Godfather Death
by Richard Bowes

Death's Transept

One morning in aMay well into the twentieth century, three Ranger cadetsin their dress blues stood at parade rest
waiting to make the jump into Time. Behind them was the airfield where students at the Academy were taught to fly. Ac
the road were the hills and obstacle courses where they learned to drive. Above them flew banners bearing the gold lyr
Apoallo.

Navigation instructor Sophia Cortubas gave the three abrief glance. Cadets Nancy Kane, Ed Brown, and Jake
Stockley, dl white Americansin their mid-teens, al big and somewhat interchangesble.

Cortubas guessed that this wasn't an accident. Twenty yearsin the service of the God of Reason had taught her to
designin al things. She snapped out aset of coordinates, watched the cadets twist the spird ringsal Rangers wear.
Cortubas looked around and paused. A Piper Cub wasrolling down the runway. A convoy of vehicles driven by cadet
about to top asteep rise.

An experienced wayfarer can hop into the Time Stream on the strength of abreeze. In apinch, aveteran like Sophi
Cortubas needs nothing more than the childhood memory of a sailboat on the blue Aegean.

But because these were trainees, the ingtructor waited until the plane wasin the air and the motor vehicleswere hes
downhill. Riding their velocity like it was awave, Cortubas turned and dipped into Time.

Their destination was the Transept of Death which floats like an idand in the Time Stream. The cadets knew thiser
was atest. At Ranger Academy, everything is. Astheir teacher walked out of the world, they breathed deep, whistled
between their teeth and followed her.

Because it was atest, Sophia Cortubas did not look back. But because these were cadets and not Rangers, she se
moderate course, made the trip in stages.

She stood for amoment beside railroad tracks on an East African valdt until she heard them exhae behind her. She
waited on arocky beach where adistant flotilla of whaling shipsfloated under the light of the moon. When the first foot
ground behind her, she was off again.

Ranger Cortubas emerged from Time in an underground passage and went up aflight of checkerboard tile sairs. D
at the top swung open. The three scrambled after her. And stood open-mouthed.

The Transept isvadt, the roof adistant glass dome, the gray marble floor afootball fidld. From the far ends, sunlight
pours down through hundred foot tall glass windows.

The Transept of Death iswhere those gather who have yet to die, but who have businesswith Degth. They arethe
friends and lovers and relatives and advocates of those who are gone. They have come to plead with Death, to outwit,
triflewith, to charm the Ultimate Lord.

Around the Ranger and her cadets moved lawyersin wigs and doctorsin lab coats, mullahsin caftans and priestess
wearing wings of gold. A woman in full white mourning led six children who degp-waked in their pgamas.



Cortubas led her charges across the floor. Then she said, "Wait here," and disappeared into the crowd. Sixteen anc
the cadets at first tood straddle-legged and dit eyed.

Then, they saw theflight of wide tairsthat lead to huge, bronze doors adorned with hour glasses and cornucopias.
one door, nubile Persephone held a pomegranate. On the other, hooded Pluto drove his chariot.

"The Gate of Sighs," said Nancy Kane softly and the three goggled like yokels. Anyone who sets out onthe TimeL
hears stories about ded's and bargains that have opened those doors. For through the Gate of Sighs emerge those mort
who have died and been restored to life.

The cadetsforgot their training so completely that they didn't notice that they were being observed. A tal brown ski
man, dressed dl in gray, stood nearby and watched each in turn. He looked at the graceful girl with atouch of wonder.
smiled dmogt affectionately at Jake Shockley and gazed long and hard at Ed Brown.

Then hesaid, "Servants of Apollo,” and spread hisarms, smiling. "I'm Ted Daw. Welcome to my Godfather's hous

Thethree stared at him. Then Nancy repested the start of atale they'd dl heard. "A poor man went looking for ap
god-parent for hisson."”

