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To L. Sprague de Camp and Fletcher Pratt,
who are gone;

And to Zachary, who just arrived.

When 'Omer smote 'is bloomin' lyre,
He'd 'eard men sing by land an' sea;
An' what he thought he might require,

'E went an' took—

Rudyard Kipling,
Introduction to the Barrack-Room Ballads
in "The Seven Seas"

Baen Books by DAVE FREER & Eric Flint

Rats, Bats & Vats
Pyramid Scheme

BAEN BOOKS by ERIC FLINT

Mother of Demons
1632
The Philosophical Strangler
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The Belisarius series, with David Drake:

An Oblique Approach
In the Heart of Darkness
Destiny's Shield
Fortune's Stroke
The Tide of Victory

The Federation of the Hub series,
by James H. Schmitz, edited by Eric Flint:

Telzey Amberdon
T'nT: Telzey & Trigger
Trigger & Friends
The Hub: Dangerous Territory
Agent of Vega & Other Stories(forthcoming)

BAEN BOOKS by DAVE FREER

The Forlorn

Prologue

The new NESOT (Near Earth Space Object Tracking) satellite paid dividends less than three months
after its launch. The computerized system spat a data stream on the incoming object to NORAD. It did
this for any detected object which would enter the Earth's atmosphere.

The level of NORAD tracking which dealt with objects that should burn up on atmospheric entry was
computerized. An alarm sequence was triggered by any anomaly. Twenty-three seconds after it took

over from NESOT, the alarm sounded.
k ok ok

Brigadier General Durham looked over the shoulder of the warrant officer at the screen display. He took
a deep breath. Chicago!

He took another deep breath. The procedures were laid down. It had been something of a joke. But the
NESOT data showed that it wasn't a joke. Not at all funny, in reality. This was incoming from deep
space. And it was decelerating. Falling objects don't naturally do that.

Incoming. Incoming and alien .
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While on its final approach, the American Airlines flight inbound from New York abruptly lost radio and
radar contact for fifteen seconds with Chicago O'Hare's Tower Approach Control. The explosive
reactions of the pilot were mild compared to those at Chicago Air Traffic Control. And those in turn
were mild compared to the reaction at Cheyenne Mountain.

They'd lost the object. And they'd lost all radio contact with Chicago. Fortunately the fiber-optic link
between Cheyenne Mountain and Chicago Air Traffic Control remained functional.

Air traffic controllers are renowned for their imperturbability. The senior ATC on the other end of the
line managed a perfectly controlled level voice—that could have etched steel.

"NORAD? Ah! Right. Are you folks doing something we need to know about? Because we just nearly
lost a fully loaded heavy." Despite the angry tinge underlying her voice, the controller wasn't actually
snarling. Not quite. NORAD and Air Traffic Control centers worked closely together and were generally
on good terms.

Brigadier General Durham was able to reassure himself that whatever had happened, it hadn't included
destroying Chicago. But he was quite unable to reassure the woman on the other end of the line that it
wouldn't happen again. NORAD had no more idea than she did what had caused the temporary radio

blackout.
k %k sk

"I've already got two companies from the 101ston their way from Fort Campbell. They're only four
hundred miles away and can get there in their own Blackhawks. But I want the entire 82ndmobilized and
ready to go. That's going to require—"

"Goddamn it, Fred," snarled the National Security Council's representative, Tom Harkness. "According
to your own satellite data, the object has an estimated maximum diameter of four to six feet. This isn't
Independence Day , for Christ's sake, or War of the Worlds ."

Harkness rubbed the sleep from his eyes, scowling fiercely. Clearly enough, he had not appreciated
being awakened from a sound sleep for this—this—

Harkness' lip curled into a slight sneer. The expression had a well-practiced air about it. " Ifthe thing isn't
some kind of prank in the first place—and I'm smelling #oax here."

An idle thought flashed through General Brasno's mind. Takes one to know one. But he restrained
himself manfully. Harkness was continuing to speak.

"So I can't see telling the President at this point that he should send in more than a token force of
paratroopers. Mainly just to reassure any agitated local officials that the government is on its toes."

General Brasno had dealt with Harkness before. Unfortunately. He sometimes thought the NSC official's
conception of reality was that it was a spin created by a public relations campaign. Presumably for the
sake of creating an audience.

"If it is real— if,1 say—then it's bound to be a friend/y first contact, not an attack." Harkness pointed a
dramatic finger and wagged it in his best professorial manner. ""You can't cram an invasion force into

something that size. And we don't want to start a goddamn war—or trigger off a major panic."

General Brasno folded his arms across his chest. "You don't scramble friendly communications either.
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That is a pathfinder. Either a pathfinder or a Von Neumann-type machine, capable of replication. Which
means one machine is all you need for a geometric progression of invaders. If that thing shows any sign of
replication we need to have adequate personnel to deal with it."

Harkness shook his head stubbornly. "You do not have authorization at the moment to do anything more
than send in those two companies from the 101st." The NSC man glanced at his watch. "And now I've
got to catch a plane, in order to get a first hand look at this so-called "UFO.""

As soon as he was gone, General Brasno was on the phone to the commander of the 82ndAirborne.
"George? It's me again. They won't agree to sending you in yet. But [ want you ready to go at a
moment's notice."

He hung up the phone and scowled at one of his aides. "Pity those poor bastards in the 101st, if anything
goes wrong. Two companies!"

PART 1

—as the blasts
of loosened tempest, such the tumult seemed!

—The Bhagavadgita

No borrower may remove
more than three books.

The silence was all a fussy librarian could have wished for. It was 2:29 A.M. and the second floor of the
Regenstein Library was deserted and dark . . . except for the prowling flashlight.

They had said that the noise came from here. . . .

The security guard thought it was probably nothing. There'd been no external alarms—just some "weird
noise" the two cleaning women claimed to have heard coming from somewhere in the general bookstacks
in the west wing.

The guard rounded the corner, and halted in his tracks. Shredded books lay scattered around the
bizarre-looking object. The surrounding shelves hadn't just been knocked down. The force of the thing's
arrival had crumpled the metal shelving as if they had been made of aluminum foil. He started to turn
away . . .
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From the apex of the five-sided black pyramid, a beam of violet light engulfed him. Briefly. Then there

was no one there to engulf.
k %k %k

The Krim device expanded, covering some of the debris generated by its arrival. It was nearly
sixty yards off target, but the probe was not concerned. That was a perfectly acceptable margin of

error for a journey through a wormhole, across 2740 light-years.
kok ok

The apex of the pyramid was now almost against the ceiling. Yet the object couldn't have been very

heavy. The crumpled paper it rested on was scarcely dented.
% ok ok

"There's no sign of the entry control officer," came the voice of the University of Chicago policeman,
crackling over the radio. "Except a plate of gyros on his desk. The cleaning women say he went up to the
second floor quite a while ago. Probably nothing to get excited about."

Lieutenant Solms scowled and exchanged glances with the dispatcher. Then spoke into the radio:
"Stavros, you always think it's "nothing to get excited about.' Do your job, dammit. You've got Hawkins
for backup."

The dispatcher rolled her eyes. Backup, her lips mouthed, exuding silent sarcasm. Solms' own lips
quirked appreciatively. The University of Chicago police lieutenant was the watch commander. Of all the
officers under his command, those were the two he often found himself wishing fervently would take an
early retirement. A very early retirement.

"Go see what's up," Solms ordered into the phone. "And report back as soon as you can."

Solms straightened and sighed. "I'd better go down there myself. What the hell, the Regenstein Library's
only a block away. I'll just walk it."

He headed for the door. "Stavros is probably right, but—"

The dispatcher snorted. "Those two clowns could screw up buttering bread."
k ok ok

The U of C police cruiser was parked in front of the Regenstein. Neither Stavros nor Hawkins was in it.
Solms marched through the front entrance and looked around. The wide and open ground level was well
lit. Everything seemed perfectly normal, except for the abandoned entry control desk. The two cleaning
women had apparently left.

Solms headed for the stairs on the left leading up to the stacks. When he got to the landing, he spotted a
flashlight lying on the floor. It was the same type of flashlight he was holding himself.

Belonged to Stavros or Hawkins.He turned his head and looked down the stairs. His eyes ranged over
the ground floor, most of which was open to his gaze, searching for a body anywhere.

Nothing. Like one of them dropped it while they were running—nbut if that's the case, where are
they now?

He shifted the flashlight to his left hand and drew his gun. Then, slowly and carefully, finished the climb to

Page 8



the second floor and started searching through the maze of stacks.
k ok ok

Solms showed that he hadn't forgotten what he'd learned as a regular street cop, when he saw the
pyramid. Something about that black thing said: your next step on your way to somewhere else could
be much farther than you want to go.

Then, when he got outside and reached Stavros and Hawkins' cruiser, he showed his political smarts
too. Had he still been on the city of Chicago's own police force, of course, he would have called in for
backup right away. And he still had every intention of doing so— afterhe notified the university's own
officials.

Solms was savvy about how things worked, officially . . . and unofficially. He'd seen the University of
Chicago Police as a good career, and after he transferred from the CPD he discovered he had a sharp
nose for campus politics. Whatever that thing was, the University administration would be furious if they
didn't get word of it first.

The Chicago Police Department routinely monitored radio calls made by the U of C police. Solms got
out of the cruiser and went back into the library. Leaning over the entry control desk, he snagged the
phone and called the dispatcher.

"Marilyn, get me Professor Miguel Tremelo on the line. Patch it through to here. There's something
screwy in the Regenstein. Then I want some backup—and ask the CPD to send a few cruisers too. But

don't do it until after I talk with Tremelo and give you the okay."
% %k %k

Miggy Tremelo was still more of a scientist than an administrator. Once he'd had a thirty second look at
the object, his training and instincts came to the fore. "Just keep everyone out, Lieutenant," he said,
achieving an evenness of tone that amazed even himself. "I need to make a call. I'll go across to my office
in High Energy Physics."

"You can phone from here, Professor," Lieutenant Solms offered.

"[t's more convenient from my office," Tremelo lied transparently. "It isn't going to take me five minutes
to get over there."

He walked off with a speed that belied both his calm tone and his age. Professor Tremelo was a
widower, and he had time on his quick walk to the lab to feel a moment's gladness that his wife Jenny
wasn't around to see the havoc wreaked in the bookstacks. Jenny had been the head librarian of the

Regenstein, and had taken bibliophilia to the point of near-obsession.
% %k %k

By the time the university president's Lexus got there, the Regenstein's grounds were swarming with
cops—both university and regular CPD varieties—and six excited physicists were trying to manhandle a
portable industrial X-ray unit up the Regenstein's entryway. The Chicago officers were fussing about
"disturbing evidence," and Tremelo was attempting to explain that X-rays wouldn't disturb anything. They
were getting a little heated about it. Meanwhile, Lieutenant Solms' university cops had brought some
yellow police line and carefully cordoned off the area.

O'Ryan had already spoken on the phone to his friend the mayor, and his face was very pale. Very pale
indeed. Finding Mayor Caithorne wide awake at four in the morning had been alarming. Finding out why
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had been even more so.

The university president hadn't gotten to his position without being able to exhibit forcefulness when
necessary. Before too long, he had reassured the police that no evidence would be destroyed but that
they really needed to let Professor Tremelo and his physicists proceed.

"The FBI will be here in a few minutes. Now, listen. I've just been speaking to the mayor. The Pentagon
is already onto this. That thing is some kind of satellite. Or something. And it isn't one of ours. Obviously
they want this kept out of the media for as long as possible. It's a national security matter already."

Solms nodded. "We've got the area secured. But I have a problem, sir. Two of my officers are missing.
And so is a security guard. We need to get forensics in here ASAP. And we'd better call the bomb
squad as well, in case that thing is dangerous."

The university president fought down an anxiety-driven angry response, reminding himself firmly that
Solms was just a good cop doing his job. Then, in a carefully controlled voice, O'Ryan said: "I suggest
you wait until the FBI get here. Apparently they're already on their way. After all, they might just have run
away or be absent from their posts for a few minutes . . . mightn't they ?"

Solms looked stubborn. "Stavros and Hawkins are useless slobs, sir. But police crime-scene procedures
have to be followed in something like this, or we're treading on a very fine legal line." Two of the regular
Chicago officers echoed their agreement.

The president looked at his watch. He sighed. "Lieutenant, the federal government will have some men

to take it out of here before first light anyway. Then your investigation can proceed as normal.”
k ok ok

Lieutenant Solms' father was a builder by trade. As a result Solms knew something about bricks and
mortar. And if they could get that thing out of the building without knocking down a few walls, he was a
Dutchman's maiden aunt.

2

A bibliophile's progress.

At the same time that Dr. Jerry Lukacs was looking blearily into the mirror in his cluttered apartment in
Hyde Park, a party was boarding a military aircraft in Washington. The NSC had dispatched Tom
Harkness to go to Chicago and inspect the "object."

Washington had been through mild panic, and had now slipped into skepticism. The magic word was
spreading— hoax—and since Harkness had done more of the spreading than anyone, he got tagged for
the assignment.
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He strode aboard the aircraft with confidence. And why not? Tom Harkness hadn't climbed this far up
the NSC ladder by not finding exactly what he'd been told to find. . . .

k %k %k

Not one of the team of hangers-on and Pentagon desk jockeys boarding with Harkness had ever
allowed themselves to look like Jerry Lukacs. Not even first thing in the morning. Jerry tugged at the
almost-goatee on his chin. He must buy some razor blades again. Really must. He didn't even notice the
disordered bush of hair. If he had noticed it, he'd have chuckled and said "medusoid" and left it at that.
Jerry was possibly the most unsartorially elegant person in the entire universe.

He dressed his scrawny body by guess, and with some difficulty. He was trying to read at the
time—Jerry was usually trying to read at any time—and the clothes kept getting in the way of the book.
It was only with great reluctance, and great haste, that he tore his eyes away from the print from time to
time to finish his vestmental chore.

Finally, he was clad in clean jeans, unmatched socks, a shirt and a windbreaker. The prerequisites of not
being arrested for public indecency being fulfilled, he wandered into the kitchen for a cup of black coffee
and a bowl of cornflakes. He was still reading as he went. But, since he was familiar with the layout of his
apartment, he did manage to avoid bumping into corners. Or, at least, to turn head-on collisions into
glancing encounters.

Once in the kitchen, alas, he discovered that there was almost no coffee left. And, while there was a full
box of cereal, there wasn't more than half a cup of milk left in the carton. Jerry was as absentminded
about grocery shopping as he was about getting dressed.

He peered peevishly at the note pinned to the refrigerator door with a small magnet. Must buy more
milk. Really must. Coffee too. Razor blades.

Jerry sighed. Then, steeling himself to necessity, he set the book down on the counter—carefully
marking his place with a fork—and set to work. Fortunately, long experience had inured him to such
hardships. He rather fancied himself a kitchen survivalist, in point of fact.

Old coffee grounds with a spoon full of new coffee on top will work, after all. And this wasn't the first
time he'd turned insufficient milk into impromptu skim milk by simply adding water to his cereal. As he ate
his breakfast, the reopened book propped against the laid-flat cereal box, Jerry even congratulated
himself on improving the healthfulness of his diet.

k %k ok

On the flight from Washington, Tom Harkness complained about not having real cream for his coffee.
k %k %k

Jerry Lukacs headed out for the Oriental Institute. Most people had long been at work already, but, well,
he was pretty near nocturnal.

His progress was slow, of course, since he was still reading the book. Fortunately, with the honed skills
of a rabid reader, Jerry had an almost instinctive sense for when he was approaching an intersection. A
quick glance was enough to check the traffic light. Green, he marched across, still reading. Red, he
waited. If he was lucky, and someone else was also waiting at the corner, he didn't even have to glance
up to see when the light changed. He just started walking whenever he sensed the person next to him go
into motion.
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As usual, therefore, he missed the scenery of the University of Chicago's rather charming environs. As
one of America's older universities, the U of C had grown up inside a city rather than on a set-aside
campus. Except for the central quad adjoining the Oriental Institute, the university's grounds were
intermixed with the city's Hyde Park neighborhood. The end result was a kind of cosmopolitan pastiche
of staid old college buildings and far less staid commercial establishments.

But Jerry, this day as on most, didn't notice any of it. He also, of course, failed to notice the unusual
number of police vehicles cruising the area. He was far too preoccupied with his dissection of this idiot
thesis! advanced by Professor Kilmer concerning the origins of the sphinx mythology prevalent
throughout the ancient eastern Mediterranean.

The Oriental Institute was only two blocks away from the Regenstein Library. By the time Jerry reached
the steps leading up into the Institute, the population density of police vehicles resembled an ant hill. But

Jerry was oblivious to it all.
kosk ok

As Jerry Lukacs walked through the entrance to the Oriental Institute, Lamont Jackson opened up his
toolbox, down in the air handler room of the same building. It was a noisy place, buried in the middle of
the large edifice. Lamont was one of the university's mechanical repairmen. He was usually the one sent
to the Institute whenever a job needed to be done. He was the acknowledged expert on all aspects of
maintenance in that particular building.

To a large degree, the reputation was due to Lamont's general level of skill. But Lamont also engaged in
shameless self-promotion whenever repair work needed to be done at the Institute. Lamont was fond of
working in that building, for a variety of reasons. For one thing, over the years he had found himself
becoming fascinated with the work they did there. In his own eclectic way, the maintenance mechanic
had developed a level of knowledge concerning ancient history and mythology which would have
astonished the academics who worked at the Oriental Institute.

Well, except one—Jerry Lukacs. Which was the second reason Lamont was looking forward to the
day's work. The absent-minded Dr. Lukacs, Lamont had discovered, was not given in the least to putting
on professorial airs when talking with a mere repairman. The visiting professor seemed to find nothing
odd in Lamont's interest. The fact that a man with no better than a high school diploma should be both
informed and curious about mythology didn't seem to strike Dr. Lukacs as odd. He seemed to assume
everyone would know the Gilgamesh legend and the tales of Homer. Well, he obviously wasn't born and
raised in Chicago's south side! And the professor shared Lamont's own enthusiasm for that lowest of all
literary art forms: the pun. Later that day, Lamont would wander up to Dr. Lukacs' office on the third
floor. They'd enjoy a few minutes' worth of punstery. Since their last exchange, Lamont had thought up
several new wordplays. Ancient names and terminology gave you a lot of scope.

For the most part, however, Lamont enjoyed working in the Oriental Institute's air handler room for
another reason. He could play music—to which he was even more devoted than puns—and play it
loudly. The air handler room was isolated from everything else, as well as being noisy in its own right. So
nobody could hear the music and complain.

Lamont had always found that Tina Turner and a nice collection of jazz improved any work environment
immensely. So, pulling out his tools, he began his day's labor with a willing spirit. Five minutes later he
was oblivious to the outside world. The demands of the job itself, and the loudness of the air handler

room, isolated him. So did Miles Davis' Sketches of Spain , played at a respectable level.
k ok ok
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Dr. Elizabeth De Beer, sitting at her desk in the nearby building which headquartered the University of
Chicago's biologists, was also completely oblivious to the rest of the world. The cause, in her case, was

grief.

It was a quiet kind of grief. More in the way of melancholy than anguish. Liz had long known that her
marriage was gasping its last breath. So the final gasp, coming over a restaurant table the night before,
had come as no surprise. Nor could she even say it came with any real regrets.

Still . ..

She remembered a day once, in her native South Africa, when she had worn a wedding gown instead of
the utilitarian work clothes she was wearing now. The sun had shone so brightly that day, it seemed.

So, at least, she remembered. True, it was not a memory she particularly trusted. Looking back now,
she could easily see how foolish she had been to think that a marriage with such a self-centered man as
Nick would ever work.

Sull . ..

She remembered another day, and was oblivious to the present one.

3

Anyone causing a disturbance within the library will be
asked to leave.

Ten hours after its arrival, the object just sat there. True, the team of scientists (which had now grown to
seventeen) found the manner of its sitting there very impressive.

Harkness, who had just arrived, did not. You'd have thought that this bunch of supposedly
high-powered scientists could have come up with something better. That black pyramid wouldn't fool
anyone with common sense, least of all him.

Harkness' lip curled. What fools these so-called scientific experts always turned out to be. Fancy being
suckered by what was an obvious hoax. The thing didn't even do anything. Well, their asses would flame

out, when the "UFQO" proved to be a fake.

Harkness turned to study his prey: Professor Tremelo. One of Harkness' assistants was busy with
background security checks right now. Harkness didn't like Tremelo's attitude. Not one damn bit.

He decided to turn on the pressure. But first—

He turned to the Chicago police officer who had attached himself to Harkness' group. A classical
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ass-kisser by the name of Lieutenant John Salinas. Harkness recognized the type perfectly.

"John, I can't abide this crap." He waggled the packet of powdered creamer and tossed it into a nearby
wastebasket. "See if you can find me some real cream somewhere, would you? I can't think clearly with
my mouth tasting like mud."

It was a staged performance—Tom Harkness would have cheerfully stirred turpentine into his coffee if
that was the preference of his own superiors—but it helped to establish control. Nodding eagerly, Salinas
took off at a half trot.

Harkness turned to the swarming scientists, fiddling with their electronic toys. "Tremelo!" he said loudly.

"Come over here. We need to talk." The tone said that it wasn't going to be a nice talk.
k %k ok

Those who knew Miggy Tremelo well would have been running for cover. Academics are easygoing
about titles—among their peers. Chairs of departments are small tin gods within their own firmament.
And generally speaking they stick within that firmament, believing all else to be of lesser virtue. This
former head of High Energy Physics, otherwise known as HEP, was one step worse. He was a big
platinum god. As a consultant for certain very secret Department of Defense projects at Nellis proving
grounds, he was a big platinum god with the Pentagon too. As it happened, he had a higher security
clearance than Tom Harkness. And he was totally unused to a lack of respect.

"That's Professor Tremelo to you, whatever-your-name-is." The professor didn't let the fact that his
pajama jacket was sticking out of the top of his lab coat stop him from giving the NSC representative a
glare that had withered many a bumptious colleague.

It nearly made Harkness' piggy little eyes pop out of their sockets. "Now see here, Tremelo! You don't

take that tone withme . .. "
k %k sk

Lieutenant Salinas was returning to the scene, triumphantly carrying packets of real creamer he'd found in
a refrigerator in an adjoining lab, when he heard Professor Tremelo erupt like a volcano. Salinas was still
an entire corridor's length away, but the verbal imitation of Mount St. Helens stopped him in his tracks.
The tall gray-haired physicist had one of those piercing voices which, when raised in anger, can carry for
an incredible distance.

" God grant me patience, you mindless idiot/What do you mean—A FAKE? If | ever had a student
as stupid as you, Harkness, I'd flunk them all the way back to the second grade. No substance absorbs
all energy. That material is harder than diamond, it absorbs laser with no effect, it—"

The violet discharge from the apex of the pyramid cut the diatribe short. Tom Harkness got his wish. The
device had finally done something. It made Harkness disappear.

Professor Tremelo found himself leaning over empty air.

Lieutenant Salinas would have described the next few seconds as being full of screaming and running, if
he hadn't been too busy to notice. He was busy both screaming and running. Well, nearly everybody
was. He found out later that one of the remaining FBI agents stood his ground emptying nine-millimeter

rounds ineffectually at the pyramid before fleeing. The rest of them didn't waste that much time.

