrester took it cautioudy. As soon as he found out what he was supposed to do with the thing, its
dimensons seemed to grow. It looked about the sze of agdf bdl in his sheking hands.

"Snallow it?' he said tentatively.
"Correct,” Vulcan said.
IIBlJt_II

"This object isa—well, cdl it atdisman. It will not dissolve, and it is recoverable, but for the Invedtiture it
mugt be indde you."

IIBlJt_II
"Youwill find it so easy to swalow that you will need no water. Go ahead.”

Forrester put the thing in his mouth and swalowed once, just to test Vulcan's statement. The effect was
aurprisng. He could bardy fed it leave his tongue, and he couldn't fed it go down at dl. He swalowed
agan, experimentdly, and explored the ingde of his mouth with his tongue.

“Itisgone" Vulcan said. "Good."[81]
"It's gone, dl right," Forrester said wonderingly.

"The sandals are next." Vulcan selected a pair of sandals with rather thick soles and handed them over.
They were gpparently made of gold. Forrester obediently strapped them on, and Vulcan next handed him
apair of golden cylinders indented to fit his curved fingers.

"You hold these very tightly," Vulcan said. "During the Investiture, you must grip them as hard as you
can." He peered dosdy a them and pointed to one. "This one goesin the left hand. The other goes in the
right. Squeeze them as if—as if you were trying to crush them. All right?"

"All right,”" Forrester said.

Vulcan nodded. "Good. From this moment on, do exactly as you are told. Answver questions truthfully.
Keep nothing secret. Remember my indructions.”



"Right," Forrester said doubtfully.

"Come on," Vulcan said, heading for the wal. The inevitable Vel of Heaven appeared, and Forrester
followed through it as before.

The room they entered was not, he thought, the same one they had been in before. Or, if it was, it had
changed a great dedl. It was difficult to tdl anything for sure; the shifting wals looked the same, but they
aso looked like the shifting walsin Venus apartments.

At any rate, there were now no couches on the floor. The room seemed even bigger than before, and
when the wdls settled down to a steady golden glow, Forrester fdt lost in the immengty of the place. In
the center of the room was a raised golden dais. It was about five feet across and nearly three feet high.

The Gods were ranged around it in a semicircle, facing him. Vulcan dipped into an empty space in the
ling and Forrester stood perfectly done, holding the cylinders.

Zeus cleared histhroat. "Step up on the dais" he said.
Sumbling dightly, Forrester managed to do so without losing his grip on the cylinders.

In the center of the raised platform, with the Godsjs?] daring a him, he fdt like something under a
miCcroscope.

"William Forrester,” Zeus said, and he shuddered. The All-Father's voice had never been more powerful.
"William Forrester, from this moment onward you will renounce your present name. You will be known
as Dionysus the Lesser until and unlessit shl please usto confer another name on you. Henceforth, you
will be, in part, arecipient of the worship due to Dionysus, and you will hold the rank of demi-God. Do
you accept these judgments and this honor?!

Forrester gulped. A long time seemed to pass. At last he found hisvoice. "I do,” he said.
"Veay wdl," Zeus said.

The Gods joined hands and closed the circle around Forrester, surrounding him completely. The golden
auras that shone about ther bodies grew more and more bright. Forrester clutched the golden cylinders
tightly.

Then, very suddenly, there was an explosion of light. Forrester thought he had staggered, but he was
never sure. Everything was too bright to see. Dizziness began, and grew.

The room whirled and tipped. Somewhere a great organlike note began, and went on and on.

Forrester convulsed with the force of a sngle great burst of energy that crashed through his nervous
sysem.



And then, in atimeess ingant, everything went black.
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CHAPTER SEVEN

The morning of the Autumn Bacchand dawned bright and cleer—thanks to the intervention of the
Pantheon. In New Y ork, the leaves were only just beginning to turn, and the sun was 4ill high enough in
the sky to make the afternoons warm and pleasant. Zeus All-Father had promised good weether for the
fedivd, and a strong, warm wind from the Guif of Mexico was moving out the crisp autumn air before the
sun had risen an hour above the horizon.

The practicing that had gone on in thousands of homes throughout the dity was at an end. The Autumn
Bacchand was here a las, and the Begimning Service, which had dated in the little
Temple-on-the-Green right a dawn, when the sun's rays had firg touched the tops of New York's
towers, was gpproaching its end. The people clustered in the building, and the incomparably grester
number scattered outside it, were feding the firgt itch of restlessness.

Soon the Grand Procession would begin, garting as dways from the Temple-on-the-Green and wending
its dow way northward to the upper end of Central Park at 110th Street. Then the dring of worshippers
would[s4] turn and head back for the Temple at the lower end of the Park, with fanfare and pageantry on
a scae caculated to do honor to the God of the fedtivd, to outshine not only every other fedtiva, but
every past year of the Autumn Bacchand itsdf.

The Autumn Bacchand was devoted to the celebration of the harvest, and more specificdly the harvest
and processing of the grape. All the wineries for hundreds of miles around had shipped hogshead after
hogshead and barrel after barrel of fine wine—red, white, rose, 4ill, or sparkling—as joyous sacrifice to
Dionysus/Bacchus, and in thanks that the fertility rites of the Verna Bacchand had brought them good
crops. Wine flowed from everywhere into the city, and now the immense reserves were stacked away,
awaiting the revels. Even the brewers and didtillers had sent dong their wares, from the mildest beer to
vodka of 120 proof, joining unsdfishly in the celebration even though, technically, they were not under
Dionysian protection at dl, but were the wards of Ceres, the Goddess of grain.

Celebrants, liquors, chants, preparations, baloons, confetti, edibles and dl the other gppurtenances of the
fedival spirdled dizzyingly upward, reaching proportions unheard of throughout history. And, in a back
room a the Temple-on-the-Green, the late William Forrester sat, trying to forget dl about them, and
uffering from a continuous case of nerves.

Diana marched up and down in front of him, smacking her left fig into her caloused little right pam.
"Now ligen," she sad crisply. "I know you're dl hot and bothered, kid, but there's no reason to be.
Y ou're doing fine. They love you out there."



"Sure | am," Forrester said, unconvinced.

"Wadl, you are" Diana said. "You just got to have confidence, that's dl. Keep your spirits up. Tried
snging?’

"Snging?’
"Snging, kid. Raises the spirits"[85]

Forrester blinked. "Redlly?"

"Takeit fromme" Diana said. "How about Tenting Tonight?'
"How about what?'

"Tenting Tonight," Diana said. ™Y ou know."

"l—guess | do." Forrester wished that Diana would do more than treat him like a pal. She was a
remarkably beautiful woman, if you liked the type, and Forrester liked virtudly any type.

Now, success appeared to be within his grasp. But it did seem an odd time to bring the subject up. Oh,
wall, he thought, maybe she was just trying to cheer him up and had picked this way of doing it.

It worked, too, he told himsdf happily.
He cleared histhroat. "Where?'
Diana stared. "Where?"

"That's right," Forrester said. Something was going wrong but he couldn't discover what it was. "The
tenting.”

"Oh," Diana said. "Right here. Now. Raises the spirits."

"I should say it does!” Forrester agreed enthusiagticaly. "But after dl—right here—"
"Don't worry about it, kid. Nobody will hear you.”

"Hear me?'

"Anyway, it's nathing to be ashamed of. Lots of people do it when they fed low."

"Il bet they do," Forrester said. "Bt it's different with you and me"



"Me?' Dianasaid. "What do | have to do with it? | just told you—"

"Whdl, sure. And here and now is as good atime and place as any.”

Diana stepped back a pace. "Okay, let's hear it. Sng!"

"Sng? You mean | have to sng for my—"

"Il join you," Diana said.

Forrester nodded. He was beginning to get confused. "Youd better,” he said.[sg]

"Tenting tonight on the old camp grounds,” she sang. "Now come on.”

Forrester coughed. "Oh," he said. "Sing."

"Sure" Diana said, and they went through the song together. "How about another chorus?' she asked.

"It'sdl right, Diana," Forrester said, knowing she preferred the name to her Greek one of Artemis. "I fed
fine now."

"Wdl," Diana sad in a disappointed voice, "dl right."

What surprised Forrester most was that he did fed fine. All the Gods had helped him in the past severad
months, but Diana had been especidly hdpful. As a forest Goddess, and as Protectress of the Night,
sheld been able to tdl him a lot about how an orgy was arranged. He had often wished that she would
teach by example, but now, he discovered, it was too late for wishing.

She was, he told himsdf with only faint regret, just like a Sster to him. Or even a brother.
"I guess everything will be okay," he said. "Won' it?"

Diana clapped him on the back. "Y ou're going to be great. Just go out there and show ‘em what kind of a
God you are.”

"But what kind of a God am [ 7"
"Just keep cool, kid. You won't fal me—I know it."

"Il try," Forrester said. "Only I'm getting nervous just Stting around here. | wish we could go out and
grall around; weve got plenty of time, anyhow."

Diana nodded. "It's ten minutes yet before the Procession starts. | suppose we might as well take a look
around, kid, if it makes you fed better."



"It might."

"Fne, then. But how do you want to go?"

Forrester blinked. "How?'

"Invighility," Diana said, "or incognito?'

"Oh," Forrester said. Then he added: ™Y ou're asking me?'[87]

"Of course | am, kid. Now, look: thisis your celebration, remember? Y ou're Dionysus. Got it? Evenin
my presence, you act the part now. Y ou ought to know that."

"Wdl, sure, but—"

"Keep thisin mind. These people haven't had a Sabbatica Bacchand in seven years. Every saven years
they get to see thar God—and this year you'e it. Right?'

"I guess so. But—"

"No buts" Diana said. "You're the boss and they're your worshippers. That's dl there is to it. Now,
you've got to make up your mind. Whet'l it be?'

Forrester thought. "Wdl," he said at last, "'l guessit had better be incognito. With this crowd, there's too
much likelihood of getting bumped into if were invisble Right?'

Diana grinned. "That's the boy! Y ou're thinking straight now!"

Forrester had the sudden feding that he had just passed another test. But he didn't quite dare ask about it
"All right,”" he said instead. "L et's go."

He put his mind to work concentrating on the specid faculties that his demi-God power gave him. His
face began to change. He looked less and less like Dionysus as the seconds went by, and more and more
like William Forrester. At the same time, the golden aura around his body began to fade. After a few
minutes he looked like William Forrester completely, a nice enough guy but pretty much of a nonentity.

Diana, with the greater power of a true Goddess, achieved the same sort of result dmost indantly. Her
aura was gone and the sparkle had |eft her eyes. Her brown hair looked a little mousy now, and her face
was merdy pretty instead of being glorioudy beautiful.

"Jus one thing" Forrester said. "Wed better make ourseves invishle just to leave the Temple
Somebody might suspect we weren't ordinary people a al."[85]

"Right again," Diana smiled. She nodded her head and blinked ot



Forrester could 4ill see a cloudy outline of her in the room, but he knew that was because he was a
demi-God, with specid powers. An ordinary morta, he knew, would see nothing at al.

He followed her into invishility and walked out the back door of the Temple-on-the-Green. The door
was open and two Temple Myrmidons, wearing the golden grape-clusters of Dionysus on their shoulder
patches, stood outside the door. Neither of them saw Forrester and Diana leave.

Three minutes later, they were sanding near the doorway of the Temple, waiching the preparations for
the Grand Procession. Thefifty priests of Dionysus gathered there while the enormous crowd pushed and
shoved to get a better view of the ritud. The sacrifice of the fird fruits had been completed, and now, a
the door of the Temple, each of the fifty priests filled a chdice from a huge hogshead of purple wine,

They chanted a prayer in unison and spilled hdf the wine on the ground as a libation. Then they lifted the
chdices to their lips and drank, finishing the other hdf in one long mation.

The chdices were st down, and a cheer rose from the crowd.
The Bacchand had begun!

The priests separated into two equa groups. Twenty-five of them started northward, marching to their
positions a regularly spaced intervas in the procession. The remaining twenty-five stayed behind, ready
to accompany Dionysus himsdf at the tall of the parade.

Each of the other Gods was represented by a specid detachment of ten Myrmidons, each contingent
wearing the didtinctive shoulder patch of the God it served:[89] the thunderbolt of Zeus, the blazing sun of
Apollo, the pipes of Pan, the sword of Mars, the hammer of VVulcan, the poppy of Morpheus, the winged
foot of Mercury, the trident of Neptune, the cerberus of Pluto, the peacock of Hera, the owl of Athena,
the dove of Venus, the crescent of Diang, and the sprig of whesat that represented Mother Ceres. The
Myrmidons grinned in expectation of the good times coming; a Dionysan fesival was dways something
specid, and competition for the contingents was aways tough.

There were baloons everywhere, as the crowd shoved and pushed into the line of march. Someone was
bawling an old song about the lack of liquor, and the strident voice carried over the shouts and haloos of
the mob:

"How dry | am—"

Forrester and Diana, now visible, pushed their way through the crowds. A man flung his arm around the
Goddess with abandon, shouting something indidinguishable, Diana shook him off gently and went on.
Forrester dmogt tripped over asmdl boy Stting on the grass and crying. A Myrmidon was sanding over
him, and the child's mother was trying to lift the boy.

"I wanna go to the orgy," the boy kept saying. "I wanna go to the orgy."



"Next year," the mother told him. "Next year, child, when you're ax."

The Myrmidon lifted the child and carried him away. The mother shouted an address after him, and the
Myrmidon nodded, pushed his way through a geticulating group of celebrants and disappeared in the
direction of Central Park West. There, other Dionysan Myrmidons were patralling, making sure that no
non-Dionysan got in except by specid invitation. Any non-Dionysan who wanted to celebrate was
supposed to do it on the streets of the city, and not in Centrd Park, which was going to be crowded
enough with legitimate revelers.[o0]

The shouting and screaming went on, people pushing and shoving, confetti beginning to drift like a light
show over the worshippers. One man held five balloons and a cigarette, and he was popping the baloons
with the cigarette tip, one by one. Every time one of the baloons exploded, a group of women and girls
around him shrieked and laughed.

Forrester turned back. Behind a convenient bush, he and Diana made themselves invisble again, and
re-entered the Temple-on-the-Green.

The slence indde the Temple was degfening.
"The noise out there could break eardrums" Forrester complained. "I've never heard anything likeit."

"Jug wait," Diana told him. "The musc will start any time now—and then youll really hear something.”
She paused. "Ready?"

