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AMPHITRITE fluffed her digtinctly gorgeous hair with one dim jeweled hand, silhouetting the long
beautiful line of her arm, shoulder, breast and dim waist againgt the morning sky.

Pan lay down the syrinx and reached for her, but she swayed farther away.

“Pan, how came you to be accursed with those goatish legs? Nice, curly black hair on them—rather
charming novelty, once awoman gets used to them. But how did you get them?’

“Comeingdde, beautiful, and | will show you the records of our war with the giants. It was during that
shindig that these pins were wished on me.”

Insdethe vast and dready ancient warren of tremendous borings within the hollow Mount Olympus,
Pan turned the switch on the thought-record pro-jector and inserted a series of spoolsin the record dot.
He pulled down the projector lever, and with hisarm around Amphitrite’ s dim, satin-soft waist, sank
down on the V enus-lounge before the luminous sphere of projec-tion mist. Pictures formed within the
mist—pictures from the records of the past projected by the machine—and the story of the war with the

Gigantes began.

JUST outside the monstrous porta of the Olympian’s home, Jupiter lounged beside thedim and
youthful figure with quite norma and rather beautiful legsthat yet resembled Pan. It was Pan, some years
before, as the record-mech Ray Eye had seen him.

Thefar stegps shook their mist vellsfreein the morning breeze, and their green faces came clear inthe
mounting sun. Rivers sprawled their gleaming lazy lengths far below Olympus, and the land of ancient
Greece awoke.

On thefar horizon, Pan’'s sharp eyes noted an ominous movement, adow roll of dust clouds!

That rolling dust could mean but one thing—amighty host on the march. From the far heaving of
dust-laden air now shot the gleams of wegpons flash-ing bright danger in the sunlight. And through the
handsome limbs of the young godling Pan shot the terriblethrill that every fighting man knows—abattle
was brewing!

“Jupiter, the Gigantes come!” bawled young Pan, pointing to the ominous approaching dust cloud.

Jupiter’ sgrest, heavy-muscled limbs flung his old-young bulk within the Mount. Seizing the huge lever
of the lightning-thrower mechanism that he done dared handle, he threw an ex-perimenta bolt of flaming
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force at the frightening mass of theinvaders.

The black beam of blotting force-ray sprang expertly from the invaders to meet the flaming stresk of
lightning, and the mighty energy of the death-bolt was absorbed—disappeared harm-lesdy. A foretaste
of defeat rosein Jupiter Diespiter’ sgresat throat: he had played his ace, and it had been trumped. The
giants were whedling mightier equipment across the soft-sur-face plains than themselves, the
lesser-bodied Olympians, could have moved aong an underworld road of solid rock.

Why had they chosen the soft sur-face for the moving of such weights? Only to achieve the surprise
they had achieved, Jupiter redlized. The numer-ous watch-ray he had set dong al the underworld
highways had proven use-less againgt the wily leader of the giant horde.

Theterrible bolt he had flung at the approaching mass of great-limbed Gigantes served a purpose,
futile asthe gesture had proved. The army, that must have been steadily nearing dl night in the darkness,
now dowed and began to spread sdeways.

Out from the mighty array of gigan-tic men and vaster wegpons raced ablack stallion, tiny under the
huge bulk of theform it carried. Therider raced directly toward Olympus.

About Jupiter, the whole divine pantheon of gods were taking their stations at the antique ray-mech,
rubbing the deep out of their eyes, and curaing. Ther view-beams swept the far, menacing mass of
vast-bodied enemies with the magnifying magnetic lensed eyes of the antique telescopic vision
rays—counting, estimating and conjecturing. Could they defend Olympus againgt this sudden ondaught of
awful might? Or must they abandon their well-loved home, with its endless wedth of infinitely vauable
gear from the wise hands of the Elder race? Must they giveit dl up now, abandon this luxury? Better to
die a the hands of the terrible invaders. They had to choose quickly, before the penetrating rays of the
giant horderolled close enough to blast al the life from the elder god fortress!

In each heart they knew that the choice of defense meant sure death, for in al their experience they
had never seen such ray-mech on wheels before. Such amass of men and weapons on the move was
unbelievable. Whoever was leading the Gigantes was aman who knew what ray-fighting took to be
victorious.