"It'strue," Ted Daw replied. "My father shopped me around. Went to every power of Earth and Time. Apollo was
upright. The Mother too devious. Mercury couldn't be found. Mars had more godchildren than he could count. Athena
pedant and Bacchus a drunk. Venus would have made me grow wings. As dad told it to me, the choice was obvious. L
treatsusdl dike"

"They say, Death cameto your christening,” Jeke said.

"Danced with al and sundry, I'm told,” said Ted Daw. "That's my story. How did you three happen to serve Lord
Apallo?'

"Wherel wasakid in the 1990s, every day there was news of another place burning up,” Nancy told him. "But sor
people whispered that there was away out called the Rangers.”

"After the Great War in 1907 nobody had anything,” said Jake. "My parents were farmers with ten kids. When stre
came asking about one of the younger ones, my folks signed me over.”

"I was dumb enough to fal into the Time Stream,” said Ed Brown, looking hard-eyed at the Godson. "And lucky er
to get fished out by the Rangers.”

"Servants of Life!" said Desth's godson. "l admire you morethan | can say."

What sounded like a huge hammer hit what must have been agigantic anvil. All eyesturned to the Gate of Sighs. Tt
hammer rang again. The bronze doors began to part. The crowd caught its breath.

On thethird ring, the doors were thrown wide. Still blank-eyed, shocked at desth and its aftermath, alovely woma
stepped back into life. She wore arobe of gold-embroidered blue silk and had her hair powdered white in the eighteen
Century manner. Grey-clad attendants bore her luggage.

A voice announced, "Lady OliviaWexford."

Somein the crowd reacted to the name. Lady Olivia, was alegend aong the Stream, afamous beauty who encour
Lord Riot on asummer afternoon in a1759. As she strolled in her gardens, drums suddenly best like hearts, pipeswall
the air was choked with the scent of crushed grapes, the musk of wolves and leopards. Lord Riot was the name Dionys
assumed in that time. He had on nothing but the leavesin hishair. And OliviaWexford looked right into his eyes.



"They rampaged in the garden dl that day and night,” said Nancy. "Then they went forth at the head of amob of Be
and turned England to bloody ruin.”

Ed Brown said, "Now Desth gives her back so shecando it again.”
Jake, amazed, turned to ask Ted Daw how this could be. But Degth's Godson was gone.

"Cortubas wants usl" Nancy said. Their teacher was on the stairs, her hand extended to Lady Olivia. When the cac
arrived, the two women stood on the Transept floor. The attendants had put down the luggage and withdrawn.

Lady Oliviahad regained her composure. " An unexpected further episode in the long calamity that is my existence,”
said and laughed.

The cadets stood at attention as Sophia Cortubas introduced each by name. They stared wide-eyed at the woman
would lead amillion wild Bacchae through Europe and into Asia.

Lady Wexford paid no attention. "1 assume the servants of the Lord of Reason know where | am to go and have th
means of getting methere.”

"Yes, My Lady," Ranger Cortubas said. "Cadets, fdl in." Sheindicated the luggage. "Pick 'em up. Tote 'em out.”
"Some not only take it with them, they even get to bring it back," whispered Ed as they hauled suitcases.
"Desath's Godson there, Teddy Boy, must figure she's good for business.” muttered Jake.
"Silence on duty,” ordered Ranger Cortubas who had been ligtening.

Death Goes Dogging Everywhere

On aJuly afternoon one 1957, a young couple stepped off the expresstrolley at astop on the Milwaukee Inner
Suburban Ring. Holding hands, wearing shorts and sandal's, tanned but not spectacularly so, they were anicelooking p

Exact ageishard to fix for those who travel the Time Stream. But twenty would be agood estimate for Nancy Kar
Ed Brown that day.

Any casua observer might have guessed they were college kids. A dightly regimented look to their dress and bearit
could mean they were doing afew months of their National Service as summer interns. So ordinary were they, that nob
noticed they had appeared out of thin air moments before.

In fact, both were Time Rangers who had aready served their first assignments. Nancy had donewell. Ed had
triumphed. Old friends from the Academy, it amused them to pose as young lovers.