Forrester glanced down a himsdf. "I guess so. How do | look?' He had constructed a golden chiton
and mentdly clothed himsdf in it. It was covered by a grape-purple cloak embroidered with golden
grapevines. And around his head a circlet of woven grapevines had appeared, made of solid gold. It was
alittle heavier than Forrester had expected it would be, but it lent him, he thought, rather a dashing air.

"Gredt," Dianasad. "Just great."

"Think s0?7' Forrester said, feding rather pleased.

"Sure you do. Now go out there and give 'em the old college try.”

Forrester gulped. "How about you?'

"Me? 1'm on my way out of here. Thisisyour show, kid. Make the most of it."

Forrester watched her go out the rear door. He was done. And the Autumn Bacchana Processiond was
about to begin.
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CHAPTER EIGHT

Noise! Forrester, seated in the great golden paanquin supported by twelve hefty Priests of Dionysus,
hed never seen or heard anything like it. He waited there on the steps of the little Temple-on-the-Green
for the Procession to wind by, so that he could take his place a the end of it. But the Procession |ooked
endless.

Fra came a corps of Priests and Myrmidons, leading ther way gdlidly through the paths of Centrd
Park. Following them came the revelers, a mass of men and women marching, laughing, Snging, shouting,
dancing their way dong to the accompaniment of more musc than Forrester had ever dreamed of .

The Dionysans had practiced for months, and dmost everything was represented. There were vidlinigts
prancing dong, vidlists and a crew of long-haired gentlemen and ladies playing the vid da gamba and the
vid d'amore; there were guitarigts plunking medly away, banjo players srumming and ukdee addicts
picking at ther srings, somehow dl chorusng together. In a specid par of floas there were bass
players, bass fiddle players and cdligs, jammed tightly together and somehow managing to draw
enormous sounds and scratches[oz] out of the big indruments. And behind them came the main band of
musdans

The woodwinds followed: piccolo players piping, flutigs fluting, oboe players, red-cheeked and
glassy-eyed, concentrating on meking the mogt piercing possble sounds, men playing English horns,
clarinets, bass darinets, bassoons and contra-bassoons, dong with men playing serpents and, behind
them, a dancing group fingering ocarinas and adding their bit to the generd tumult, and two women
tootling medly away on hoarse-sounding zootibars.

And then, near the center of the musicians, were the brass: trumpets and trumpets-a-piston, trombones
and vave trombones and Fulk horns, dl blating away to it the sky with maddening sound,
Sousaphones and saxophones and French horns and bass horns and hunting horns, and tubas dong in
their own little cart, 9x round-cheeked men logt in the curves of the great ingruments, vdiantly blowing
away as they rolled by into the woods of the park, making the city itsdf resound with tremendous noise
and shattering cadence. And behind them was the battery.

Kettle drums, bass drums, xylophones, Chinese gongs, vibraphones, snare drums and high-hat cymbas
paraded by in carts, banged and stroked and tinkled enthusiagticdly by crew after crew of maddened
tympanists. And then came the others, on foot: tambourines and wood blocks and parade cymbas and
cadtanets. At the tal of this portion of the Processon came a sngle old man wearing spectacles and
ridng in a gndl cart drawn by a donkey. He had white har and he was playing on a series of
water-glasses filled to various levels. His ear was cocked toward the glasses with paingaking care. He
was entirdy inaudible in the generd din, but he looked happy and satisfied; he was doing his bit.

After im followed a group of entirdy naked men and women playing sackbuts, and another group
playing[eg] recorders. Bringing up the rear, as the Procession curved, was a magnificent aggregetion of
men and women yowling away on bagpipes of dl shapes and sizes All of the men wore sporrans and
nothing more; the women wore nothing at al. The music that emanated from this group was enough to



unhinge the mind.

And then came the keyboard ingruments, into the middle of which the five theremin-players had been
stuck for no reason at dl. The strange howls of this unearthly ingrument filtered through the sound of
pianos, harpsichords, psdters, clavichords, virginds and three gigantic eectric organs pumping at full
drength.

And bringing up the very rear of the Procession was a pecid decorated cart, full of color and holding a
lone man with long white hair, wearing a rusty black suit and playing away, with greeat atention and care,
on the largest steam cdliope Forrester had ever met. Jets of steam fizzed out of the top, and musc
bawled from the interior of the massve thing as it went by, tralling the Procession into the woods, and the
entire aggregation swung into a sngle song, hundred upon hundreds of musicians and singers dl coming
down hard on the opening drains of the Hymn to Dionysus

"Mine eyes have seen the glory of the Lord who rules the wine—
He has trampled out the vintage of the grapes upon the vine! "

The twelve Priests picked up the pdanquin and Forrester adjusted his weight so they wouldn't find it too
heavy. It was impossible to think in the mass of noise and musc that went on and on, as the Procession
wound uptown through the paths of Centrad Park, and the musicians banged and scraped and blew and
pounded and stroked and plucked, and the great Hymn rose into the air, filling the entire dty with the
bawled chorus as even[94] the twelve Priests joined in, adding to the ear-splitting din:

"Glory, Glory, Dionysus!

Glory, Glory, Dionysus!

Glory, Glory, Dionysus!

While hiswine goes flowing on! "

Forrester had aways been disturbed by what he thought might have been a double meaning in that last
ling but it didn't disturb him now. Nothing seemed to disturb him as the Procession wound on, and he
was laughing uproarioudy and winking and nodding at his worshippers as they sang and played dl around
him, and the hours went by. Hafway there, he fished in the air and brought down the smdl golden disks
with the picture of Dionysus on them that were a regular feature of the Processional, and flung them
heppily into the crowd ahead.

Only one was alowed per person, so there was not much scrambling, but some of the coins pattered
down on the various instruments, and one landed in the old gentleman’'s middle-C water glass and had to
be fished out before he could go on with the Hymn.

Carousing and noisy, the Procession findly reached the huge stand at the far end of the park, and the
mudc stopped. On the stand was a whole new group of musdans harpigts, lyrists, players of the
flageolet and dulcimer, two men sweeting over glockenspids, a group equipped with zithers and citharas
and gtars, three women playing nose-flutes, two men with shofars, and atdl, blond man playing a darino
trumpet. As the Procession ground to a hdlt, this new band struck up the Hymn again, played it through
twice, and then stopped.

Seven girls filed out onto the platform in front of the musicians One was there representing every year
gnce the last Sabbatical Bacchandl. Forrester, riding high on[95] the paanquin, beamed down at them,
roaring with happy laughter. They were dl for him. Having been carried to one end of the park in
triumph, he was now to march back at the head of his people, surrounded by seven of the most beautiful



grisin New Y ork.

Thar find sdection had been left, he knew, to a brewery which had experiencein these matters. And the
girls certainly looked like the pick of anybody's crop. Forrester beamed at them again, stood up in the
paanquin and spread hisarms wide.

Then he sprang. In aflying leap, he went high into the air and did a full somersaullt, landing on his toes on
the stage, twenty-five feet away. The girls were kneding in a circle around him.

"Come, my doves" he bellowed. "Come, my pigeond” His Godlike golden baritone carried for blocks.

He grabbed the two nearest girls by their hands and helped them to ther feet. They blushed and lowered
ther eyes.

"Come, dl of you!" Forrester shouted. "We are about to begin the reveld”

The girls rose and Forrester gestured them in closer. Then, surrounded by dl seven, he threw back his
head again.

"A revel to make higory!" he roared. "A revel beyond the imagination of man! A revd fit for your God!"

The crowd cheered wildly. Forrester picked up one of the girls, tossed her into the ar and caught her
eadly as she descended. He sat her on her feet and put his hands solidly on his hips.

"My cup!" he shouted. "Hll you my cup!”

Behind the stage was a corps of Priests guarding a mountainous golden hogshead of wine, adjudged the
finest wine produced during the year.

"We sdl have drink!" Forrester shouted. "We sl let the revels roar onl"

Two priests came forward, staggering under the[os] weight of a gigantic crystal goblet containing fully two
gdlons of the clear purple liquid. They bore it to Forrester with greast pomp, and before them came a
dozen players on the gahoon and the contra-gahoon, making Forrester's ears ring with deafening
fanfares

Forrester took the great goblet in one hand and held it with ease. Then he lifted it into the ar with a
wordless shout, filled his lungs and laughed. He put the goblet to his lips and drained it in a Sngle long
moation. A mighty hurrah shook the trees and rocks of the park.

Forrester waved the goblet. "Again. FHll you my cup once more!” He embraced the seven girls with one
sweegping gesture of his arms. "My little beauties must have drink! Rl you the cup!”

He passed it back to the Priests carefully. They received it and went back to where the others were
waiting to fill it. Then they staggered forward again and Forrester picked up the brimming goblet. He held



it for the girls, each of whom tried to outdrink the others. But it was gill more than haf-full when they
were finished.

Forrester raised it again. The crowd shouted. "Observe your God!" Forrester roared. "Observe his
powerds" He threw his head back and emptied the goblet. Then, holding it in one hand, he faced the
assemblage and ddlivered himsdf of one Godlike belch.

The crowd shrieked its approva. Forrester had the goblet filled once more and put three of the girls in
charge of it. Then he came down the steps from the plaiform and began the long march back to the
Temple-on-the-Green.

The shouting, carousing revelers followed him joyfully. Halfway back, one of them sumbled forward and
caught at the tralling edge of his robe. There was an immediate crackle and burst of static dectricity, and
the sumbler fdl back ydping and shaking his arms. The Myrmidons came and took him away.

Dionysus couldn't be touched by anyone except those[97] authorized to do so—the seven girls and the
Priests. But Forrester bardly noticed the accident; he was too happy on top of his world, laughing and
hugging the girls close to him.

Behind him, the Priests at the golden hogshead, now st free to taste the wine themsdves, had lost no
time. They were dipping in busly with their own goblets—a good ded smdler than the two-gdlon crysd
one for Dionysus himsdf. There was not even any need for libations; enough ran over the brimming edges
of the goblets to take care of that detail, and the Priests were soon well on the way to becoming sozzled.

The mudcdians, now joined by the corps which had waited on the uptown stage, struck up a new tune,
and drowned out even the shouting crowds as they cheered their God. After a little while, the crowds
began to 9ng dong with the magnificent noise:

"Dionysus wrapped his hand around the goblet,
Around the goblet—around the goblet—
Dionysus wrapped his hand around the goblet,
And we'll all get—stinking drunk! "

It was by no means an offidd hymn, but Forrester didn't mind; it was sung with such a great ded of
honest enthusasm. He himsdf did not join in the Snging; he was otherwise occupied. With his ams
around two of the girls drinking now and then from the great goblet three more were holding, and
winking and laughing a the extra two, he made his joyous way down the petal-strewn paths of Centrd
Park.

The Procession wound down through the paths, over bridges and under tunnds, Snging and playing and
marching and dancing medly, while Forrester, a its head, caroused as merily as any four of them. They
reached a bridge crossing a little stream and Forrester sprang a it with a great somersaulting leap that
carried[eg] the two girls he was halding right dong with him. He set them down at the dope of the bridge,
laughing and giggling and the other girls, with the Procession behind them, soon caught up. Forrester let
go of one of the girls, grabbed the goblet with his free hand and siwung it in a megnificent gesture.

"Forward!" he cried.



The Procession surged over the bridge, Forrester a its head. He grabbed the girl again, handing the
goblet back to his corps of three carriers, and bowed and grinned at his worshippers behind him, surging
forward, and a some others sanding under the bridge, ankle-deep, shin-deep, even knee-deep in the
rushing water, craning thelr necks upward to get a redly good view of ther God as he passed over.
There were over a hundred of them there.

Forrester didn't see a hundred of them.

He saw one of them firg, and then two more. And time seemed to stop with a grinding halt. Forrester
wanted to run and hide. He clutched the girls closer to him with one indinctive gesture, and then redized
he'd made the wrong move. But it was too late. He was logt, he told himsdf dolefully. The sun had gone
out, the wine had logt its power and the celebration had degenerated to a successon of ugly noises.

Thefirg face he saw belonged to Gerda Symes.

In that timdess ingtant, Forrester fdt that he could see every detall of the soft, amdl face, the dark hair,
the dim, curved figure. She was amiling up a him, but her face looked a little bewildered, asif she were
amiling only because it was the thing to do. Forrester wondered, panic-stricken, how she, an Athenan,
hed managed to get entry to a Dionysan revel—but his wonder only lasted for a second. Then he saw
the second and third faces, and he knew.

The second face belonged to an absolute stranger. He looked like an odfish clod, even viewed
objectively, and[99] Forrester was making no efforts in that direction. He had one am around Gerda's
wag and he was gimning up a her, and, Sdeways, a Forrester with a look that made them
co-conspirators in what was certainly planned to be Gerda's seduction. Forrester didn't like the idea. As
amatter of fact, he hated it more than he could possibly say.

But dl he could do was trugt to Gerda's own doubtless gerling good sense. She couldn't possibly prefer
alout like her current escort to good old Bill Forrester, could she?

On the other hand, she thought Bill Forrester was dead. Sheld had to think that; when he became
Dionysus the Lesser, he couldn't just disappear. He had to die officidly—and, as far as Gerda knew, the
desth wasn't just an offidd formdity.

With Bill Forrester dead, then, had she turned to the oaf for comfort? He didnt look very comforting,
Forrester thought. He looked like a damned outrage on the face of the Earth. Forrester didiked him on
firg 9ght, and knew perfectly wel that any future sghts would only increase the didike.

It was the third face, though that explained everything.

The third face was as unmidakable as Gerda’s, though in an entirdly different way. It was fleshy and
pasty, and it belonged, of course, to Gerda's lovable brother Ed. Forrester saw everything in one flagh of
understanding.

Ed Symes obvioudy had enough pull to get his sgter invited to the Bacchand. And from the looks of
Gerda, he hadnt let the matter rest there. She was holding a hdf-filled plastic mug of wine in one



hand—a mug with the picture of Dionysus stamped on it, which for some reason increased Forrester's
outrage—and she was trying her best to look asif she were reveling.

From the looks of her, Ed had managed to get her about eight inches this sde of haf-pickled. And from
[100] the horribly chearful look on Ed's countenance, he wasn't about to stop a the haf-pickled mark,
ether.