BUT such speculation and fearful questioning did not keep them from taking their placesin the great
metd seets upon the ray-beam mechanisms, too big even for their latter god Size, and make ready to sdl
their lives as dearly as possible. They redlized that the giants must have had a py conversant with the
range of their ray, with the number and kind of wegpons within Olympus, to have known the need of
finding in somefar cavern wegpons much more powerful. That they had done so was plain before their
eyes. Marsgrowled in hisred beard, and Venus shot aquick soft glance a Vulcan, busily screwing a
heavier focusing coil upon the snout of aneedle-ray mech—adeadly rapier he was readying for hisown
use againgt the interlopers. Venus noted that the supposedly vaiant Mars was far more perturbed by his
gpproaching demise than was lame Vulcan. Even ahusband has his qudities, she mused.

Enceladus, the Gigante |leader, climbed the last dabbery dopes of the mount of the Gods on foot.
Some would have thought it afoolhardy risk so to place his person in the power of the Olympiansfor a
parley. But Enceladus knew very well what he was doing. Hisgreat stdlion’, of no use on these dopes,
stood lathered and drooping. It seemed but atiny pony beside the bulk of the mightiest of the giants.
Legping up thelast of the rocky steeps, histerrible limbs flashed sunlight from the polished metad surfaces
of the ray-proof armor of the Elder race. Hislong, black locks swung in braids hung with heavy gold
barbs. His great, swarthy face was grim as Enceladus stood at |ast before Jupiter. There was no
deferencein hisgreeting for the* All-father”.



* That these legendary giant races had and used horses may be untrue; but in the Norse legends the building of the
wall of Asgard by a duped giant was accomplished by the use of a gigantic horse. Smilarly the horses drawing the
chariot of the sun—etc., etc.

“Jupiter Diespiter—Zeus, Jove, Mechaneus, All-father—whatever fraudulent diasyou are
masquerading under, we have avast grievance to settle with you.”

Jupiter brought out the oil, and tried to spread it thickly.

“Noble Encdadus, what means this? Y our race has dways been of peaceful intent toward the
Olympian power. Why should our long and pleasant relations end thusin war? What isthis grievance? |
mean to give you every satisfaction.”

“Y ou bet you do!” Enceladus smiled fiercely, not taken in. “ Certain of our people have been missed
from timeto time. Knowing not what had become of them we bided our time. We did not think it wasthe
work of you Olympians. We thought that you had learned to fear our anger, and value our friendship. But
late amessenger came to me from Pluto’ s dark realm upon a matter of buying some daves of Pluto’s.”

A gresat light came to Jupiter and histremors found fresh cause, for he knew now what had brought
the giants out against him. He could not speak, but tried. Enceladus, enjoying the great Jupiter’ sinability
to conquer hisfear, continued:

“| asked mysdlf why Pluto—who uses and abuses so many davesthat there are never enough of them
to perform his work—should have an overabundance of daves? So we wined and dined the messenger.

“Therich and too plentiful wine made him drunk, and when he was talkative, we questioned him. He
blurted out the reason for Pluto’ s oversupply of dave labor. For Pluto had recently acquired some
twelve-score of our number. Y ou know that one Gigante isworth a hundred ordinary men. Wewere
swift to understand why Pluto had davesto sell. Further questioning the drunken messenger we learned
that Pluto had bought these sons of the race of Gigantes from a certain god, namely you—Jupiter
Mechaneus.”

Jupiter, the guilt reddening hisface and thickening his speech, tried to deny the accusation.

“Enceladus, it isnot true! The messenger lied!” Swesat stood out now on Jupiter’ s broad, almost
noble brow, and the hand that held the sceptre over much of the known earth shook asaleaf in abreeze.
What troubled Jupiter most were the looks from his own followers, the Olympian pantheon. For, if the
charge weretrue, it meant that Jupiter’ s greed for stimmech and daves and other valuables from the
deep, endless and rich caverns under Pluto’ s rule had betrayed them al. The coming encounter, if it took
place, could end only in degth. For Enceladus held the whip-hand by virtue of having brought his
powerful ray into rangein the night.

ENCELADUS, reading dl their faces as one reads achild' s primer, went on, hisgreat, angry giant's
voice ringing around the crestfalen Olympianslike ablast of death-laden fury from acrossthe Styx.

“I do not come to bargain, little men-who-would-be-Gods, play-acting with your elder race
image-mech for the poor deluded people under your rule. Luxuriating herein the home of the elder race
who wereredly gods, and not frauds, like you. Y ou, with al your foul desires gratified by virtue of the
mighty wizard work of the departed ancients—all that wonder work that you hold so secret from your
morta dupes. Y ou fear they might discover the frauds that you are. | did not come to bargain with you,
no! | remember a certain giant named Prometheus too well for that.