Three of the NSC team had vanished, including Tom Harkness. Two of the six FBI agents had
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disappeared too. So had one of the scientists . . . as abruptly as a promised Christmas bonus.
k ok ok

It was just as well that all the survivors ran like hell. A few seconds later the pyramid expanded once
again. It didn't just topple bookcases, it sent entire stacks sailing like so many missiles.

Miggy Tremelo knew that slowing down to look back was plain foolishness. But he had to. Therefore he
saw the ceiling above the pyramid shatter explosively as the object trebled in size and drove right through
it.

"RUUUUN!" he yelled.
That bellow saved a good many lives.

The floor did not succeed in resisting the pyramid's sudden expansion either. When the debris finally
stopped falling, the black pyramid was now resting on the ground floor. It emerged from the cloud of
dust, amid the tumult of falling masonry. Oddly, no dust clung to the sides of the pyramid. It gleamed as
slick as new-cut metal. An academic confetti of thousands of volumes fluttered gently down amid the
bedlam of crashing shelving and shouting people.

When it was all over, the interior of the library's west wing was a gutted ruin.
kok ok

In his visiting professor's office on the Oriental Institute's third floor, Jerry Lukacs was supremely
unaware of all this. Actually, in his ardent pursuit of the genii-sphinx linkage in the disparate mythologies
of the Near East, Jerry was as near to being absent from this world as you can be—outside of a coma or
death.

& %k 3k

In the air handler room two floors below, Lamont Jackson was now enjoying some Coltrane. His only
concern was whether he could reasonably milk the job long enough to spend the whole day at the
Institute. It was a cheerful sort of concern. Lamont's skill at overstating the difficulties of a job was not
much less than his skill at the actual repair work itself.

No sweat, he told himself. Think I'll play Thelonious Monk next.

& %k 3k

In her office, less than two blocks away, Liz De Beer finally began shaking off her sorrow. Yesterday
was yesterday, she reminded herself firmly, and today is today. Besides, she had work to do.

4

I don't think so...

Major Gervase pointed at the map stuck up on the wall. "Radio is being intermittently interrupted again,
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so we'll be using telephone linkage as much as possible. The SITREPS coming in are confused as hell."
His lips quirked slightly. "As you might expect, given the—ah—unusual situation."

Sergeant Anibal Cruz swallowed. He was the leader of first squad, second platoon, B company, so part
of his mind had paid close attention to the details of evac zones, aid stations, LZs. Another part of his
mind was still shrieking: A/iens? He glanced to the northwest, as if he could see the pyramid and the
wreckage inside the Regenstein Library almost half a mile away. Then, he forced himself to concentrate
on the major's words.

"To summarize," Gervase was saying, "we have two mission objectives here. Firstly, the MPs will assist
with the setting up of a perimeter cordon. You will be liaising with Chicago Police Department, who are
here in—ah—force." A little gesture was enough to indicate the hundreds of policemen who were now
swarming the University of Chicago and its immediate environs.

Gervase frowned at the MPs. "You are not responsible for evacuating the area. Let the police deal with
any civilians. [ want to remind everyone that under the Posse Comitatus Act, soldiers of the United States
Army are not permitted—"

As the major continued with his summary of the legal complexities involved, the officers and NCOs of
the two companies under Gervase's command listened attentively. None more so than Sergeant Cruz.
There was still, of course, a bit of an air of unreality about the whole thing. The heavily wood-paneled
room exuded an aura of sedate, staid, scholarly decorum—quite out of keeping with the soldiers and
military hardware which had piled into it.

But the major himself quite obviously took the situation dead seriously. And his men were in the habit of
taking him the same way.

"Okay," Gervase concluded. "Captain Marcus will continue your detailed briefing. Follow him."

After the MPs had moved off, the major turned back to the map. "We'll be setting up a staging area for
the troops which are coming in just south of us. Here"—he pointed to a spot on the map—"in Midway
Plaisance. But, at least for the moment, HQ will remain here in Ida Noyes Hall."

He gave the assembled officers and NCOs a hard look. "Let me state something clearly. We are not
going to assault this thing. The Pentagon just wants accurate and reliable SITREPS for the moment. That
is all. Unless aliens emerge from the device. Then— iffired upon—we may return fire. But on/y then. Is

that understood?"
%k %k %k

The center of the University of Chicago—with live ammunition. Aliens!!! Cruz swallowed. His sensei had
been right. You can never train for everything.

A tall red-headed corporal standing nearby grimaced. Tapped his head. Cruz scowled faintly. That
McKenna kid was heading for trouble. Mind you, it looked like they all were. . . .

The major was now talking about containment. Containment! Cruz was a bit of a science fiction fan. If
David Drake and David Weber were anything to go by, that thing might be beyond the ability of two
paratrooper companies to handle. Still, there were more troops on the way. According to the major,
backup from the 82ndwould start arriving in forty minutes. After ten years, Cruz knew what that meant.
On time, possibly; late, probably.

k %k ok
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Liz De Beer looked out from the window of her office in the Department of Ecology and Evolution. They
were running around like mad ants down there, swarming in front of the huge library across the street.
She shook her head. She'd been in America for less than two months and she was still confused half of
the time. There were just too many people. It was even worse than Jo'burg.

Looking out at the lanes of milling vehicles, almost all of them police cars and paddy wagons, she finally
reached her decision. She was going home. Well, back to Cape Town anyway. Screw this post doc.
She'd only come here because of Nick, and that was all over now.

A helicopter came over, low and fast. Military. Jeez. Maybe something really was going on after all. She
shrugged and turned away from the window. It would probably turn into a storm in a teacup. Americans
seemed to count as "disasters" what people in Third World countries regarded as daily life.

If the visiting South African biologist had continued to watch, she'd have seen what happened when the
helicopter flew into the pyramid's selection-perimeter zone. That would have changed Liz De Beer's mind

about the seriousness of the incident.
k %k sk

Cruz, taking up position with his squad behind a large ornamental wrought iron gate, did see. The
pyramid itself; still buried somewhere inside the Regenstein, wasn't visible from their vantage point. But a
sudden violet flare seemed to reach through the wall of the library and intersect the body of the
Blackhawk.

It didn't disintegrate the helicopter. It did cut the engines.

It also "disappeared" two of the soldiers inside the helicopter, including the copilot. Reacting frantically to
the Master Caution Light—practically every light on the warning panels was on—the pilot lowered the
nose steeply to avoid stalling and flattened the blades. Forty feet from the ground, he yanked on the
collective to make the blades bite and slow the descent.

Watching from the ground, Cruz knew nothing about what was happening inside the helicopter. But he
did understand that the pilot was trying to bring it down by autorotation—and Anibal knew as well that
"autorotation" is a euphemism for controlled crash.

He was hollering for a medic before the helicopter hit the ground in a crumpled mess straddling the
pavement and the street. Men spilled out like fury, running for cover. The pilot, his face a bloody mask,
staggered out clinging to someone's shoulder.

Sergeant Cruz exhaled. He hadn't even realized he'd been holding his breath. Aliens!

He tried to console himself with the thought that the helicopter hadn't actually been disintegrated or
anything. The thought did not cheer him up very much.
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It looks fishy to me.

To a younger son of a farmer, the army had seemed like a pretty good option. Hell. It had seemed like
the only option at the time. A short stint and then college. Shepherding these two along to Major
Gervase, Corporal Jim McKenna began to seriously wonder about other options. The tall civilian named
Professor Tremelo seemed okay, even if he was dressed in what seemed to be his pajamas and a lab
coat. Hell, he'd been herding the police officer along. The guy was supposed to be a lieutenant, for
Christ's sake. The heavyset cop had been acting like a kid with a wet diaper when the professor had
called them.

That hail had nearly gotten them shot. The paratroopers were more than a little jumpy after what had
happened to the chopper. Fortunately, Sergeant Cruz had steady nerves and quick reactions, so he'd
kept his men from opening fire. McKenna was more than a little jumpy himself, truth to tell. Seeing two

crewmen disappear in a violet flash wasn't something they prepared you for in jump school.
k ok ok

Major Gervase was on the telephone in the command post when Corporal McKenna came in with the
two men he was escorting.

"Yes, sir," the major was saying. "You can reassure the President that whatever the thing is doing,
nothing has come out of it—yet. And the alien object is still just a single item. No sign of any more being
built. I've got scouts within thirty-five meters of it."

The major raised his eyes to heaven as the distant questioner held forth. "Yes, sir. As I've already said,
sir. Distance and cover seem to make no difference at all within a radius of about five hundred meters.
We lost a man standing behind a building which separated him from the object. All I can say is that if any
victim is touching another, sir, it seems to mean they both go."

He paused again. "Yes, sir. The area is being evacuated. Yes, sir. I am aware of the Posse Comitatus
regulations." The major eyed the police lieutenant McKenna had shepherded into the room. "We've
established liaison with the Chicago police. The colonel will be here within the next few minutes, sir."
McKenna could hear a loud voice droning from the telephone in Gervase's hand. "Yes, sir." Drone,
drone, drone.

A soldier came hurrying in. The major eyed the out-of-breath runner with relief. "I'm sorry, sir." He
interrupted the flow. "A runner has just come in from one of the outposts. I must deal with the matter
immediately, sir."

The major put the phone down and turned to the panting runner. "Well?"

"Sergeant Roberts sent me, sir. Reporters, sir. Two of them must have sneaked through the cordon. The
pyramid got the one. We've got the other. She's, uh, flipped. Sir."

A wry smile tweaked the major's mouth. "The thing doesn't respect the accredited press much, huh? Tell
Peters to detail an escort and ship her off to the aid station."

The police lieutenant cleared his throat and puffed out his chest. "Major, I'm Lieutenant John Salinas.
Are you in overall command here? I was the last man in touch with Mr. Harkness. I feel obliged to make
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a personal report to the National Security Council in order—"

"You've arrived too late. I've just been speaking to the NSA himself," said the major sourly. He did not
sound as if he had considered it an honor. He peered at the policeman's name plate. "Lieutenant Salinas,
is it? [ am in charge of this operation until Colonel McNamara gets here. Which," said the major, looking
at his watch, "should be in less than ten minutes. In the meantime, I need a responsible Chicago police
official to liaise with. Under federal law, U.S. troops cannot—"

The doors to the room were thrust open violently. Two soldiers with a burden burst in. "It's the copilot
of the Blackhawk!" exclaimed one of them. "He just fell out of the sky, Major. Just dropped out of
nothing almost on top of us!"

Gervase cocked his head. "Marrano! Get the aid station. We need a medic!"

Jim McKenna reacted fast. He was already trying CPR before the major got out from behind his desk.
Tremelo was kneeling next to the injured copilot. The physics professor wasn't trying to render medical
assistance. Instead he was examining the man as if he were a valuable microscope specimen.

"Get this civilian out of here!" roared Gervase. "Unless he's a doctor?"

Tremelo stood up and looked down at the stocky major. "I was leading the research team into the alien
artifact," he said, quietly and calmly. "I don't think I should go anywhere until I've been debriefed. Also
you may need me if the pyramid starts doing something new. I'm on the presidential science advisory
council. I also have a top secret security clearance."

"Stay," the major snapped. "Just keep out of the way, while we try to keep him alive."

The medics arrived at a run and relieved McKenna. But it was too late for the pilot.

McKenna stood up. His knee was blood-wet. "It's no use," he said grimly. The medic, who was feeling
for a throat pulse on the cooling body, nodded.

Tremelo looked at the body. "Did he fall onto anything sharp?"

One of the paratroopers who'd brought him in looked startled. "No, sir. He landed on a grassy area in
the quad, as a matter of fact."

The scientist rolled the dead man over onto his stomach. The broken legs turned at sickeningly odd
angles. The flight suit was blood-soaked. The physicist calmly pointed to a narrow cut in the fabric.

"Something stabbed him. I thought the blood was coming from somewhere other than his legs."

Cutting away the flight suit revealed a wide, nasty wound. Somebody or something had stabbed the pilot
in the back—and not with a stiletto, either.

"Major!" one of the men manning the field telephones shouted. "The forward OP. They've got another
one back, sir!"

The medics left hastily with one of the major's runners.

"I need to see this too, Major," said Tremelo.
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Gervase glanced at McKenna. "Take him there, Corporal.”

So McKenna escorted the tall scientist along after the running medic. Tremelo walked briskly and
calmly, making no effort to look for cover. "The alien artifact appears to detect humans even if they're out
of line of sight. It doesn't take some of those in line of sight. I'm pretty sure that if it wants you, Corporal,
it'll take you."

McKenna knew that the guy was crazy then. He sounded deeply disappointed that it hadn't taken him.
% %k %k

This time it was an Air Force officer that Jim McKenna had never seen before. Tremelo obviously had.
"Hmm. One of that ass Harkness' men."

If it hadn't been for the medics, it would have been one of Harkness' ex-men. It was a relatively hot dry
autumn afternoon. The Air Force colonel was wet. Sopping wet. He was also trailing brown streamers of
ribbony, leathery stuff. Water was pouring out of his clothing . . . and his lungs, as the paramedics
"emptied" him out. A number of other things were also falling onto the paving stones.

Hopefully, most of them came from his clothing and not his lungs, because some of them were definitely
fish. Silvery, flapping little things, about seven inches long. To McKenna, with the ichthyological
knowledge of a farmboy, they looked like . . . fish. And a little thing with tentacles. All of the critters were
very much alive.

The two medics worked fast. One kept up the artificial respiration. The other tied a tourniquet onto the
remainder of the NSC man's leg. He then cut away the rest of the trouser leg, exposing a triple crescent
of sluggishly bleeding wounds.

Jim McKenna's eyes went very wide. Whatever it was that had a mouth that big and teeth that size, he
didn't want to meet it.

Tremelo calmly bent over, stuck a finger into the bloody water, and tasted it. "Salty. Sea water."

Then with perfect aplomb, the scientist picked up one of the fish, a piece of the brown ribbony stuff and
then the little thing with the tentacles. He dropped them calmly into his pocket. "Okay, soldier. I've seen
enough. Let's go." McKenna noticed the pocket dripped black liquid. The scientist either didn't notice or

didn't care.
k %k sk

Sergeant Anibal Cruz watched them go. Then he turned to look at the man the paramedics were working
on. Cruz flexed a burly forearm. He'd never seen a real shark bite before. But it sure looked like the
pictures. And the little fish sure looked just like anchovies . . . he'd seen them whole and salted often
enough. But these fish were just too big. So what the hell was going on?
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So get me a fisherman!

Back at the command post, McKenna saw that Colonel McNamara had arrived, along with a lot more
men. It was very apparent that Lieutenant Salinas had been getting on his nerves already, in the way that
a first-class ass-kisser can do to someone who neither wants nor appreciates the fawning attention.

"So the NSC wants us to find Mr. Harkness. He'll probably be returned dead—Iike the Blackhawk
copilot," snapped the colonel. "The Regenstein is a heap of rubble. The area where you last saw him is

full of pyramid."

"Colonel," interjected Tremolo. "He was certainly consumed by the pyramid. I saw that. If you like, I'll
tell them they're wasting your time."

The colonel looked at the oddly attired professor. "Who the hell are you, mister?" The tone was less
abrasive than the words.

"Professor Miguel Tremelo."

A wintry smile lit the colonel's face. "I've had the MPs out looking for you. I've got orders from on high
to find you and get you here. The President wanted to know what the hell was going on and somebody
gave him your name. We're supposed to render all possible assistance."

Tremelo smiled back. He stuck a hand in his pocket. And pulled out a fish and the thing with tentacles,
which clung to his hand. "First assistance I want is a marine biologist. Preferably one who knows
something about sharks."

"Sure. We've got some helicopters on standby, Professor. We'll take you wherever you need to go."

Tremelo shook his head. "No." He looked at Lieutenant Salinas, who was staring at Tremelo with an
entirely new vision. "I need to stay near the artifact." The scientist turned slightly away from Salinas and
McKenna saw the wink to Colonel McNamara. "I'm sure I could trust the lieutenant to fetch me a
suitable man."

"You can count on me!" said Salinas crisply.

McKenna decided that if the opportunity ever arose, he'd never play poker with his colonel. "I'm sure he
can," said the colonel, with near-perfect sincerity.

McKenna wasn't delighted when he found himself detailed to accompany the policeman to one of the
university buildings on the north end of the quad, right across the street from the library. The MPs,
assisting Chicago patrolmen and university policemen, were just in the throes of attempting to evacuate a
building full of biologists. As librarians are to their books, so too are biologists to their animals, alive or in
jars. McKenna would have been amused if the whole situation wasn't so tense.

As he and Salinas charged up the ramp leading to the entrance of the building, they passed two Chicago
PD patrolmen. McKenna saw one of the men glance at Salinas, scowl, and whisper something to the
other. McKenna wasn't positive, but he thought the cop had said: Just what we need—Lootenant
Zorro.
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He was sure he heard the riposte correctly. Who was that masked asshole?

The sign on the building announced it to be the location of the Department of Ecology and Evolution.
Once inside, McKenna followed Salinas as the police lieutenant wandered through the corridors. It
became clear almost immediately that Salinas hadn't the faintest idea whom he was looking for or where
to find them.

McKenna shook his head. The Army prepares you as widely as possible, for as many things as possible.
The idea is to make the training worse than the reality will be. It works pretty well. Mostly.

But the training schools had certainly left out aliens landing in Central Chicago , for one. For
another—this one almost did have him laughing—they'd left out 2zow fo prevent a little gray-haired
five-foot-two-inch biddy from bullying a beefy six-foot-tall MP armed with an M16. Corporal
McKenna was almost sorry not to be able to stay and watch. She already had the soldier carrying a bag
of fish. But Salinas hurried ahead, demanding to speak to the head of this facility.

There were two people in the department chair's office. One was a tiny, white-haired old gent, with
bifocals. The other was a big woman somewhere in her early thirties. Despite her advanced
years—practically "middle-aged," to the 21-year-old corporal—McKenna's interest was aroused. The
woman was a bit hefty, but not fat. Very buxom. She wasn't really even that big—except compared to
the old dude. It was just the square and solid way she stood. Five foot seven, he estimated. Hundred and
forty pounds, give or take a few. Big shoulders for a girl. She needed those shoulders, in order to heft
those big—

""You want to look at my teeth too, troepie ?" She snapped. It wasn't an American accent. She sounded
vaguely German or Dutch, which went with the blond hair, he supposed. She was very suntanned,
though, which didn't fit his image of North Europeans.

"Now, now, Dr. De Beer," reproved the old man in a reedy voice. "Calm down. We'll sort all this out
after the evacuation. I've just got some papers to get together and a few boxes of microslides . . . "

"I'm Lieutenant John Salinas. If you are the head of this department, I'm afraid we have been sent to
co-opt you. The colonel—the government , I should say—wants a marine biologist."

The little man tilted his head forward to peer thoughtfully through the tops of his bifocals. "I'm a
freshwater limnologist, young man. I have some knowledge of aquatic microfauna, and some small
expertise with ostracods and various copepods. Has the city been overwhelmed by mutant plankton?"

This was obviously rather over Salinas' head. McKenna hadn't the faintest idea what the old guy was
talking about either. The woman obviously found it funny, though.

Salinas frowned and tightened his heavy jaws. "We need an expert on shark attacks."

The little man gave a reedy, asthmatic chuckle. "Most of my work involves SEM—scanning electron
microscopy. Are these really really small sharks? The bites are micrometers in diameter perhaps?" He
shook his head. "No, gentlemen. I'd be quite willing to help you. But it doesn't sound as if you have any
idea who you are looking for. Besides I've got responsibilities here. Go away." The old man continued to
grub in his desk, ignoring the lieutenant.

Salinas stepped forward. "I am empowered to use force if necessary . . . "
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"Oh, leave him alone!" the woman snapped. "T'll go with you. I'm a marine biologist. And I've worked
on sharks."

Salinas stared at her. His thoughts were obvious. McKenna was tempted to stir the pot a bit more by
whispering: "The colonel said a man , sir." But he managed to stifle the impulse easily enough. From the

scowl on her face, he suspected the woman would belt him with that heavy bag she was carrying.

The moment passed. The female marine biologist brushed past Salinas and McKenna and began stalking
down the corridor toward the entrance.

"Come on!" she barked. "Let's go and see what your problems are." She led the way, swinging her tatty
leather shoulder bag like an offensive weapon.

7

Hold the anchovies.

The guy Liz squatted beside on the stretcher in the aid station was a mess. She thought he'd live, but . . .
probably without a leg. And the other leg would carry some really impressive scars. At the moment he
wasn't conscious. Looking at that bite she could only be glad for him.

"We found this bit of tooth, Dr. De Beer," said Tremelo, holding an object out to her. "Imbedded in the
bone and snapped off."

She wasn't surprised they'd found it. The tooth was the size of a fifty-cent piece. Tricuspid. Cruelly
sharp. She turned it over in her hand. Hmmm. Not a fish tooth. She looked at the three rows of tooth
marks. Widely spaced. Equisized.

"Why are you so sure that this is a shark bite?" she asked.

The physics professor squatting next to her shrugged. "I'm not, Dr. De Beer. I know the limits of my
expertise. He was in salt water and he had for company these, and several others. They were all alive."
He produced a mayonnaise jar. It now contained his specimens.

"Call me Liz." She fished about inside the huge shoulder bag, produced a pair of forceps, and started
pulling out specimens. "I'm not too hot on seaweeds. It looks like plain old Laminaria . . . at a guess." She
peered closely at it. "There is a colonial bryozoan growing here." She looked at the fish and the squid and
smiled.

"What do you want to know about these? Why do you want to know?"

"The man disappeared in a violet flash. He reappeared in this state . . . Liz. I want any clues I can gather.
Are these alien creatures?"

"Hmm. Right, Professor. Well, the fish is about as earthly as you can get. It's an engraulid. What you
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would call an anchovy. You say there were several of them?"

"About ten."

"And they were all this size?" She pointed to the seven-inch-long fish.
He nodded. "More or less."

Liz pulled a wry face. "Ah. Well, I don't know where on earth he's been—but there are several hundred
million dollars worth of fishing fleets that would also love to know. That's a third-year-size class anchovy.
I'll swear to that. I've seen too many thousands of anchovy not to know what they look like. But not
usually of that size. That's unfished anchovy. I didn't think an unfished stock still existed. I didn't think
one had for a couple of hundred years."

She pulled the little cuttlefish out of the jar. Liz liked cuttlefish. Not as cute as Ockys, but still . . .

"I'm not familiar enough with these to swear to it, but I think this is Sepia rondeleti . Mediterranean
species, if I'm not mistaken. This is a big one, too. You should keep some of the water if you can. That
could be diagnostic. The water from the Med is more saline than ordinary seawater. Besides, the
plankton in it can tell you a lot. And I'd freeze these specimens if you have no other way of preserving
them. Gut contents could be revealing."

She plopped the squid back, and wiped her forceps and her hands on her skirt. "I'd say that your man's
been on Earth—or at least someplace with the same fauna. The probability of such familiar species being
found off Earth, by mere chance, ranges from ridiculous to absurd."

Tremelo nodded. "And the bite?"

Liz pursed her lips and shook her head. "Now there you've got me. Except it isn't a shark bite. That
tooth looks more like a seal tooth . . . "

"Excuse me, ma'am," said the doctor. "If you want any further examination you'll have to do it later. He's
stabilized enough to be moved now. We want to get him into the hospital and get some whole blood into
him."

The drowned and bitten man groaned . . . and began muttering. "S'ha' barsid Odisoos . . . " Then he
opened his eyes and screamed, before lapsing back into a restless unconsciousness. The medics grabbed
the stretcher and moved off to the waiting ambulance.