They paused and took their bearings. The shopping blocks near the trolley were vaguely Tudor style. Asthey wak
those gave way to nicely designed duplexes and rows of two-story town housesinterspersed with trees and swaths of ¢
playgroundsfull of kids. They saw few motor vehicles and many bikes.

"A totdly planned world," Nancy murmured. "Not ablade of grassout of place. Onitsown littleinlet in the Time
Stream.”

"All is cam reason when Apallo runsaplace,” said Ed Brown. "No World Wars. No Great Depresson. No A-bol
The only thing people die of hereisboredom. "

"Doesn't sound that bad.”

"A hothouse world. High maintenance. Survives only because the Rangers giveit congtant attention.”



Nancy smiled, "John Dawson, AKA Jack Daw likesit well enough to settle here and sdll insurance.”

"A mighty tame early retirement for Black Jack Daw after al those years of being Death's man dong this stretch of
Time Stream.."

"A redly good placeto raise akid, though," she said. "Herewe are." They stopped in front of atwo story duplex.

The boy who answered the bell was about ten years old. Like every other kid around, he was barefoot and wore a
Milwaukee Braves cap.

"Hi," said Ed Brown. "Isyour dad home?"
"Yes. And he told me to show you upgtairs.”

Jack Dawson's office was a spare bedroom with awooden desk and swivel chair, amap of Wisconan on thewall,
cabinet. Dawson was atrim, tough African-American who was quite dark and |ooked about forty. He wore glasses, gr
dacksand tieand ablue shirt.

He rose to shake hands and wave Ed Brown to achair "To what do | owe this surprise visit from the servants of
Apadllo?'

"Y our kid said you were expecting us."
"Sometimesit's hard not to skip ahead in the story. Don't Rangers do that?"
"Not usualy. Time paradoxes and al that. So you know what I'm hereto ask.”

"Cop stuff. | don't need to spot ahead for that. Y ou're going to ask what I'm doing here. Because deep down inside
Rangersthink that Lord Pluto is some kind of gangland boss. In fact, Deeth commits no crimes. He getsusdl. The only
guestionsfor us mortas are when and how. And he dready knows that.”

"So. What are you doing here?’

"I'm here, Ranger Brown, for the same reason you and your partner are. My kid." He gestured toward the window
Outside, children of many shades ran on the grass, rolled in atangle of limbs.

"On thisworld when | walk with my son, | don't see the expressions on peoples faces asthey think to themsdlves,
boy's mother waswhite!™

"We had wondered about the mother."

Jack Daw rolled his eyes. ™Y ou mean there's something the Rangers don't know? His mother died shortly after hev
born. I'll get you the papersif you like."

"Degth seemsto have taken a specid interest in your kid."
"Served as Teddy's godfather. Big honor. Doesthat for only afew mortas per generation.”
"And from among them he chooses his surrogate. We both know who that turns out to be.”

Said Jack Daw, "I'd like the Rangersto let him figure that out for himself, let him get as much childhood as possible
rose from hisdesk. "Wewon't be around here for very long. | wanted Teddy to seethisworld. It'sanice place. Not a:
redigtic one. But I'm grateful to Lord Apollo for having theidea.”

He reached for the blazer on the coat rack beside him. "We've given Teddy afew minutes with your partner. He ar



will walk you back to the station. The kid admires the Rangers. Wantsto be one.”

Teddy told Nancy Kane, "I'm not supposed to talk about gods and Time stuff with regular people. But you're a Ral
Apollo'syour boss."

"That'sright," shesad. "How do you likeit in your new home?'

"It stinks. Thelast place we were, kids got to do alot of what pleased us. They had 100 channels twenty four hour
day. Here, TV'stwo stations, three hoursanight.”

He went out on the porch. Nancy leaned in the doorway. Teddy looked at her. "Y ou seen Apollo much?' he askec

"When we graduated from the Academy, at the end of the ceremony we heard a sound like abell. We all turned ar
gtood on ahill. Radiant. He struck hislyre. Then he was gone.”