“Y ou dandered Prometheus, lied about him, and in the end killed him, Jupiter Mechaneus. Y ou were
caled Zeusthen, if | remember right. Y our reason is clear enough to me. For if Prometheus, with his soft



heart and wise head, had accomplished his purpose, if he had given the poor suffering mortals the secrets
of the ancient science; the medicines and methods we use to defeat age; the rays and machinery that we
have learned to use by studying the wisdom of the Elder race—then mortal s would have understood your
enmity for them and never again would have believed in your benevolent nature. That would have cost
you much, wouldn't it, you obolus-pinching, double-crossing furtive man of many faces. If the mortads
had grown wise and great under Prometheus, and learned how to build such things as we have found in
the cavernsfor themsdlves rather than use forever the leftovers of that ancient time, men would today be
greater by far than the fool’ s-gold * glory’ of the Olympiang!

“Y ou killed Prometheus, and many another man for no other reason than to keep mortalsignorant.
But your time has come, Jupiter Mechaneus, and dl the rest of you, puny pale-faced creatures of the
darknessthat you are. Had you had spent some of your timein study of the ancient writings, you would
not bein thisgrait.”

Jupiter made an effort to defend his character before his people, though his knees kept knocking
together like a horse on ahard road.

“Enceladus, you have been having dreams, and believed them. Y ou are bemused, worthy Enceladus.
Thiscannot be...”

“Nay, mighty dog-in-the-manger, we sent aspy to the city of Dis, whereit lies so near the center of
Mother Earth that none but agiant or one of Pluto’ s poor dupes cares for the exertion of going there.
Thetruth welearned in full upon hisreturn. Our missing relatives and friends are there. Laboring in
Tartarus, abuilding of avast harem for that other rasca, Pluto. After you, hewill fed our wrath. My
coming for this conferenceis but formdity. By it | hopeto save afew lives not Olympian. Not one of you
isworth thelittle finger of the least of my honest men. For you | have but one offer, one choice. Leave
thisland forever or die! Today!”

Jupiter looked at the pale faces of his partnersin the ever lasting conspiracy of “godding” it over the
poor mortals. A long minute passed as he took adow census with his eyes, and one by one they nodded
their headsin agesture that meant:

“Better to go peacefully than be killed likeratsin this fortress that has proved but atrap.”
“We accept your offer, Enceladus. We will go on one condition.”

“There are no conditions. It isyour choiceto go or die, for you cannot fight and live. But to save
some few desths among my own, | offer you the chance to go peacefully with your worthless lives.”

Therewasastrange light in Enceladus’ eyes asthese last words left hislips, but Jupiter, seeing it,
could not interpret it. Had he known the full extent of the giant’ sinformation asto himsdf and hisdoings,
and theintent of the Gigante leader, he might not have assented so readily. But it did not occur to him that
the famoudy honest Enceladus was not quite open in hiswords. Besides there was little ssomach in them
for such abattle as the giants had evidently prepared to wage.

“We assent.”

Jupiter’s head was bowed, it was al too plain there was no resistance to be made. When death
comesin ray fighting thereislittle indecison about it. One Sdeis outranged by the weapons of the other,
and dl die swiftly asachild might pick berriesfromavine.

The offer of lifewasin truth agenerous one, for even if the Olympians fought and by some good
fortune won through to avictory, they knew that most of them would die. And of those |&ft dive many
would beinsane from the effects of the terrible bolts of disintegrant energy that can never befully



countered by any beam of absorbent energy.

“Well enough. Try treachery upon me and you will dietoo swiftly to regret it. Now cdl dl your
people out herein plain sght of my host and we will invest the Mount.”

As Enceladus turned from the now white-faced Jupiter he murmured contemptuoudy under his
breath: “ And men cal these cravenstheir Godsl”

IT WAS some hours later that Enceladus played his joker upon the Olympians. They were
completing their preparations for departure while the Gigante leader disposed his men and wegpons so
that no thing could go amiss with his possession of Mount Olympus. The Gods had gathered their choice
bel ongings about them, and V ulcan and Mars were readying the motor vans—great antique auto-chariots
caled by the antique name rollats—to bear them away from Olympus forever.