The professor stood up and thrust his hands into the pockets of his lab coat. Hastily he pulled one hand
back out. It dripped black goo. "Well, I wish [ understood what he tried to say? "Barsid Odesoos'. . . ?"

"Uh." The heavyset, short, swarthy sergeant standing nearby spoke. "I can translate some of it, Professor
Tremelo. He said it quite a lot. The first part is "It's that bastard.' I don't know who "Odesoos'is. I
actually wrote down what he said, sir." The sergeant produced a little green notebook and turned it to a
page covered in fine scrawl. Liz looked at it. It would have gotten the sergeant into fourth-year medicine
instantly.

The professor looked at it too. Then, at the man's name tag. "Sergeant Cruz, you'd better read this to
me. Or maybe you'd better come back to the command post and read it to me there."
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The sergeant shrugged. "It didn't make a lot of sense to me, sir. He just said the same thing over and
over again. And I have to get back to the OP, sir."

Tremelo cocked his head and smiled. "Get me your colonel on the line, Sergeant.”
kok ok

With Professor Tremolo, Liz, and Colonel McNamara peering over his shoulders, Sergeant Anibal Cruz
pointed a thick forefinger at his pad. "Here's what it says. "Twelve feet, six heads . . . six heads . . . six
fucking heads.'"

His eyes avoided the female biologist. "I'm just quoting his exact words, sir. Ma'am. He said that a lot.
And something about a sword. And what could be “help' or “yelp.' And that *Odesoos' word. Oh, and
here's “black galley' and “whirlpool."'"

Liz snorted. "I'd say you needed an historian more than a biologist. Swords and galleys! Fish we haven't
found for at least a hundred years. Cuttlefish from the Med. Mind you, the six heads stuff doesn't make a
whole lot of sense."

Professor Tremelo sighed. "None of it does. But there must be sense in it somewhere. And I think you're
right—we do need an historian."

Salinas stepped forward. "Want me to get you one?" he asked unctuously.

The colonel nodded. "Won't do any harm, Lieutenant. It seems insane, but then so do the circumstances.
Get us someone who is up on Mediterranean history. Who knows, it may produce something useful."

If Liz read his look right, the unsaid part of his statement was: and it'll get you out of my hair . But
what the colonel actually said was: "Take the sergeant and Dr. De Beer with you, please. Perhaps they

can tell the historian something first-hand."
kok ok

That brown-noser Salinas obviously decided his exercise in "not being taken seriously" by the old geezer
at the last place called for more men. Salinas demanded a squad this time around.

Jim McKenna grimaced. It was just his luck that Major Gervase should have seen him smile at the
policeman's demand for "adequate personnel to ensure the success of his mission." A sense of humor was
a necessity for an NCO. It was a pain in the ass in an officer.

Cruz was looking a little pissed too. McKenna found himself half hoping the obnoxious police lieutenant
would really piss the sergeant off. Anibal Cruz had the forearms of a gorilla. He took weight training
seriously, and had a brown belt in one of the martial arts.

McKenna was even more disgruntled when Cruz ordered all the men in the squad to bring their
rucksacks. He understood the logic of the order. The headquarters building was soon going to be
flooded with soldiers from the 82nd. At best, their rucks would get trampled. But he didn't much

appreciate having to hoist the damn thing around.
k) %k %k

Five minutes later, Jim's irritation with the police lieutenant deepened. Of course, thought McKenna
sarcastically, you can always rely on a prick like Salinas. He knew exactly where they were going.
Which was why the building he led them to, less than two blocks away, didn't say "History Department."
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It said "Seminary Co-operative Bookstore."

Cruz had the brains to ask a University of Chicago policeman directing traffic nearby. The man pointed
across the street and suggested they try the Oriental Institute.

"Why not?" asked the female biologist, cheerfully shrugging her shoulders. "The Mediterranean's east of
here, isn't it?"

She led the ways, still swinging her bag like a deadly weapon.

8

Between Orient and accident.

When Lamont Jackson finally put away his tools and left the air handler room, intending to pay his visit
to Dr. Lukacs, he was surprised to see the Institute apparently empty. At least on the ground floor. The
museum was open, and it normally had plenty of visitors.

When he wandered into the front entrance area, heading for the stairs leading to the floors above,
moderate surprise turned into sharp apprehension. A half drunk cup of coffee sat on the counter of the
Sugq, the Oriental Institute's gift shop. The glass display case in the center was open, and a beautiful piece
of onyx jewelry was lying on the counter.

Lamont wasn't stupid. The Institute wasn't "empty." It had been evacuated. He had no idea why, but
there was only one place he was going— out of here.

Then, after dancing back and forth for a moment, he decided to postpone his own evacuation. Very
briefly. It would only take him two minutes to grab his tools and the boombox from the air handler room.
That coffee had already scummed over. They hadn't just left. No sense in running out on his personal

possessions. Still, it was spooky . . .
kok ok

Hearing a voice calling out as he emerged from the air handler room, Lamont turned right and ran across
Dr. Lukacs standing in front of the Assyrian Bull. As usual, the visiting professor looked vaguely puzzled.
Lamont liked Jerry Lukacs, but he sometimes thought the professor only touched the real world now and
again.

Lukacs smiled at him. "Hi. I'm relieved to see you. Where the hell has everyone gone?"
Just then they heard voices. Voices that sounded oddly loud in the strange silence. Lamont repressed a

strong and irrational urge to look for somewhere to hide. There was no logic in it. They were just

ordinary American voices. All except for one, and that was female.
% %k %k
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"The place looks like it's been evacuated already, Lieutenant Salinas," said a male voice.

"Well, well, what a surprise. Shall we go on getting lost, and try somewhere else?" That was a woman's
voice. Despite the foreign accent, Lamont recognized the tone. When his wife Marie spoke like that, it
was time to start looking for cover.

The person who replied was obviously not as experienced. "We haven't been lost . . . "
Jerry cleared his throat. "In here!" he announced.

Lamont was glad that the decision had been taken away from him. Sighing with resignation, he set down
the toolbox. No reason to keep lugging that heavy thing around for the moment.

Seconds later, when an armed and testy-looking group of soldiers piled in, he was less glad.
Paratroopers, no less. Lamont recognized the insignia of the 101st. But it only took a few seconds for
him to figure out that they were actually mad at the police officer in their midst.

"The United States government requires your services!" the policeman boomed. "We need an historian.
Bring them along, men!"

Jerry blinked owlishly. "Er . . . I'm Professor Jerry Lukacs. I'm a mythographer, I work on comparative
mythology."

Lamont chuckled. "And /'m the maintenance man. Is the government short of those again ?"
k ok ok

Another two minutes, and the woman's going to tear that cop's head off his shoulders,thought
Cruz. She wasn't American and sure as hell wasn't much on respect for pompous authority. Nor did she
seem fazed in the least by the sight of soldiers in BDUs walking around a city with loaded weapons. She

acted as if it was kind of normal. That was . . . odd.
Xk %k %k

Liz repressed a slight chuckle. This errand-boy policeman was a right royal pain in the backside.
Arse-licking those above him and arse-kicking those below. His face, at being told the black guy—who
looked the smarter of the two—was a mechanic, was quite a study. The other guy looked like a typical
"nocturnal" arts major. Weedy. Slightly confused looking. The kind that always turned out to be at the
top of some esoteric field of no use to man or beast.

More with the intent to irritate Salinas than in any real expectations of getting any worthwhile information,
Liz introduced herself and began explaining. To her surprise the little man tensed like a terrier scenting
rats when she got to mentioning what the survivor had actually said.

"He used the words: "Black ship'?"

"No, sir," corrected the dark-skinned, powerful-looking soldier named Cruz. "Actually he said, "black
galley.'"

"Tell me what else he said. As much and as precisely as you can remember." The little guy was just
about quivering.
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The sergeant hauled out his notebook. "I wrote it down, sir."

"A man of intelligence, eh, Lamont?" The little mythographer's eyes were bright. "Read it, please. I just
may be able to help you."

He listened in intent silence as Cruz read from his notebook. Then he shook his head.

Salinas snorted in disgust "Well, ma'am , now that you've wasted our time, we'd better get moving."
Jerry Lukacs cleared his throat. "Sorry. That headshake was— this is too unbelievable.'"

Liz looked at him grimly. "I've seen the evidence."

Lukacs' eyes were bright with excitement. "It's got to be Scylla. Somehow—somewhere—the myth
must have a basis in truth."

Liz shook her head "Scylla? Look, I saw those bites. The biggest crab in the world couldn't have done
that."

The mythographer looked puzzled. "Who said anything about crabs?"

It was her turn to look mystified. "I thought you just did. Swimming crabs. Scylla . A big one will take
fingers off. But not /egs ."

Salinas cleared his throat loudly. "It appears that all this is not getting us anywhere . . . "

The black mechanic chuckled. "Lieutenant Ra-Ra-Ra doesn't understand what you're getting at, Dr.
Lukacs."

"Amon's got to think, Lamont." Jerry grinned.

Liz groaned. Die-hard punsters would make torturing language take precedence over matters of life and
death. "Look you two, / don't understand, never mind this silly ass. And if you don't explain, Dr. Lukacs,
I shall give you capital pun ishment by pulling your head off."

"Couldn't you just get that soldier"—Lamont pointed at McKenna—"to beat us up instead, ma'am?
Then it'd just be corporal punishment."

The wild-haired academic groaned appreciatively. You could almost see his mind hunting links to
"corporal."

By the look Salinas directed at Lamont, he did not enjoy this. Not one damn bit! He was plainly a
humorless man. It looked as if there was only one thing he really hated more than being excluded from
the joke—and that was being the butt of one. The big black guy had certainly pushed both sets of those
buttons. The last time Liz had seen a look like that was when some Afrikaaner Weerstand Beweeging
guys had found themselves in close contact with a visiting Nigerian professor. That had been ugly. She
tensed. It was all sort of her fault. She had better try and move it all along. "Tell. Please."

The small mythographer assumed the posture of an orator. "Ahem, I quote: ‘It is the home of Scylla, the
creature with the dreadful bark. It is true that her yelp is no louder than a newborn pup's, but she is a
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horrible monster nevertheless, and one whom nobody could look at with delight, not even a god if he
passed that way. She has twelve feet , all dangling in the air, and six long necks, each ending in a grisly
head with triple rows of teeth , set thick and close, and darkly menacing death.' "

He relaxed his professorial stance. "It's from the 1946 Rieu translation of the Odyssey . Consider that
the hero's name was Odysseus, that he was sailing what is described as a “black ship' and that section of
the Odyssey describes sailing between Scylla and the dreadful whirlpool, Charybdis. It all fits rather well,
doesn't it?" The man smiled. He looked rather like a child who is showing you a puzzle that he's just put
together and hopes you'll applaud.

It was apparent that Salinas was not going to cheer. "I've had enough! I'm putting both of you under
arrest. We'll see how funny you are at the precinct!"

"Taking them to see Professor Tremelo would make more sense to me," Liz snapped.

Salinas' authoritarian instincts were now in full evidence. "If I need any further comments from you,
ma'am, I'll ask for them. In the meantime, keep your mouth shut. This is a police matter now."

Lamont did not seem in the least intimidated. In fact, he laughed aloud. "I can't think what Silenius'
donkey was called, Dr. Lukacs. But all this war talk Mars Lieutenant RaRaRa's complexion. It quite
dis- Troys ... "

And then it all happened very fast. Something in Salinas seemed to snap. He yanked out his pistol and
grabbed Lamont. Something in Liz did snap. She grabbed the cop's wrist and shoved the gun upward. In
what seemed like two seconds, she and Salinas and Lamont and Jerry Lukacs and Sergeant Cruz and
Corporal McKenna and Privates Hooper and Dietz were all in contact with one another, shouting and

wrestling.
% ok ok

The Krim device sensed a valuable one. Highly charged with emotion. A low personal credulity
level. Perfect for the application of prukrin transfer. It responded.

PART 11

It cracked and growled, and roared and howled,
Like noises in a swound!

—Samuel Taylor Coleridge,
"Rime of the Ancient Mariner"
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It's all Greek to me.

There was no moment of transition. One second there was a fight in the Oriental Institute, between
polished glass cases and under modern track lighting. In the next moment there was searing sunlight. And
the group tumbled onto the deck of a wooden ship, which was sliding down the front of the swell. The
sea was wine-dark and laced with champagne bubbles, as the ram sliced through the wave.

Jerry had a fine view of the water. He'd nearly fallen over the front of the gunwale in landing, before
pulling himself back from the drink. Then he almost wished that he hadn't.

The villainous-looking crewmen were rowing the wooden ship with frantic energy. Well, about forty of
them were. The other ten or so were bearing down on the newcomers—armed either with bronze
swords or with long spears in hand. There was something about the way they moved on the bucketing
deck that, even to a landlubber like Jerry, said old seamen . The only thing that said it more was the
stench. Jerry wasn't giving any odds that they were unfamiliar with the swords or spears either.

He glanced sideways. They were close to land. Worth swimming for . . . except that it was a sheer cliff
that they were skimming next to. The gray wall looked almost polished. He looked the other way hastily,
as the sailors advanced. What he saw made him swallow and wonder if he should grab an oar. The dark
water was trailed with racing foam. No wonder the rowers were pulling frantically! Even from here he
could hear the grumble of the white-lipped whirlpool. The air above it was hazed with a smoking mist.
One way or another, this was going to be one mother of a wild, wild ride.

One of the advancing sword-swinging sailors shouted a recognizable word . . . "Odesoos."
kok ok

Jerry Lukacs was, in many ways, the epitome of the absent-minded professor. And he was possibly the
most frightened person on the ship. But camouflaged by the perpetually vague expression on his face was
an acute mind. Quick, too. It took him barely seconds to work out where they were. Somehow they
were between Scylla and Charybdis, on board Odysseus' vessel. One of the famous black ships.

The unknown holds terrors for the imaginative person. But knowing all about the terror that really is
coming gives the imagination a focus. Jerry thought he knew exactly what came next—even if having
read about it wasn't at all the same as actually being there.

Therefore he was the only one who was not giving his full attention to the advancing sailors. Instead he
was looking ahead.

There, in the middle of the sheer, cloud-capped expanse of gray cliff, was a dark stain—the maw of
Scylla's cave. And, if he understood the odd-sounding Greek correctly, then Odysseus was being wily
again. The leader of the Achaean sailors was shouting: "Herd them into the bow! The monster will

take them!"
% %k sk

It happened with such speed and casual brutality. Private Hooper was the closest to the advancing men.
One of the scruffy-looking sailors stepped up to him and started yelling at him. Hooper was a big guy. He
didn't take too kindly to being pushed and yelled at by someone at his armpit level. Not even on a
strange boat with the pushee bellowing in some goddamn foreign language, with a pigsticker in his hand.
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So he pushed back.

Sergeant Anibal Cruz saw the sword blade come right through Hooper's back—in a fountain of blood.
And then, abruptly, Hooper disappeared.

Cruz had grown up in a tough neighborhood. There'd always been some gang trouble, and Anibal had
been familiar with violence since he was a kid. But that seaman took "natural-born killer" to a whole new
level. That guy had stabbed Hooper just like a man might kick a stray dog.

But Cruz kept his cool. A few M16 rounds would change the bastards' cocksure attitude.
Lieutenant Salinas wasn't keeping 4is cool. "Shoot 'em!" he shouted, his voice shrill. "Shoot 'em all!" His
pistol was still in his hand. He brought it up to a two-handed grip, stepped back a pace—and stumbled

over an empty rower's bench and landed on his ass.

"Single shots!" ordered Cruz. "We're next to a whirlpool! We can't afford to hit the rowers!" He took a
careful bead on the son of a bitch who'd so casually killed Hooper.

Then, from behind him, the little guy with the wild hair shouted, "Look out! Scylla!"

Cruz ignored him, still gauging the tactical situation. Take the lead two with those big cheese cutters
out. And then the one who had a spear ready to throw. Turn and check out what the guy was
shouting about . . . What was that yowling noise, anyway?

A thousand drills kept him calm. "It don't mean nothin’. . . "
He squeezed the trigger—and felt his stomach tie itself into a sick knot and his pulse start hammering.

When you've fired a rifle often—you know exactly how it should kick, sound and feel. It shouldn't—do
what it had just done!

The "explosion," if you could even call it that, was piteous. The bullet plopped out and landed a few
yards off. What could only be voices, tiny reedy little voices, issued from the muzzle. Anibal tried to
swallow, his mouth suddenly dry. He risked a glance over his shoulder to see what the new problem was.

Facing up to that , with a badly designed club—which was all his M 16 was now—nearly doubled his
already racing pulse rate.

"Fix bayonets," Anibal croaked.

The monster poured herself sinuously out of the dark cave. The black cave-mouth was perhaps forty feet
above the water level. And the monster was going to reach them . . .

The six gleaming mottled necks weren't the worst part, thought Liz. They were like thigh-thick pythons
with odd dangling clawed feet. But the heads! The heads were a terrible mixture between a woman and a
shark—complete to the gill slits. Liz realized that the glisten on the scaly necks was water. The cave up

there must be water-filled.

She also realized something more terrible still: the channel narrowed just here. Scylla's lair was perfectly
positioned. The suck of Charybdis was now a furious roar of angry surf. The black ship barely moved,
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although the rowers stroked with frantic intensity. Actually, if they were moving anywhere, they were
going backwards. Looking across, Liz realized she was looking straight into the terrible vortex. Such a
volume of water was disappearing down the throat of the whirlpool that you could see the exposed rocks
and sand . . . and even a few wildly flip-flopping fish.

This vessel would be lucky if it managed not to be sucked into that terrible hole. They certainly weren't
going anywhere. Scylla could feed at her awful leisure. Her dreadful, high-pitched, puppy-in-fear yowling
cut through even the wild sea-roar, echoing between the two cliffs.

Liz started to rummage hastily through her capacious shoulder bag. There was something for any
emergency in there. The problem was always to find anything specific. Well, she could always just hit
them with the bag. As usual, it weighed a ton. It seemed to accumulate junk faster than she could clean it
out. Ah. Pepper spray!

k ok %k

McKenna looked briefly at the inoperative M16. No time to field-strip it now. He dropped it and
grabbed a spare oar from between the rowers' benches. The damn thing was heavy. It would be like
trying to fight people off with a telephone pole. Then the black guy yelled, "T'll be the rowlock! You swing
it about."

It worked well. They could hold off the guys with the swords just as long as nobody threw a spear. Or
the thing behind them didn't get them. Jim had risked one quick glance behind him . . . his mother was a
fanatical conservationist. She'd even gotten him to like spiders, but snakes still freaked him out. Cruz and

Dietz would just have to deal with that thing.
% %k %k

Jerry watched in horror as Scylla's heads swung lower and lower. One soldier tried what was
presumably supposed to be a burst of automatic fire.

It didn't work quite the way he had intended. A wailing Greek tragic chorus issued from the rifle barrel.
If Jerry understood it correctly, it was a lament for the death of several lesser earth-spirits killed by the
next lump of lead while they'd been pushing this one out. The soldier peered in puzzlement at his weapon.

Always keep your attention on the enemy. . . .

Scylla obviously preferred prey that wasn't prepared for her. A head snaked down and seized the
soldier. Kicking and shrieking, the paratrooper was ripped skywards.

The swarthy sergeant had grabbed an oar and swung it at Scylla's nearest head, smashing it sideways.
He nearly rescued the other soldier—except that the man . . . just suddenly wasn't there any more.

Jerry realized that there was one way out of this nightmare. Die. Unfortunately, from what he'd been
told, you got home dead too.

One of the Achaeans must have appeared tasty and distracted Scylla. She seized one of the
sword-wielders next. The falling bronze Mycenaean blade nearly pinned Liz like a butterfly.

Liz grabbed it . . . just as, to Jerry's horror, a head dived at her. Maybe the monster thought a female
would be easier prey. Liz sidestepped Scylla's lunge neatly. The head thudded into the deck planking.
Hard. It didn't stop Scylla for an instant. The head turned upward and lunged. Somehow the biologist
managed to trap it between her body and arm, and then throw her legs around it.
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She'd tried to do to what a good fisherman would do to a snoek . Only this was more like a cross
between a Great White Shark and a python than a nasty-toothed predatory fish. It was also much bigger.
Much, much bigger. And these teeth would make a big snoek 's needle-like teeth look like toothpicks.
Her full-strength wrench hadn't been nearly enough to tear across the base of the gill arches. Instead, she
was being lifted off the deck. The creature was shouting at her. Any moment now its slimy strength would
overmaster her. She'd dropped her pepper spray. But she still clutched the overgrown cheese knife that
the sailor had nearly pinioned her with. She shoved it into the gills and cut outwards, as she desperately
pulled back on the nose.

You can snap a fish's neck if you sever the narrow piece of flesh where the gill openings nearly meet on
the throat. On little fish it is surprisingly easy. With big fish, you struggle, but it is still possible. On really
big fish it is virtually impossible unless you cut right through it. She'd cut it through. And fear lent her
terrific strength. Truly desperate strength.

In a wild threshing and a spray of blood she was flung to the deck. Liz could have been badly hurt. But

she hit Jerry, who'd been trying to grab her legs, and then crashed onto the hind end of the cowering

Salinas.
k %k %k

The long neck swung about dementedly. The other heads withdrew slightly. Jerry, staggering to his feet,
realized that they were lamenting. Well, most of them were.

"Poor Dindymene!" cried one, in tones of horror.

"How cruel and disrespectful!" said another one of the heads. It sounded as if the disrespect was what
hurt most.

"She was always Mother's favorite, eh, Pleione?" said the head next to the dangling Dindymene, not
sounding as if she missed her fellow Scylla-head much.

The biggest of the heads was plainly shocked. "You know Mother never played favorites, Enyo!"
"Did too!" Enyo snapped back. "And it serves Dindymene right, always trying to get the tenderest ones!"
"We must avenge her!" hissed one of the other heads. "We'll eat all of these."

"You just want to pick the fat ones, Phaedra. You got the last swordfish even though I spotted it first!"
snarled another.

Dragon's teeth, thought Jerry. If only I can get them to bicker . . .
But he was no good at talking to ordinary people. Other academics were fine, but these were worse
than bank managers. And it would have to be in ancient Greek too. He quailed at the idea, and then bit

his lip. Somebody had to do something. And there was no one else . . .

He took a deep breath and shouted, "But, Enyo, how can I keep my promise to you, if you let them
devour us. You promised! You'll never be human again . . . "

A head pulled back. "I never made any promises! Not to someone who can't even speak proper

Page 33



Greek!"

Jerry oozed puzzlement and sincerity. "But you agreed! "The others have to go,' you said, and "We
cannot have one human body with many heads,' you said. "Leave it to me,' you said. 'Especially
Phaedra, she's a spiteful cat,' you said."

"You selfish little bitch!" The Phaedra-head snapped at the Enyo-head.

It went downhill from there. Fast.

Liz had staggered to her feet. She wasn't looking at the bickering, biting heads. She was looking at the
sea. "Little guy, tell the sailors to start rowing like fury," she said, sotto voce. "The whirlpool has just
stopped sucking."

"Row!" Jerry shouted in his best classical Greek. "Row for your lives!"

For a moment the Greeks looked at him. Then the armour-clad one on the stern said a word that was
quite similar sounding. And in a hasty ragged chorus, oar blades bit water.

It took the squabbling heads some time to register.
"They're getting AWAAAY!" they snarled in chorus.