Of course, from Ed's point of viev—and Forrester told himsdf gernly tha he had to be far about this
whole thing—from Ed's point of view there was nothing wrong in what was hgppening. He wanted to
cheer Gerda up (undoubtedly the news of the Forrester demise had been quite a shock to her, poor girl),
and what better way than to introduce her to his own rdigion, the best of dl possble reigions? The
Autumn Bacchana must have looked like the perfect time and place for that introduction, and Gerdals
escort, a friend of Ed's—somehow Forrester had to think of him as Ed's friend; it was dearly not
possble that he was Gerda's—had been brought dong to help cheer the gil up and show her the
advantages of worshipping Dionysus.

Unfortunatdy, the advantages hadn't turned out to be dl that had been expected of them. Because now
Gerda had seen Forrester dive and—

Wait a minute, Forrester told himsdf.
Gerda hadn't seen William Forrester at dl.

She had seen just what she expected to see; Dionysus, God of Wine. There was no reason for him to
ghrink from her, or try to hide. Just because he was waking dong with seven beautiful girls, drinking
about Sxteen times the consumption of any normd right-thinking fish, and carousing like the most
unprincipled of men, he didn't have to be ashamed of himsdf.

He was only doing his job.
And Gerda did not know that he wasn't Dionysus.

The thought made him fed a little better, but it saddened him, too, jugt a bit. He set himsdf grimly and
shouted: "Forward!" once more. To hisown ears, his voice lacked conviction, but the crowd didn't seem
to notice. The cheered franticaly. Forrester wished they would dl go away.

He started forward. His foot found a large pebble that[101] hadn't been there before, and he performed
the megnificent feat of tripping on it. Heflaled the air franticdly, and managed to regain his balance. Then
he was back on his feet, dutching at the girls. His big left toe hurt, but he ignored the agony bravely.

He had to think of something to do, and fast. The crowd had seen hm stumble—and that just didn't
happen to a God. It wouldn't have happened to him, ether except for Gerda.

He got hismind off Gerda with an effort and thought about what to do to cover his dip. In a moment he
hed it. He swore a great oath, empurpling the air. Then he bent down and picked up the stone. He hdd it
doft for a second, and then threw it. Sowly and carefully he pointed hisindex finger at it, extending it and



rasng histhumb like alittle boy playing Stick-'"Em-Up.
"Zap," he said mildly, cocking the thumb forward.

A crackling, searing bolt of blue-white energy leaped out of the tip of his index finger in a pencil-thin
beam. It sped toward the faling pebble, speared it and wrapped it in coruscating splendor. Then the
pebble exploded, scattering into afine digplay of flying dust.

The crowd stopped moving and Snging immediatdly.

Only the musidians, too intent on their noisemking to see what had gone on, went on playing. But the
crowd, having seen Forrester's digplay and heard his oath, was as slent as a collection of statues. When
a God became angry, each was obvioudy thinking, there was absolutdly no tdling what was going to
happen. Foxholes, some of them might have told themsdlves, would definitdy be a good idea. But, of
course, there weren't any foxholesin Central Park. There was nothing to do but stand very ill, and hope
you weren't noticed, and hope for the best.

Even Gerda, Forrester saw, had stopped, her face ill, her hand lifted in a haf-finished wave, the plagtic
cup forgotten.[102]

I've got to do something, Forrester thought. | can't let this kind of thing go on.
He thought fast, soun around and pointed directly at Ed Symes, standing in the water below the bridge.
"You, there!" he bellowed.

Symes turned a ddlicate fidh-bdly white. Againg this basic color, his pimples stood out strongly, making,
Forrester thought, a rather unusud and somewhat griking effect. The man looked as if he wished he
could gnk out of Sght in the ankle-deep water.

His mouth opened two or three times. Forrester waited, getting a good dedl of pleasure out of the smple
gght. Andly Symes spoke. "Me?!

"Certainly you! You look like a tough young specimen.”
Symes tried to grin. The effect was ghadlly. "I do?' He said tentatively.
"Of course you do. Your God tdls you so. Do you doubt him?'

"Doubt? No. Absolutdy not. Never. Wouldn't think of it. Tough young specimen. That's what | am.
Tough. And young. Tough young specimen. Certainly. You bet.”

"Good," Forrester said. "Now let's see you in action.”

Symes took a deep breath. He seemed to be savoring it, asif he thought it was going to be his very lag.



"Wh—what do you want me to do?"'
"I want you to pick up another stone and throw it. Let's see how high you can get it."

Symes was obvioudy afraid to move from his spot in the water. Instead of going back to the land, he
fished around near his feet and findly managed to come up with a pebble dmog as big as his fig. He
looked at it doubtfully.

"Throw!" Forrester said in a voice like thunder.

Symes, gavanized, threw. It flew up in the ar. Forrester[103] drew a careful bead on it, went zap agan
with the pointed finger, and blasted the rock into dust.

The dlence hung on.

Forrester laughed. "Not a bad throw for a mortal! And a good trick, too—a fine display!” He faced the
crowd. "Now, there—what do you say to the entertainment your God provides? Wasn't that fun?'

Widl, naturdly it was, if Dionysus said so. A grest trick, as a matter of fact. And a perfectly wonderful
disolay. The crowd agreed immediately, giving a long rousing cheer. Forrester waved at them, and then
turned to a squad of Myrmidons sanding nearby.

"Go to that man and hisfriendd" he shouted, naticing that Symes's knees had begun to shake.
The Myrmidons obeyed.

"See that they fallow near me. Allow them to reman close to me at dl times—I may need a good
stone-thrower later!”

Gerda, her brother and the oaf without a name were rounded up in a hurry, and soon found themsdlves
being hustled dong, willy-nilly, out of the water, up onto the bridge and into Dionysus van, where they
followed in the wake of the God, in front of the rest of the Procession. Of the three, Forrester noted,
Gerda was the only one who didn't seem to think the invitation ahigh honor. The Sght gave him a kind of

hope.
And at least, he thought, | can keep an eye on her this way.

The Processon wended its way on, bending dowly southward toward the little Temple-on-the-Green
agan. The musdans played energeticdly, switching now from the hymn to ther unoffidd little ditty.
Some switched before others, some switched after, and some never bothered to switch a dl. The
battery, caught between the opposing daims of two perfectly good songs and a lot of extraneous meétter,
filled in as best they could with a good ded of forceful banging and pounding,[104] aided by the steam
cdliope, and the result of dl effort was a growing cacophony that should have been terribly unpleasant
but somehow wasntt.

The shouting of the crowd, joking and snging, may have had something to do with it; nothing was dearly



disinguishable, but the generd feding was that alot of noise was being produced, and that was dl to the
good. Noise could have been packaged by the board foot and sold in quantities sufficient to equip every
town meeting throughout the country in full for seven years, and there would have been enough Ieft over,
Forrester thought, to provide for the subways, the classrooms, the offices and even a couple of redly
top-grade traffic jams.

Gerda and the others of her party marched quietly. Ed, Forrester noticed, tried a few cheers, but he got
cold stares from his Sster and soon desisted. The oaf shambled adong, his am no longer around Gerda's
wad. This pleased Forrester no end, and he was in quite a happy mood by the time the Procession
reached the Temple-on-the-Green.

He was s0 happy that he performed his atoning high jump once again, this time with a double somersaullt
and a jack-knife thrown in, just to make things interesting, and landed gently, feding postively exhilarated
and very Godlike, on the roof of the Temple.

As the Procession draggled in, the musc stopped. Forrester cleared his throat and shouted in his most
penetrating roar to the dlent assemblage: "Hear mel”

The crowd tirred, looked up and paid him the most rapt attention.

"On with the reveld™ he roared. "Let the dancing begin! Let my wine flow like the streams of the park!
Let joy be unrestrained!”

He stood on the roof then, watching the crowd begin to disperse. It was the middle of the afternoon, and
Forrester[105] was amazed & how quickly the time had passed. The Procession itsdf had taken a good
ax hours from start to finish, now that he looked back on it, but it certainly hadn't seemed so long. And
he didn't even fed tired, in spite of dl the dancing and cavorting he had gonein for.

He did fed dightly intoxicated, but he wasn't sure how much of that feding was due purdy and smply to
the liquor he had managed to consume. But otherwise, he told himsaf, he fdt perfectly fine

The musidans were bresking up into little groups of three and four and five and going off to play softly to
themsdalves among the trees. The man with the steam cdliope sat exhausted over his keyboard. The old
men with the water glasses was recaiving the earnest congratulations of a lot of people who looked like
relatives. And now that the officid music-making was over, a lot of amateurs playing jews-harps and
tissue-paper-covered combs and dide-whistles had broken out ther contraptions and were gally making
ajoyful noise unto their God. If, Forrester thought, you wanted to cdl it joyful. The generd tenor of the
sound was a kind of swooping, batlike whine.

Forrester stared down. There were Gerda and her brother and the oaf. They were sanding close by the
Temple, three Myrmidons keeping guard over them. The rest of the crowd had dissolved into little
bunches spreading dl over the park. Forrester knew he would have to leave, too, and very soon. There
were seven girls waiting for him down below.

Not that he minded the idea. Seven beautiful girls, after dl, were seven beautiful girls But he did want to
keep an eye on Gerda, and he wasn't sure whether he would be able to do it when he got busy.



Somewhere in the bushes, someone began to play a kazoo, adding the find touch of mdancholy and
heartbreak[106] to the music. The formd and offida part of the Bacchand was now over.

Thereal fun, Forrester thought dismaly, was about to begin.

[107]
CHAPTER NINE

"Now," Forrester said gally, "let's seeif your God has dl the names right, shdl we?"
The seven girls seated around himin a haf-circle on the grass giggled. One of them simpered.

"Hmm," Forrester said. He pointed a finger. "Dorothy,” he said. The finger moved. "Judy. Uh—DBette.
Millicent. Jayne." He winked at the last two. They had been his closest companions on the march down.
"Bevely," he sad, "and Kathy. Right?'

The girls laughed, nodding their heads. "Y ou can cdl me Millie" Millicent said.

"All right, Millie" For some reason this drew another big laugh. Forrester didn't know why, but then, he
didn't much care, ether. "That'sfing" he said. "Jud fine"

He gave dl the girlsa big, wide grin. It looked perfectly convincng to them, he was sure, but there was
one person it didn't convince: Forrester. He knew just how far from agrin he fdlt.

Asamatter of fact, he told himsdf, he was in something of a quandary.

He was not exactly inexperienced in the art of meking love to beautiful young women. After the last few
months,[108] he was about as experienced as he could stand being. But his education had, it now
appeared, missed one vitd little factor.

He was used to making love to a beautiful girl dl done, just the two of them locked quielly away from
prying eyes. True, it had turned out that alot of his experiences had been judged by Venus and any other
God who fdt like looking in, but Forrester hadn't known that at the time and, in any case, the spectators
hed been invishble and thus ignorable.

Now, however, he was on the greensward of Centrd Park, within ful view of a couple of thousand
drunken reveers, dl of whom, if not otherwise occupied, asked for nothing better than a good view of
their God in action. And whichever girl he chose would leave Sx others esgerly awaiting their turns,
watching his every move with gppreciative eyes.



And on top of that, there was Gerda, close by. He was trying to keep an eye on her. But was she
keeping an eye on him, too?

It didn't seem to matter much that she couldn't recognize him as William Forrester. She could 4ill see him
in action with the seven luscious maidens. The idea was gppaling.

All afternoon, he had put off the inevitable by every method he could think of. He had danced with each
of the girls in tun for entirdy improbable lengths of time He had peformed high-jumps, legps,
barrd-rolls, Immdmann turns and other feats showing off his Godlike prowess to anyone interested. He
had made a display of himsdf until he was sck of the whole business. He had consumed staggering
amounts of ferment and didtillate, and he had forced the suff on the girls themsdlves, in the hope that,
what with the liquor and the exertion, they would lie down on the grass and quietly pass out.

Unfortunately, none of these plans had worked. Dancing and acrobatics had to come to an end
sometime, and[109] as for the girls, what they wanted to do was lie down, not pass out—at least not from
liquor.

The Chosen Maidens had been imbued, temporarily, with extraordinary staying powers by the Priests of
the various temples, working with the delegated powers of the various Gods. After dl, an ordinary girl
couldn't be expected to keep up with Dionysus during arevel, could she? A God reveing was more than
any ordinary mortal could take for long—as witness the ancient legend concerned the fase Norse God,
Thor.

But these girls were dill raring to go, and the sun had set, and he was running out of opportunities for
delay. He tried to think of some more excuses, and he couldn't think of one. Vaguely, he wished that the
rel Dionysus would show up. He would gladly give the God not only the credit, he told himsdf wesxily,
but the entire game.

He glanced out into the growing dimness. Gerda was out there dill, with her brother and the oaf—whose
name, Forrester had discovered, was Alvin Sherdlap. It was not a probable name, but Alvin did not 1ook
like a probable human being.

Now and again during the long afternoon, Forrester had got Ed Symes to toss up more rocks as targets,
just to keep hishand in and to hep him in keeping an eye on Gerda and her oaf, Alvin. It was a boring
business, exploding rocks in mid-air, but after awhile Symes apparently got to like it, and thought of it as
a sangular honor. After dl, he had been picked for a unique pogtion: target-tosser for the great God
Dionysus. Who dse could make that statement?

He would probably grow in the estimation of his friends, Forrester thought, and that was a picture that
wouldn't stand much thinking about. As a supefying boor, Symes was bad enough. Adding insufferable
snobbishness to his present persondity was piling Pdion on[110] Ossa. And only a God, Forrester
reminded himsaf wryly, could possibly do that.

Now, Forrester discovered, Symes and Alvin Sherdlap and Gerda were dl stting around a large keg of
beer which Symes had somehow managed to appropriate from some other part of the grounds. He and
Alvin were guzzing happily, and Gerda was just dtting there, whiling away the time, apparently, by
thinking. Forrester wondered if she was thinking of him, and the notion made him fed sad and postic.



Gerda couldn't see him any longer, he knew. The darkness of night had come down and there was no
moon. The only illumination was the glow rigng from the rest of the city, Snce the lights of the park would
gay out throughout the night. To an ordinary mortd, the remaining light was not enough to see anything
more than afew feet away. But to Forrester's Godlike, abnormaly perceptive vison, the park seemed no
darker than it had at dusk, an hour or so before. Though the Symes trio could not possibly see him, he
could dill watch over them with no effort at dl.