Venus stood, weeping on the shoulder of thelittle nymph Echo, who looked up sorrowfully into the
eyes of the handsome young Pan. Echo wasadight, frail-built, but beautiful child who had been mentaly
mutilated by Jupiter in afit of anger. Her constant childish chatter having driven him to anger, he had cut
her mind with needle raysin such away that she could hear and think, but could not think and say her
own thoughts. Her mind made her repest the last syllables of everything she heard, and shewas
congtantly humiliated &t the involuntary acts of her mind. Pan blew softly into his syrinx asad song of
parting and regret. Tears were on many of their faces, and an anger at the cupidity of their leader that had
led them to this pass. Many were the scorifying remarks that found their way to hisear ashe bused
himsdlf loading the “ Chariot of the Sun” agrest motor van which was his personal possession.

Enceladus stalked forward from the greet god-seet of the All-father where he had flung himself
contemptuoudy to await their last preparation.

“Little men~who-would-be-gods, | have asurprise for you. Y ou will not need dl thisgear, nor any of
those luxurious goods—not by the means | have prepared for you to travel!”

“What mean you?’ Jupiter was gpprehensive, for astern and unforgiving glint in the eyes of Encdladus
again aroused those tremorsin his limbs which he done could suffer from so grestly.

In the great resounding voice of Enceladus anote of gigantic amusement showed itself openly now.

“Have you ever heard of the ancient magical mechanism cdled by somethe ‘ converter’ ?” Thedight
sneer and the grim triumph in the rolling voice that they could not help but hear, struck them with swift
comprehension, with deadly fear.

“Y ou gave your word, Enceladus! Had we not known you were aman of your word we would not
have passed up the battlel” Venus, into whom Enceladus ominous words had struck the greatest
fear—for of them al she vaued her human form the most—fairly screamed at the Gigante leader. “ Y ou
promised!”

“| promised life and freedom to depart, as you remember. Naught else! So line up, and | will
demongtrate the efficacy of the elder gods' science upon all of you, one a atime. Y ou may enjoy it more
if you watch the fate of your fellows closdy!”

The*diving’ Olympians were suddenly reduced from their last shreds of pride and dignity and began
to run shrieking in al directions pursued by the laughing giants. At long last they were dl in line beforethe
cabinet of the converter (avery potent and useful unit of ancient masterwork in machinery to do the
impossible) held each by agiant as children by men. Enceladus, asthey stood before him, held each
immovable, entertained them with a discourse on the nature of the fate that awaited them. And the honest



and vaiant Enceladus, his grim implacable face dlight with the justice of what he was doing, looked more
agod than thewholelot of them.

“Asyou know, gentle people, my ‘friends and betrayers, the converter isamechanism that can
cause matter to take any form desired. The very atoms of a substance are surrounded by a penetrative
fluidic force-field, when placed within the cabinet of this remarkable machine. Too, uponthedid of this
little gadget—" Encdladus was toying with the dids of the vast enigma of shining complexity which was
the great “ converter” by which the many transformations of the“god” hoax were accomplished “—are
many little pictures representing animals and men; many many little pictures of complex life-formsare here
represented upon the diads of this much-used instrument. A very useful instrument it has proved, too.
Has'tit, Jupiter?’

Jupiter’ sknees again took up their involuntary knocking together. For in Jupiter’ s mind the memory of
the many women he had transformed into various creaturesto hide his guilt from Juno’ srelentless
ing stence upon continence except where she was concerned had suddenly arisen—and the full realization
that dl his perfidy was well-known to Encel adus and would be visited upon him confounded him.

“Will you have the honor of being the first to enter, my good friend, Jupiter Diespiter the dl-wise, the
al-father who could not let one little man learn the source of hislong life and power? Enter, friend...”

THE giant holding Jupiter, one Gyges by name, whose wife had disappeared some time before, thrust
Jupiter roughly within the cabinet of the great mechanism. He turned to Enceladus, his broad, honest face
one beam of delight. At last the Olympians were going to get their dues.

Enceladus beckoned with afinger to Gyges. The giant stepped to the machine' s control pandl, and
after agsmiling conference with Enceladus, turned the main dia to a certain ungainly form upon the
pictured did markings. With avast grin he pulled down the greet lever of the power-switch. The
breakersin the distance made a sound like thunder as the power surged through the cables, the cabinet
doors popped open, and the product of the vast forces unleashed within the cabinet stepped out. The
product whose very inner atoms of the life cells had al shifted and taken on anew form in answer to the
controlled distortion of the mighty force fields that had surrounded the cells, the atoms, the molecules of
his body with adippery repdlance that had stripped the whole mass of hisbody of its naturd rigidity and
left astuff as pliable to the controlling flows of force as water to awind. Out stepped—not the pompous
perfidy of Jupiter’s synthetic youth and strength, but a skinny, bandy-legged, knob-hipped goat. Jupiter
Goat-form looked with doleful eyes upon them all. The giants roared with gargantuan laughter, for not
only was Jupiter now agoat, he was aso a naked goat!