Teddy said nothing. Nancy asked, "Y ou've seen Lord Pluto?

"Pluto's Mickey Mouse'sdog! Y ou mean Godfather Death?| don't remember the first time. | wastoo little. Later,
though, when | was around four, my dad came to see us. My grandmatook care of me. My mom died when | was bor
Dad was away dl the time then. Working.

"Thistime he took me on awalk. It waswinter. Down the street from uswas abig park with steep hills. | remembe
trees were bare and they had these little pondsthat had ice on them. There were other people walking, kids playing.

"Wewent along and he said, 'L ook at this." He showed me amarble. Blue and white and green and brown. 'We cdl
aWorld Turner." Herolled it in hishand.

"'Look up," he said and when | did, the hills and ponds were there and lots of trees. But no road or people. We we
aone. Nothing but crows caling.

"My dad said, 'There's someone | want you to meet.’ | grabbed hisfingers. He led me up a dope and through the v
| scuffed the leaves.

"All of asudden a man was standing right in front of us. He woretal black boots and abig black overcoat. Everyo
shows him asaskull in ahood with abig cutting blade. But that's not so. He's got skin and everything. And he talks sof

"Godfather Death smiled and said, 'Jack Daw. And Teddy.' He crouched down so he was near my height. ‘Last tin
met, | asked your father to bring you back when you could talk and understand.' He said other stuff. Then he gave met
neat present. Said he'd see me again.”

Teddy reached into a pocket and took out amagnifying glass. "It'scdled A Glass Darkly. If you looked throughit,
you'd seeis stuff being bigger. I look through it with my left eye and it shows me your past. Right eye, shows your futur

He closed hisleft eye and looked at her through the glass. ™Y ou're going to have ababy," he said, surprised. "A girl

Nancy's jaw tightened. She had only learned she was pregnant the day before. Upstairs, men's footsteps sounded. .
door opened.

"Isit that guy, you're with?' Teddy asked. Nancy shook her head. On her first independent assignment, in awar-bl
Beirut, she'dd spent anight with ahandsome stranger, aforeign correspondent. Teddy closed hisright eye and looked a

"You saw Apallo again," he said, sounding disappointed like she had lied. "That was him you were with."

Nancy was stunned. She hadn't known.



On the way back to thetrolley stop, ahuge blimp floated overhead bearing the sign, "Our thanksto Americansfror
Africa Who endured oppression and practiced generosity!”

They passed abaseball diamond and akid's pick-up game. A barefoot shortstop made adiving catch.
Teddy waked on the grass beside the pavement. "How come | don't get to wear shoesin summer?'
"Better for your feet, for your back” said hisfather. " ou'll gppreciate it when you get older."
"Everything'sfor your own good,” said Teddy. "I hateit here." Ed laughed.
"You tel Miss Kane about how you want to be a Time Ranger?' Jack Daw asked his son.
"I changed my mind," Teddy mumbled. "Lord Apollo's no kind of godfather at al.”

Death and the Maidens

It was winter break 1982 on a New England prep school campus with snow on the ground and not too many kids
Ranger Chief Nancy Kane and Ranger Jake Stockley stepped out of the Time Stream and strode toward the administr:
building. They had been together for fifteen years and handled loca customs smoothly. Jake stayed a discreet haf step
behind Nancy.

Y oung women, administrators jogging to a conference with lega padsin hand, gave the visitor and her servant the ¢
over. Boysin therma snowsuits carried quivers and bows, stood around the base of agold statue of Dianathe Archer
watched quietly.

Nancy saw the kid they wanted. She gave Jake apat on the arm. He dipped his head dightly and turned aside whils
continued on to her mesting with the Head Mistress. As Jake approached the statue, agood-looking dark kid in his
mid-teens stepped away from the others.