He intended to continue doing so.

But now, with darkness putting a cloak over his activities, and his mind completdly empty of excuses,
was the time to begin the task a hand.

He cleared his throat and spoke very softly.

"Wdl," he said. "Wdl."

There had to be something to follow that, but for a minute he couldn't think of what.
Millicent giggled unexpectedly. "Oh, Lord Dionysud | fed so honored!"

"Br," Forrester said. Andly he found words. "Oh, that's dl right," he said, wondering exactly what he
meant. "Perfectly dl right, Millicent.”

"Cdl me Millie"
"Of course, Millie"

"You can cdl me Bets, if you want to," Bette chimed[111] in. Bette was a blonde with short, curly hair and
adartling figure. "It'skind of a pet name. Y ou know."

"Sure" Forrester said. "Uh—would you mind keeping your voices down a little?"
"Why?' Millicent asked.

Forrester passed a hand over hisforehead. "Wdl," he said at lagt, thinking about Gerda, only a few feet
away, "l thought it might be nicer if we were quiet. Sort of private and romantic.”

"Oh," Bette sad.
Kathy spoke up. "You mean we have to whisper? Asif we were doing something secret?"

Forrester tightened his lips. He fdt the beginnings of a strong distaste for Kathy. Why couldn't she leave
wdl enough done? But he only said: "W, yes. | thought it might be fun. Let'stry it, girls"

"Of course, Lord Dionysus” Kathy said demurdly.



He didiked her, he decided, intensdly.
There was alittle Slence.

"Wdl," Forrester said. "You're dl such beautiful girls that | hardly know how to—ah—proceed from
here"

Millicent tittered. So did one of the others—Judy, Forrester thought.

"I wouldn't want any of you to fed disgppointed, or think you were any lower in my esimation
than—than any other one of you." The sentence seemed to have got lost somewhere, Forrester thought,
but he had straightened it out. "That wouldn't be fair," he went on, "and we Gods are dways fair."

The sentence didn't ring quite true in Forrester's mind, and he thought he heard one of the girls snicker,
but he ignored it and went bravely on.

"So," he said, "were going to have alittle game.”
Millicent said: "Game?'

"Sure" Forrester said, trying his best to sound enthusiagtic. "We dl like games, don't we? | mean, what's
an[112] orgy—I mean, what's a revel—but a great big game? Ian't that right?"

"Wadl," Bette said doubtfully, "I guess so. Sure, Lord Dionysus, if you say s0."
"Wdl, sureitid" Forrester said. "Fun and gamed So well play alittle game. Ha-ha."

Kathy looked up a him brightly. "What kind of game, Lord Dionysus?' she asked in an innocent tone.
She was an extravagantly pretty brunette with bright brown eyes, and she had been one of the two he
hed held in his arms during the Procession back from the uptown end of the park. Thinking it over now,
Forrester wasn't entirely sure whether he had chosen her or she had chosen him, but it didn't redlly seem
to matter, after dl.

"Wdl, now," he said, "it's going to be a game of pure chance. Chance and nothing more.”
"Like luck," Bette contributed.

"That's right—uh—DBets," Forrester said. "Like luck. And | promise not to use my powers to affect the
outcome. Fair enough, isnt it?'

"Cetainly,” Kathy said demurdly. There was redly no reason for im to be irritated by the girl, so long as
she was agreeing with him so nicdy. Nevertheless, he wasn't quite sure that she was speaking her mind.

"Oh," Millicent said. "Sure."



Bette nodded. "Uh-huh. | mean, yes, Lord Dionysus.

Forrester waved a hand. "No need for formdity,” he said, and fdt like an ass. But none of the girls
seemed to notice. Agreement with his idea became generd. "Wil, let's see.”

His eyes wandered over the surrounding scenery in quiet thought. Severd Myrmidons were scattered
about twenty feet away, and they were standing with their backs to the group as a matter of formdlity. If
they had turned around, they couldn't have seen a thing in the darkness. But they had to reman at thar
dations, to make sure no unauthorized persons, souvenir-hunters,[113] musicians, specid-pleaders or just
plain lost souls intruded upon great Dionysus while he was occupied.

The Myrmidons were the only living souls within that radius, except for Forrester himsdf and his
bevy—and the Symestrio.

His gaze settled on them. Ed Symes, he noticed with quigt satisfaction, was now out cold. Forrester
thought thet the little pell he had cast on the beer might have had something to do with that, and he felt
rather pleased with his efforts, at least in that direction. Symes was lying flat on his back, snoring loudly
enough to drown out dl but a few notes from the steam caliope, which was anging itsdf loudly to deep
somewhere in the distance. Near the prone figure, Gerda was trying to fend off the advances of good old
Alvin Sherdlap, but it was obvious that the sheer passage of time, plus the amount of liquor she had
consumed, were weskening her resistance.

Forrester pointed a finger a the man. The one thing he redly wanted to do was to give Alvin the rock
trestment. One little zap would do it, and Alvin Sherdlgp would encumber the Earth no more. And it
wasn't asif Alvin would be missed, Forrester told himsdf. It was clear from one look at the lout thet no
one, anywhere, for any reason, would miss Alvin if he were exploded into dust.

The temptation was very nealy irresdible, but somehow Forrester managed to resigt it. He had been
told that he had to be extremely careful in the use of his powers, and he had a pretty good idea that he
wouldn't be able to judify blasting Alvin. Viewed objectively, there was nothing wrong with what the oaf
was doing. He was merdy fallowing his rdigion as he understood it, and the rdigion was a very smple
one when a an orgy, have an orgy.

Gerda didn't have to givein if she didn't want to, Forrester thought. He tried very hard to make himsdf
believe that.[114]

But his finger was ill pointed a the man. He didnt stop his powers entirdy; he merdly throttled them
down so that only atiny fraction of the neural energy a his command came into play. The energy tha
came from the tip of hisfinger made no noise and cast no light. It was not akilling blow.

Invishly, it leaped across the intervening space and hit Alvin Sherdlap squarely on the nose.

The results were eminently satisfactory. Alvin uttered a sharp cry, let go of Gerda and fdl over
backward. Hislegs stood up draight in the air for a second, and then came down to hit the ground. He
was dlent. Gerda stared down a him, too tired and confused to make any coherent picture out of what

was going on.



Forrester sghed happily to himsdf. That, he thought, ought to take care of Alvin for a while.
"Lord Dionysus™ Kathy asked in that same innocent tone, "what are you pointing at out there?"

The gil was decidedly irritating, Forrester thought. "Pointing?' he said. "Ah, yes" He thought fast. "My
target-tosser. | fear that hisrdigious fervor has led to his being overcome.”

The girls dl turned round to look but, of course, Forrester thought, they could see nothing at dl in the
darkness.

"My goodness,” Bette said.
"Butif he's unconscious,” Kathy put in, "why were you pointing a him?"

Forrester told himsdf that the next time the Sabbatical Bacchand was held, he would see to it that an
intdligence test was given to every candidate for Dionysan Escort, and anyone who scored as high on it
as Kathy would be automaticaly disqudified.

He had to think of some excuse for looking & the man. And then he had it—the game he had planned. It
was redly quite anice little idea.

"I hate to see the poor mortd miss out on the rest[115] of the evening," Forrester said, "evenif heis adeep
now. And | think we may have a use for im."

He gestured gently with one hand.

Gerda and Alvin Sherdlap didn't even notice what was hgppening. They were much too busy arguing,
Alvin daiming that somebody had dapped him on the nose—"and pretty hard, too, let metdl you!"—and
Gerda swearing she hadn't done it. The fact that Ed Symes's snores were fading quiglly into the distance
dawned on neither of them.

But Ed was in flight. He rose five feet above the ground, dill unconscious and snoring, and sped
unaringly across the air, like a large, fa arrow shot from a bow, in the direction of Forrester and the
cdrdeof girls

He appeared overhead suddenly, and Forrester controlled him so that he drifted downward as ddicatey
as an overweght snowflake, eddying in the dight breeze while the girls gaped a him. Forrester alowed
the body to drop the last 9x inches out of control, so that Ed Symes landed with a heavy thump in the
center of the circle. But no harm was done. Ed was very far gone indeed; he merdly snored on.

"There" Forrester said.
Millicent blinked. "Where?' she said. "Him?'

"Certanly,” Forrester said in a pleased tone. "He's a good ded too noisy, though, don't you think?'



"He snores alat," Judy offered in a tentative voice, "if that's what you mean, Lord Dionysus™

"Exactly. And | don't see any reason to put up with it. Instead, wel just put him in stasis for a little while,
and thetll keep him quiet.” Again he waved one hand, dmog cardesdy. Ed Symess snores vanished
immediatdy, leaving the world a cleaner, purer, quieter place to livein, and his body became asrigid as if
he were a Statue.

"There" Forrester said again with satisfaction.
"Now what?' Kathy asked.
"Now we graighten him out.” [116]

One more pass, and Ed Symess ams were at his Sdes, his legs stretched draight out. Only his ssomach
projected above therigid lines of his body. Forrester thought he had never seen a more pleasing sight.

Dorothy gasped. "Is he—is he dead?"

Forrester looked at her reprovingly. "Dead? Now what would | do thet for, after he's been so hdpful and
al?

"l don't know," she muttered.

"Wdl," Forrester said, "he's not dead. He's just in dasis—in a State of totaly suspended animetion. As
soon as | take the spell off, hell be dl right. But | don't think Il take it off just yet. I've got plans for my
little target-tosser."

He reached over and touched the siff body. It seemed to rise afraction of an inch, floaing on the tips of
the grass. Thewind gtirred it alittle, but it didn't float away.

"l took some of hisweight off," Forrester explained, "o hell be alittle easier to handle”

Now Ed Symes was behaving as if he were a Satue carved out of cork. With a quick flip, Forrester
turned the statue over. The effect was exactly what he wanted. Ed did not touch the grass a any point
except one the point where his protuberant ssomach most protruded. Fore and aft, the rest of him was
balanced diffly in the air.

Forrester gazed at the Sght, feding fulfilled. "Now," he said with a note of decison in his voice, "we are
going to play Spin-the-Bottle!"

The girls giggled and laughed.
"You mean with hm?' Bette said.

Forrester Sghed. "That'sright,” he said patiently. "With him."



He got into position and looked up at the girls "This one's just for practice, so we can dl see how it
works." He gave Symess extended foot alittle push.

Whee! he thought. Round and round the gentleman([117] went, spinning quietly on his ssomach, revalving in
amerry fashion while the girls and Forrester watched glently. At last he dowed and stopped, his nose
pointing a Bette and his toes at Dorothy.

"Oh, my!" Dorothy said. "He's pointing at me!™
"Heisnot!" Bette said decisivey. "His head points my way!"
"But he—"

"Temper, temper,” Forrester said. "No arguments. That one didn't count, anyhow—it was jud to see
how he worked. And | do think he works very nicdy, don't you?'

"Oh, yes, Lord Dionysus," Kathy said. There was the same undertonein her voice, as if she were slently
laughing at everything. She was, he told himsdlf, an extremey unlikable young womean.

The other girls agreed in a chorus. They were dill sudying the giff body of Ed Symes. His somach hed
made alittle depression in the grass as he whirled, and he was now nicdy bedded down for a red spin.
Forrester rubbed his hands together.

"Hne" he said. "Now, dl of you are going to be judges.”
"Me, too?' Bette asked.

Forrester nodded. "The head will be the determining factor. If our little Mr. Bottle's head points to any
one of you, that isthe one I'll choose fird."

"See?' Bette said. "l told you it was his head.”
"Wdl, | couldn' tdl before anybody said so," Dorothy said. "And anyhow, 1—"

"Now, now, girls" Forrester said, feding momentarily like a Girl Scout troop leader. "Let's ligen to the
rules, shdl we? And then we can get down to playing the game." He took a deep breath. "lan't thisfun?’

Thegirls giggled.

"Good," Forrester said. "If Mr. Bottle's head ends up between two of you, then the other five girls will
have to decide which girl the head's nearer to. The two girl§118] involved will remain absolutely quiet
during the judging, and if the other five can't come to a unanimous agreement, well spin Mr. Bottle again.
Understand?'

"You mean if the head points & me, | get picked,” Bette said. "And if the head goes in between me and



somebody dse, dl the other girls have to decide who gets picked."
It was a magterly summtion.

"Right," Forrester said. "I'm going to give Mr. Bottle a spin. This one counts. WEell have the second spin,
and the rest of them, later.”

"Ged" Millicent whispered. "lant this exciting?'

Forrester ignored the comment. "And remember, | give you my word as a God that | will not interfere in
any way with the workings of chance. Istha dearly understood?”

The girls murmured agreement.
"Now," Forrester said, "dl you girls get into anice circle. I'll sand outsde.

The girls took aminute or two arranging themselvesin a circle, arguing about who was going to St next to
whom, and whose very proximity was bound to bring bad luck. The argument gave Forrester a chance to
check on Gerda again. She was whispering softly to Alvin, but they weren't touching each other.
Forrester turned up his hearing to get a better idea of what was going on.

They had progressed, in the usud manner, from argument to life-history. Gerda was tdling Alvin dl about
her past.

"... but don't misunderstand me, Alvin. It's just that | was in love with a very fine young man. An Athenan,
he was. A wonderful man, redly wonderful. But he—he was killed in a subway accident some months
"Gosh," Alvin said. "I'm sorry."

"l—I have to tdl you this, Alvin, so youll understand. | Hill love him. He was wonderful. And until | get
over it, | amply can't ..."[119]

Feding both ashamed of himsdf and pleased, as wdl as sorry for the poor girl, Forrester quit ligening.
The Gods had arranged his smulated desth, which, of course, had been a necessity. His disappearance
hed to be explained somehow. But he didn't like the idea of Gerda having to suffer so much.

My God! Forrester thought. She still loves me!

It was the fird time he had ever heard her say <o, flaly, right out in the open. He wanted to bound and
legp and cavort—but he couldn't. He had to go back to his seven beautiful girls.

He had never fdt lesslikeit in hislife

But a least, he consoled himsdf, Gerda was keegping Alvin at arm's length. She was being fathful to his



memoary.
Faithful—because she loved him.
Grimly, he turned back to the girls. "Wdl, are we dl ready now?'

Kathy looked up a him brightly. "Lord Dionysus, it's so dark | can't even see for sure what's going on.
How can we do any judging, if we can't see?'