“The hide thisthing has given you will in time produce hair to hide your ignominy, | hope, Jupiter!”
Enceladus boomed, laughing grestly.

And Jupiter answered: “Baaasa .”

The pitiful object shambled off into the noonday sun outside the cavern, while arock shied after him
by ayoung giant accelerated his departure.

One by one the Gods entered the cabinet of the “ converter”, and one by one they fled baaing or
bleating into the noon-light that shamed them.

For the boyish Diana, the giant Enceladus shifted the did to a place marked by theform of a
cat—and her graceful form, now agreat lynx, was till beautiful as she stalked out to join theignominy of
the Olympians.

Venus, theterrible dread of losing forever her wonderful form, her greatest treasure, turned her charm



upon the giant leader in full strength. Softly swaying her hips, she waked toward him dowly, the sorcery
of her famous girdle coupled with the more natural magic of her beauty making her for that moment seem
truly divine. Her smile, that isto this day celebrated, wrought its enchantment upon the great kindly heart
of the chief. She stretched out her hand and touched him lightly upon the dark snewy muscles of hishairy
and terrible arm. Therosy skin of her glowed softly in the magic light of the ancients' work that bathed
everything with aradiance kindlier by far than daylight.

Sheturned her body dowly before him to display her high breasted form to the best advantage and all
the soft woman-being of her pleaded with the anger that burned in Enceladus’ breast to have mercy upon
her who was in truth quite innocent of complicity in the crime for which the Gigantes were punishing the
Olympians. Encdladus was bemused for long moments as his eyes drank in the world-famous alure of
thetruly Elder grace of her woman’sform. The chiseled, rosy, polished flesh, the soft, Venus-ringed neck
of her, riang like atapering pillar strong from her womanly shouldersto a narrowing, balanced support of
the wedlth of her curled golden hair; the drooping, ripened lips that curled blood-red enticement about
the flashing ivory teeth—she was too much for even Enceladus’ grim spirit. Such awedth of warm,
bewitching beauty just could not be turned into the hideous goat-forms that had been given the rest of the
Olympian crew.

“Asothers may one day tell you, Venus' Mechanitis Anadyomene, leave war and battles to these
dishonest Olympians. Isit not enough that you del ude weak womankind? | will have mercy on you
against my better judgment, for | cannot bring mysdlf to destroy the wonder-art of Mother Earth’ sown
magic that you are.”

* Venus. Homer’ s opinion of the Gods and of Venusin particular, quoted verbatim from Bryant’s Homer:
“ Tydides with cruel steel—Sought Venus, knowing her unapt for war—
(wounds her in hand and says :)

“Leave war and battle, Goddess—'s it not enough that thou delude weak womankind?”
Venus did eventually leave Olympus, and lived a one upon the island of Cypria or upon Mt. Ida.

Enceladus seated her gently upon the broad back of the goat that had been Mars, and chained there
her feet under the goat’ sbdly. Kissang her, he sad:

“Choose better company, and we would have no quarrd with you. But we cannot be too lenient with
any Olympian after theillswe have suffered from you. Remember Prometheus!”

JUNO he changed into agreat, white cow, somewhat reluctantly, but he could not think that she was
not privy to her mate’ s doings, and he could do no better for her.

Pan, the last of the Olympiansin theline, he winked &, for Pan was a hard fellow to be angry with.
As Pan was thrust into the converter, Encel adus stopped for amoment and conferred with a bearded
oldster standing behind him. The old man shook his head, but as Enceladus turned back to the mighty
switch to throw the power into the vast complexity of the field coils within the mech, Pan found the inner
catch of the cabinet doors, pressed it and was haf out of the thing as the mighty forces caught him,
crushing the breath and nigh the life out of him. He awoke with hishead on the knee of the pretty Pythis,
who being aNymph, and only aguest of the Olympians, had been let go free by the Giants.

Pythis was weeping as Pan |ooked up questioningly into her eyes. Pan soon learned why she wept,
for thefiery painsin hislower limbs brought his glance down upon them, and he shrank fearfully from the
redlization that he was forever after to be haf-man, half-beast. Hislower limbs were the limbs of a goat,
naked, hooved and crook-shanked.