The oarsmen lashed the water to a foam. A head lunged furiously after them. Liz depressed the trigger
on her little pepper-spray canister that she'd picked up from the deck. The effects were wholly
unexpected. It should have sprayed an aerosol of eye-streaming, nose-and-throat-irritating gunk. But
obviously, like the rifles, that would have failed to obey the rules of this strange universe. Instead they
were all overpowered by the smell of fresh-cut onions . . . The essence of onions. About a thousand of
them.

The head, streaming tears and spluttering, pulled back, hitting itself against the cliff wall in its haste to
back off.

And from beside the far cliff Charybdis began to vomit back her water.

Looking back, Jerry saw an immense and ancient fig tree on the far cliff disappear into the whirl of
upflung spray. He didn't see any more. He was too busy clinging to the gunwale. The oarsmen actually
managed to get the black ship up on the plane on the first wave.

Jerry knew that he wasn't a great sailor. Within two minutes of riding out the waves from the erupting

Charybdis, he proved that the whirlpool didn't have the proprietary rights on vomiting in this part of the
world. He had Lamont, the police lieutenant and the tall soldier for company, too.

10
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To hell with the
Connecticut Yankee.

Ahead in the distance lay an island. Verdant and tranquil looking.

At the moment Jerry would have accepted any form of land. He just wanted off this ship. It was what
the Greeks would have called a pentekonter . It was what a poor sailor called hell. Still—

That must be Thrinicia, Odysseus' next stop, according to Homer. Somehow Jerry was certain that it
would be full of Helios' broad-browed cattle. Somehow he was certain that the weather would trap them
there, and that, no matter what they did, the sailors would kill the cattle and feast on them. . . .

The hides would crawl, and even the roasted meat would groan and low. And then, the departing ship
would be sunk.

The gentle breeze brought Achaean voices as well as Achaean rancid-oil-and-sweat bouquet to him.
Classical Greek didn't sound quite like the linguistic theoreticians thought it would.

When he figured out what they were saying, it was even less appetizing than the stench. Odysseus was
being cunning again. Jerry began to realize that Scylla and Charybdis might have been lesser evils
compared to their present predicament.

" ... The gods have sent us these fine barbarian slaves. They must be a sign. We are close to my
principality on Ithaca. We must press on," said Odysseus. The oiliness in that voice said: Do not buy this
used car.

The one being truculent must be . . . Eurylochus. He was certainly being insistent and not showing
Odysseus a great deal of respect. Well, for all the self-praise in the Odyssey , Odysseus' men had always
done pretty much what Odysseus claimed to have advised against. From what Jerry knew of the era, the
crew were all minor noblemen, accustomed to doing as they saw fit, with Odysseus' control over them
being tenuous at best. Raiding, piracy and slave-taking had always been part of their lives, and was taken
for granted.

"We need rest and food and a decent chance to enjoy these slaves that the gods have surely provided
for our pleasure. To Hades with Circe's predictions, Odysseus! She didn't tell us about the monster. Or if
she did, then you didn't tell us about it. I want first turn on the yellow-haired peasant woman. And we're
drawing lots for who gets the pretty red-haired boy. We know you, Odysseus. You want to get back to
Ithaca to claim the whole lot as your share of the plunder."

The wind veered and Jerry had to stop his eavesdropping. But the snatch he'd overheard was enough to
remind him that Mycenaean Greece was a good place to avoid. Mind you—that certainly wasn't the
language of Mycenae they were speaking. It was classical Greek from later up the timeline, unless he was
very much mistaken. But then this place was full of contradictions and impossibilities.

He forced his mind away from the attraction of playing with the puzzle. Whatever the answer, it didn't
alter the fact that they had a very real problem here and now. He desperately wished that someone else
would cope with it. But there was the language issue. He was the only one who could understand what
was being said.

He turned to the woman. She'd been terrifyingly effective against Scylla. "Look, we've got to get away
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from these guys."

She picked something off her long, tanned calf and crushed it between short fingernails. Inspecting them,
she pulled a face and said: "Yep. This smelly tub is crawling with damn fleas."

He took a deep breath. "Fleas may be the least of our problems. What do you know about ancient
Greeks?"

She shrugged. "Not much. I'm a marine biologist, little guy. They were the source of western civilization.
The founders of democracy. Can't be too bad, I suppose. Not compared to some of the other places
back in time we could have landed up in."

Later he realized that he got the courage to continue principally from sheer irritation. She could skip the
"little guy" stuff. He was as tall as she was. She just added an extra six inches of attitude. "One: We're not
back in time . . . I don't think. These guys appear to be Mycenaeans or, as they called themselves,
Achaeans—not Greeks, really. But they're speaking the language of a different people from later up the
timeline. Two: Democracy happened much later. Anyway, it excluded women and slaves," he said grimly.
"And you're both. At least as far as they're concerned."

She stared at him, silenced.
Lamont had been listening in. "Slaves. Oh, lord. Not me."
Liz shut her mouth with a snap. "Well, fuck me ... "

"That's just what they intend to do, as soon as they get to land," said Jerry quietly. "And if I heard them
right they're busy drawing lots for the corporal, too."

The expression on Jim McKenna's face was worth buying a video camera for.
kok ok

"Instead of being gifts from the gods, can't we be messengers? I mean, if [ remember correctly, Odysseus
is a prince and a great general," said Salinas shakily, having emerged from under the rowing bench, but
still looking green about the gills. "Explain to them the serious consequences of attempting to enslave
Americans, Dr. Lukacs."

Liz snorted. "But I'm fair game. Listen, you spineless asshole: somehow I don't think they live in fear of
air strikes. We don't have any modern weapons that work and they outnumber us ten to one." She went
on rummaging through her bag. So far she'd found a Swiss army knife. It wasn't what it should be. It was

rusty.

"I'll beat the living shit out of the first one of those little fucks to try anything!" McKenna was still
red-faced. "They're half our size. And sure, our rifles are no use, but we've got bayonets. I've got my
Gerber. And we're trained in unarmed combat. They're not."

Sergeant Cruz tensed his forearm muscles. "Corporal. If we've got to fight, we will. But we're soldiers.
One-on-one, in a fair fight, we'd win. We're bigger than them and we're trained. But did you see how
that guy killed Hooper? Like you would swat a fly. Get this: Those guys are goddamn killers. Even in
Mogadishu they've got more respect for human life. And you can be damn sure they're not gonna stand
back while we kill them off one at a time. Either they'll pack us, or, more likely, hold oft and shoot us full
of arrows or throw javelins at us."
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Jerry nodded. "If you read between the lines, Odysseus' bunch were pretty much freebooters. And
rather brutal. Actually, even in the lliad —"

Liz interrupted his lecture on the realities of life in ancient Greece. "So, they're a load of scumbags. Tell
me something that wasn't obvious. But what are we going to do about it, gentlemen? Fort up in the bow
here, and try and hold them off with oars?"

Lamont shook his head. "Maybe Lieutenant RaRaRa has got something. Maybe we can talk our way
out of this one, Jerry? Convince them that we're messengers from their gods or something. You know all
their myths."

The mythographer shook his head. "Really, my field of expertise is the Middle East. But one thing is
pretty well common knowledge: non-Hellenes were barbarians, one and all, even ones from more
advanced cultures. Of course these people are not what we call *Greeks.' They're the people the later
Greeks or Hellenes displaced. However, the culture seems similar."

Liz snorted. "Yogurt's got more culture than this lot."

Jerry shook his head. "I don't think this was atypical. We tend to forget that life was pretty tough for
ordinary people throughout most of human history. Power got respect. Pretty little else did." He looked
at her speculatively. "Well. There is the sorceress option. Several foreign sorceresses got a fair bit of
respect in Greek mythology."

She pulled a wry face. "I haven't turned anyone into a newt lately. Actually, I can't even do card tricks."
Lamont narrowed his eyes and looked at the marine biologist. "You don't happen to smoke, do you?"

"I'm trying to cut down," she said defensively. "It's hard to give up on ships where the whole crew
smokes."

Jerry snapped his fingers. "Gotcha, Lamont! Connecticut Yankee in King Arthur's Court! Can you blow
smoke rings?"

Liz looked puzzled. "Huh? Yes, of course."

"Well, Twain's hero convinced the guys back in Arthurian legend he was a wizard by smoking. Magic is
simply something that you don't understand," said Jerry.

She snorted. "That'd make men magic, in my book. All right. Let's try it. It's a stupid idea, but at least it

is an idea."
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Liz fluffed the hair about her face into a wild blond cloud. The roots were going dark but Odysseus' crew
probably wouldn't notice that. It didn't take much effort to "Medusa" her hair. It always went like that
when the salt spray got into it. She concentrated on looking regal and mysterious as she and Jerry walked
calmly between the rowers to Odysseus.

Nature designs some people to look honest and trustworthy. Odysseus' face was made for politics. It
had plainly been a while since he'd bathed, and they were downwind of him. And his breath was
something else again.
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Liz willed herself to look imperious to the prince of Ithaca.
By the expression on Odysseus' face . . . it wasn't working.

Jerry began to speak. She wished like hell that she knew what he was saying.

k %k %k

"Noble Odysseus, our great sorceress Liz has performed an augury. If you land on the Island of Thrinicia
you are surely doomed." Jerry tried to keep a quaver out of his Greek. If only someone else could do this

"Just what [ was saying to Eurylochus here!" The somewhat high-pitched voice didn't go with his princely
bearing. Of all the lower forms of life Jerry had had the misfortune to have to deal with, bank managers
just about topped his personal list. Jerry decided that Odysseus was natural-born bank manager material.
It raised Jerry's blood pressure. That helped.

Eurylochus didn't place much faith in the pronouncement either. "Sorceress! If she's a sorceress then my
penis is rabbit food! She's a peasant. Look at her skin. Even with the funny hair dye I know a peasant

when I see one."
"Not as well as you do when you feel one," said Odysseus with an age-old gesture and a nasty chuckle.

"Time to start smoking," said Jerry, out of the corner of his mouth. Then he drew himself up and did his
best attempt at a snap. It sounded pathetic to him. "My mistress will grow angry! We appeared on your
ship by magic—"

The Greeks were laughing uncontrollably. "Your mistress . . . ho ho ho . . . " Odysseus slapped his thighs
and guffawed some more.

With glowing ears Jerry realized that what he'd said was "the woman who is my master." An absolutely
hilarious howler in these parts. It didn't help that she was suntanned as only peasant women were, and he
was as pallid as their female aristocracy. Of course in a man that was not a desirable trait. Men in all the

paintings are dark-haired and dark-skinned. The glow in his ears spread to his face as he realized that a
pale-skinned man was truly the lowest form of life to these Greeks: a wimp.

Liz revived him with a long smoky exhalation.
The laughter had died away. Eurylochus backed off. . . .
Odysseus didn't. He watched as Liz trickled smoke out of her nostrils.

"She is very angry. When the smoke begins to come out of her nose, it is a sure sign. She will turn you
intoa...a..." What the hell was the Greek for "newt"?

Liz took a deep draw and blew smoke rings.

Odysseus smiled like a shark. "It's a trick, Eurylochus. She's no sorceress. She sucks the smoke from
the smoldering stick, and then blows it out. I can do it too." And he snatched the cigarette out of her

hand.
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He sucked at it.

Hard.

% %k 3k

Liz had started smoking as a twelve-year-old, stealing her older brother's cigarettes. He, like many a
young soldier of that time, had smoked only the strongest unfiltered cigarettes. You had to, to prove how
tough you were. Filter tips were for weenies.

Liz had broken the habit—once. But when things went wrong she'd gone back to the same old smoking
habits. In the U.S. she hadn't been able to find her brand. Bloody cheek. The adverts had had a cowboy!
She still remembered her brother trying everything to get a match to strike against his boot.

Odysseus was a healthy Achaean with good strong lungs. He had sucked that smoke in hard and
unprepared. . . .

It was a joy to watch.

He dissolved into paroxysms of violent coughing. Smoke erupted from virtually every orifice. Well,
possibly not from under his sort of skirt thing. But she'd swear smoke came out of his ears.

Liz calmly reached down and took the fag from the limp hand of the doubled-up hero. Pah. He'd slimed
it. She pinched off the damp bit and took another deep drag. She blew smoke into the goggle-eyed
Odysseus' red face.

"Cigarettes may be harmful to your health. Want another drag, weenie?" she said coolly. Fortunately she

didn't say it in ancient Greek.
% ok ok

"Well, all right. Maybe she is a sorceress after all," coughed Odysseus, waving the smoke away weakly.
"No mere mortal could breathe the smoke of Hades like that."

"She says that if you touch the magic herbs of Persephone again she will turn you into a . . . frog," said
Jerry grimly. "I am so pale because she turned me into a . . . goat for not obeying her orders quickly
enough."

The Greeks regarded Liz with a bit of trepidation. Several of them edged away. But Odysseus looked
suddenly very interested. "This turning people into goats . . . ask the sorceress if we could perhaps reach
an agreement. ['ve a lot more serfs than I need, and a lot fewer goats. I asked Circe, but the nymph
won't leave Aeaea. She says her magic only works there anyway. And goats are more valuable than pigs.
Circe does pigs best. Tell the sorceress we could do business."

Jerry turned to Liz. "Look irritated and point at the island and draw your finger across your throat. Talk
some gobbledygook."

Liz complied. Actually, she overdid it, demonstrating on the hapless Eurylochus. Unlike Jerry, she had
no self-confidence problems. "This guy is a silly prat. I feel like kicking his balls in."

"The Sorceress Liz says, beware of your kinsman Eurylochus—he who suspected a trap of Circe, and
would have you land on the Island of the Sun, Thrinicia. He will be the one to urge your comrades to
slaughter the straight-horned cattle of the sun."

Page 39



Odysseus was able to stick to a subject. Especially a subject he considered important. "About the goats

n

% %k 3k

Liz had been staring at the horizon while Jerry warbled on. She'd spent a fair number of years going to
sea in small boats. When the horizon went bumpy like that—it was time to run for port. Especially when

the horizon got that gray haze about it. "Jerry. Tell this lot that I'm predicting a hell of a blow."
% %k %k

Jerry dug deep into his memories of the Odyssey . Had it been a wind from the north or the south that
had kept them trapped on Thrinicia? "The Sorceress Liz says that the south wind and the storm are
coming."

That was enough for the seamen. They'd been watching the drama. Now they too looked for weather
cues. A low moan swept the ship. Well. They had just survived a whirlpool and a monster . . . Now a
wind that would drive them back that way was rising. "Row for the island!" shouted someone. But the
offshore breeze was already strengthening.

Odysseus was a son of a bitch with an obsession about goats, but he was no fool. Within minutes the
ship was bearing northwest—quartering the storm, looking for a haven, any haven but the channel that

housed Scylla and Charybdis.

Jerry didn't care that he'd successfully thwarted the myth. He was too busy being sick. Or trying to be.
There was nothing left to come up.

11

Gambling with the lambs.

The bay was a deep cookie-cutter bite out of the limestone cliff. Rimmed with a thin white-sand beach,
the water inside it was blissfully still. To the south the sky was black, but here above the refuge the last of
the sun still burnished the cliffs. Odysseus edged the black ship warily into the channel. Jerry remembered
the Laestrygonians' slaughter of Odysseus' squadron. By the way Odysseus and his crew scanned the
clift that wasn't far from their minds either. But there was nothing more threatening to be seen than a
silhouette of an umbrella pine clinging to the cliff edge.

"What happens now?" Lamont asked, looking warily at the scene.

Jerry shrugged. "Judging by other incidents mentioned in the Odyssey, they'll pull up on the beach, make
a fire, eat and drink."

Liz scanned the cliff. "No water."

"Wine. Water in those days was stuff that killed you," said Jerry.
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Cruz ground a fist into his palm. "That's when the trouble will start," he said grimly.

Jerry looked startled. "I thought we'd already dealt with that. I've convinced them that Liz—Dr. De
Beer—is a sorceress."

The stocky sergeant looked at him. Shook his head. "Dr. Lukacs. You know all about the history of
these guys. And if you get a chance, I'd like you to fill the rest of us in. It might help. But I know troops.
This bunch have as much discipline as a pack of wild dogs. That Odysseus guy has barely got them under
control. Get them fed, rested, bored and with a few drinks in them—we've got trouble."

McKenna nodded. "Always works like that."
Jerry tugged his wispy beard. "That fits in with the myth, I'm afraid. Against the Cicones . . ."

"In the meanwhile, we're about to beach," Liz snapped. "Jump over and make yourselves useful pulling
the boat up."

"Won't they kill us if we aren't all together in a defensive group?"' asked Salinas warily.

Liz snorted derisively. "Not until the boat—I refuse to call this thing a ship—is pulled up. Believe me.
The sergeant knows soldiers. I know seamen. Nobody is going to touch a hair on your little head until the
work is over. Provided you put your back into it."

Salinas bridled. "You don't need to get smart, lady!" He swelled his chest. Alas, most of the swelling
took place lower down. Salinas' belt groaned in protest.

"I'm an experienced police officer—we're talking about the tough side of Chicago, cookie—and I
Say—"

"We're not in Chicago, prat!" snarled Liz. She swelled her own chest. It was a far more impressive sight.
"And if you're an example of a police officer, Chicago's crooks have got it easy. I'm not taking orders
from you! And that's final!"

Salinas' glare bounced off Liz like a pebble off a steel plate. After a moment, he broke eye contact with
her and looked to his fellow males for support.

No use. The contest of wills between her chest and his potbelly was a rout. None of the other men so
much as glanced at him.

His shoulders slumped. The belt sighed with relief.

That little sound finally tore Jerry's gaze away from Liz. Startled, he saw a tiny little figure—a leather
sprite, perhaps—clambering out of the belt buckle and leaping to the deck. The sprite, casting an angry
backward glance at Salinas, darted toward Lamont and vanished into one of his shoes. Lamont, still
staring at Liz, never noticed. But, moments later, his feet shifted a little—as if the heavy work shoes had

suddenly become lighter and more comfortable.
kok ok

Up on the beach, the driftwood was stacked. It was also damp. So, after the encounters with Charybdis
and running before the storm off Thrinicia, was the tinder. The grumbling from the Achaeans needed no
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translating,
Lamont nudged Jerry. "Time for a bit more of the sorceress spells. Fire-making, Dr. De Beer."

Liz looked uncomfortable. "I've got a lighter. It smells like mothballs, but it is working . . . but my fires
always go out."

Jerry regarded her intently. "Mothballs . . . naphtha . . . Greek fire—something that was certainly known
in ancient times . . . I think I'm beginning to get the “rules' in this place. How are you on fires, Lamont? Or
you Sergeant . . . Corporal . . . anybody except me?"

McKenna grinned. "I'll do it, sir. My brother and me, we spent half our time on the farm making fires.
We also carry waterproof matches as part of our gear."

It was something of a shock to him to discover that his waterproof matches were about as useful and
effective as his rifle had been. But Jim McKenna wasn't that easily stopped. "Just lend me the lighter. You
wouldn't have a couple of sheets of paper in your bag, would you?"

"I think we should start calling that thing "cornucopia,' " said Jerry.

"My ex-husband called it "lethal weapon,' " said Liz pointedly. "Here, Corporal. And you get two pages
of my diary, too."

"We'd better go easy on our modern stuft," cautioned Lamont. "We may need it later."

Liz shook her head. "We may need it just to get through tonight first. Come, Jerry. We'd better go and
put on a show while the corporal does the work. We can do inventory later. Right now it is time for you
to get inventive with your translations."

Liz put on a fine display of impromptu yodeling and turning and bowing while McKenna carefully built a
little pyramid of shaved splinters around the paper balls. Fortunately his pyromaniac youth didn't fail
them. The Achaeans were suitably impressed. Jerry obligingly didn't translate the gist of the admiring
comments about McKenna's body. If he'd understood what they were saying, he'd never have knelt

down to blow the fire.
%k %k %k

Anibal Cruz stared at the firelight. The flames trailed green from the salt in the driftwood, reflecting on the
dark water of the bay. The cliffs were a dark frame to a sky full of stars. Stars. Stars shone down in
countless numbers, in a sky as clear as a virgin's conscience. The sheltered cove echoed with cheerful
voices. Yeah. Trouble for sure—even if the cheerful voices hadn't been speaking ancient Greek. If all
those clay things held wine . . .

The party of snatchees sat some distance from the fire, listening to the little guy with the wild hair.
The—what did he call himself?— mythographer. Anibal fished out a set of poker dice. At least they
hadn't changed into anything. The ration packs' containers had . . . altered. Changed into paper-like stuff
and bone and leather . . . and broken. The mess in his rucksack really pissed him off, besides making
them short of food. Some of it had got onto the set of pics he'd thrust in there. They weren't photographs
from that trip to Vegas any more. They were paintings. And in several cases, ruined paintings. But his
dice were okay. He hadn't been anywhere without them for ten years. Even had them in Saudi. Over the
years there'd even been some people foolish enough to play with him.
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He sighed. That lieutenant was going to cause shit. Salinas' idea now was to try and buddy up to this
Odysseus guy. Cruz shook his head. Odysseus reminded Anibal of a street gang leader he'd known as a
kid. Deadly as a snake, and with a snake's utterly pragmatic "ethics." Cozying up to someone like that

was a sure prescription for disaster.
kok ok

"We seem to have been put into a Greek myth. The Odyssey , to be specific. But there are several
inconsistencies . . . "

"What I'm really interested in is not where we are, but how we get back," snapped Salinas.

Jerry regarded him owlishly. "Well. One way would appear to be to die, Lieutenant Salinas. I'm not sure
how else. But, as [ was explaining, the rules of this universe are different in certain respects. There may
be ways to exploit this to our advantage—but first I've got to understand it. If monsters like Scylla exist,
maybe other features of the myths do as well. Greek gods for instance."

"So we should try asking Zeus for a lift home?" Liz asked dryly, pronouncing it "Zee-us" instead of
"Z00s."

"TI'd go easy on the naming of names, Doctor," said Lamont quietly. "I think this weird place might have
them really listening." He sighed heavily. "I wonder how my Marie is managing. . . ."

Jerry felt a pang of guilt. He was torn between a desire to get home safely, and the sheer thrill of this
puzzle. He'd have said he was having the time of his life, if he hadn't been frightened out of his wits half
the time. He didn't like being thrust into having to actually do things . . . but it had been something of a
pleasant shock to discover that when he had to, he could.

But Lamont Jackson, Jerry knew, was a devoted family man. He just wanted to get home to his wife
and children. Nobody but his academic colleagues would notice if Jerry Lukacs never came home.

Jerry's feelings of guilt deepened. In truth, he was immensely relieved that Lamont was there. First,
because the man exuded a kind of practical competence. But, even more, because Lamont was a good
guy to talk the ideas through with. As far as Jerry knew, the maintenance mechanic had no better than a
high school education. But it was obvious, from the puns they exchanged, that Lamont was one of those
people with a sharp mind that soaked things up like a sponge. Which, in this situation, was infinitely more
useful than another hyper-educated professor. Jerry could talk to Lamont without sliding into automatic
academese, and get ideas out without burying them under the passive tense and three uses of the verb
"suggest" in every sentence.

He looked at the rest of the bunch, weighing them up. He dismissed Salinas instantly. If that pompous
jackass had anything to offer, he'd be surprised. The South African Amazon seemed quick on the
uptake, if as ignorant as a person could be about mythology or even history. She certainly had presence .
.. as well as being pretty good-looking in a sort of outdoorsy way.