"Let'stakeawadk," thekid said

When the Ranger introduced himsdf, Teddy Daw said, "I'm TD around here." He made no effort to shake the Ran
hand. "I know by the way you looked at me, that we aready met sometime when I'm older.”

Jake gestured in the direction in which Nancy had gone. "My wife told me about the Glass Darkly.”
"I don't need it anymore. | got theidea. Left eye, you see people get born. Right eye you see them get dead.”
Jake smiled. "She dso said you were kind of ascary kid."

They reached aturn in the walk. On the other side of the quad, two young women carrying Kalashnikovs went pag
statue. One made a casual gesture and al the boys trotted obediently after them.

"Before | came here, my old man explained that in thisworld, raceisnt such athing,” said TD. "It'sdl whether or n
youreagirl. Not just agirl. A huntress. If you gotta be a boy, you need to be a stud muffin and keep your mouth shut.
don't, you work in afactory."

"Girl friend?' Jake indicated aring on achain around TD's neck.
"Cindy's captain of the archery team. She went home for the break. She callsthe shots. | learned to play the gamet
"But keegping your mouth shut ishard.”

"What | know isthat Lady Dianas going to gather al the huntresses and muffins, turn them to hamburger in some bi



gods versus machines war Upstream. But nobody's going to listen to some boy with idess.”
"Something here your old man must have wanted you to see.”
"Whatever it was, he didn't need to see it himself. He put me in school and disappeared.”
"Y ou see your godfather alot?"

TD looked at Jake. " Cops like asking questions. How about you answer some. That Ranger you were just with, Ni
The way you are together, | can tell you work for her dl thetime. That's not just acover.”

"Y ou're right about not needing the glass.”

"Y ou're happy the way you two are?'

"Mosly."

"A long time ago, when Nancy talked to me, she was pregnant. With Lord Apollo's baby. What happened to that k

"The gods took her away to raise. For their own reasons,” Jake said. But he sighed as he did. "Now, how about m
question. Seen Godfather Degath lately?

"Oh my, yes. | got to see beneath the skin.”

Jake waited. Finally the boy said, "I was thirteen. My old man took meto seethe onel till thought of as my godfat
Hewas till impressive. But benevolent. We stood on thisrocky hill, the three of us.

"All of asudden, | saw something behind my godfather's eyes. He said, 'Let me show you my kingdom," And the v«
was big, echoed in my head. The voice of the god insde him.

This hand took my shoulder. It was huge and we were done. His eyeswere above melike stars. Hisvoice chilled r
heart. No scythe or hood. Didn't need them. Took me down into the ground, dirt closing up on my eyes and mouth. Bu
could still see. And breathe.

"We cameto thisendless cave. | looked around and it wasfull of flickering candles. They were dl around usand tr
went on forever. He told me the candles were mortal lives. When one of us dies, the candle goes out.

"He told me how, s0 he could fed what we fedl, maybe show alittle mercy now and then, he took amorta, agodd
looked out at the world through that mortal's eyes. When that one died, he took another.

"He had three godchildren around my age, he said. One of uswould be THE godchild. Thiswaswhat my father ha
worked for my wholelife."

On that winter afternoon, Jake heard shots and cheers from adistant rifle range. ™Y ou could turn them down," he
"Go your own way!"

"But | don't,” TD sad. "Which iswhy theré's so much interest in me."

The Ranger looked at the kid. The eyesthat |ooked back were remote but not inhuman. Stockley felt like he was b
judged.

Death in the Afternoon

At the Fort Worth Livestock Auction al the attention was on the bidding. On that June day of avery troubled 196
was better to concentrate on that than on what was happening in the rest of that world.



S0 no one noticed the white man in hislate thirties. He walked out of nowhere in aseersucker suit, string tie and b
He sat way off at the edge of the crowd, diagonally behind a Negro man, the only one in the audience.

"Surprised to find you here," Ranger Centurion Ed Brown murmured.

"Never missone of thesethings," said Death's Godson without turning around. Daw was about the same age as Bre
In hisfaded shirt and jeans, helooked like a small-time rancher. "My Godfather thinksthey'reingructive.”