Forrester cursed Kathy for pointing out the flaw in his arrangements. Then, making a nice impartid job of
it, he cursed himsdf for forgetting that what was perfectly visble to him was dark night to mortals.

"We can clear that up,” he said quickly. "As a matter of fact, | was just getting around to it. We will now
proceed to shed alittle light on the subject—said subject being our old friend Mr. Bottle."

Thetrick had been taught to him by Venus, but held never had a chance to practice it. This was his firs
red experience with it, and he could only hope that it went off as it was supposed to.

He stepped into the middle of the circle, near Ed Symess diff body and held his right hand above his
head, thumb and forefinger spread an inch apart and the other three fingers folded into his pam.[120]

Then he concentrated.
A long second ticked by, while Forrester tried to apply even more neurd pressure. Then ...

A smdl bal of light appeared between his thumb and forefinger, a ydlow, cold sphere of fire that shed its
radiance over the whole group. Carefully, he withdrew his hand, not daring to breathe. The bal of ydlow
fire remained in pogtion, hanging in mid-air.

The muffled gasp from the circle of girls was, Forrester told himsdf, a definite tribute.

"Now don't worry about it, girls" he said. "Thet light's only visble to the eight of us. Nobody else can see
it

There was another little series of gasps.

Forrester grinned. "Can everybody see each other?”
A murmur of agreement.

"Can everybody see Mr. Bottle here?!

Another murmur.

"Inthat case, let's go." He stepped outside the circle of girls, reached in again for Ed Symess foot, and



St the gentleman spinning once more.

Symes spun with a blinding speed, making a low, whisling noise. Forrester waiched the body spin
dizzly, just as anxious as the girls were to find out who the firg winner was going to be. He thought of
Millicent, who chewed gum and made it pop. He thought of Bette, the inveterate explainer and
double-take expert. He tried to think of Dorothy and Jayne and Beverly and Judy, but the thought of
Kathy, irritating and uncomfortable and too damned bright for her own good, got annoyingly in the way.

He was rather glad he had promised not to use his powers on the oinning figure. He was not & dl sure
which one of the girls he would have picked for Number One.

And he had, after dl, given hisword as a God. True, he wasn't quite a God, only a demi-Deity. But he
did fed that Dionysus might object to his name being used[121] in vain. A promise, he told himsdf gernly
and with some rdlief, was a promise.

After sometime, Mr. Ed (Bottle) Symes began to dow perceptibly. The whistling died as Symes began
roteting about his dbdomind axis a a more and more leisurdy rate. Seconds passed. Symes faced Bette
... Millicent ... Kathy ... Judy ... Bette again ...

Forrester watched, fascinated.

Fndly, Symes came to a hdt. All the elaborate ingructionsin case the Bottle ended up pointing between
two girls had been, Forrester saw, totaly unnecessary. Symess head was pointing a one girl, and one
gr done.

She gave allittle squed of ddight. The others began chorusing their congratulations at once, looking no
more convinaing than the runners-up in any beauty contest. Their amiles appeared to have been glued on
loosdly, and their voices lacked a certain something. Possibly it was sncerity.

"All right, that's it for now." Forrester turned to the winner. "My congratulations,” he said, wondering just
what he was supposed to say. Not finding any appropriate words, he turned back to the group of Sx
losers. "The rest of you girls can do me a big favor. Go get a couple of the Myrmidons to protect you,
hunt around for the nearest wine barrel and confiscate it for me. 1t's been athirsty day."

"Geg" Jayne said. "Sure we will, Lord Dionysus™

"Now take your time" Forrester said, and the losers dl giggled a once, like a trained chorus. Forrester
grimaced. "Don't come back till you find a barrel. Then well play the game again.”

In a disgppointed fashion, the Sx of them trooped off into the darkness and vanished to mortd eyes.
Forrester watched them go and then turned to the winner, feding just alittle uncertain.

"W, Kathy," he started. "I—"

She flung hersdf on him with the avid girlishness of [122] a Bengdl tiger. "I have dreamed of this night since
| was but achild! At last | aninyour amd | love you! Take mel | am yours, dl yourd"



"That'snice”" Forrester said, taken far aback by the girl's sudden ondaught. His immediate impulse was
to unwind Kathy and set her back on her own feet, some little distance away, after which he could Start
agan on a more lasurdy bass. After dl, he told himsdf, people ought to spend more time getting to
know each other.

But he remembered, just in time, that he was Dionysus. He conquered his first impulse and put his ams
aound her. As he did so, he discovered tha his face was bang covered with kisses. Kathy was
murmuring little indistinct terms of endearment into his ear every time she reached it en route from one
Sde of hisface to the other.

Forrester swalowed hard, tightened his grip and planted his lips firmly on Kathy's. A blaze of gartling
heat shot through him.

Ina smdl corner at the back of his mind, a scroll unrolled. On it was written what Vulcan had told him
about hismentd attitude changing after Investiture. When he had been plain William Forrester, an attack
like the one Kathy was making on him had pretty much chilled him for a while. But now he found himsdf
definitdy risng to the occasion.

There was a passion to her kiss that he had never fdt before, arigng tide of flame that threatened to char
him. The movement of her mouth on his sent new fires burning throughout his body, and as her hands
moved on him he was awakened to a new world, aworld of consuming desires.

He wished his own dothing away, and fumbled for a second at the two fastenings that hdd Kathy's
chiton in place. Then it was gone and there was nothing between them. They met, flesh to flesh, in a fiery
embrace that grew as he forced her down and she responded eagerly, wildly, to his every motion. His
lipstraveled over her;[123] her entire body was drowning him once and for dl in an unbelievable red haze,
unlike anything he had ever before experienced ... a great wave of passion tha went on and on, riang to
apeak he had never dreamed of urtil his body shivered with the sensations, and he pressed on, risng 4ill
higher in an ecstasy beyond measure....

His lagt spasm of tengon turned out the God-light.

She lay in his arms on the grass, holding hm dmog as tightly as he held her. He fdt exhausted, but he
knew perfectly wdl that he wasn't. A God was a God, after dl, and Kathy was only the hors d'oeuvres
of a seven-course dinner.

"Y ou're wonderful," Kathy said in a soft whisper a his ear. "Absolutdy wonderful. More wonderful than
| could ever dream. I—"

She was interrupted by a strange, harsh voice that bellowed from somewhere nearby.

"All right, bitch!" it said. "Get the hdl up from there! And you too, buster!”



Forrester jerked his head up in astonishment and froze. Kathy looked up, fright written al over her face.

The man sanding over them in the darkness looked like a prize-fighter, one who had taken a number of
beetings, but dways given better than he had received. His arms were akimbo, his feet planted as firmly
asif he were a particularly stubborn brand of tree. He glared down at them, his face expressve of anger,
hatred—and, Forrester thought dully, a complete lack of respect for his God.

The men barked: "You heard what | said! On your feet, buster! If | have to kick your teeth in, | want to
do it when you're standing up!"

Forrester's jaw dropped. Then, as the initid shock left him, anger boiled in to take its place. He toyed
with the idea of blagting this mortal who showed such disrespect[124] to a God. He sprang to his feet,
ready to move, and then stopped.

Maybe the man was crazy. Maybe he was jus some poor soul who wasn't responsble for his own
actions. It would be merdiful, Forrester thought, to find out first, and blast the intruder afterward.

He looked around. Twenty yards away, the encirding Myrmidons ill stood, their backs to the scene, as
if nothing at dl were going on.

Forrester blinked. "How'd you get in here, anyway?'

The man barked a laugh. "None of your busness™ He turned to Kathy, who had devoted the previous
few seconds to getting her chiton on again. Hurriedly, Forrester wished back his own costume. Kathy
got up, saring sraight back at the intruder. Fear was gone from her face, and a kind of camness tha
Forrester had never seen before possessed her now.

"Sol" the intruder bellowed. "The minute my back is turned, off you go! By the Stars and Gaaxy, |—I
don't know what to cal you! Y ou're worse than your predecessor! Can't turn anything down! Y ou—"

"Now wat!" Forrester bellowed in his most Godlike voice. "Jugt hold ill there! Do you know who
you're taking to? How dare you—"

And Kathy interrupted him. Forrester stood mute as she stripped the stranger with a voice like scading
acid. "Liden, you," she said, pointing afinger a the man. "Who do you think you are—my husband?

"By the Stars—" the Stranger began.

"Don't bother trying to scare me with your big mouth,” Kathy went on imperturbably. "You don't mean a
thing to me and you can't order me around. What's more, you know it. You're not my husband, you big
thug—and you're never going to be. Il deep with whomever | please, and whenever | please, and
wherever | please, and that's the way things are going to be. After dl, lard-head, it's my job, it it? Got
any questions?'[125]

Her job?



Forrester began to wonder just what he had managed to wak into now. But that was a detail. The
important thing was that his Godhood had been grosdy, unbdievably insulted—and a a damned
inconvenient time, too!

He stepped between Kathy and the intruder, his eyes flashing fire. "Do you know who | am? Do you
know that—"

"Of course he knows" Kathy put in abruptly. "And if you don't want to get hurt, I'd advise you to stay
out of thislittle quarre.”

Forrester turned and stared &t her.
What the everlagting bloody hdll was going on?

But there wasn't any time to think. The intruder put his face up near Forrester's and glared a him. "Sure |
know who you are, buster,” he said. "Y ou're awise guy. Y ou're a Johnny-come-lately. And | know what
| ought to do with you, too—take you apart, limb by limb!"

Thet did it. Forrester, seeing severd shades of red, decided that no God could possibly object if this ugly
blasphemer were blasted off the face of the Earth. He raised a hand.

And Kathy grabbed it. "Don't!" she said in a frightened tone.

The intruder grinned wadlfishly a him. "Pay no attention to Little Miss Sacktime over there, Forrester.
You go right ahead and try it! All | need is an excuse to vaporize you. Just one tiny little excuse—and Il
do the job so damn quick, your head won't even have time to start svimming." He set himsdlf. "Go on.
Let's see your quff, Forrester.”

Forrester's am came down, without his being aware of it. There was only room in his mind for one

thought.

The intruder had called him Forrester.

Where had he gotten the name?

And, for that matter, how had he seen the two of them in the darkness?[126]

While the questions were dill spinning in Forrester's mind, Kathy threw hersdf forward between him and
the stranger. "Ared" she screamed. "You stupid, jedlous idiot! Get some sense into that battle-scarred
brain of yours Are you completdly crazy?"

"Now you ligen to me—" the stranger began.

"Ligen, nothing! If you want to pick a fight, do it with me—I can fight back! But if you lay a hand on
Forrester, well never find another—"



The stranger reached out casudly and clamped one huge paw over her mouth. "Shut up,” he said, dmost
quietly. He glanced at Forrester and went on, in the same tone: "Dont give awvay everything you've got,
chum.”

A second passed and then he took the hand away. Kathy said nothing at al for a moment, and then she
nodded.

"All right," she said. "Y ou're right. We shouldn't be losing our tempers just now. But | didn't start—"
"Didnt you?' the stranger said.

Kathy shrugged. "Wel, never mind it now." She turned to Forrester. "You know who we are now, don't
you?'

Forrester nodded very dowly. How dse could the man have come through the cordon of Myrmidons

and seen them in the darkness? How ese would he have dared to face up to Dionysus—confident that
he could beat hm? And how else could dl this argument have gone on without anyone hearing it?

For that matter, why else would the argument have begun—unless the stranger and Kathy were—
"Sure" he said, asif he had known it dl dong. "Y ou're Mars and Venus™"

He could fed cold desth gpproaching.

[127]
CHAPTER TEN

William Forrester sat, quite done, in the room which had been given him on Mount Olympus. He stared
out of the window, a litle smdler than the window in Venus rooms, a the Grecian plan fa below,
without actudly seeing. There was no vertigo thistime smal matters like that couldn't bother him.

The whole room was rather a amdl one, as Gods rooms went, but it had the same varicolored shifting
walls, the same furniture that appeared when you approached it. Forrester was beginning to get used to it
now, and he didn't know if it was going to do him any good.

He peered down, trying to discern the patrolling Myrmidons around the base and lower dopes of the
mountain, placed there to discourage overeager cimbers from trying to reach the home of the Gods. Of
course he couldn't see them, and after a while he lost interest again. Matters were too serious to dlow
time for that kind of game.



The Autumn Bacchana was over, athing of the past, on the way to the distortion of legend. Forrester's
greatest triumph had ended—in his greatest fiasco.

He closed his eyes as he sat in his room, the fluctuating[12g] colors on the walls going unappreciated. He
hed nothing to do now except walt for the find judgment of the Gods.

At firg he had been terrified. But terror could only last so long, and, as the time ticked by, the idea of that
coming judgment had dmost stopped troubling his mind. Either he had passed the tests or he hadn't.
There was no point in worrying about the ineviteble He fdt anesthetized, numb to any sensation of
persona danger. There was nothing whatever he could do. The Gods had him; very well, let the Gods
worry about what to do with him.

Freed, hismind turned over and over a problem that seemed new to him at first. Gradudly, he redized it
waan't new at dl; it had been somewhere in the back of his thoughts from the very firgt, when Venus had
told him that he had been chosen as a double for Dionysus, so many months ago. It seemed like years to
Forrester, and yet, a the same time, like no more than hours. So much had happened, and so much had
changed....

But the question had remained, waiting until he could look at it and work with it. Now he could face that
strange doubt in his mind, the doubt that had colored everything since his introduction to the Gods, that
had grown as histraining in demi-Godhood had progressed, and that was now, for the firg time, coming
to full consciousness. Every time it had come near the surface, before this day, he had expdled it from his
mind, forcefully getting rid of it without redizing fully that he was doing so.

And perhaps, he thought, the doubt had begun even earlier than that. Perhaps he had dways doubted,
and never dlowed himsdf to think about the doubt. The floor of his mind seemed to open and he was
fdling, fdling....

But where the doubt had begun was unimportant now. It was present, it had grown; that was dl that
mattered. He could find facts to feed the doubt and strengthen it, and he looked &t the facts one by one
[129]

Hrd there was the angry conversation between Mars and Venus, on the night of the Bacchand.
He could 4ill hear what Mars had sad:
"... worse than your predecessor."

And then held shut Venus up before she gave away too much—redizing, maybe, that he had given away
a good ded himsdf. That one little sentence was enough to bring everything into question, Forrester

thought.