The two surviving soldiers . . . well. Muscles, he supposed. They seemed okay, though. The tall,
handsome younger one that the Greeks fancied could make fires, if nothing else. And the squat gorilla of
a sergeant, sitting tossing dice, seemed to have a lot of common sense.

The Achaeans weren't offering to share their wine or the meat they were roasting. The smell was enough
to remind Jerry that his breakfast of cornflakes was a long, long way behind him.
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Well, he'd had success so far. He decided to chance it again. He walked over to Odysseus. "The
sorceress wishes to know: Where then is the famous hospitality of the Achaeans?"

Odysseus burped. "I was about to ask you about that! What sort of sorceress is it that doesn't even
provide a few measly goats and maybe a fresh pig or two for the feast? We're as much her guests as she
is ours. And she's got ample serfs."

Jerry blinked. One was inclined to forget that the Achaeans were rabid aristocrats. It was clearly shown
in the Odlyssey , and the Iliad —and the Argonautica , for that matter. But the modern eye glossed over
it.

"We are not serfs or landless men!" he proclaimed, trying as best he could to put the tone of unthinking
authority in his voice. "Even the least of us has great stocks of bronze and even wrought iron! We are on
a holy quest, sent by magic by the gods themselves."

Speaking the language was pure murder. By the look on Odysseus' face, so was his accent. Or maybe it
was the ridiculous suggestion that they were worth what the Greeks would consider a fortune.

Odysseus leaned back. The initial look of skepticism on his face was replaced by something Jerry took
to be veiled interest. "A quest, is it? Any profit in it? Good looting?"

The mythographer reminded himself that, however romanticized "wily Odysseus" might have become in
Homer's account, the ancient Achaean's reputation for cunning must have had some basis in fact. It
wouldn't do to underestimate the man, even if he did have terrible halitosis and bear a closer resemblance
to a Bronze Age gangster than a mythical hero.

Jerry tried to look wily himself. "No, no, none at all. Purely for the honor of the gods."

"Ah. Well, we could hardly refuse nobly born adventurers a bite or two," said Odysseus blandly.
kok ok

The mutton they were determinedly chewing did not come under the heading of "tender." At this stage,
Jerry didn't care. He was so ravenous he spared only a moment envying the cutlery advantage possessed
by Liz and the paratroopers. She had a Swiss army knife. Cruz and McKenna had both nearly had fits to
discover rust on their own knives. Still, it gave them something better than fingers to tear at the tough
meat.

The Greeks were using their weapons for the same purpose. Seeing the casual ease with which
Odysseus and his men handled the murderous-looking blades, Jerry reined in his hunger long enough to
issue a low-voiced warning to the others.

"Go easy on the wine. Remember that this is the guy who got the Cyclops drunk and then put out his
eye. He's half convinced we're rich and on a quest for some vast treasure with lots of loot. And for
heaven's sake, Sergeant, Corporal, don't let on that you have lots of metal. You're carrying the
equivalent of a million dollars in the company of a group of men who would murder you for a dime. At
the moment they're not trying to kill us. Let's keep it that way. And pour a little of your wine on the
flames as a libation. We're supposed to be religious types."

"I'm Episcopalian," protested Salinas.

"Somehow, Lieutenant, I knew that," Jerry said dryly. "High church, I imagine."
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Sergeant Cruz stared at Salinas. From his appearance, Salinas had as much Mexican ancestry as Cruz
did. Then, shaking his head, Cruz muttered: "I'm Catholic. More or less. And I got no problem with it at
all." He leaned forward and splashed a dollop of wine onto the fire. "The stuff tastes like crap anyway."

Liz shook her head. "You Americans are strange. / think the wine's really not bad. Rather like a thin

soetes from the Klein Karoo."
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Liz swirled what was left in her cup around for a moment. Odysseus, playing the role of expansive host to
the hilt, had provided all of them with the capacious objects. Very capacious, she realized.

Then, leaning over, she poured it over the fire. "My own libation. And Jerry's right—Ody's being clever
again."

Immediately, Odysseus arose and came over to Liz. A moment later, he was gabbling away at her. His
tone of voice combined oiliness with insistence.

"He says it is disrespectful to the gods not to chug it," translated Jerry. "He also says he'll wager you
have never tasted such mellow wine as the nymph, Circe, gave them. Bit sweet for my tastes, personally."”

"He's obviously never tasted Domaine Danica '98 Zinfandel," Liz snorted. "But then maybe his tastes
don't run to dry red."

She eyed Odysseus skeptically. Then asked abruptly: "What's he prepared to wager, d'you think?"

Jerry shrugged. "This is a bit out of my field. I worked on Assyro-Babylonian and Phoenician mythology.
I only learned Greek because so much of the source material was in that language. Of course all the
mythologies are intertwined, so you pick up a fair amount along the way. In Athens, if I recall correctly,
they used to play for the favors of women. A game of tossing wine at a bowl."

Liz gave a wry smile. "I'd need a clothes peg if I lost. And what the hell would 7 want to win?"

Jerry shook his head. "I don't know. I suspect that you wouldn't be expected to bet."

Liz looked decidedly militant. "Ha. I'm going to have to shake their ideas up a bit. If we're going to be
stuck in this environment, certain things are going to zave to change. Like the frequency of their bathing,
for starters. Well, I suppose I could bet for transportation or food."

Jerry shook his head warningly. "I wouldn't advise it. They might win . . . "

She raised her chin. "That's my lookout, isn't it? Hey, Sergeant! How good are you with those dice I
saw you fiddling with?"

Anibal Cruz looked as innocent as a lamb. Melted butter would have solidified in his mouth. "I'm not
really sure of the rules."

Liz gave a crooked grin. "I was once stupid enough to play strip poker with a guy who said that to me.
Once. Save your tricks for these . . . whatchacallem . . . Achaeans. Come on, Jerry. Time to explain
poker dice."
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She took a closer look at Cruz. "Or should I say—Iliar dice? Are we going to lose, Sergeant?"
"Not fucking likely," muttered McKenna.
A brief flicker of white teeth showed in Cruz's swarthy countenance. "Like McKenna says, Doctor . . . "

"Call me Liz. You're about to be gambling with my so-called virtue, after all. Don't you dare lose. I might
survive his body but not his breath."

She looked at the open mouths of her companions. "You'll need some seed money too, won't you,
Sergeant?" she said, evilly. "They seem pretty keen on the corporal's body. And you can throw in Salinas
for good measure."

Jerry nodded. "The ancient Greeks weren't homophobic."

Salinas gaped. "Wha ... "

"Well, Lieutenant, sir? " demanded Liz. "Surely you wouldn't expect me to take a risk which you would
not dare to?" The female biologist's grin was pure vixen.

Jim McKenna chuckled. "No sweat. We're safe enough, Lieutenant Salinas. Nobody in the battalion will
play with Sergeant Cruz."

The sergeant raised an eyebrow. "Try to look a /ittle worried, willya?"

"This is a really, really bad idea," interjected Lamont, frowning. "Gambling is a sure way to lose."
McKenna shook his head. "Take it from me, mister. This isn't gambling."

"Then you can put that chunky ring of yours up as seed money too," said Cruz.

Jim McKenna dug it out of his rucksack. "What else?"

"Not too much metal," said Jerry warningly. "It's too valuable."

"It's also changed into other stuff. Even my "Leatherman' is rusty."
kok ok

It was a bizarre scene in the flickering firelight. Three white oar blades did for a flat surface. Eager
Achaeans surrounded the "table." Jerry should have remembered just how much of a passion gambling
had been before television. Dice had been found in Egyptian tombs. They were mentioned frequently
enough in Classical Greek literature. Poker was a new concept, however. Still, the Achaeans had picked
up the rules of the game pretty quickly. They were just so silent and so intent on the fall of the dice. They
even stopped breathing. Only the distant surf sound disturbed the hush. And when Odysseus won . . .
jubilation. And that was just while they were playing for beach pebbles. Now that Jerry had suggested
making the game a little more interesting, you could cut the tension with a knife. A blunt butter knife.

The dice fell with a clatter onto the three oar blades. In Jerry's ears the surf noises were overridden by
the sound of his pulse. If something went wrong, they were in dire trouble. If that corporal ever found out
just what Jerry had said he was offering to do for the whole crew, then he was dead. By the worried
expression on the sergeant's face, it was a real possibility. Things weren't working the way they were
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supposed to. Odysseus was winning with monotonous regularity and increasing glee. All that was
happening was that Cruz was picking up some phrases of ancient Greek.

Finally, they were for it. Nothing left—and Cruz, having occasionally taken small pots . . . A couple of
pairs, facing down a trey . . . threw a flush. And then the tide turned. But Odysseus was hooked by now.

Utterly, deeply, and completely hooked. Cruz let him win just enough to keep him in the game. Finally,
when Cruz had won the ship, he said: "Double or nothing."

Jerry explained.

A dangerous-looking Odysseus glowered viciously at the sergeant. Their chances of making it through
the night diminished. "I have no more to bet."

Jerry shrugged. "Take us where we want to go . . . and we'll call it quits."

Odysseus' eyes narrowed. "Very well. Or you are all mine to ransom."

Jerry was overly confident of Cruz's almost magical ability with the dice. "Sure."

Odysseus threw. A pair.

He threw again. Flush . . .

Jerry swallowed. Cruz shrugged. He reached out a hand to take the dice. Odysseus caught his wrist.
"No. The dice fall as you wish them to. We don't trust you. Someone else must throw. Not the sorceress,
or you, speaker of execrable Greek."

"That isn't what we agreed to!" said Jerry hotly, fear drying his mouth.

"Why should it be a problem?" said Odysseus smoothly. "Unlesss," he hissed . . . "he cheats!"

" Cheat. Cheat. Cheat." It went around the watching circle, in a murmur. Each man who repeated it
seemed to add a new degree of nastiness. And spoke the term more loudly.

Jerry swallowed. And he'd thought they were in trouble when it had just looked like they might lose!
Swords were being drawn. Bronze gleamed evilly in the firelight. Jerry desperately tried to moisten his
mouth.

"What's the problem?" asked Liz.
"They say we're cheating," he croaked.

"Oh, shit. We're in it deep," she said, as calmly as if they were discussing the weather. He noticed she
was taking a firm grasp on that bag of hers.

"They want someone else to throw," Jerry said, looking at the others.

"Not me," said Lamont hastily, shaking his head violently. "I'm useless at games of chance. Got no luck.
And I don't approve of gambling anyway."

"We want the Ethiopian," said Odysseus, who couldn't speak English, but wasn't blind either. He pointed
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at Lamont.
Jerry remembered that there'd been Ethiopians at the siege of Troy. Fighting on the Trojan side.
"I can't do this, Jerry. Talk us out of it!" pleaded Lamont.

Jerry looked at the Achaeans' faces in the firelight. "I don't think it's going to work, Lamont. Throw. At
least losing's better than what we'll get for cheating."

In the firelight Jerry could see that Lamont's dark skin was beaded with sweat. He had a wine bowl in
one hand and the dice in the other. "Oh, Jesus . .. "

Jerry shook his head. "Try Tyche. The Greek goddess of luck."

"Hell . . . O Tyche. Tyche. I can't do this, Jerry. If I need luck, I've never got it. I never win."
"Throw and then run. Head for the water, while they watch the dice," said Cruz.

The Achaeans began to chant. "Throw, Ethiope! Throw! Throw!"

Lamont took a deep breath. Tossed the wine on to the fire. "TYCHE!" he cried . . . the dice fell . . .
Jerry turned to join the sprint.

And stopped dead.

Divine manifestations tend to do that to you.
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Jerry didn't need the deadly silence behind him to know that the ancient Greek Lady Luck had
intervened. That Lamont, the extremely reluctant gambler, had thrown a royal flush.

Tyche had compelling green eyes. She also had the kind of teasing smile that leads men into dire trouble.
And she could speak English. Well, she was a goddess. Ordinary people don't come in neon glow.

"Well done," she cooed seductively. "I love this game. It will bring me many, many devotees. I can see it
will bring me great power. I don't care what Zeus wants us to do to you. It pleases me to smile on you."

Lamont stammered. "But . .. but. .. I'm just not lucky . Never!"

She winked at him. "You are now. To Hades with stufty old Zeus."
Jerry swallowed. "How come you can speak to us in our language?"
"I'm a goddess , dah-ling. I can speak to anyone I want."

"What are we doing here?" demanded Liz. "And how do we get home?"

Tyche shrugged broadly and lazily. The motion sent light rippling down her arms. "Even Zeus claims not
to know. Magic, he says."
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And with that, the goddess of luck departed. As was her way.

12

A time for perspiration.

The thin rosy fingers of dawn speared the morning sky and Jerry's eyelids. He groaned. He wasn't a
morning person. This morning, doubly so. It had been an uncomfortable night on the foredeck of the
black ship. He'd managed to convince Odysseus that there were religious reasons for them sleeping on
the water—and that the Americans were incapable of stealing the ship. Their language difficulties were
making an accomplished liar out of him. The goddess and the Achaean superstition helped.

Still, Odysseus wasn't that trusting. He'd insisted on putting an equal number of his men onto the
afterdeck, once the ship had been relaunched. Both groups had been remarkably good at setting little
booby traps to try and forestall any sneaky moves during the night. And they'd kept watch, especially
after Jerry had recalled Diomedes and Odysseus' slaughter of the sleeping Thracians.

Unlike young McKenna, who still seemed to be laboring under the delusion that modern soldiering gave
them the edge, Jerry knew that nearly every piece of nasty military thinking had been around for a long,
long time. And whatever the Achaeans lost in physical size, they made up for in environmental and
combat hardening. Every Achaean on this ship was a ten-year vet from a really nasty war.

In reality, of course, these Achaeans out of legend were not supermen either. Just, as Cruz put it,
"killers." Jerry was getting to like the sergeant, even if he'd never gamble with him. He'd underrated both
the man's intellect and perceptiveness.

It was obvious that Anibal Cruz didn't underrate the prowess of the Achaeans. And Jerry got the feeling
that the sergeant was as tough as old boots. The others, Liz in particular, tended to underestimate them.
He hoped that it wouldn't get them all killed.

Despite sheer exhaustion, Jerry hadn't slept much or well. The talk on "where the hell are we?" and "how
do we get home?" had gone on in his head long after they'd all gone to bed—if you could call a piece of
deck "bed."

There just were no easy answers. Only Lamont seemed to really understand Jerry's principal point: This
place was achronous. The Mycenaean-age Achaeans shouldn't speak classical Greek. Mind you, there
shouldn't be monsters or gods either.

It was the last one that really got to Jerry. The inner skeptic was severely troubled. He just didn't believe
in ancient Greek gods. It was damned awkward that they seemed to believe in him. The more he thought
about it the more convinced he became that this was somehow the product of advanced alien science. It
was not just a step into the myths of yesteryear. But it was the why that really mystified him.
Unfortunately—no matter what it was, it seemed to be real enough to kill them. And pain seemed real
enough too. So did aches from sleeping on a hard wooden deck.
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He drew from the last night's divine visitation all that he could: Tyche had said they got here by magic.
Well, when it came to Greek mythological magic, your mind turned automatically to Circe. They'd
decided on that the night before . . . only the idea didn't make him very comfortable. Like sleeping on the
deck, or the knowledge that Odysseus was peculiarly ready to take them to see her. The only person
who saw that as a good sign was that ass Salinas.

"Hi. You awake?" asked Liz

"No, I always sit up with my eyes open when I'm asleep," he snapped, his irritation and courage fueled
by a total absence of any chance of coftee.

"Ooh! Another one who doesn't like starting the day without caffeine," said Liz. Her voice was dry. The
rest of her wasn't. She was down to a T-shirt and skirt. Wet. The wet clothing didn't leave much to
Jerry's imagination. The early morning was still chilly, although the clear sky promised that it would be a
scorcher later. The chill was having a marked effect on Liz's frontage.

"You've been swimming!" he stuttered.

"No, I just perspire profusely under your hot gaze."

"Well, perspiring is obviously no substitute for coffee either," he said, his dryness matching her earlier
tone.

She acknowledged a hit with a small smile. "Yeah. Without coffee and a cigarette my day doesn't start.
And I haven't had either. I've only got six smokes left in that packet. I'm saving them for emergencies."

"But why go swimming in your clothes?" he asked.

"If I took them off, I thought those bloody Achaeans might join me. I wanted to wash that monster's
blood off properly and I wanted to get something for breakfast." She pointed to a pile of shells at her
feet. "Clams. Big, beautiful clams. Hey—I can hardly believe that this is the Med. It is just so pristine."

Jerry's knowledge of seafood was at the eaten-it-when-paid-for-by-somebody-else level. That had
been presented on a restaurant plate, not dripping and au naturelle on the deck of a pentekonter.

"How do we prepare them?" he asked warily.
She shrugged, scowled and shivered. "You're asking me? I can't cook!"

It was a relief to find something she couldn't do. "Can I offer you my jacket?" he said, offering the
somewhat worse for wear windbreaker.

She smiled crookedly at him. Raised an eyebrow. "And deprive you of your view?"

Jerry had been trying not to stare. But there was something very compelling about that view. He felt
himself blush to the roots of his hair. "Um .. .er..."

She chuckled. "I'd have taken it off if it wasn't for those goons. Don't worry. I kept my coat dry. You
can act the gentleman and hold your jacket up as a view-shield for the Achaeans."

Jerry decided his best move would have been to hold it in front of his own eyes.
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13

We will rock you.

The black ship picked her way along a coastline jagged with bays and sea-spearing headlands. Looking
inland from the black headlands and white coves, Liz could see the land dancing a heat-hazed forest
green. The sea was deep, clear and dark, with just a slight chop on it. Sometimes flying fish feathered
away before the slicing ram. For a while dolphins surfed along the bow wave. To seaward, the skyline
lay blue and limpid, unbroken by anything more solid than occasional twists of gulls hanging in skeins
above distant fish shoals.

The close-up view was a lot less calming—grumbling Achaean sailors. And her translator was looking
decidedly pale, and clinging to the gunwale. Liz never got sick, but the information Jerry had just given
her was unsettling. . . .

For hors d'oeuvres, there had been his translation—given only reluctantly, due to her vehement

insistence—of the chant the Achaeans had been using to time the oar strokes. A charming little ditty
which reflected their cheery view of life.

Kill all the men!
Rape all th'women!
Sell all th'children!
Into sla-ve-reee!

Then, there was the main course.

The symplegades. The "wandering" or "clashing" rocks. And she, the sorceress, was supposed to steer
them past them. "How can rocks move?" she demanded.

Jerry shook his head weakly. "How could you have half-serpent, half-fish, half-women monsters?"

"That's a half too many," she said, irritable because she didn't have an answer, and pedantic because of
it.

"Y ou know what [ mean. The rules are different."

She shook her head. "I don't accept that. Underlying biological and physical principles have to apply . . .

n

Jerry looked ahead. "Well, apply them to that," he said grimly, pointing.

They'd entered a long inlet. The water, far from becoming more still, was beginning to peak into little
curls of foam. Applying her knowledge of oceanography, Liz realized they must have sailed over a high
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point somewhere back there. The big open-water rollers here were coming together; reinforcing each
other, as peaks met peaks and troughs met troughs. And ahead, in a welter of thundering breakers, lay
the wandering rocks. Enormous, sheer-faced, granitic-looking slabs. The gap they'd have to sail into was
such a ravel of wild water that she wasn't surprised no ships passed through. It wasn't moving rocks—it
was just really dangerous sea.

And then she saw it. A bird winging its way through the gap . . .

With a grumbling they could hear across a mile of water, the huge rocks slithered forward. The meeting
was tumultuous. And then slowly the rocks moved apart again.

Liz stared openmouthed. "Oh— shit!"

Jerry nodded.

Odysseus gabbled something. He seemed oddly cheerful.

Jerry translated: "He's saying we'll have to head for Ithaca after all. No way to get through that."
"I think that would be wise," fawned Salinas.

Liz snorted. "We'll be slaves in a heartbeat. Nope. Let's just hold our position, while we think this one
out. Tell him to tell them to stop rowing."

Jerry translated her reply. The broiled clams wanted to leave him. And they'd been truly delicious. That
had been then. Even the thought of food was repugnant now.

Odysseus bellowed at his rowers.

And they yelled back.

Jerry swallowed, twice, before passing it on. "They say the wind is pushing the ship into the gap. It's
pushing us forward faster than they can row."

"Get that sail down!!!" The order rang out in Greek and English almost simultaneously.

Liz peered at the sea. The foam lines suggested a current running counter to the wind. "Sea anchor.
Have these idiots got one?"

Again, Jerry translated. It was soon obvious that neither Odysseus nor his men had any idea what the
biologist was talking about.

"Ships in this day and age," Jerry explained, "rarely used any kind of anchor. They were usually beached
at night."

Liz scowled ferociously. "Legendary fucking seamen, is it? "Argonauts,' is it? Hah!" Her eyes began

scouring the ship, looking for the wherewithal. "I'll show 'em some magic . . . "
kok ok

Odysseus looked at the way the vessel was holding her position. Then at Liz. Speculatively. Very
speculatively indeed.
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"You say she can do goats as well as sea-magic?" he asked Jerry in a quiet voice. "You and I could
make a bargain, you know. She'd be none the wiser." He looked meaningfully at the breaker line along
the rocky shore. "Or I could toss you overboard. Then she wouldn't know where we were going, eh?"

Jerry looked uneasily at the towering "clashing" rocks. At the rock-toothed shoreline, which at least
wasn't moving up and down. Being tossed overboard might be better than losing your insides overboard
puking. Still, to survive the surf and ascend those cliffs afterwards . . .

"She'd put a curse on you," he said, with as confident a tone of voice as he could muster. Nonetheless he
stepped away from the gunwale, to where Liz, Lamont, and Cruz were preparing little "boats," hastily

whittled from a broken oar. Each of the finished ones had a long splinter mast and a paper sail.

Would it work? And what did she hope to achieve by it?

k %k %k

The answer, Liz was sure, lay in the timing. The wandering rocks had taken seconds to rush forward
through the water. They'd groaned their way back considerably more slowly. If it was a mechanical
process, then if they could time it right they should be able to sail through. The second bizarre possibility
was that the rocks were alive and aware. Well, in this weird place anything was possible. Then the
answer might be to tire them out. She tried to imagine what sort of creature the rocks might be.
Siliceous? Calcareous? A filter-feeder of some sort, thriving on the detritus? She'd bet that it wasn't a
biological niche that had a high requirement for intelligence.

The first of the little ships was launched. It rode, on a slightly less than even keel, toward the gap.

"T've lost it," said Liz, squinting into the water-reflected brightness.

Cruz shook his head. "I can't see it, either."

"There!" McKenna pointed. "Coming up on the crest. In the foam. It's just going into the gap."

"Time it," snapped Liz.

Luck and a ride with the wave enabled them to see the little model ship clearly.

It rode safely through.

"I suppose if they attacked little things like that they'd attack every bit of driftwood," mused Liz, looking
down at the pile of miniature boats they'd prepared.

"Can't just be size," said Cruz analytically. "The rocks took out a bird."

She cocked her head at him. "What then? Movement? Or an intelligent decision? If it is movement, we
should be able to just drift through. Except—"

She pursed her lips. "If we're wrong. The other problem is—besides taking a chance on being turned
into jam—we're going to need Halitosis and Co. to keep rowing to give us headway to steer with. Or

we'll just wind up on the rocks anyway."