The place looked like asmall indoor rodeo arena. Ted Daw's eyes didn't leave the action. The auctioneer stood on
platform across the auction pit from the bidders. At either end of the sand floor was awooden gate.

The gate to theleft of Daw and Brown swung open and agreat dark cow emerged with acaf tagging right behind.
Stockmen with crops at the end of long staves urged them across the floor.

"Another pair, mother and daughter,” the auctioneer's chant was rhythmic. "From Korby Ranch. Bidding the mothe
hundred pounds. Threeyearsold. Do | hear thirty?' Someone said thirty. "L et me hear thirty-five?' A fat mantotherig
gestured with afolded bid sheet. Eyeswent in hisdirection. "I hear thirty five. For forty? For forty? For forty? Sold for
thirty-five. To Hormel," the auctioneer said. And the fat man made a check mark on a piece of paper.

"The agent from Hormed Meatsistheking here," said Daw. "Buys everything. Better at the death business than me.’
voice was|ow. No one who wasn't right on top of them could have known the two men were talking.

The gate at the right of the auction floor opened. The cow was driven through. The caf tried to follow and was stoj
The gate closed. The calf bellowed after its mother who could be heard answering from further and further away.

"Do | hear fifteen?' went the chant, "Heifer from the Korby Ranch. Fineto raise and fatten. Do | hear twenty? Do |
twenty-five?' The caf was sold to arancher. It bolted out still bawling for its mother.

"Off she goesthrough The Gate of Sighs" said Daw "Families broken up, living beings bought and sold. By profess
just doing their jobs."

"Y ou're aware of what's going to happen here," Ed Brown said.

"Yes|'m aware that the gods have decided to turn thisworld into akind of firebreak. Lord Dionysius and hisfavori
lady are about to make merry. The Time Rangers are here to direct traffic. Make sure not everybody diesin the proces

"Not an assgnment | chose," Brown replied.

"That world where you saw me when | was akid? Dumb but well meaning. That was Apollo trying to do everything
Somewhat different tacticshere."

"Red palitics. Tough choices. This placeisgoing to go very bad. In waysthat would makeit harder for humanity tc
survive. It needsto be dammed off from the Time Stream.”

"Y ou're under direct ordersfrom Lord Apollo?’
"From Headquarters. I've never seen Him."
"Not even at graduation?'

"Nope. | wastaken out of the Academy on specia assgnment when | was seventeen. Got commissioned when it w
over."

"And had an edge over your classmates.” Ted Daw glanced a Brown with curiogity. "Which iswhy yourein charg
operations here."



As Daw spoke, the auctioneer broke the rhythm of his chant and said, "These next |ots are the Commissioner's cait

Heindicated apoker faced man in awhite Stetson who stood at the back. The face, the eyes, were familiar to Ed ¢
the cattlemen present. But not to most peoplein this particular 1964.

"LBJsnot had so high areach here asin other places I've seen,” said Daw. "Lyndon Johnson, Texas Céttle
Commissioner. He'sthe one you're hereto see.” Daw had amarblein his hand. It was blue and white and brown and g
"Interesting seeing you, Centurion Brown," he said.

The gate on the left burst open. A cow and calf ranin, sared around at al the people. "Do | hear thirty? Do | hear
thirty-five? Do | hear forty?* went the cry.

"Sold, Hormel." The gate on the right opened. The stockmen drove the commissioner's cow through it and the gate
dammed shut.

But thisterrified calf, instead of trying to run after her mother, turned to where Daw rolled the marblein hisfingers.
bawled asif, by ingtinct, she recognized Death's Godson and was making an appesal. But as she did, he was gone.

"She sure likes you, son!" someone shouted. Everybody laughed. They werelooking at Ed. Even Johnson gave hirr
appraising glance. No one remembered the black man who had been there.

"Twenty-five," said the auctioneer. "Do | hear twenty-five?'