He had wondered why it had been necessary to have a double for Dionysus, but he hadn't actudly
thought about it; maybe he hadn't wanted to think about it. But now, with the notion of a "predecessor”
for Venusin hismind, he had to think about it, and the only concluson he could come to was a disturbing
one. It did more than disturb him, as a matter of fact—it frightened him. He wanted desperately to find
some flaw in the conclusion he faced, because he feared it even more than he feared the coming judgment



of the Pantheon.
But there wasn't any flaw. The facts meshed together entirely too well to be an accidentd pattern.

In the firg place, he thought, why had he been picked for the job? He was a nobody, of no importance,
with no specid gifts Why did he deserve the honor of taking his place beside Hercules and Achilles and
Odysseus and the other greast heroes? Forrester knew he wasn't any hero. But what gave hm his
standing?

And, he went on, there was a second place. In the months of his training he had met fourteen of the
Gods—all of them, except for Dionysus. Now, what kind of sense did that make? Anyone who's going
to have a double usudly trains the double himsdf, if it's a dl possble. Or, at the very least, he dlows the
double to watch his actions, so that the double can do aredly competent job of imitation.

Andif animitation isdl that's needed, why not hire an actor instead of a history professor?

Vulcan had told him: "You were picked not merdy[130] for your physica resemblance to Dionysus, but
your psychologica resemblance as wdl."

That had to be true, if only because, as far as Forrester could see, nobody had the dightest reason to lie
about it. But why should it be true? What advantage did the Gods get out of that "psychologica
resemblance"? All he was supposed to be was a double—and anybody who looked like Dionysus would
be accepted as Dionysus by the people. The "psychologicd resemblance” didn't have a Sngle thing to do
with it.

Mars, Venus, Vulcan—even Zeus had dropped clues. Zeus had referred to him as a "subdtitute for
Dionysus”

A subdtitute, he redized with a kind of horror, was not a dl the same thing as a double.

The answer was perfectly clear, but there were even more facts to bolster it. Why had he been tested,
for ingtance, after he had been made a demi-God? In spite of what VVulcan had said, was he dated for
further honors if he passed the new tests? He was sure that VVulcan had been tdling the truth as far as
held gone—but it hadn't been the whole truth. Forrester was certain of that now.

And what was it that Venus had sad during that argument with Mars? Something about not killing
Forrester, because then they would have to "get another—"

Another what?
Another substitute?

No, there was no escape from the ample and obvious concluson. Dionysus was either missng, which
was bad enough, or something much worse.

He was dead.



Forrester shivered. The idea of animmortd God dying was, in one way, as horrible a notion as he could
imagine But in another way, it seemed to make a good ded of sense. As far as plain William Forrester
had been concerned, the contradiction in the notion of a dead immorta would have made it ridiculous to
gart with. But the[131] demi-God Dionysus had a somewhat different dant on things

After dl, as Vulcan had told him, a demi-God could die. And if that was true, then why couldn't a God
die too? Perhaps it would take quite alot to kill a God—but the difference would be one of degree, not
of kind.

It seemed whally logicd. And it led, Forrester saw, to a new concluson, one tha required a little less
effort to face than he thought it would. 1t should have shaken the foundations of his childhood and left im
dizzy, but somehow it didn't. How long, he asked himsdlf, had he been secretly doubting the fact that the
Gods were Gods?

At least in the sense they pretended to be, the "Gods' were not gods at al. They were—something else.
But what? Where did they come from?

Were they actudly the Gods of ancient Greece, as they damed? Forrester wanted to throw that dam
out with the rest, but when he thought things over he didnt see why he should. To an dmos
indegtructible being, three thousand years may only be along time.

So the Gods actudly were "Gods" at least as far as longevity went. But the decison didn't get him very
far; there were dill alot of questions unanswered, and no way that he could see of answering them.

Or, rather, there was one way, but it was hdlishly dangerous. He had no business even thinking about.
He was in enough hot water aready.

Neverthdess....

Wha more harm could he do to his chances? After the Bacchand fiasco, there was probably a sentence
of desth hanging over his head anyhow. And they couldn't do any more to him than kill him.

It was ridiculous, he told himsdf, with a return of caution and sanity. But the notion came back, nagging
a hismind, and at last it took a new form.[132]

The Gods had the rest of the information he needed. He had to go to one of them—but which one?

Hisfirg thought was Venus. But, after a moment of thought, he ruled her regretfully out as a possibility.
After dl, there was Mars mention of her "predecessor.” If that meant anything, it meant that the current
Venus wasn't the origind one. She would have a lot less information than one of the origind Gods.

If there were any originals left....

He tabled that thought hurriedly and went on. Vulcan had told him &t least a part of the truth, and Vulcan
looked like a good bet. Forrester didn't like the idea of bearding the artisan in his workshop; it made him



fed uncomfortable, and after awhile he put hisfinger on the reason. Hislittle liaison with Venus made him
fed guilty. There was, he knew, no red reason for it. In the firg place, he hadnt known the gifl was
Venus, and in the second place she may not have been the same one who had been Vulcan's origind
wife, thirty and more centuries ago.

But the guilt remained, and he tabled Vulcan for the time being and went on.

Morpheus, Hera, and most of the others he passed by without a glance; there was no reason for them to
didike him, but there was no reason for comradeship, either. Mars popped into his mind, and popped
right out again. That would be putting his head in the lion's mouth with a vengeance.

No, there was only one left, the obvious choice, the one who had helped him throughout his training
period—Diana She genuindy seemed to like him. She was dso a good kid. The thought done was
amaog enough to make him amile fondly, and would have if he had not remembered the peril he wasiin.

He turned away from the window to look at the color-swirled wall across the room. He had remained in
his room ever snce Mars and Venus had brought him back[133 from New York, and he wasnt at dl
aure that he could leave it. In the normd sense of the word, the place had neither exits nor entrances. The
only way of getting in or out of the place was viathe Vels of Heaven—matter transmitters, not something
supernaturd, he redized now.

Asfa as Forrester knew, they dill worked. But the Gods could generate a Vel anywhere, a any time,
Forrester, as a demi-God, could only will one into existence on sufferance; he could only work the
matter-trangmitting Velsif the Gods permitted him to do so. If they didn't, he was trapped.

Weéll, he told himsdlf, there was one way to find out.

He waked over to the wal and stood a few feet away from it, concentrating in the way he had been
taught. He was dill dower at it than the Gods themsalves, and hadn't developed the knack of forming a
Vel as he waked toward the place where he wanted it to be, asthey had.

But he knew he could do it—if he was Hill alowed to.
Minutes went by.

Then, as the blue sheet of neurd energy flickered into being, Forrester dumped in sudden relief. He took
adeep breath and closed his eyes.

The Vel was there—but was it what he hoped, or a trick? Possibly he could focus the other termind
where he wanted it, but there was aso the chance that the Gods had set the thing up so that, when he
stepped through, he would be standing in the Court of the Gods facing atribund for which he was totaly

unprepared.
It would be just like the Pantheon, he thought, to pull alousy trick like that.

But there was no point in dithering. If death was to be his fate, that would be that. He could do nothing at



dl by gtting in his room and waiting for them to come and get him.

He focused the exit termind in Diands gpartment.[134] There was no way of knowing whether the focus
worked or not until he stepped through.

He opened his eyes and waked into the Vll.

He fdt dmogt disappointed when he looked around him. He had stedled himsdlf to do greet battle with
the Gods—and, instead, he was where he had wanted to be, in Dianas apartment.

She was ganding with her back to him, and Forrester didnt make a sound, not wanting to Sartle the
Goddess. She was totaly unclad, her glorious body shining in the light of the room, her blue-black hair
unbound and fdling hdfway down her gently curved back. But she mug have heard him somehow, for
she turned, and for half a second she stood facing him.

Forrester did not move. He couldn't even breathe.
Every magnificent curve was highlighted in a frozen tableau.

Then there was a sudden flash of white, and she was clad in a dinging chiton which, Forrester saw,
served only to remind one of what one had recently seen. It worked very well, dthough Forrester did not
think he had any need for an ad to his memory.

"My goodness!” Diana said. "You shouldn't surprise a girl like that! | mean, you redly gave me a shock,
kid"

Forrester took his firg breath. "Wel," he said, "I could be dishonest, not to mention ungdlant, and tell
you | was sorry."

"But?' Diana sad.

"Bang of sound mind and sound body, I'm along way from being sorry."
And Diana dropped her eyes and blushed.

Forrester could barely bdlieveit.

But it did show a part of the Goddess's persondity that was entirdy new to him. He was sure that any of
the Gods or Goddesses could sense when a Vel of Heaven was forming near them, and get prepared
before it was wel enough developed to dlow for passage. But Diana—who[135] was, after dl, one of the
traditiondly virgin Goddesses, like Palas Athena—had chosen to pretend surprise.

Forrester had a further hunch, too. He thought she might have ddiberately vanished her chiton only a
second or s0 before he entered. And that put a different—and a very interesting—face on things.



Not to mention, he thought, an entire figure.

But he didn't say anything. That wasn't his man business in Diands apartment. Instead, he watched her
amile briskly and say: "Wdl, you're here, anyhow, kid, and | guess that's enough for me. Want a drink? |
could whip up some nectar—and maybe an ambrosia sandwich?’

"Il take the drink," Forrester said. "I'm not redlly hungry, thanks."

Diana held out her hands, fingers curved inward, and a crystd cup of clear, golden liquid appeared in
each—matter tranamission, of course, not magic. She handed one over to Forrester, who took it and
looked the Goddess sraight in the eyes.

"Thanks" he said. "Diana, I've got some questions to ask you, and | hope I'll get the answers.

She touched the rim of her cup to his. Her voice was very soft, but she didn't hesitate in the least. "Il
answer any questions | have to. Sit down.”

They found chairs dong the wdls of the room and sat facing one another. Forrester took a gp of his
drink, settled back, and tried to think where to begin. Wdl, God or no God, Zeus had the key to tha
one. He had said it years ago, and it had passed dmogt into legend:

"Begin at the beginning, go on urtil you reach the end, and then stop.”
Very wdl, Forrester thought. He cleared histhroat. Diana looked at him inquiringly.

"I don't know how far into the noose I'm putting my head with this one, Diana" he said. "But | trust
you—and I've got to ask somebody."[136]

"Go ahead," she said quietly.

"Hrg question. The origind Dionysus is dead, isnt he?'
She paused for amoment before answvering. "Yes, heis”
"And | was scheduled to take his place.”

"That'sright.”

"Asaful God," Forrester said.

Diana nodded.

There was alittle silence,

"Diang," Forrester said, "what are the Gods?"



She got up and crossed to the window. Looking out, she sad: "Before | answer that, | want you to tdl
mewhat you think we are.”

"Men and women,” he said. "More or less human, like mysdf. Except you've somehow managed to get
50 far ahead of any kind of science Earth knows that, even today, your effects can only be explained as
'magic or 'miracle.”

"How could we get that far ahead of you?'

Forrester took a legp in the dark to the only concluson he could see. "You're not from Earth," he said.
"You're from another planet.” The words sounded strange in his own ears—but Diana didn't even act
surprised.

"That'sright,” she said. "We're from another planet—or, rather, from severa other planets.”
"Several ?" Forrester exclamed. "But—oh. | see. Pan, for indance—"

Diana nodded. "Pan isnt even redly humanoid. His home is a planet where his type of goatlike life
evolved. Neither Pluto nor Neptune is humanoid, ether; they're alittle closer than Pan, but not redly very
close when you get a good look. The rest of the Gods are humanoid—but not humen.”

"Wait a minute" Forrester said. "Venus is human. Or, anyhow, she's a replacement, just the way | was
dated to be a replacement for Dionysus"[137]

Dianadrained her cup and clapped her hands together on it. The cup vanished. Forrester did the same to
his own. "Correct,” she said. "Venus jus—just disappeared once. They got an Etruscan girl to replace
her. She's not the only replacement, ether.”

Forrester stared. "Who <=7
"Youtdl me"
He thought the lig of Gods over. "Zeus™ he said.

Diana amiled. "Yes, Zeus is a long way from the greast hero of the legends, isnt he? Udng the old
cdendar, Zeus died in @out 1100 b.c., not too long after the close of the Trojan War. As far as
anybody knows, Neptune did the actud killing, but it's pretty clear that the origind idea wasn't his”

"Herds," Forrester guessed.

"Of course" Diana said. "What she wanted was a figurehead she could control—and that's what she got.
Though I'm not sure she's entirdy happy with the change. If the origind Zeus was a little harder to
control, at least he seems to have had an origind thought now and again.”

Forrester sat quietly for atime, waiting for the shock to pass. "What about Dionysus?'



Diana shrugged. "He—widll, as far as anybody's ever been able to tdl, it was suicide. About three years
ago, and it drove Hera pretty wild, trying to find a subgtitute in a hurry. | suspect he was bored with the
wine, women and song. Hed had a long time of it. And, too, held had some little disagreements with
Hera As you may have gathered, she is not exactly a safe person to have as an enemy. He probably
figured she'd get him sooner or later, so he might as wel save her the trouble.”

"And Hera had to rush to get a replacement? Why couldnt there just have been some sort of
explanation, while the rest of you ran things?'

"Because the rest of us couldn't run things. Not for long, anyhow. It's dl a question of power."[13g]
"Power?' Forrester said.

"Bverything we have" Diana said, "is derived, directly or indirectly, from the workings of one machine.
Though 'machine isalong way from the right word for it—it bears about as much resemblance to what
you think of as a machine as a tdevison set does to a window. There just isnt a word for it in any

language you know."

"And dl the Gods have to work the machine a once?"

"Something like that." Diana came back from the window and sat down facing him again. "It operates
through the nervous systems of the beings in dircuit with it, each one of them in contact with one of the
power nodes of the machine. And if one of the nodes is unoccupied, then the machinegs out of baance. It
will run for awhile, but eventudly it will Imply wreck itsdf. Every one of the fifteen nodes has to be
occupied. Otherwise—chaos."

Forrester nodded. "So when Dionysus died—"

"We had to find a replacement in a hurry. The machine's been running out of balance for about as long as
it can stand right now."

Forrester closed his eyes. "I'm not sure | get the picture.”
"Wadl, look at it thisway: suppose you have awhed."
"All right,” Forrester said obligingly. "'l have awhed."

"And this whed has fifteen weights on it. They're spaced equdly around the rim, and the whed's
revolving at high speed.”