The rolling and pitching was getting to Lamont. His face was beaded with sweat, and he stared very
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fixedly at the shoreline. But his brain was apparently working, as sharply as ever. "Wasn't Odysseus a
legendary bowman?"

Jerry caught the point immediately. "Let's get him to try it with an arrow."
k %k ok

They edged in as close as they dared. Odysseus wasn't the only one who thought the idea was daft. The
foam-crested waves seemed as high as the mast top to Jerry. From this close they could actually see the
texture of the rocks. They looked like they'd had severe historical acne. The surface was pocked with a
myriad of tiny holes.

"Looks more like a sponge than a rock," commented Cruz, as Odysseus loosed an arrow from his bow
of ram's horn.

The spongy rocks remained impassive.
" "Well, it is Ithaca then,' " Jerry translated the ensuing surly remark.
McKenna scowled. "Where's an F-16 with heat-seeking missiles when you need one?"

Liz snapped her fingers. "Heat-seeking! Of course. A dove is warm and moving. That's worth trying.
Come on, Jerry. I've been told that if you don't think about seasickness, it gets better. Look at the
corporal; he's much better today. Tell them I need some tinder."

Within two minutes, Liz had a piece of brushwood covered in olive oil and tied with a thong to one of
her little boats. McKenna was summoned to do his fire lighting. It wasn't easy, but the brushwood
burned.

So, unfortunately, did the little sail. However, it pushed the miniature boat far enough forward for it to
surf a wave between the rocks. From the crest of one wave, they watched the smoke of the fire go
between the rocks and then disappear in a welter of foam.

It didn't matter. Hot prey had been detected. From this close, the grumbling roar of the wandering rocks
moving in on their prey was truly deafening. There was also little room for doubt that they were alive . . .
and feeding. Long multi-branched ropelike arms ran between the two rocks in a complex network. The
trapped water streamed through this and out of the holes on the rock faces.

"My god!" exclaimed Liz. "Those are not just two rocks—that whole thing is a mouth! Those rocks are
just “teeth' to help it filter-feed. That gives a whole new meaning to Jaws ."

She wasn't horrified; she was just genuinely fascinated. She was also timing carefully. Part of her mind
wondered how come watches still worked in this mythical world—when rifles didn't. The lighter worked
also—but the lighter fuel had been transformed . . .

"Right. What I think we need to try are fire arrows," she said. "Get onto Ody and see if he knows what
they are, Jerry."

k) %k %k

Seven arrows. And, except for the one that had gone out, the rocks had attacked every one. But they
were definitely slowing down.
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Liz nodded. "Right. It's getting tired. One more, and as they start going back, it's out oars, and up sails,
and the devil take the hindmost."

"Why don't we just keep peppering it with arrows until it's totally exhausted?" whined Salinas.

For an answer Liz pointed to the oar blades biting the water. "The tide is turning. It must be just about
slack by now. The sea anchor is not holding us and the wind is pushing us closer, even with oarsmen

backwatering. It's go at our own choosing now, or we'll be pushed into it anyway."
% %k %k

The flaming arrow arced upward against the cerulean sky. Even before it fell they were raising the sail.
The coarse cordage cut at Jerry's hands, but he pulled with all his might. They all did. Even Salinas took a
hand. The square sail with its emblazoned gorgon's head rose, bellied and filled, as the rocks crashed
together. The great mouth began to open again. Odysseus' black ship was already surging forward,
slicing through the water, with the rowers pulling as though their lives depended on it. "Row! You
godsforsaken motherfuckers! ROW!" yelled Odysseus. He'd taken the steering oars himself, not
entrusting this to anyone else.

There was a terrible scraping. The black ship shivered like a harp string and then leapt forward as they
brushed across the sinewy "net" that drew the rocks together. Then they were in between them. The
rocks were still moving apart, but the black ship had at least a hundred yards to cover. They surfed down
the wave front, the oarsmen giving their utmost. The water was shallow and an azure blue here.

And then the grumbling of the rocks making their way inward began again. Jerry knew he was
screaming. By the open mouths around him the others were too. But above the tumult there was no
hearing it. Fifty yards . . . Thirty yards . . . Fifteen yards . . . And the sinewy net barred their way.

There was no way that the ship could be stopped before the net. They hit it full tilt with the ram. Oars
snapped. The mast didn't, quite. It vibrated like a sapling before a gale. Nobody managed to stay upright.
But before you could say "fiscal discipline," Cruz had grabbed his entrenching tool. "Hold my feet!" he
yelled at McKenna.

The ram had nearly done the job. It had snapped the main sinew. Only a few minor ones remained. Even
Cruz's strength and the entrenching tool would have been inadequate otherwise. He slashed away like a
dervish as the crushing rocks came closer.

"Row!" yelled Odysseus.

Two of the Achaeans had come to help in the bow, and Jerry saw Eurylochus and an axe going over the
side with Lamont clinging to one foot and an Achaean on the other.

With a shudder, the black ship slid forward. The rocks grated on the tail of the vessel, tearing
half-inch-deep gouges. And then . . . they were free. Heading out for the open water. Jerry helped to

haul Cruz inboard again, amid the laughter and the cheering.

"Why didn't you just give us a feather, Dr. Liz?" chuckled Cruz. "We could have tickled its tonsils on the
way past." The stocky, wet sergeant was grinning from ear to ear.

"It's a good thing I was here, all I gotta say," growled Salinas.

Jerry gaped at them both, for very different reasons.
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14

Meanwhile, back at the ranch.

The MP was finding this a revelation. Maybe it shouldn't be the cops when he got out. Maybe he should
go into science. Professor Tremelo was questioning Private Cline in a fashion that police practice would
not have allowed. The guy wasn't even a suspect. He was just a witness.

So far, in the process of extracting the tiniest details, Tremelo had stopped short of thumbscrews. Just
short. And the professor and his team seemed to find nothing wrong with grilling people mercilessly.

Science was a lot weirder than the MP had realized, when his patrol had encountered the two soldiers
who stumbled out of the Oriental Institute. The only ones who had escaped what, so far, was the alien
pyramid's biggest disappearing act. Or snatch, as the troops were starting to call it.

These science guys were kind of . . . fanatically relentless. There was a sort of overwhelming assumption
of what-we're-doing-is- rightabout them. These guys would walk into a no-go area and you'd assume
they had a perfect right to be there just because they behaved as if they had.

The professor shook his head. "That's by far the biggest group yet—and we still have no idea why.
Other than, once again, that they were all in physical contact with each other. That seems to be the
pattern when more than one person is taken."

The tall physicist's dark eyes became a little unfocused. "And the fact that—so far—only two of them
have come back dead. That's really atypical."

He turned to the MP. "Corporal, I want someone from the Oriental Institute. I need to know just who
these two men you ran into were, besides a ‘maintenance man' and someone who worked on
‘comparative mythology.' And find out if there are any results from the comparison of the bite marks on
Private Dietz and the earlier victim."

It was a bit odd being told what to do by a man whose turned-up pajama jacket collar stuck out of a lab
coat, and who smelled faintly of fish. But somehow, just by the way the man calmly gave the orders, the
MP obeyed unquestioningly. It must be part of the science thing. The MP resolved to look into this High
Energy Physics stuff.

k %k ok

Miggy Tremelo was unaware of the sort of third-degree-interrogation image his team was building with
the watching soldier. Not for a moment did it occur to him that the witness could possibly object to being
cross-examined by five intent scientists.

So: they'd continuously questioned the man for more than an hour. So: every statement was ruthlessly
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shredded, and assumed to be false until corroborated. The grilling was similar, if milder, to that which a
graduate student would have faced for their oral dissertation. And Tremelo wouldn't have minded if he'd
been the witness. In fact, if anything, he was intensely jealous that he hadn't seen it. But it was true that he
believed with a frightening intensity in the rightness of research.

Tremelo sat back. "Right. I think we want to try and establish physical and psychological profiles for
these victims, as well as examining their background. We need a team on this. Eddie, you head it up. Phil,
how's the gamma ray group getting on?"

One of the others shook his head and grimaced. "Simmons is squalling for more equipment."

"Well, get it for him, then!" Tremelo's eyes grew unfocused again. "But I get the feeling that that avenue
of research is going to lead nowhere. There's something about the way this damned thing selects its

victims . .. "

He started pacing back and forth slowly, his hands shoved into the lab coat's pockets. "It seems
haphazard, but I'm willing to bet it isn't. There's something—something—"

He stopped his pacing. "Especially something about the people in this latest group! Six of them still
haven't come back. Why? "

He came to a decision and turned to one of his assistants. "First thing you do, Eddie, is track down the
close relatives and friends of those six people. I want to talk to them, as soon as possible."

PART I11

First witch: Where has thou been, sister?
Second witch: Killing swine.

—William Shakespeare, Macbeth

15

Killing me softly with their song.

The black ship rode the gentle waves about a mile out to sea. The crew had shipped oars and only the
helmsman was at work, using the steady breeze to carry them along the coastline. The cliffs had been left
behind and now the coast was the white of sandy beaches and dunes topped with the gray-green of
marram grasses.
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The seasickness and accompanying nausea had gone and Jerry was wishing he had a horse to eat—or
even a bowl of cornflakes. But at least the next stop was Aeaea, where Odysseus had promised to get
them a good feasting with plenty of meat and sweet wine from Circe. Tastes had changed a tad from
Homer's day, thought Jerry. What he was really craving was a peanut butter sandwich and a cup of
coffee. It had been good of the paratroopers to share some of their rations which had survived the
transition—but split six ways, and being conservative, it wasn't a lot.

On reflection, Odysseus was being very obliging. It made Jerry extremely suspicious. But he was so

tired . . . he'd just rest a bit. They'd be safe for a while now, anyway.
k ok ok

He awoke to find that the wind had dropped. The sea was glassy, and the only sound was the arrhythmic
sound of oars. Odysseus' crew seemed to be struggling to row in time. No one was calling the stroke.
Jerry concluded it was the silence that had woken him. The Achaeans were always talking, and if they
rowed, they called the stroke. Now they rowed in silence. It had also become cool and the coastline was
shrouded in a soft clinging mist. The sandy point and marram-clad dunes were gray and ghostly, even
though Odysseus' ship lay barely a hundred yards off the shore.

"It's eerie, isn't it?" said Liz, from her post in the bow. "It's almost as if someone is singing in the
distance."

It struck Jerry like a bucket of cold water. He was suddenly very wide awake. " Sirens!"

Only Lamont knew exactly what Jerry meant. But it didn't need much explaining. The singing was clearer
now. And the Achaeans rowed stolidly on.

"The bastards have got beeswax in their ears!" snapped Jerry. The cunning Odysseus had hit on a novel
way to get rid of his debts.

"Do we try to block our ears?" asked Lamont.

"T don't think it'll work. But I'll tie you to the mast." Jerry looked around for a rope.
"And then?" Liz asked sarcastically. "What's going to happen to you?"

Jerry shrugged. "It's my fault. I presume I'll jump overboard."

Cruz shook his head. "That Odysseus isn't going to untie us, Dr. Lukacs, no matter who does the tying.
We might as well stay loose."

"And without you we haven't anyone who can speak Greek," pointed out Liz.

Lamont stared intently at Jerry. "Listen, didn't somebody else get past the sirens? I'm trying to
remember."

"The Argonauts. Orpheus sang a song far sweeter than theirs. [ can't carry a tune in a bucket, Lamont.
And I've heard you “singing.' Can anyone else sing?"

Lamont dived for his bundle and unearthed his precious boombox. "I don't think much of their voices so
far. Let's see how they shape up against some real competition."
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He pressed the play button and turned the volume up. Suddenly, Tina Turner's voice boomed across the
still water. " What's love got to do with it?"

The mist seemed to waver. The melodious, but not top quality, club-standard singing was stilled, and
replaced by a squawk.

"—but a second-hand emotion—"

It was a pretty good "I-am-a-bantam-and-have-just-laid-an-ostrich-egg" squawk. The sunlight suddenly
cut through the mist, revealing a sandy marram meadow, flanked by three raised tumuli. The rank marram
grew through the white bone piles that studded the meadow.

" What's love got to do—"

In the midst of this sat two very large birds—rather like overgrown penguins. They sported human
heads. Female, to judge by the pale complexions and lack of beard. Hideous-looking things, really.

"—got to do with it—"

Expressions of surprise—then shock—then total outrage—and then rabid envy flighted across their
gargoyle-ugly countenances.

Jerry wasn't looking at the legendary sirens that had lured sailors to their death with their sweet voices.
He was looking at the boombox.

A golden nimbus clung about it. In the dancing shadows above the CD player you could see the singer.
Tina Turner, her inimitable legs flashing and prancing, strutting her stuff. Big as life, and just as loud.

"That's not a CD," he said in a choked voice to Liz. "That's the real thing. It's . . . it's a summoning or
something."

Liz laughed. "No wonder the sirens are outclassed! Real singing must be rare in these days. Nonexistent,
I'd say. And will you look at those damn Achaeans!"

Not even the wax in their ears could keep Odysseus and his men from hearing Tina Turner. But judging
from their bulging eyes, Jerry thought it was her legs which had them mesmerized.

Lamont, McKenna and Cruz didn't notice. They were too busy leaning over the gunwale, laughing as the
plump sirens tossed their double flutes aside and waddled in haste towards the sea. They were flapping
their wings frantically, but they were far too big to do more than short hops into the air. They plunged into
the sea, swimming ducklike after the departing ship.

Lamont reached a hand behind him and clicked the golden voice off. "Let's give them a bit of rap, boys,
whaddaya say?"

McKenna and Cruz grinned. A moment later, Lamont and the two soldiers were shuffling back and forth
at the stern, doing an impromptu rap session.

" Yo—bitch! I'm talking to you!
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" Swim all you want! Flop all you want!
" Ain't getting none o' my—"

Jerry found himself consumed by a deep longing for Bach's Brandenburg Concertos . Or Tina Turner.

Anything.

16

The Enchanted Isle:
no tradesmen or hawkers.
By order: the management.

Naturally enough, Odysseus had understated the distance to Aeaea. It was another cold, hard-decked
night at sea before they saw Circe's isle. Having to scrounge food made Jerry uncomfortable in the
extreme. He was glad when a forested island loomed out of the distance. It was green and pleasant
looking in the bright midmorning sunshine.

"Aeaea," said Odysseus, with all the air of a kindly gentleman who is doing you an enormous favor. "It is
a safe place with kindly and hospitable people."

"We won't mention beeswax in people's ears, will we," said Jerry, sarcastically. "We know about Circe,
Odysseus." That was true enough. What they weren't sure about was how to persuade her to help them.

"What's he saying?" demanded Salinas.

After Jerry explained—and passed on his own misgivings about Odysseus' intentions—Salinas shook his
head. "Meaning no disrespect, Dr. Lukacs, but I think you're taking much too negative an attitude here.
These men are soldiers and they respect rank. And likewise we must respect rank. I've been doing my
best to get onto good terms with Prince Odysseus. He's a powerful and influential man. We'd do well not
to get on his bad side."

Jerry blinked. There was no point in arguing with this guy. "You should concentrate on learning some
classical Greek. And I think you should watch Odysseus."

"Oh yes," said Salinas earnestly. "I'm planning to stick very close to him. Learn his ways, as it were."

Toady up to him, you mean, thought Jerry sourly, but held his tongue. Instead, abruptly, he muttered a
phrase in Greek. Then repeated it, more slowly and aloud.

"That's the first classical Greek phrase you should learn, Lieutenant." He uttered the phrase again, this
time slowly enough so that Salinas could follow. "What it means is: you are my friend."

Salinas repeated it carefully, several times, until he thought he had it down. Nodding sagely all the while.
"Yes! That's the very same phrase that Prince Odysseus has spoken to me. Several times, now. I was
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sure that's what it meant!"

Jerry turned hastily to look at the sea. "We'll be on the beach in a few minutes. I think we want to stick
together. This could be a dangerous place."

"But I thought you said Prince Odysseus spent several months here?" asked Salinas.

"He did indeed. I meant it could be dangerous for us," said Jerry dryly.

Salinas scurried away. As soon as he left, Lamont approached.

"What did that son of a bitch want, Jerry?"

Jerry raised his eyes to heaven. "He's just telling us—again—how we ought to buddy up to Odysseus."
"Ha!"

"Exactly," said the mythographer.

It was obvious, from the minute they'd hauled the ship up on the tiny beach next to an even tinier stream,
that Odysseus and his crew had plans. A party of five set off, then and there, to show them the way to
Circe. The rest of the crew was left on the beach. Pretending not to snigger.

And it was Jerry, to his own irritation, who gave them the opening they were looking for.

The path next to the small stream became steep quite rapidly. The island was heavily treed and the gorge
was in deep shade. It was the kind of place that would have been heaven for a leisurely ramble. It was
pure hell in hot pursuit of wiry and fit Achaeans, especially when you aren't in particularly great shape.
The sun had been searing outside the little gorge. Here the rocks were clad in velvety moss, and the trail
was hung with ferns beaded with droplets from the tiny waterfalls. Beautiful. It was also as slippery as an
expensive lawyer.

The place Jerry chose to lose his footing was about as bad a spot as possible. They'd climbed up a
steep section, away from the stream, because the stream bed was choked with a couple of enormous
boulders. They'd just got to the point where the path had leveled out slightly, and they were traversing in
towards the stream above the boulders. Below the path the slope wasn't actually a cliff—because it was
so thickly vegetated. It was still at about an eighty-degree angle.

The leaf-mould edge beneath Jerry's feet gave way. He had a brief moment of frantically grabbing
handfuls of vegetation, and then the slope disappeared into a blur of snapping small trees and cascading
plants. Then he felt a sharp pain in his leg and then . . . blessed oblivion.

k %k ok

He awoke against a soft and mammaceous cushion. It smelled slightly sweaty but somehow . . . feminine.
He opened his eyes. Liz was peering down at him. It was her breast that he was cradled against. "Are
you all right?" she asked.

Pain lanced up from the leg that rough hands were manipulating. "My leg."

"I don't think it's broken," said McKenna, squatting nearby. "Some nasty lacerations. I'm not so sure
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about your ankle."

Jerry moved it, warily. It was sore but it moved. He tried to stand up. His head was definitely still whirly.

"Stay still," said Liz gruftly. Jerry wondered if he'd cracked his skull. The tough cookie looked like she'd
been crying.

Cruz and Lamont came up the slope. Lamont was severely out of breath. Cruz wasn't. "Lost them, I'm
afraid," he said grimly.

"Not"—pant—"a sign of them." Lamont looked at Jerry. "You okay, Dr. Lukacs?"

It was strange how the formalities slipped in again. Jerry blinked. "Fine, Lamont. Well. A bit sore and a
bit dizzy. I think I hit my head."

"You're lucky to be alive," snapped Liz.
"Um. I'm sorry," Jerry apologized humbly.

She smiled. "S'all right. I don't think you were alive on purpose, somehow. Actually, I think Ody helped
you on your way."

Jerry looked up at the slope that he'd obviously glissaded down. "Where is Odysseus?"

Liz shrugged. "Gapped it. Along with the lieutenant."

Jerry swallowed. His mouth tasted of blood. "They took Salinas?"

Cruz snorted and shook his head. " "Took him,' my ass. He scampered right after them, Doc."
"Chickened out on us," said Lamont grimly. "Wanted to stick to "Prince Odysseus.' "

Jerry managed a weak grin. "He chickened out? What a fow! fellow."

Liz groaned. "The puns have started again. He mus¢ be feeling better."

Jerry felt a sudden sharp reluctance to move his head. The cushion was—splendid. Duty calls. He
forced himself to sit erect. "Yes. [ am."

"What do we do now?" asked McKenna.

Liz stood up. "Well, there's no sense in chasing after Odysseus. They know their way around here, and
we don't. And I'll bet the ship isn't on the beach any more either. So: I'm going to have a bath. And I
suggest you put that ankle into the stream. The water is pretty cold. That'll reduce the swelling a bit. I've
got some soap in my bag and a couple of sachets of shampoo, if anyone else wants to wash."

"And then?" asked Lamont.

Liz shrugged. "And then we'll strap up that ankle and go looking for Circe, or something to eat.
Whichever comes first."
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When Liz had made up her mind on a course of action, you might as well follow it. It was too much like

hard work not to. Besides . . . at least she was decisive.
%k %k %k

As she walked away, Liz allowed the knot in her stomach to ease slightly.

She was scared, unhappy, and—worst of all—confused. She didn't like being out of her depth. But, as
she'd learned the hard way on that first two-month stint as an observer on a Spanish vessel down in the
Southern Ocean, you didn't let it show. And you didn't let yourself get upset. Get angry instead. This
place was making her positively waspish. Ichneumonid wasp, to judge by the effect it was having on her
waistline.

That thought led to another. She was sick of being filthy.

Besides, she decided, a bath always cleared her thoughts. She was starting to think like a stupid
schoolgirl. Her idle attraction to McKenna was one thing. She'd always had a bit of a soft spot for tall,
handsome men and had, now and then, indulged herself. Not that she'd had any intention at all of doing
so, under these circumstances, because it would be sure to create problems. She had precious little
respect for women, or men for that matter, who let lust overpower their brains. Still, she found Mac
physically very attractive.

She pondered on that thought idly, for a moment. It was a product of her background, she supposed.
Her former husband had been, physically anyway, very similar. It had taken her nearly two years to come
to terms with the fact that, other than appreciating his body, she didn't really like the guy. And now she
was behaving in her typical "can you dominate me?" fashion with this corporal. Fortunately he didn't even
seem to understand the game, because she really had no interest in it herself.

But this other business, now. That was a different thing altogether. And, under the circumstances . . .
She snorted. Sure to create problems? Say better: disaster.

Fortunately, the water looked cold. Quite cold enough, she thought, to squelch silliness.

She walked about thirty yards downstream, just out of sight. There was a bath-shaped pool etched out
of the sandstone, complete with a miniature waterfall shower. It looked like it was meant for her. She
stripped off, took the little bar of traveling soap out of her bag, and jumped in. It was even colder than

she'd expected.

The soap smelled odd. Still, it worked. The water was too cold to stay in. Freeze an improper thought
solid, it would. She stood up and soaped.

And realized somebody was leering lasciviously at her.

Well— something,anyway. The lower half was very definitely goat, down to the cloven hooves and
tangled black curly fur leggings. The protruding evidence suggested that it was as randy as one. It had
devilish twisted goaty horns curling up out of the dark hair. The horns went well with the loose-lipped
expression.

Liz reacted instinctively. The shoulder bag was lying on the far bank. She grabbed the strap and swung.
She swung with all her strength and screamed bloody blue murder.
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If she'd hit any harder the satyr would have had two extra Adam's apples. As it was, his flute went flying
and he doubled over, lost his footing, and then fell into the pool. She leaped for the far bank, as running

footsteps came pounding down from where she'd left the others.
k ok ok

As luck would have it, Cruz and McKenna were away higher up the slope, scouting. Lamont had been
strapping up Jerry's ankle with a strip of shirt. He'd just finished this makeshift job, when Liz shrieked. He
and Jerry both flew to the rescue. Well, tried to. Lamont, in his first three steps, peeled a section of moss
off a rock and tumbled into a mess of washed-out roots. That left Jerry, hobbling and swearing, heading
to the rescue in a sort of stumbling run.

Jerry was thus first on the scene. And quite a scene it was.

There, against a backdrop of wild violets, was Liz. Clad only in a few soapsuds, militantly swinging her
shoulder bag.