Then, as Ed Brown knew would happen, a buzz began at the back of the crowd. A man came in and whispered in
commissioner's ear. Johnson rose and headed for the exit. They paid no attention to Centurion Brown who walked twe
feet behind.

Accompanied by an aide, the Cattle Commissioner went down ahall. Passing an open office door, Ed Brown caug
televisonimages. The U.S. capital domewasin flames, Lady Wexford, blood stained, held aman's head by its hair.

Johnson's car was parked behind the auction shed in the welter of cattle pens and railroad sidings. The Commissior
thought he was going to get to Love Field and fly back to Austin. But as he reached the car, figures appeared.

Centurion Brown watched Nancy Kane with Jake Stockley and a squad of Time Rangers as they intercepted John
brief flurry, astifled exclamation, then spira rings were twisted. and the Cattle Commissioner was gone from that time e
place.

Brown nodded, satisfied. It was an intricate business making the future safe for humanity and the gods.
Death Shall Have No Dominion

Some years passed on that world before Ted Daw rolled out of Time and onto a Texas Hill Country road. He wor
pilgrim'skhaki hiking clothes and carried astout stick. A rabbit, startled, raced through tall grass. The animal looked no
enough.

Perhaps something had been wrong with thisworld. Nations had joined dmost enthusiagtically in the destruction the
Bacchae had begun. The destruction wasimmense, but not total. Humanity survived, Apollo made sure of that. The Tin
Stream flowed on and thisworld was asmall eddy.

Windmillsturned dowly above the town of Commissioner ashort distance away. Daw knew that if he went there h
find in every house apicture of Johnson, the man who had emerged from chaos to establish this peaceful stronghold.

But Death's Godson had aready spotted the grove of oak up ahead, the till pool, the priest's two-story shotgun-st
cottage with agenerator out back. As he headed up the road, he saw the old man sunning himsalf on abench and smile



The temple priest rose when he saw Ted, leaned on hiskneesto do it. "Mr. Daw," said Jake Stockley. "Thisisan |
Maybe one honor too many?*

"Relax," said Ted Daw shaking hands. "Theretall end of my Godfather's businesstakes care of itsdf. Promotions a
one-time-only-offers are my specidty. Interested?”

"What's|eft of my current lifewill be more than enough. Thanks. | assume you're heretalk to Nancy.”
"How did it happen?' Daw asked as Shockley lead him past the till pool and into the grove.

"Something went out of her when Lord Apollo took their kid away. Out of metoo, | guess, since I'd cometo think
as mine. Nancy went on after that. But with what she saw when this place got razed, she no longer wanted to. She cdll¢
to Apollo. Thisiswhat happened.”

Jake stood aside and Death's Godson stepped into the grove. In the center of the treeswas aflat, polished stone. C
was avideo screen.

Daw approached the altar of Apollo. Ashe did, ahologram image of ayoung man appeared against the trees. A te
wasin each eye. A lyre, held like aguitar, covered his nakedness. The crown he wore could have been laurdl or thorns

Before Daw could focus, Apollo was gone. On the video screen, awoman seemed to float in aclear liquid. She w
robe. Her eyeswere closed. Her voice, warm but remote as if she spoke in her deep, asked, "What question do you h
for theLord of Life?'

"Nancy Kane," hesaid. "It's Ted Daw. And | have aquestion for you.”
After adight pause, the voice said, "Tell me your question.”
"My Godfather asksif you are happy likethis. He asksif you wish to livefully again.”

When the voicereplied, it was dow, reflective. "They come here, pilgrims. Some think it'sto see Jesus. Or Elvis. Tt
ask, 'Will my lover befaithful? 'Will my children prosper?

"l answer aswdl as| can. Sometimes, one asks what brought me here. And | tell how Lord Apollo gave me achil
took the child. How | despaired of life and caled out to him to take away my pain. How he found away to do that and
alow meto serve the gods and humanity.