Forrester kept his eyes closed. When he had the whed nicdy spinning, he said: "Okay. Now what?'

"Wadl," Diana said, "aslong as the weights stay in place, the whed spins evenly. But if you remove one of
the weights, the whed's out of balance. It garts to wobble."



Forrester took one of the weights (Dionysus, a rather large, jolly weight) off the whed in his mind. It
wobbled. "Right," he said.[139]

"It can take the wobble for a little while. But unless the balance is restored in time, the whed will
eventualy break."

Hurriedly, Forrester put Dionysus back on the whed. The wobble stopped. "Oh," he said. "I see.”

"Our power machine works in that sort of way. That is, it requires dl fifteen occupants. Dionysus has
been dead for three years now, and that's about the outside limit. Unless he's replaced soon, the machine
will be ruined.”

Forrester opened his eyes. The whed soun away and disappeared. "So you found me to replace
Dionysus. | had to look like him, so the mortals wouldnt see any difference. And the psychologica
amilarity—"

"That's right," Diana said. "It's the same as the whed again. If you remove a weight, you've got to put
back aweght of the same magnitude. Otherwise, the whed's il out of balance.”

"And snce the power machine works through the nervous sysem—"

"The governing factor is that amilarity. You've got to be of the same magnitude as Dionysus. Of course,
you don't have to be an identical copy. The machine can be adjusted for dight differences.”

"I see" Forrester said. "And the fifteen power nodes—" Another idea occurred to him. "Wait aminute. If
there are only fifteen power nodes, then how come there were so many different Gods and Goddesses
among the Greeks? There were a lot more than fifteen back then.”

"Of course there were," Diana said, "but they weren't red Gods. As a maiter of fact, some of them didn't
redly exig.”

Forrester frowned. "How's that agan?"

"They were jugt disguises for one of the regular fifteen. Aesculapius, for ingtance, the old God of
medicing, was Hermes/Mercury in disguise—he took the name in honor of a physidan of the time. He
would have raised the man[140] to demi-Godhood, but Aesculgpius died unexpectedly, and we thought
teking his 'spirit' into the Pantheon was good public rdaions™

"How about the others?' Forrester said. "They werentt dl disguises, were they?'

"Of course not. Some of them were demi-Gods, judt like yoursdf. Their power was derived, like yours,
from the Pantheon instead of directly through the machine. And then there were the satyrs and centaurs,
and suchlike beings. That was public reations, too—manly Zeus idea, | understand. The origind Zeus,
of course.”

"Of course," Forrester said.



"The satyrs and such were atifidd lifeforms, created, maintained and controlled by the machine itsdlf.
It's equipped with what you might cal a cybernetic bran—adthough that's pretty inadequate as a
description. Vulcan could do a better job of explaining.”

"Perfectly dl right. | don't understand thet kind of thing anyhow."

"Whdl, inthat case, let me put it thisway. The machine controlled these artifica forms, but they could be
taken over by any one of the Gods or demi-Gods for specid purposes. As | say, it was public
relations—and a good way to keep the populace impressed—and under control.”

"The creatures aren't around nowadays,” Forrester pointed ouit.

"Nowadays we don't need them,” Diana said. "There are other methods—Dbetter public relations, |
suppose.”

Forrester didn't know he was going to ask his next question until he heard himsdf doing so. But it was the
question he redly wanted to ask; he knew that as soon as he knew he asked it.

"Why?' he said.
Dianalooked a him with a puzzled expresson. "Why? What do you mean?'
"Why go on being Gods? Why dominate humanity?'

"l suppose | could answer your question with another[141] question—why not? But | won't. Instead, let
me remind you of some things Look what weve done during the last century. The great wars tha
wrecked Europe—you don't see any possibility of more of those, do you? And the threat of atomic war
isgone, too, isnt it?"

"Wdl, yes" Forrester said, "but—"

"But we dill have wars™" Diana said. "Sure we do. The mde animd just wouldn't be happy if he didnt
have a chance to go out and get himsdf blown to bits once in a while. Don't ask me to explain that—I'm
not amde"

Forrester agreed slently. Diana was not a mde. It was the mogt understated statement he had ever
heard.

"But anyhow," Diana said, "they want wars, so they have wars. Mars sees that the wars say smdl and
keep within the Martian Conventions, though, so any redly widespread damage or destruction, or any
wanton attacks on dvilians are athing of the past. And it's not only wars, kid. It's everything."

"Wha do you mean, everything?'

"Man needs a god, a persond god. When he doesn't have one ready to hand, he makes one up—and



look at the havoc that has caused. A god of vengeance, a god who cheers you on to kill your enemies....
Youve sudied higory. Tdl me about the gods of various nations. Tdl me about Thor and Badl and the
origind bloodthirsty Y ahweh. People need gods.”

"Now wait aminute" Forrester objected. "The Chinese—"

"Oh, sure" Diana said. "There are exceptions. But you can't bank on the exceptions. If you want a
reasonably safe, sane and happy humanity, then you'd better make sure your gods are not going to start
screaming for war againg the neighbors or againg the infidds or agansg—well, againg anybody and
everybody. There's only one way to make sure, kid. We've found that way. We are the Gods.”

Forrester digested that one dowly. "It sounds greet,[142] but it's pretty dtruigic. And while | don't want
to impugn anybody's motives, it does seem to me that—"

"That we ought to be getting something out of it oursdves, above and beyond the pure joy of hdping
humanity. Sure. Y ou're perfectly right. And we do get something out of it."

"Like what?"

Diana grinned. She looked more like a tomboy than ever before. "Fun," she said. "And you know it.
Dont tdl meyou didn't get akick out of playing God at the Bacchand.”

"Wadl," Forrester confessed, "yes" He sghed. "And | guess that Bacchand is going to be the one redly
high spot in a very shortened sort of life”

Diana sat upright. "Whét are you taking about?'

"Wha ese would | be taking about? The Bacchand. You know wha happened. You mus
know—everybody must by now. Mars is probably demanding my head from Heraright now. Unless he's
got more complicated ideas like taking me apart limb by limb. | remember he mentioned that.”

Diana stood up and came over to Forrester. "Why would Mars do something like that and especidly
now? And what makes you think Hera would go dong with imif he did?’

"Why not? Now that I've faled my tests—"
"Failed?" Diana cried. "You haven't faled!"
Forrester stood up shekily. "Of course | have. After what happened a the Bacchand, 1—"

"Dont pay any atention to that," Diana said. "Mars is a louse. Always has been, | hear. Nobody likes
him. As a matter of fact, you've just passed your finds The last test was to see if you could figure out
who we were—and you've done that, havent you?'

There was along, taut Slence.



Then Dianalaughed. "Y our face looks the way mine mugt have, over three thousand years ago!"[143]
"What are you talking about?" Still dazed, he wasn't quite sure he had heard her rightly.

"When they told me the same thing. After the origind Diana was killed in a 'hunting accident—frankly,
ghe seems to have been too independent to suit Hera—and | passed my own finds, 1—"

She stopped.

"Now don't look a me like that," Dianasaid. "And pull yoursdlf together, because weve got to get to the
Fnd Invedtiture. But it'sdl true. I'm a subgtitute too.”

[144]

CHAPTER ELEVEN

The Great God Dionysus, Lord of the Vine, Ruler of the Revels, Master of the Planting and the Harves,
Bestower of the Golden Touch, Overseer of the Poor, Comforter of the Worker and Petron of the
Drunkard, sat sSlently in a chesp bar on Lower Third Avenue, New York, dowly imbibing his saventh
brandy-and-soda. It tasted anything but satisfactory as it went down; he preferred vodka or even gin, but
after dl, he asked himsdf, if a God couldn't be loyd to his own products, then who could?

He was dressed in an inexpensive brown suit, and his face did not look like that of Dionysus, or even of
William Forrester. Though neetly turned out, he looked a little like an out-of-work bookkeeper. But it
was obvious that he hadn't been out of work for very long.

Hell of a note, he thought, when a God has to skulk in some cheap bar just because some other
God hasit in for him.

But that, unfortunately, was the way Mars was. It didn't matter to him that none of what happened had
been Forrester's fault. In the firg place, Forrester hadn't known that the girl at the Bacchand had been
Venus until it was much too late for apologies. In the second[145] place, he hadn't even picked her; hed
kept his promise not to use his powers on the spinning figure of Mr. Bottle Symes. But Venus had made
no such promise. Venus had rigged the game.

But try explaining thet to Mars.

He didn't seem to mind what went on at the Reves of Aphrodite—being Goddess of Love was her line
of work, and even Mars agppeared to recognize that much. But he didn't like the idea of any
extracurricular work, especidly with other Gods. And if anything occurred, he, Mars, was sure damned
wel going to find out about it and see that something was done abot it, yes, Sr.



Forrester finished his drink and stared a the empty glass. It had dl begun on the day of his Fnd
Invedtiture, and he had gone through every event in memory, over and over. Why, he didn't know. But it
was something to do while he hid.

It hadn't been anywhere near as Smple as the Invedtiture he had gone through to become a demi-God.
All fourteen of the other Gods had been there this time a Smple quorum wasn't enough. Pluto, with his
dead-black, light-absorbent skin casting a shade of gloom about him, had douched into the Court of the
Gods, looking at everybody and everything with lackluster eyes. Poseidon/Neptune had come in more
briskly, smdling of fish, his skin pae green and gligening wet, his fingers and toes webbed and his eyes
bulging and wide. Phoebus Apollo had drolled in, looking authenticdly like a Greek God, face and figure
unbdievably perfect, and a pleased, supid amile spread dl over his countenance. Hermes/Mercury, dim
and wily, with a foxy face and quick movements, had dipped in slently. And dl the others had been
there, too. Mars looked grim, but when Forrester was formaly proposed for Godhood, Mars made no
objection.

The entire Pantheon had then gone singlefile through a Vel of Heaven to a room Forrester just couldn't
remember[146] fully. At the time, his eyes Imply refused to make sense out of the place. Now, of course,
he understood why: it didn't redly exig in the space-time framework he was used to. Instead, it was
patidly a four-dimensona pseudo-manifold superimposed on normd space. If not perfectly smple, a
least the explanaion made matters rationd rather than supernatura. But, at the time, everything seemed
to take place in a chaotic dream world where infinite distance and the space next to him seemed one and
the same. He knew then why Diana had told him that the word "maching’ could not describe the Gods
power source.

He had been seated therein the dream room. But it wasn't exactly Stting; every spatid configuration took
on strange properties in that pseudo-space, and he seemed to float in a place that had neither dimension
nor direction. The other Gods had dl seemed to be gtting in front of him, dl together and dl at
once—Yyet, at the same time, each had been separate and didtinct from the others.

He wanted to close his eyes, but he had been warned againg doing that. Grimly, he kept them open.

And then the indescribable began to happen. It was as though every nerve in his body had been
indissolubly linked to the great source of God-power. It was pure, hdlish torture, and a the same time it
was the most exquisite pleasure he had ever known. He could not imagine how long it went on—but,
eventudly, it ended.

He was Dionysus/Bacchus.

And then it had been over, and a banquet had been held in his honor, a celeébration for the new God.
Everyone seemed to enjoy the occasion, and Forrester himsdf had been feding pretty good until Mars,
aniling agmile that only touched hislips and left his eyes as cold and hard as anything Forrester had ever
seen, had come up to him and said softly:

"All right, Dionysus. You're a God now. | didn't touch you before because we needed you. And | don't
intend to[147] kill you now; replacements are too hard to find. I'm only going to beat you—to within an
inch of your damned immortd life. Just remember that, buster.”



And then, the amile dill set on hisface, he had turned and swaggered away.
Forrester had thought of Vulcan.

Mars wasn't a killer, in spite of his bully-boy tactics. He had too good a military mind to discipline a
vauable man to death. But he was more than willing to go as near to that point as possible, if he thought it
judtified. And what he dlowed as judtification resided in a code dl his own.

"Right" was what was good for Mars. "Wrong' was what disturbed him. That was the code, as smple, as
black and white, as you could ask for. VVulcan was one of the results.

Vulcan had been Venus lawful husband, as far as the laws of the Gods went. That didn't matter to
Mars—when he wanted Venus. He had thrashed Vulcan, and the beeting had left permanent damage.

The damage was trandated into Vulcan's limp. Any God's ability to hed himsdf through the machings
power was dependent on the God's own mentdity and outlook. And Vulcan had never been able to cure
hislimp; the psychic punishment had been too grest.

Forrester ordered another drink and tried to think about something else. The prospect of a fight with
Mars was sometimes alittle too much for him to handle.

Thedrink arrived and he sipped at it vacantly, thinking back to Diana and her story of the Gods.

There was one hole in it—a hole big enough to toss Mount Olympus through, he redlized. Where had the
Gods gone for three thousand years? And how had they gotten to Earth in the firgt place?

Those two unanswered questions were enough to convince Forrester that, in spite of dl he knew, and in
spite of the way his new viewpoint had turned his universe[14g] upside down in a matter of hours, he 4ill
didn't have the whole story. He had to find it—even more so, now, as he began to redlize that the human
race deserved more than just the "security” and "happiness’ that the Gods could give them. It deserved
independence, and the chance to make or mar its own future. Protection was dl very wel for the infancy
of arace, but man was growing up now. Man needed to make his own world.

The Gods had no place in that world, Forrester saw. He had to find the answers to dl of his
questions—and now he thought he knew away to do it.

"Want another, buddy?'

The bartender's voice roused Forrester from his reveriee He had absent-mindedly finished
brandy-and-soda number eght.

"Okay," Forrester said. "Sure" He handed the bartender a ten-dollar bill and got a kind of wry pleasure
out of seeing the picture of Dionysus on its face. "Let's have another, but more brandy and less soda this
time"

The drink was brought and he sipped at it, looking like any ordinary citizen teking on a smdl load, but



tuned to every fluctugtion in the energy levels around him, waiting.

Only a God, he knew, could hurt another God, and even then it took plenty of power to do it. Actudly to
kill a God required the combined efforts of more than one, under normd circumstances—though one,
properly equipped and with some luck, could manage it. As far as his own gStugtion was concerned,
Forrester was prepared for a deadly assault from Mars. Maybe Mars didn't intend to kill him, but being
mamed for centuries, like Vulcan, was nothing to look forward to, and it was just as well to be on the
safe sde. Just in case the God of War had managed to get one or two other Gods on his Sde, Forrester
hed talked to Diana and Venus, and had their agreement to step in on his sde if things got rough, or if
Marstried to pull anything underhanded.[149]

And any minute now....