She took a horrified look at him. Dropped her bag. Attempted to cover herself with inadequate hands,
while stuttering and turning puce. And then, in desperation, as the others arrived, she jumped into the
pool.

Unfortunately, it was still rather full of groaning and spluttering satyr. Having a hundred and forty-two
pounds of embarrassed girl land on his back was not at all the reception the satyr had been planning on.
With a squeal, he dragged himself out of the pool and hurtled his dripping way past Cruz and McKenna
before bounding off into the woods.

" What are you staring at?"shrieked Liz.

Jerry tried to looked away. Failed miserably.

Outraged, Liz repeated the question. Pedantry came to his rescue.

"Well. You."

17

This little piggy went to market.

McKenna shrugged his shoulders. "Yeah. I thought it wouldn't be that hard to track them. I grew up on
a farm, but it wasn't like this." He hefted the bayonet-tipped spear.

Jerry eyed the weapon a bit skeptically. After they'd lost Odysseus, the two paratroopers had taken the
time to make themselves spears of sorts. What the paratroopers called the 550 cord in their rucks was
no longer nylon parachute cord. It was . . . something else. But, whatever it was, it did an adequate job
of binding their bayonets to longer shafts than their useless M16s provided. But Jerry was dubious that
the bayonet-tipped former branches were going to be of much use in any real fracas.
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Still—they were soldiers, and he wasn't. And, at the moment, he deeply envied their superb physical
condition. Neither Cruz nor McKenna exhibited a trace of Jerry's own feeling of semi-exhaustion.

The path had led out to a tableland of mixed forest, oaks and beech trees, trackless and silent—except
for the cicadas, who made up for the absence of other sounds in spades. The trouble was that it was all
alike. Jerry had no idea any longer which direction they'd even come from. His ankle was so damned
sore and he was really, really hungry as well as tired. They needed to take some kind of action. Decisive
action.

Liz hesitated. "I'm not much of a tracker. We always had trackers on the farm, and my brother learned a
lot from them. But I never really bothered. But there is a lot of game here."

Jim McKenna looked startled. "I haven't seen anything. I thought you were a marine biologist."

"T've seen several buck, sign that looks like bushpigs and some squirrels. And everybody grew up
somewhere. I grew up near Hoedspruit. Next to Kruger Park. On a game farm," she added.

"Where's that?"

"Northern Transvaal. They call it "Northern Province' these days." Nobody looked any the wiser. "South
Africa." She looked at them, clearly embarrassed. Particularly, she looked at Lamont. "I never asked to
get born there. And it is a democratic country these days."

Jerry suddenly understood why she insulted everybody except Lamont. He hadn't really been aware of
how she pussyfooted around him—until this moment. Lamont was an even worse punster than he was,
but Jerry always took the rap from her.

"Look. I can't help where I come from. I've got several black friends from university. [ don't have a
problem with it."

"Never said you did," said Lamont easily. "Come on. We've got to get moving." He pushed forward into
a mass of dogwood.

And found he was sharing it with a large animal. A large animal that hadn't liked having its slumber
disturbed. Broad-spaced, angry little eyes peered shortsightedly at the intruder. The black snout wrinkled
and a short, angry grunt emerged. Liz was just behind Lamont. She grabbed his shoulder and yelled:
"RUUUN!"

The boar was a monster. Not quite the black beast of Thessaly. Not guite —but still very damn big.
Cruz and McKenna and their makeshift spears looked very small. Those tusks would gut a man in a
single jerk. Fortunately, the beast was obviously shortsighted. It paused. Sniffed and then pawed earth.

"Don't be idiots!" yelled Liz, now trying to help the frantically hobbling Jerry. "Climb a tree!"

The boar decided on McKenna. A toothpick would have had more effect than the spear. It was ripped
out of his hands. Only luck and fast reflexes saved his life. Cruz's attempt to throw his makeshift spear
was not successful either. It stuck, briefly, in the flank of the boar before the pig turned again. Cruz pulled

McKenna to his feet and they ran. Behind them the boar nosed the air, foam on its muzzle.

Cruz, moving like a quarterback on the charge, grabbed Jerry and continued to run. McKenna tried to
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do the same with Liz. She fended him off, nearly sending him to ground in front of the snorting piggy from
hell.

Somehow, they scrambled up the oak tree just in time.
kok ok

"You know," said Cruz, from the branch where he sat looking down at the boar, "you were right, Ms.
South Africa. There is plenty of game here." The monster pig was rooting angrily around the dropped
jackets, spears and M 16s, but had as yet not found Lamont's precious boombox, thrust in a fork of the
tree a few yards up.

Jerry felt his ankle. It had not enjoyed the walk up to here, and it had enjoyed the last run even less.
"Yeah. Only trouble is that no one explained to the "game' that we aren't the “game.'"

Smoke was almost curling out of Liz's ears. She was nearly incandescently angry. "Listen to me, you
two. You. Sergeant. And especially you , Corporal. If I say run, [ mean fucking run ."

"Sorry, sir," growled McKenna. "We make our own decisions." He inspected the slashed fabric of his
trousers. The tusk had been that sharp and that close.

Her voice would have cut glass. "Listen, Corporal . I was dealing with meathead he-man
parabats—those are our paratroopers—when you were still sitting on your mummy's knee. Get this
straight. You're a soldier in the service of your country. Your job is to protect its interests and its citizens.
And to do that, shit-for-brains, you have to stay al/ive . Wasting your life stupidly is not going to help
anyone. We need you to keep Jerry and . . . and Lamont and even keep me alive."

She shook her head angrily. "I grew up on a farm adjoining one of the largest wildlife reserves in Africa.
I don't think I'm the great African hunter, but I know a fuck of a lot more about it than you could have
learned on a couple of weeks' worth of survival course. I am not inclined to panic. I'm not going to tell
you to do something just for fun. I'm not going to tell you how to fight men. That's your call. You say
‘jump' then, and we'll jump. But when it comes down to dealing with wildlife or ships you're nothing but a
goddamn boot . And I don't care how many training' sessions they sent you on. They were still training
. This, just in case you hadn't noticed , isn't. We've got to work together or we'll all die."

She pointed at Jerry. "You've particularly got to look after him. Because, in case you haven't worked it
out, Dr. Lukacs is the only one who knows this mythology stuff. If anyone can work out a way home, he
can. Or don't you want to get back?"

The pig at the foot of the tree snorted.

"The pig seems to think you're right," said Lamont dryly.

McKenna shook his head. "Look, we were trying to provide you with cover to get away . .. "

"She's right, Mac," Cruz rumbled. "If that pig had taken you out, that would have left me to try and look
after these guys. We've got to get our mindset into ‘run first and fight when we haven't any damn choice.'

It's different 'cause we're dealing with civilians."

"And if that pig had mauled you, we'd have been worse off," said Liz quietly. "Look, I lost my cool. But
seriously, try listening to me, okay?"
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McKenna took a deep breath. The pig stood on its hind legs and snorted at the tree. That helped to
format his reply. "Yes, ma'am."

She grinned. It transformed her face, making her look like the kind of trouble she'd undoubtedly been at
fifteen. Jailbait. "That's a good boy," she cooed.

The pig squinted up at her and snorted again. As if, again, it thought she was right.

Jerry took a deep breath. He hated telling anyone what to do. But somebody had to. "We need some
sort of plan of campaign. Circe's "castle of dressed stone' is in here . . . somewhere. If | remember
rightly, there was also a crag, but most of the island is low-lying. Odysseus caught sight of the smoke
from her castle from the top of the crag."

"So we need to find the crag," said Cruz.
"Which is virtually impossible from down here in the forest," grumbled Liz.
"Well, maybe we could see it from the top of a tree," suggested McKenna.

Liz smiled nastily. "Up you go then, Corporal. We've got lots of time to kill until Mister Piggy loses

interest in us after the little holes you made in his hide."
kok ok

Salinas spoke his phrase of Classical Greek. Odysseus seemed . . . surprised. John Salinas said it again,
smiling and patting his chest. The Achaeans seemed amazed. He was reassured. He felt sure that he'd
made the right decision, although it would have been pleasant to have that long-haired translator around
to confirm it.

At least the Achaeans knew where they were going. This forest was confusing. He was nearly exhausted
when, at last, they came out in front of a fortresslike building of painstakingly fitted dry stone. It was set in
a soft meadow—and guarded by wild beasts.

Salinas nearly turned and ran. That . . . that must be a wolf. And a leopard . . . And lions . They were
coming forward. His bowels turned to jelly, as the creatures ran up to Odysseus. For a moment he was
too terrified to even run. Then the prince cuffed them aside, and beckoned to Salinas. Warily, the police
lieutenant followed as Odysseus pounded on the polished metal doors.

The doors were flung open. A woman with lustrous hip-length hair stood in the doorway. She looked
anything but delighted to see them. John Salinas decided it was time to try his Greek phrase again. After
all, they'd be glad to have him. He could show them such a lot.

He was quite right. She was obviously pleased. She sat him down on a settee and then brought him food
and a bowl of wine. It was a weird sort of porridge-like stuff, but he was starving. And the red wine, if

sweet, was really nicer than the Cabernet Sauvignon he pretended to like for social purposes.

He made a bit of a pig of himself.
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Alias Allium.

The view from the crag top proved that they were on an island.

Just like the Doc said it was, thought Cruz. He was quietly but enormously relieved to find that the
absentminded-looking professor had known what he was talking about—again. The tough sergeant was
developing a genuine respect for Jerry Lukacs.

There was no sign of smoke to show where the home of this "Circe" was. All you could see was a lot of
forest. It was an island all right, but not a small island. Maybe fifteen by twenty miles of island. Searching
it was going to be next to impossible.

Among the rocks and out of the forest it was hot in the sun. Hot enough to make Anibal remember the
stream—and just how far away it was . . . especially as that South African girl had pointed out those paw
prints in the mud. The leather that their canteens had turned into made the water taste odd, but it was
better than walking back.

The sergeant repressed a shudder. Lions! First that boar. And now /ions . And if Doc Jerry was right
there'd also be leopards and wolves. The little guy said that ancient Greece had them. Bears, too. And a
whole lot of monsters on top of that, if all the mythical stuff were true.

He sighed softly. Ranger school had taught them every damn thing. How to live off the land. How to
stalk. It had been physically and mentally demanding—more than surviving here had been, for the most
part. It just somehow hadn't included wild boars and lions and legendary monsters at the same time,
along with the other uncertainties of this place. It also hadn't included keeping untrained people alive.

Still, they were doing pretty well. Cruz knew that although he and Mac could move at twice the speed,
they'd not have survived so far if it wasn't for the civilians. But they really needed something better than
those spears if they were going to go on surviving. Fire was good for predators. It was also difficult to get
going in a hurry. He resolved to look for a good dry branch full of twigs. It could be more useful than the
M16s that they were lugging along. As far as he could work out, they were just dead weight. He decided
to try burning some of whatever the stuff was that was in a cartridge now. That might be useful . . . more
than some other things. Even being good at powerbreaking wasn't going to help in this wilderness.

He sighed again. He was a city kid, fer chrissake. You knew where you were, there, just like you did in
the Army. And, sure, Ranger school had been tough. But it was schoo! . You got out at the end of it.
And you didn't have civilians to worry about.

Which led him into the other truly scary idea: They could be here forever. One of the most precious
things that any soldier can take into battle is the knowledge that if he survives—he can go home. It wasn't

true in this case. You only got shipped home if you got a bad case of "dead."

He looked across the forest again. Yeah. They were in deep shit. They were going to struggle just to
survive the animals. Not to mention all of this "magic and gods" crap.
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His eyes nearly bugged out. At first glance he'd thought they were horsemen. It was only at second
glance he saw they really were horse-men. Centaurs. With bows. And they looked pissed.

Really pissed.

"Quick! Over the cliff!" shouted Cruz.

Liz had been musing, gazing over a panoply of forest greens that certainly was nothing like the modern
Greece she'd visited in that long ago time with Nick. Her wandering thoughts—about just what impelled
logic and hormones in the female of the species and why they seemed to work in diametrically opposite
directions—was disturbed by a yell and the clatter of hooves. A second's glance was enough to tell her
that Cruz had the right idea.

Alas, climbing down is never easy. It was touch and go on the lichenous rock. And then, when she
reached the overhang—clutch and grow . . .

But that overhang was a blessing. The centaurs had showered a good few rocks down after them.
"It's a good thing they're half horses, not half goats," said Jerry, massaging his ankle with a grimace.

Liz smiled. "One thing we primates can do better than horses, and even goats, is climb. And run long
distances too, for that matter."

"Run? I didn't think we could outrun those things," said Lamont, checking his homemade
jacket-and-bandolier backpack, complete with his precious boombox.

"The size of their mouth and lungs is going to make sufficient respiration interesting," mused Liz. "They're
probably much less efficient runners than a horse, at a guess. And humans can outrun horses, over a
stretch."

"Well, I certainly couldn't outrun them. Not now—or ever," said Jerry. "Although I could eat a horse
right now."

"That lot looked more ready to eat us,” complained McKenna. "They just saw us and went on the hunt,
no questions asked. Good thing they didn't catch us out on the flat."

Jerry chuckled. "True. So here we sit like a row of monkeys on a ledge instead."

Lamont smiled. "Me see-no-evil, you hear-no-evil and him speak-no-evil. Who are the last ones then,
Jerry?"

"Well, the corporal is feel-no-evil, now that Odysseus is gone," said Liz, with a wry grin, "and in my
case, I'm smoke-no-evil." She sighed. "I'm going up to have a look-see. Been no rocks or noise for a
while now."

Feel-no-evil looked up. Listened carefully. "Yeah, but where do you want to go to, Liz?"

Smoke-no-evil stood up and felt for a handhold above the small overhang. "In search of dinner. If we go
back down to the coast I can always catch something. Even up here we might be able to snare some
small game."
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"Yes, but what about the centaurs?" said Jerry.
She shrugged. "We'll just have to keep a lookout. If we get down to the beach again we can probably
swim away from them. Although there are probably sharks and sea monsters and heaven knows what

else in this water. It's that or sit here and starve. I've been meaning to go on a diet for a while, but this is a

bit radical.”
Xk %k %k

It went without saying that the only sign of the ship on the beach, when they finally found their way back
there, was the keel mark on the sand.

Off to one side of the bay, there was a low cliff with steep and seaweedy rocks around its base. "Should
be safe from centaurs along there," mused Cruz, looking at it.

Lamont nodded. "We'll have to see if we can find an overhang or a cave or something. You guys scout.
Jerry needs to sit for a bit."

"I'm fine," said the mythographer.

"If you weren't sunburned, you'd be as pale as a ghost," said Liz grimly. "You look as if you're about to
fall down."

McKenna nodded his agreement. "Yeah, Doc. Take a rest."
Jerry sat down on the sand. "Liz is as much a "Doc' as [ am."
McKenna grinned. "I think I'd rather call her "Sir." "

Liz threw the rock she'd been carrying at him.

"It smells and even looks like garlic," Jerry said doubtfully.

Liz nodded. "It's certainly a species of allium. And this is definitely fennel. I saw some sage back there,
too. And there was lavender at the edge of the gorge."

"You certainly know your herbs," said Jerry, impressed.

She scowled fiercely. "My mother. She's kooky about all that herbal stuff. I have drunk more vile-tasting
tisanes than I care to think about."

"Well, at least we can flavor anything we catch," he replied, pacifically. "And if the worst comes to the
worst we can eat the herbs."

She pulled a face. "Yuck. I'll try my hand at fishing." The cornucopia-shoulderbag had yielded a spool of
dental floss. The changes had probably altered its nature but it was still a fine strong line. She'd claimed a
five-yard piece as her own, before offering the rest for future bird snares. There were no pins or safety
pins, but the bag debris had yielded no less than seven paper clips of different sizes. Liz had been
painstakingly trying to fashion hooks, when Lamont had come along. "Can I do it for you, Miz?"
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She held it out to him. "Please call me Liz. Please." She smiled appealingly.
Lamont was not proof against the smile. "I'm a maintenance man . . . Liz. I'll turn those into hooks."
Liz smiled again. "I'm not handy. I'd be glad if you did."

Lamont picked up a rock. Looking at it, Jerry thought it had been beach sand not long ago in its
geological history—assuming this weird place sad a geological history.

"Going to be hell sharpening anything with this," grumbled Lamont. "I'll try to rub a hole through it."
"There are some good rocks back at the stream," said Jerry.

"Wait a minute," said Liz. "Do you really think you could make holes through this rock, Lamont?"
Lamont regarded the fist-sized but flattened piece in his hand. "I think so. Why, M . . . Liz?"

"I read every Gerald Durrell book ever written." She had a nostalgic smile on her face.

The two of them looked at her blankly. "Naturalist. Grew up in Greece. Well, for some of his childhood.
And then he collected animals all over the world. Anyway, in the one book about South America he had
described this thing called a . . . bolas."

Jerry nodded. "Ah. Yes. I know what you're talking about. Weights on a rope that are thrown to
entangle things."

Liz pulled a wry face. "Well, my brother and I made one with ball sinkers. I killed a guinea fowl with it."
Lamont raised an eyebrow. "Liz, are sure your name isn't really ‘Indiana Jones' or something?"

She looked embarrassed. "It was a tame one. And Dad nearly killed us. I cried."
kok ok

Cruz and McKenna had gone off with the newly contrived bolas and, in case that didn't work, their
spears. Lamont had just painstakingly constructed a hook . . . when Jim McKenna realized what he was
doing and pulled out a sewing kit which also contained several hooks. But Liz had insisted on using
Lamont's. She was fishing.

Gathering black mussels was all that Jerry was judged to be fit for. It was stationary if wet work.
Lamont had first collected some firewood and then promoted himself to gulls'-nest-robber-in-chief on the
low crag above their Robinson Crusoe beach-cave camp.

Jerry looked up to see Lamont in the act of discovering that Greek mythworld gulls were just as keen on
having their eggs stolen as the ones back home. "Shit. It's just been sick all over me!" Jerry saw him
snatch angrily at the gull. And catch it.

It all happened terribly fast. The ledge, about twenty feet off the beach, was made of the same soft
sandstone as the bolas weights. Maybe a piece of it gave way. Maybe the gull pecking furiously at him
caused him to lose his grip. Liz, fishing a few yards further out from Jerry on a rock point, and Jerry with
a lap full of black mussels, saw Lamont plunge to the sand still clutching a large, angry gull. By a miracle
he missed the projecting rocks. The gull's squawk even eclipsed Lamont's shriek.
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They landed together in a flurry of squawks, yells and flapping wings. By the time Jerry and Liz got
there, the gull had clumsily fluttered free. With a derisive final squawk and last vicious peck, it expressed
its heartfelt opinion of all nest molesters. The piece of physical opinion landed with a white splat on the
rock ten inches from Lamont's head.

Lamont sat up, amid their anxious entreaties. He waved a rueful handful of feathers. "I thought [ had us a
bird for dinner." He held out the other hand. In it was a mottled egg, miraculously intact. "All I got was
the egg."

"Well, now we know which one comes first." Jerry waved his hand in front of his nose. "Phew. Fish!"

"Yeah. I think I need to wash. Jeeze, that thing made some holes in me."

"There's a nice deep spot next to where [ was fishing." Liz cleared her throat, looking shamefaced. "Um.
I think I've just lost the fishing line and that hook you made me, Lamont."

"And I've lost all those mussels I gathered." Jerry inspected the older man. He looked, miraculously,
none the worse for the fall. "You've got all the luck. If it had been me, I'd have dashed my brains out."

"That might have stopped you punning for ten minutes," said Liz dryly.
kok ok

Most of Jerry's mussels had indeed washed away. But, to their amazement, Liz's line was still visible. It
was tangled around the seaweed on a wave-washed rock, a few yards off the shore. "T'll get it," said
Lamont. "I need to wash this stuff off anyway."

It was not hard to get free, and Lamont did get his wash. He also got a fish.

"I don't believe it! I've got a fish! I've got a fish! I never catch fish!"

It was a monumentally ugly fish. Black and large-mouthed.

Liz snatched the line, allowing the fish back into the water. "Careful with that thing! It looks like sea
catfish. Their spines are toxic." She led it through the water back to the shore, and dispatched it expertly
with a piece of driftwood.

"Pity we can't eat it," said Lamont, admiring his catch from a good safe distance. "That's the only fish I've
ever caught. Never had much luck fishing."

Liz looked puzzled. "They're nice eating. You've just got to avoid the spines."

They were so busy admiring the catch of the day, that they failed to notice the arrival of Hermes.
% ok ok

As Lamont later said, it was a pity—because it was worth watching.

The pictures of the winged, sandaled and helmeted messenger are well known. Only . . . well, as Liz
later said—it was asking rather a lot of very small wings.

"Why are you not going to the castle of Circe?" demanded Hermes, messenger of the ancient Greek
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gods, while rubbing his jaw with both hands.

"How come you can speak English?" demanded Jerry in reply.

Hermes looked down his long nose at the mythographer. "Is it not written that “the gods, after all, can do
anything.' Come. I must give you the moly, the herb which will protect you from the goddess Circe, so
the legend can be fulfilled."

"But what . .. "

"Enough talking. My jaw hurts from that cursed helmet." Hermes led the way to the forest margin where
he pulled up an herb and handed it to Jerry. "This will protect you. It is called ‘moly." And when she
offers her favors to you, you must not refuse. Now I must go. I am needed in Boeotia."

Hermes took up a stance as if running. The wings on the sandals began to flap furiously. So did those on
the helmet. When they'd reached hummingbird speeds, Hermes took off and flew away rather like an
oversized bumblebee.

Jerry stared at the herb in his hand. "There is something wrong with all this," he said quietly.

"You're telling me! There is no way that should be able to work. He's just too damn big for those wings."

"No. I mean with this." Jerry held out the herb.

"Looks like wormwood," said Liz, inspecting it.

"Well, it's supposed to be "moly.' But that is supposed to have a black root and a milk-white flower. The
authorities more or less agree it was some species of alliam."

"Allium," corrected Liz. "The onion family. Like that wild garlic."

Jerry cocked his head sideways. "So why did he get it wrong? And the instructions he gave me weren't
complete."

"I thought he said you were to bed Circe," said Liz. Her smile was a little tight-lipped.

Jerry flushed. "Yes . . . That is what he is supposed to have said to Odysseus. But first he had to make
her swear by the gods not to try any more tricks on him. Whatever is going on is trying to make the

legend happen. And it's cheating . It wants Circe to bespell us."
k %k %k

The Krim device had no teeth to grind in frustration, or it would have ground them. The humans
must believe. Their legendsmust enmesh them. Yet these ones were filled with doubt. They must be
killed. They must be removed from the Ur-legend dimension. But these once-human gods were
amazingly intransigent. Just like this species. Obstinate and doubting.

19
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Get a bigger hammer.

Miggy Tremelo blew desperately on his too-hot coffee. Caffeine he must have before he talked to
anyone. He sipped cautiously, slurping off the top. Then he picked up the phone and called Colonel
McNamara of the 82nd. "The men who were in the advance group. Are they being used today?"

There was a pause. "Yes. We've tried to redeploy them away from the snatch zone."

Tremelo took a deep breath. "Colonel, I want to ask you to undo that. Let me explain. The more I think
about it the more convinced I become that the alien device is selecting people of a certain type. If they
weren't selected yesterday they won't be selected today. I could be wrong; but the only way we'll ever
know is to offer it the same choice."