"Jakeis il here and that pleases me very much. Tell your Godfather that | am content with thisaslong asit lags a
wish for no more after that.”

Back at the shotgun cottage, Jake told Daw. "He turned her into an interactive video. For old times sake. Better th
ending up as abush, maybe."

Then helooked at Death's godson. "Tell me. Theway it got arranged that we al met you. Nancy and Ed and me. V
were on some kind of findistslist for anew life, weren't we?'

"Yes. That time you and Nancy visited me at school waswhen | redlized | was seeing the Rangersfor areason. An
being ableto figure out things like that is one reason | became Godson.

"Nancy was my Godfather's choice. He knew, of course, knew before the contest was even proposed, that she wo
accept. But the gods dl love her anyway.

"Y ou were my choice. And | guessed that honor and duty meant you wouldn't accept. But | extend the offer onela
time"



Jake shook his head. Daw shrugged and smiled. "It doesn't do to question the ways of mortals.”
Oh Death, WherelsThy Sting-A-Ling?

When the grest cities of that world burned in that terrible June of 1964, few died of the flames. Glass and metal frac
tore thelife out of them. People strangled on blasts of smoke. Lady Wexford choked to degth that way in the Parisfire
Bacchus, Lord Dionysiustore his hair and howled when he found out.

Ed Brown, supervising apartia evacuation of Chicago, was smashed into the pavement by ayoung woman hurtling
from fifty soriesabove. Hisfingerswere on hisspird ring.

The Ranger centurion had been in the midst of the stride that would have carried him into Time. Fire devoured hisc
and the young woman's and so many others.

Firs Brownwasin avas cavefull of pinpoints of light. They flickered like candles, vast fields of them, extending b
the horizon. Lights went out constantly and new lights replaced them.

Then hewasin aclosed space, aroom. A familiar voice said, "Hello Ed Brown." Ted Daw looked as he had when
Brown first saw him.

"Centurion Brown, at the request of Lord Apollo, my Godfather offersyou the gift of anew life. Do you accept?"
As Daw spoke Ed Brown was aware of Death's eyes staring out through his Godson's.
Brown worked histhroat, his mouth, for amoment before he could speak. "Lord Apollo asked for my life?!

"He asked for alifelike yours," Daw replied. Brown kept looking a him and Daw said, "Just after | became THE
Godson, | met him on a country road in Arcadia. Apollo, Lord of Reason, stood tal and light played behind him. It too
breath away. He didn't speak to me, but to my Godfather.

"Apollo chatted up his uncle about family for awhile. Made Death chuckle and then reminded him of acertain favo
had asked. The Lord of Life needed an agent who had tasted degth. It was necessary that this one be from acertaintin
place. He had suggested three candidates. He wondered if we had made adecision.

My Godfather knows that the possibility of areprieve, however dight, makes mortality alittle more bearablefor
everyone. Besides, he wanted to help his brother's boy. He said that | would ask you."

"Wedl knew we were being interviewed for something. Nancy and Jake were the first and second choices and the
turned you down."

"But you accept?'
"You bet."

Ted Daw stepped aside. The Time Ranger saw Pluto in his chariot, Persephone and her pomegranate and redlized
wasinsgdethe Gate of Sighs.

The hammer rang on the anvil.
Ed Brown was dressed in the uniform of a Centurion of Rangers. A spird ring was placed on hisfinger.
The hammer rang again.

A mirror was held in front of him briefly. Helooked as he had on the day he met Daw at the cattle auction. He took
deep breath.



The hammer rang athird time.

"Welcome once moreto life," said Death's godson. Pluto and Persephone parted as the Bronze Doors swung oper
Brown looked out on the light and the crowd staring up a him. He saw Sophia Cortubas standing on the stairs. She we
and wore the gold shoulder straps of atribune of Rangers.

Helet out along breath, dmost a sob. Then he walked towards the stairs with an even tread.
"The sarvants of Lifearebrave," he heard Ted Daw murmur behind him.

TheEnd