Suddenly Forrester fdt a disturbance in the energy flow around him. Somewhere behind him, invishle to
the mortals who occupied the bar, a Vel of Heaven was beginning to form.

With a fraction of a second, Forrester was forming his own. But this time he took a little longer than he
hed before.

It wasn't the firg time he'd had to run. For over a month now, he had been jumping from place to place,
dl over the world. He had gone to Hong Kong firs. When Mars had traced him there and made a grab
for him, Forrester had made a quick jump, via Vel, to Durban, South Africa. It had taken Mars dl of
forty-eight hours to find Forrester hiding in the native quarter, wearing the persona of a Negro laborer.
But again Forrester had disappeared, thistime reappearing in Lima, Peru.

And o it had gone for five full weeks, with Forrester keeping bardly one jump ahead of the God of War.
And, in that month, he had achieved two important things.

Firg, he had begun to make Mars alittle overconfident. By now Mars was fully convinced that Forrester
was nothing but a coward, and he was absolutely certain that he could beat the newcomer easlly, if he
could only come to grips with him.

Second, Forrester had discovered that Mars basic reflexes were atrifle dower than his own.

If Mars had been able to form his own Vel and step through it intime to sense the last fading glimmers of
Forrester's Veil, he would have been gble to fallow immediatdly. Instead, he had to go to dl the trouble
of finding Forrester over and over again. That meant dower reflexes—and that, Forrester thought, might
just give him the edge he needed.

But thistime, Forrester was going to let Mars follow[150] him—dow reflexes and dl. Thistime, he waited
thet extra fraction of a second—and then stepped through the Veil.

He was in the middle of a greet rain forest. Around him towered trees whose great trunks reached up to
aledy sky. The place was dark; little sunlight came through the roof of leaves and curling vines. A bird
screamed somewhere in the distance, sounding like a lost soul in agony; the sound was repeated, and



then there was slence.
Forrester was exactly where he had intended to be: in the middle of the Amazon jungle

He had time for one look around. Then Mars stepped out of a shimmering Vel only yards away from
where Forrester was sanding. Immediatdy, Forrester fdt Mars throw out a suppressor fidd that would
keep him from forming another Vell. He did the same thing. Now, as long as both held their respective
fidds nether could leave.

"Gredtings" Forrester said.
The bird screamed again. Mars ignored it.

"You're jug a little too dow," he sad, grinning. "And now, buster, you're going to get it—and get it

"Who?' Forrester said. "Me?'

Mars hissed his breath in and fired a blast of blue-white energy that would have drilled through a foot of
amor plate. But Forrester blocked it; the splatter of free energy struck at the nearby trees, sending them
crashing to the ground. A smdl blaze started.

Forrester followed the blow with one of his own, but Mars parried quickly. A few more little fires began
inthe vidnity. Then Mars bellowed and charged.

By the time he reached the spot where Forrester had been, Forrester was fifty feet in the air, anding
with his arms folded and looking down in an interested manner.

"You ought to watch out,” he said. "You might sumble into a Venus Hycatcher down there. | mean
besides the one you've got dready.” [151]

Mars mouth dropped open. He gave vent to an inarticulate roar of rage and legped into the air. As he
rose toward Forrester, the defender closed his eyes and changed shape. He became a rock and
dropped. He bounced off Mars risng forehead with a great noise.

Mars roared and dived for the stone—and found himsdf holding a large, angry tiger.

But an old trick like that didn't fool Mars. Tiger-Forrester, suddenly finding himsdf fighting with another
tiger as ferocious as himsdf, began dawing and biting his way free in a frenzy of panic. He managed to
make it just long enough to become a stone again, dropping toward the Earth.

For a moment, the other tiger seemed uncertain. Then, caiching Sght of the fdling stone, he became an
eagle, and went after it with a scream, claws outstretched and a glitter of hatred in the ditted eyes.

Forrester reached the ground firs. The eagle braked madly, trying to escape a giat Kodiak bear.



Forrester stood on his hind legs and battered the ar with great, murderous paws. Mars scooted upward,
dready changing into something capable of coping with the bear. A huge, bat-winged dragon, breathing
barrels of smoke, flapped in the ar, looking dl around for its opponent. It did not notice Forrester
scurrying away in the shape of an ant through the leaves and thick humus of the jungle floor.

By now, the air was becoming smoky and the flames were licking up the sides of trees dl through the
vidnity, and racing dong the giant vines that curled around them. The dragon belched more smoke,
adding to the generd confusion, and roared in a voice like thunder:

"Coward! Dionysud Come out and fight!"
There was an indant of crackling slence.
Then Forrester stepped out from behind a blazing tree. He, too, was a dragon.

Mars snarled, breathed smoke and made a power dive. Forrester dodged and the fangs of the monster
missad[152] him by inches. Mars sank claw-deep into the ground, and Forrester dammed the War God
on the sde of his head with one mighty forepaw. Mars blew out a cloud of evil-amdling smoke and
managed to jerk himsdf free. He legped to dl four feet, glaing at Forrester with great, bulging, hate-filled

eyes.
"Man to man, you bastard!" he said in a flamefilled roar.
Forrester legped back to avoid being scorched. He poured out some smoke of his own. Mars coughed.

"Damn it, no more shgpe-changing!" the War God thundered.

"Fair enough!" Forrester shouted. He changed back to his Dionysian form, dirding warily until Mars had
followed suit. Then the two began to closein dowly.

Around them the forest burned, vegetation even on the swampy ground catching fire as the entire vianity
crackled and hissed with heat. Neither of them seemed to take any notice of the fact.

Mars was a trained boxer and wrestler, Forrester knew. But it was probably a good many centuries
since held had any red workouts, and Forrester was counting heavily on dowed-down reflexes. Those
would give im adight edge.

At any rate, he hoped so.

The drding ceased as Mars legped forward suddenly and lashed out with aright to the jaw that could
end the fight. But Forrester moved his head aside just in time and the fig glanced off his cheek. He
staggered back just as Mars followed with aleft jab to the belly.

Forrester clamped down on the War God's wrig and twisted vidlently, pulling Mars on past him. The
War God, caught off balance, lunged forward, tripping over his own feet, and dmog fdl as he went by.
Forrester, grinning savagdly, brought hisright hand down on the back of Mars neck with a blow whose



force would have killed an eephant outright.[153]

Mars, however, was no mere eephant. He grunted and went down on his hands and knees, shaking his
head groggily. But he wasn't out. Not quite.

Forrester doubled up his fig as Mars tried to rise, and came down agan with dl the force he could
mugter, squardly on his opponent's neck.

There was a satidfyingly loud crack, audible, evenin the roar of the burning forest. Mars collapsed to the
ground, smothering amdl fires benesth his bulk. Forrester leaped on top of him and grabbed his heed,
beard with one hand and hair with the other. He twisted and the War God screamed in agony. Forrester
relaxed the pressure.

"All right, now," he said through clenched teeth. "Your neck's broken, and dl I've got to do is twist
enough to sever your spind column. Youll be crippled for as long as Vulcan has—maybe longer.”

Mars shrieked again. "l yidd! | yidd"

Forrester held on. "Not just yet you don't,” he said grimly. "l want some information, and I'm going to get
it out of you if | have to wring them out vertebra by vertebra"

Mars tried to buck. Forrester twisted again and the War God subsided, breathing hard. At last he
muttered: "What do you want to know?'

"Why did you and the other Gods leave Earth for three thousand years? And where did you come from
inthe firs place? | want the real reason, chum." He applied alittle pressure, just as areminder.

"Il tdll you!" Mars screamed. "Il tdl you!"

And as the roaring flames crackled in the Amazon forest, the agonized Mars began to tak.

[14]

CHAPTER TWELVE

Zeus, Venus, Diana and Forrester sat in the Court of the Gods, ligening to a large, blue-skinned
individud with bright red eyes and two long white fangs coming from a lipless mouth. The eyes were like
acat's, with ditted pupils, and the generd expression on the individud's face was one of ferd hatred and
bedid madness. However, as he had explained, he was not responsible for the arrangement of his
features. He was, he kept saying, only interested in the generd wefare. What was more, it was his
busness to be interested. He was, as a matter of fact, a cop: Bor Mdligtos, of the Interstelar Police.



"My rank," he had told them mildly, "is about the equivdent of your Detective Inspector.”

"Technicdly," he was saying now, "you are al four guilty of being accessories—as | understand your
locd law phrases it. However—"

He smiled. It made him look unbdlievably horrible. Forrester tried not to pay any atention to it.

"However," he went on, "in view of the fact that none of you could possibly have known that you were, in
fact, accessories—that is, that you were deding with a crimind[155] group, if you understand me—plus
the fact that Mr. Forrester, as soon as he did discover the facts, cdled us a once through the power
machine—I fed that we can overlook your part in the metter."

Venus frowned. "Wait aminute. I'm not sure | understand this at dl. What crime are the Gods supposed
to have committed?"

"Not crime, miss" Bor Médligtos said. His eyes twinkled. Forrester gulped and turned away. "Crimes.
Misuse of a neurd power machine, for one—and the domination and endavement of a less advanced
intdligent culture for another. Both those are very serious crimes.”

"Less advanced culture?' Forrester said. 'Y ou mean us?"

"I'm afrad so, gr," Bor Mdligtos said. "You see, dl the members of my culture are attuned to the power
nodes of one neurd machine or another, but this power is not meant to be misused. We have been
searching for this group for along time now."

"And you firg got wind of them on Earth about three thousand years ago?'
"A little more than that, actudly,” Bor Mdligtos said, "if you don't mind the correction.”
"Not at dl," Forrester said, looking at the fangs of the Detective Inspector.

"We were aderted after the radiations had been coming in for some time. The search for this group wasn't
nearly as urgent then."

"And that's why they had to go into hiding?' Diana asked.

"Correct, miss”" Bor Mdligos said. "The only one we managed to catch was the woman cdling hersdlf
Aphrodite, or Venus"" He looked at the subgtitute Venus. "That's the one you replaced, miss”

"How did you catch her?' Forrester pursued.

"Wadl," Bor Mdligtos said, turning afaint shade of orange with embarrassment, "she was—ah—engaged
in a[156] secret liason with a mortal at the time. Knowing thet two of the other gentlemen would be
furious with her if they discovered this fact—"



"Mars and Vulcan," Forrester supplied.

"Quite correct, gr," Bor Mdligos said. "Knowing, as | say, that they would be furious, she had taken
gpecid pains to hide hersdf. When the darm reached the others that we were coming, they could not
warn her. As aresult, when she returned to Mount Olympus, we were waiting for her."

"Serves her right!" Zeus said with indignation.
Bor Mdligos sad: "Quite" very politely.
"And then," Forrester said, "you patrolled this place for awhile”

Bor Mdligos nodded. "We left about three hundred years ago, findly deciding that they had gone
elsawhere. By the way, do you know where they were hiding dl thistime?"

"My guess," Diana said, "isthat they were here on Earth, of course.”
"Naturdly, miss" Bor Mdligos said. "But where?"

Zeus shrugged. "All sorts of places. | ran atalor shop mysdf, pressng and deaning. | understand that
Posaeidon and Pluto entered freek shows—they were fine attractions, too. Pan lived modly in the forests,
doing wdl enough for himsdf running wild. Diana and Athena ran a smdl hairdressng studio in Queens.
And Venus—"

"Please" Venus interrupted.

"Perfectly honorable professon,” Zeus objected. "One of the oldest. Perhaps the very oldest. And | don't
see why—"

"Pleas!” Venusingged.
Zeus shut up with alitle Sgh.

"At any rate" Bor Méligos said, "that's the story up to date. And now there's only the question of the
Overseer postions. Would you like to fill them?!

"Who?' Venus asked. "Us?"[157]

"Wadl," Bor Mdligtos said, "you have the experience. And we do need someone to take over. You see,
three thousand years ago your technicd atanments were not large. There was litile need for an
Overseer. Now, however, you are nearly at the stage where you will be invited to join the Gaactic
Federation. And we must make sure you do not do any irreparable harm to yourselves during the next
few years"

"Wdl," Forrester said, "how could we—"



"If youll permit me, gr," Bor Mdlistos said, "I can explain. Y ou would work much as the so-called Gods
did—but with no publicity, and a greater sense of responsihility, if you understand me. Earth would never
know you were there."

"I'd have to—stay away from mortas?' Forrester asked.
"Exactly," Bor Mdlistos sad.

W, Forrester thought, it had its compensations. In the three days that the Detective Inspector had been
on Earth, Forrester had had time to think and to find out some things. Gerda, for instance, was getting
married to Alvin Sherdlap. Forrester wondered what kind of love would let awoman choose a name like
Gerda Sherdlap, and decided it was better not to think about it.

What did he have to go back to? Higtory classes? Students? Even students like Maya Wilson?
W, he was sure he could do better than that. He looked a Diana and became even surer.

"The remaining eleven Overseers,” Bor Mdlistos was saying, "will be dong shortly. You will then be adle
to draw fuly on the mechine You need medy folow world events and make sure that
any—ah—regrettably final decisons are not made. Your actions will, of course, be very much
undercover.”

Forrester nodded. "This mass arrest of the Gods is going to cause an upheava dl by itsdf.”

"Quite true, ar. But that will be worked out. I'm afraid | don't redly know the details, but doubtless the
other[158] eeven who are coming will inform you more thoroughly on that score.”

Forrester sghed. "About the Gods—what kind of punishment will they receive?

"Wadl, 5r," Bor Mdligtos said, "it varies. Vulcan, for instance—the person who called himsdf Vulcan, or
Hephaestus—will probably get off with a lighter sentence than the others. He was a mechanic, brought
adong under some duress to service the machine. But the sentences will be severe, you may be sure. Very
severe”

Forrester didn't fed like asking any more questions about that. There was a pause. He looked a Diana
again, and she looked back at him.

"Do you accept?' Bor Mdlidos sad.
Forrester and the others nodded.

Bor Mdligos sad: "Very wel. In that case, | will inform the other deven Overseers dready picked that
they will be met by you here, on Mount Olympus, and that—"

But Forrester wasn't ligening.



He had begun whislling, very softly.

The song he was whidling was Tenting Tonight.
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