There was a silence on the other end of the line. Then: "You're asking me to use my men as guinea pigs?"

Miggy saw no point in trying to deny it. "Yes. I'm afraid so."

There was another long silence. "Very well. But you'd better not be wrong."

"Pull them out the minute one disappears. Get them out of the five-hundred-meter perimeter."

"It's gone up to 673 meters," said McNamara grimly. "At least."

Tremelo sighed. "And the device has increased in size by steady incremental jumps. The whole west
wing of the Regenstein has pretty much collapsed around it. Won't be long, at this rate, before the whole
building is nothing but rubble." He ran fingers through his gray hair and then asked abruptly: "How did the
satchel charges work out, by the way?"

There was another silence from the other end of the line. ""You weren't supposed to know about that."

"I have infrasound and ultrasound monitoring teams on the site, Colonel, with the best equipment in the
world. I could probably have listened to playbacks of the combat engineers' conversation. Besides, the

NSA told me."

It was McNamara's turn to sigh. "We lost two men. Snatched from inside the tunnel. And the explosives
had no effect at all on the pyramid. But you probably know that already."

"Yes. But I'd like a couple of my men to examine the debris and have access to information about the
volume of the explosive. We can learn quite a lot from that."

"Be my guest. Of course, I'm not supposed to tell you we did this."

Tremelo chuckled. "I won't tell the NSA if you don't."
ko ok

After he hung up the phone, Miggy stared at the mass of paper on his desk. It was the small hours of the
morning and he'd been up since the small hours of the previous morning. His eyes kept refusing to focus.
The U.S. government's mobilization was in full steam now. Midway had become a military base, for all
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practical purposes, and the streets of South-Central Chicago rumbled with Army vehicles.

And the new troops were losing about one man in ten the moment they crossed the invisible barrier
which the troops were starting to call the "snatch zone." Most of the snatchees—87%—came back dead
almost immediately. Which was just about the same "snatch" and casualty rate as that suffered by the

initial group of paratroopers.

All except for that one group. They lost only two people, right at the beginning. Since then—all
six of them are still unaccounted for.

He peered blearily at the paper sitting right in front of him. The leaden prose had OFFICIAL
DOCUMENT stamped all over it.

IMMEDIATE

FM: CJCS WASHINGTON DC//

TO: USCINCJFCOM NORFOLK VA//

USCINCSOC MACDILL AFB FL//

USCINCSPACE FALCON AS CO//

HQ NORAD CHEYENNE MT CO//

USCINCTRANS SCOTT AFB IL//

HQ ACC LANGLEY AFB VA//CC//
HQ USFORSCOM FT MCPHERSON GA//

"And on and on," muttered Tremelo. "Christ, is there anyone they didn't mobilize?" He scanned through
to the end of the list of recipients—USCINCPAC HONOLULU HI, for the love of God!—and got to

the meat of the thing.
kok ok

BT

SECRET SECTION 01 OF 01

SUBJ: HASTY RECEIVER EXECUTE ORDER //
SECRET

OPER/HASTY RECEIVER//

MSGID/SYS.RRM//

REF A/DOC/NATIONAL SECURITY DIRECTIVE 346//
REF B/ORD/HASTY RECEIVER OPERATIONS ORDER//

REF C/LOI/JOINT OPERATIONS PLANNING AND EXECUTION SYSTEM (JOPES) LETTER
OF INSTRUCTION (LOI)//

GENTEXT/IMMEDIATE EXECUTION OPERATIONS HASTY RECEIVER
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1. (U) IAW NCA DIRECTION REF A, SECDEF ORDERS ALL ACTION ADDRESSEES TO
BEGIN IMMEDIATE EXECUTION OF OPERATION HASTY RECEIVER. USCINCJFCOM IS
DESIGNATED SUPPORTED CINC AND WILL ACTIVATE STANDING JTF. FALLING ANVIL
PHENOMENON LOCATED WITHIN HYDE PARK DISTRICT, CITY OF CHICAGO. UPON
RECEIPT OF THIS MESSAGE, ALL ILLINOIS NATIONAL GUARD AND AIR NATIONAL
GUARD UNITS ARE NATIONALIZED UNDER THE COMBATANT COMMAND (COCOM)
OF USCINCJFCOM AND WILL ASSEMBLE AT NORMAL DUTY LOCATIONS. AW
PUBLIC LAW SUPPORTING REF A, POSSE COMITATUS RESTRICTIONS ARE LIFTED
WITHIN HASTY RECEIVER AREA OF RESPONSIBILITY (AOR).

k %k %k

"Well, that's something useful, anyway," Tremelo growled. "At least we won't have every damn soldier
dancing around scared to death he's violating the law by telling a civilian to get the lead out. What few

civilians are still left in the area."
Xk %k %k

2. (U) JTF/CC WILL GIVE CONSIDERATION TO LOCATION OF FALLING ANVIL
PHENOMENON WITHIN CITY ENVIRONMENT IN TAILORING DEPLOYED HASTY
RECEIVER FORCES. DETERMINATION OF C-DAY AND REQUIRED DELIVERY DATES
(RDD) IS AT THE DISCRETION OF JTF/CC. JTF/CC WILL REPORT ON TAILORED FORCE
PACKAGE AND C-DAY/DEPLOYMENT TIMING ASAP. IAW REFS B AND C, UPON
IDENTIFICATION BY JTF/CC, TAILORED HASTY RECEIVER UNITS WILL PREPARE FOR
IMMEDIATE DEPLOYMENT USING MOST EXPEDITIOUS MEANS. USTRANSCOM AND
COMPONENTS WILL PROVIDE SUFFICIENT AIR MOBILITY AND RAIL ASSETS TO
DEPLOY AND SUSTAIN HASTY RECEIVER FORCES. TRANSPORTATION PRIORITY IS
I1B1, FORCES IN IMMINENT CONTACT WITH ENEMY. EXCEPT FOR AS DETAILED IN
REF B, ANNEX D, LOGISTICAL SUPPORT WILL REMAIN IN NORMAL SERVICE
CHANNELS.

3. (S) STRATEGIC FORCES WILL MAINTAIN NORMAL READINESS AND REMAIN
UNDER NCA OPERATIONAL CONTROL (OPCON). OPCON OF ALL TACTICAL AIR AND
NAVAL FORCES WILL REMAIN UNDER USCINCJFCOM UNTIL OTHERWISE DIRECTED
BY SECDEF. INDIANA NATIONAL GUARD AND AIR NATIONAL GUARD WILL REMAIN
UNDER STATE OPCON UNTIL OTHERWISE ADVISED.

4. (U) UPON DEPLOYMENT, JTF/CC IS RESPONSIBLE FOR THE FOLLOWING ACTIONS:
A. (S) USE ALL AVAILABLE EXPERTISE TO EVALUATE NATURE OF FALLING ANVIL
PHENOMENON. ASSESS AND REPORT ON THREAT PRESENTED BY FALLING ANVIL
PHENOMENON TO US NATIONAL INTERESTS, CITIZENS, AND PROPERTY.

B. (U) IAW REF B, ANNEX R, ESTABLISH CONTIGENCY OPERATIONS REPORTING
PROCEDURES.

C. (S) PROVIDE RECOMMENDATION ON EXTENT OF HASTY RECEIVER AOR.
D. (U) ASSUME TACON OF LOCAL LAW ENFORCEMENT, STATE NATIONAL GUARD,

AIR NATIONAL GUARD AND LOCAL COAST GUARD ASSETS WITHIN THE HASTY
RECEIVER COMMAND AOR.
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E. (U) IDENTIFY AERIAL PORT OF DEBARKATION(S), RAILHEAD(S), AND LINES OF
ROAD MARCH REQUIRED FOR THE DEPLOYMENT OF HASTY RECEIVER FORCES.

F. (U) USE NATIONAL GUARD AND AIR NATIONAL GUARD ASSETS UNDER TACON TO
IDENTIFY AND PREPARE SUITABLE LOCATIONS FOR RECEPTION, SUSTAINMENT,
ORIENTATION AND INTEGRATION (RSO&I) OF DEPLOYING HASTY RECEIVER
FORCES.

G. (U) IN KEEPING WITH PERCEIVED THREAT, USE DEPLOYED HASTY RECEIVER
FORCES TO ESTABLISH DEFENSIVE PERIMETER AROUND FALLING ANVIL
PHENOMENON.

H. (S) IN COOPERATION WITH FEMA, STATE, AND LOCAL AUTHORITIES, EVACUATE
ALL CIVILIAN PERSONNEL FROM WITHIN THE HASTY RECEIVER AOR.

J. (S) IAW REF B, ANNEX C, PREPARE ALL UNITS UNDER TACON TO COUNTER OR
NEUTRALIZE THREAT POSED BY FALLING ANVIL PHENOMENON.

k %k %k

5. (U) UNDER THE PROVISIONS OF REF A, ALL ACTION AND INFO ADDRESSEES ARE
ADVISED TO ACTIVATE HASTY RECEIVER CRISIS ACTION TEAMS. RETRANSMIT TO
SUBORDINATE COMMANDS AS REQUIRED. FURTHER MESSAGE TRAFFIC TO FOLLOW
AS SITUATION DEVELOPS. ENDTEXT//

SECRET

Tremelo laid the paper down. "All of which," he grumbled, "is a lot of fancy official verbiage which
translates: get a bigger hammer. "

He lowered his head and ran fingers through his thinning gray hair. "Ain't gonna work, fellas. I don't think
there's a hammer in the world big enough to crack this nut."

Tremelo was convinced, more and more with every passing moment, that the key to unraveling the
mystery of the alien pyramid was subtlety, not brute force. Several things stood out to him. The first was
the peculiar selectivity of the pyramid—towards those it snatched, and those who survived the snatching.
The other was the obvious time dilation involved in the snatching.

The dead were coming back, on average, about two hours after having been snatched. Yet the
physiologists said that the evidence pointed to the victims having been gone at least twenty times as long
as the actual time. They'd first noticed it by the beard growth on the "returned" soldiers. A man who
vanished clean-shaven, and came back sporting a two-day growth in a couple of hours was quite an
obvious clue to differential time rates.

They were obviously dealing with a level of technological sophistication which could even manipulate
space-time. So how much chance was there that the application of force to the pyramid was going to
accomplish anything?
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But what was particularly striking to Tremelo was that the victims usually seemed to have been killed in
the most barbaric and primitive of ways. Miggy pushed back his hair. 7hat was what was frightening him
. Not the alien device itself, but the fact that no one knew what the hell it was doing . . . except expanding
slowly. He took a pull at a cold cup of coffee.

What was worrying the military was that they seemed to be unable to do a pinprick's worth of damage
to the device. Tremelo knew there were more combat engineers burrowing underneath it again. He
hoped that the Pentagon would at least consult him before they tried anything extreme. His team, now
working on one corner of the pyramid, had exhausted most conventional options already without having
any effect on what Tremelo was certain was not a material at all.

Someone knocked. But Tremelo didn't hear them. He'd fallen asleep, his face against the paper he'd
been reading.

PART IV

Of remedies of love she knew perchance,
For she could of that art the oldé dance.

—Geoftrey Chaucer,
The Canterbury Tales

20

Misleading Medea reports.

McKenna looked like a pleased schoolboy as he jogged up to Jerry. "We've got us a buck. Cruz is just
butchering— oh, shit."

This time nobody had to tell anybody to run away and climb a tree. But it hardly mattered. A lion can be
escaped by climbing a tree. But tAis thing—

Only the body of the creature was lionlike, tawny and immense. The sphinx also had wings. Huge wings.
And the head and breasts of a woman—and the facial expression of a woman in an extremely bad
temper.

Lamont happened to be in the nearest tree. She bellowed at him—in classical Greek.

"What walks on four legs in the morning, two at noon and three at night. And don't tell me you've heard
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it before! I am sick to death of humans telling me they've heard it before!"
Of course, Jerry was the only one who knew what she was saying. "Uh, Lamont . . . "

The sphinx swiveled her massive head. "Shut up, you! If [ wanted you to answer, I'd have asked you .
Any more interruptions and I'll eat all of you for cheating." She turned on Lamont again. "You don't

know, do you? At last! It's throttling and gobbling time."
kok ok

Lamont closed his eyes and dug through his eclectic collection of snippets of memory. Desperately. He
knew what this monster was, and he even knew that it asked riddles. He could guess that he was being
asked one, and he was pretty sure he knew which one it was. He even knew the answer to the damned

thing!
‘What he didn't know was ancient Greek.
He cleared his throat. Twice. Then: "Er . . . Homo."

"What? Erhomo? No, sorry." The fact that the huge female face was actually rather attractive made the
lip-smacking particularly horrible.

"I wonder what flavor you are, with that dark skin? Well, I guess all humans taste much the same." It
began to advance towards him. "Besides, I've always had a fancy for exotic foods."

Lamont wracked his brains frantically. He realized now that he'd used the Latin term for "man." What
was the Greek term?

The Anthropology Department.
"Anthropo!"

"What?" The sphinx paused her advance.
Jerry desperately drew an "S" in the air.
" Anthropos!" yelled Lamont.

The sphinx covered its head with its wings. Stamped its paws in frustration. The great talons ripped the
soil like so many plows.

Lamont breathed deeply, knowing that he was off the hook. But his mind was still racing. "Hey, Jerry!

Offer it a new riddle for its help."
ko ok

Jerry tried. But the sphinx was apparently not even listening. It seemed lost in melancholia, muttering to
itself.

" Damned humans. They've got nothing to do all day but gossip, gossip, gossip. So now everyone
knows my riddle. It's not fair! Even in remote spots virtually next to Cimmuria they've heard." It began
flapping its huge wings, while it ran across the meadow in giant bounds. Just when achieving flight seemed
utterly impossible—it did.

Page 79



Jerry wiped his brow. "Phew. I thought we'd had it that time."

"Well, it looked close," said Liz, climbing from her tree. "What the hell went on there?"

Jerry and Lamont explained, as they walked back with McKenna to the kill.

Liz shook her head. "We're going to have to learn some Greek, and some mythology. Soon."

McKenna looked up, his eyes caught by motion in the sky. "I think we just left it too late. What the hell
is that 7" He took a firmer grip on his bayonet-spear. A device which, judging from the look on his face,
he didn't think was going to do him a whole lot of good.

The scales of the two dragons shimmered like polished bronze in the late afternoon sun. The dragons
were more like the tasseled Chinese version than the European version, but they were still plainly
dragons, even if they moved through the air like plump snakes. The chariot they towed was winged,
however. The dragons and the chariot turned in the sky above. They were going to land virtually on top
of them.

"Hide!" hissed McKenna. "Get into those bushes!"

The bushes felt pitifully inadequate. And, of course, they were thorny.

k) %k %k

Anibal Cruz watched from behind a tree on the far side of the glade. Those flying monsters must be
thirty-five feet long! He'd seen the others go to ground. But there was no way he could signal to them.

The woman who had been handling the reins got down from the chariot. For a moment, Cruz was just
plain dazzled. A beautiful, patrician-featured face was framed by a cascade of long, dark ringlets. Her
lustrous skin was a pale olive, and her . . .

He stopped right there. Fantastic figure, true—and so what? Those pets of hers were dragons . And
even without them, she didn't look like the sort of woman who would respond well to any of Cruz's

bar-room opening lines. He began to ease backwards ever so slowly.
k %k ok

"That's Medea!" hissed Jerry.
"Who's she?" asked Liz in a whisper.

"The Sorceress of Colchis. She's one of the most evil, murderous and unpleasant characters in Greek
myth. Chopped her brother up and tossed the pieces at her father to slow him down while he was
pursuing her. Then, later, she murdered her husband's bride-to-be after Jason told her he was dumping
her. Even killed her own two children to get revenge on him, before making her escape." He pointed a
somewhat shaky finger. "In a chariot pulled by dragons."

The sorceress unharnessed the dragons. Someone stood up in the back of the chariot. It was a small
boy of about six or seven.

"Mom? Are we at Aunt Circe's yet?" he asked, yawning and stretching.
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"Not yet, dear," said Medea. "But the dragons need to eat."
The boy looked around curiously. "Can I get out and play?"
She smiled at him. "Just let the dragons check that it's safe first, Priones."

Another child stood up. A younger boy. "I need to wee, Mommy."
kok ok

Among the things that Jerry could add to his growing zoological lore of the Mythworld was that
mythological Greek dragons were very keen of nose and eye. It didn't take the dragons more than five
seconds to spot Jerry and his companions as they tried to hide.

Very shortly thereafter, Jerry was able to add a few more items of information to his ever-expanding
knowledge of mythology:

Greek dragons are very, very fast moving.

Their shimmering scales are diamond hard.

They were constrictor-like in their ability to hold prey. And.. ..

They were toothless.

Which was something, Jerry realized as he gasped for breath inside a dragon's coils, that the dragon's
mistress was not . Nor ever would be—even if you pulled out all of her even white teeth. The

sleepy-looking young woman who had now also sat up in the back of the chariot was plainly gentler, if

only in her demeanor. But they both looked more than a little angry. Far more.
k %k ok

"Skulkers. Waiting in ambush! I told you he was scum, Glauce! And they're his own children, too!" The
last part was said with an angry sob.

"How ever did he find us?!" The other girl wrung her hands. "Make them talk, Medea."

"They'll talk all right. Come on, Hellenes. Spit it out! How did Jason know where we were going?
You're all dinner for Bitar and Smitar . . . but I'll let you choose in which order."

There was an outraged hiss and an equally outraged sniff. "We're not eating thi fs lot!" spittled the one
dragon.

"You promi fsed u fs f something tender!" protested the other.
" fSoft and jui fsy, you f'said." The red-tasseled one's eyes were reproachful and accusing.

"Ye fs! Ea fsy on the gum fs!" agreed its purple-tassled partner, with a display of sore-looking toothless
gums. "Well cooked—you promi fsed u fs! " The voice sounded bitter—betrayed.

"Dige fstible, you f said!"

"Not the fse. They'll be too tough." The dragon with Jerry in its massive coils gave a squeeze that nearly
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cracked the mythographer's ribs.

"Far too tough, when we've got no teef," whined the other.
"I'm not a cook!" snapped Medea.

"You can f'say that again," hissed the red-tasseled one.

"Oh, shut up," said Medea irritably. She turned away from the argument. "Now—you Hellenes. Answer
me!"

Jerry had trouble breathing. "We're not Hellenes," he managed to squeeze out. There wasn't even much
spare breath for that.

Not speaking good classical Greek can sometimes be good for your health.
"Loosen up a little bit there, Smitar." Medea frowned. "Then why were you waiting in ambush for us?"

The fierce-looking woman's chuckle was as fierce as her visage. "Nice to hear someone speak Greek
even worse than I do! But if you're not Hellenes, then who are you?"

She still sounded suspicious, but no longer quite as homicidal. The difference was marginal, however.
Jerry got the feeling that, with this beautiful but frightening woman, things could go downbhill fast if he said
something like "Colchian."

"We are Americans. We were stranded here by Hellene treachery. And we weren't waiting to ambush
anyone. We were just on the way to fetch our dinner."

"Dinner! Did /' someone f say ‘dinner'?" sprayed one of the dragons. "It' fs not maiden f stew by any
off-chan fs?" asked the other.

Medea paid the dragons no mind. "A likely story! You just happened to be hiding in the bushes on the
exact spot where we landed. Ha! Tell me another one."

Exasperation took hold of Jerry. It was not wise, but on the other hand he had faced Scylla and
Charybdis, the clashing rocks, sirens, a boar, centaurs and even a couple of Greek gods, not adequately
spaced by sleep or even by his idea of decent meals. "Don't be so stupid . How would we know where
to hide and wait? You could have landed anywhere. Besides, did you think that I was going to attack
dragons without even a weapon? We saw you coming and hid away because we thought you were going
to attack us!"

The dragon who had Jerry in its coils was examining him with eager interest, apparently oblivious to the
mythographer's outrageous disrespect for Medea. " fSo what are you having for dinner?"

" fSure it' fs not maiden f'stew?" enquired the other dragon, rather hopefully.

Suddenly, Medea emitted another chuckle. A much softer one than the first. "I like a man with a bit of
fire," she admitted.

Oh great, thought Jerry. As if I wasn't in enough trouble. All I need now is this world's most
murderous sorceress taking a fancy to me.
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"If he' fs got a bit of fire can we cook them on it?" That seemed to be the dragon called Bitar, its voice
plaintive.

"Oh, shut up!" snapped Medea. "Don't you two ever think of anything but your stomachs?"

The dragons stared at each other, wide-eyed.

"Not re fsently," said Bitar.

" fSh ould we?" asked the other, wrinkling its scaly face.

Medea sighed. "I wish I hadn't given you the power of speech. Now what am I going do with this lot?"
"Mommy, I need to wee— now," whined the smallest boy, dancing from foot to foot.

Medea still seemed to be simmering a bit. She swiveled her head and glared at the child. "Be quiet! Or
I'll expose you on a rock!"

The young woman in the chariot shook her head reproachfully. "Medea! That's not a nice thing to say,
and you know it." Then, gently: "Just go around the back of the chariot, Neoptolmeus."

The dragons were more concerned with their captives' fate. "Brai fse them f slowly with onion fs,"
mused the one.

"What about fsoup?" suggested the other.
"Ye fs! f Soup!"

Medea paid no attention to the dragons. "Where is this America place? s it a distant island? And why
are you the only one who has spoken?"

"Because I'm the only one who speaks any Greek." By her expression, that was a good thing to say.

"Ah! I can solve that." She walked back to the chariot, took a small clay vessel out of it and walked up
to Cruz.

"Jerry." Cruz was plainly struggling just to breathe. "Huh . . . what's huh . . . she going to do?"

"Don't worry," said Jerry in his best attempt at reassurance. With luck Cruz wouldn't know that this was
one of the most notorious poisoners in legend and myth . . . especially as she was smearing stuft onto his
lips. Then she began smearing the same salve on his ears, chanting softly as she did so.

"Tastes . .. huh. .. shit."

She slapped him. Very hard. "How dare you say something like that about one of my potions?"

Cruz's eyes, already bulging, nearly popped out of his head. "I huh . . . understand . . . huh . . . you!"

"You'd better! And you'd better mend your manners. What's this "Huh' you keep saying?"
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"I can't, huh . . . breathe," gasped Cruz.

"Too bad," said Medea, shrugging. ""Suffering may teach you some manners." She walked on to the
others.

When she neared Liz, Medea's face darkened again with anger. "Smitar! This is a woman! Let her go at
once! How dare you?"

The dragon uncoiled Liz. "You never fsaid," he muttered sulkily.

Liz was quick on the uptake. She volunteered her lips and ear. And vouched for the good character of
her companions. And also said exactly the right thing. "No, I'm not married to any of them. And not going
to be either. I've tried being married, but I left my husband."

"Why?" asked Medea, with obvious sympathy.

Liz shrugged. Then, thinking quickly, added an angry shake of her fist at the sky. "He started sniffing
around a girl with lots of money. So I left him before he left me."

Medea hugged her. "Men!" she said. "What did I tell you, Glauce? They're all the same. Was he a
Hellene?"

"Oh, Medea," said Glauce reprovingly. "Not a/l Hellenes are like Jason."
Liz shook her head. "No, he was Am—uh, Canadian," she lied hastily. "I really think these Americans
are more honorable." She even managed to say it with a straight face. "Please, can you let them go? I

swear they won't hurt anyone."

"You swear by all the gods? Not that I trust any of the gods but Hecuba and Helios. But I will admit th