“Thereisno hope for you even if we earned the giant’ s mercy and were brought to the converter
again,” moaned Pythis. “If the converter were set to change goat into man, your man parts would be



monstroudly changed by the field’ stearing forces. It would kill you or make you into a mass of shapeless
flesh. And if it was set to turn man into goat, your upper parts would become a goat, but your lower
parts would become unrecognizable as limbs. There is no hope for you ever, my dear!”

Pan’ s heart was touched, for he redlized that Pythis cared for him.

“Thereisthisabout it, my loved Pythis. Echo will forever hate the sight of me now, and if you do not
object to my legs overmuch, why then Pan will beyours.” Pythis kissed him, but the tears till ran. For
Pan had had such beautiful legs, such lithe young nimble legs. And now forever he must hop clumsly
about as a goat-legged man.

IT WASadtrange, apitiful procession that wound across the valley that was the Medditerranean,
and across the plains that were then the Sahara, and on inward to the lands that surrounded Memphis,
their god. For there ardative, abrother of Jupiter named Osiris, was the mighty ray-ruler of the caverns
underlying al Egypt, and the custom of playing god was one he subscribed to asfully asthe Olympians.

In the lead went Pan, limping on his soft hooves and leaning upon the arm of the faithful Pythis, for he
wasthe only one of them that had even a haf-human form, except Venus, and the gifted tongue to
explain ther divine naturein such away asto avoid for them injury by hunters or by those who would be
pleased to catch the often-hated and despised gods of Olympusin such a predicament. Pythiswas much
too timid and unlearned a creature to do such explaining astheir peculiar form called for. And even Pan's
nimble tongue was somewhat sprained with making plausible the story that they had escaped the anger of
the giants when caught off guard by assuming the form of goats. For the truth was amuch too
ignominious story ever to get to amorta’ s ears concerning the divine Godhead and his Pantheon.

Their conversation as they wound wesarily across the endless plains was confined to a series of sorry
baaaad s and a did ogue between Pan and Pythis. Echo, who had hidden from the giants, now
accompanied them at adistance, and her plaintive voice often involuntarily mimicked their conversation,
but she would not approach.

Astheweeks of their pilgrimage into exile wore on, a shaggy fur covered the naked, sunburned backs
of the goat-gods, and their soft hooves hardened to the stony trail.

The hills above Memphis were green then, and not eroded desert. The goats that were not goats
paused to crop the fresh grass, but Pan urged them on toward the great sculptured figures of Osiris and
Issthat flanked the rock-hewn entrance to Egypt’ s vast underworld.

They wereasorry lot of travel-worn billys and nannys. Nearly ayear of toil, danger and hiding from
the arrows of the hunterslay behind them. Venus' lovely body was burned a deep bronze. Her once
deek softnesswas now alean and weary lankness. Her mystic girdle, which till cast its magic spell over
the eyes of al humankind so well that it had nigh been the death of them al more than once from pursuing
amorous males eager to acquire her charms, fitted now loosaly upon her shrunken hips. Pan, soothing her
harassed spirits, said:

“Venus, your looks have improved with the loss of alittle unneeded flesh. A few days of rest and
food and transfusions of preciousichor in those thirsty veins, and that immorta beauty of yourswill be
greater than ever.”

EVEN asthey descended into the Egyptian underworld, Enceladus, the conqueror, was descending
into Pluto’ s cavernsin the north of Greece. His intent—to burn a swathe of death and destruction through
the whole of that dread relm. The ways|eading north from Olympusin the under-rock were choked
with the giants and their now augmented array of fear. Choking, too, weretheir great heartswith anger



and battle ardor, for they meant to leave no man of al Pluto’s hordes unaware of the dangers of endaving
giants.

MIGHTY OSIRIS sat upon the Sun-throne, leaning to talk to his gigantic haf-brother, Typhon.
About the two throbbed sensuous, Dionysian music. The soft feet of hovering dancing girlslifted and did
whispering on the stone, their gauze-shadowed figures twining in the shameless dances of old Egypt.
Upon Odiris head rested the mystic mitred cap, symbol of hisawful power over the lives and the
after-lives of the souls of dl Egypt. In hishand he held the whip with the three evilly barbed thongs. And
at his side stood the dark, towering strength of Typhon, haf-giant, haf-brother to Osiris. Osiriswasafull
brother to Jupiter. There was scant love between Typhon and Osiris, but so far their relations had not
lacked courtesy.

ISs, her lovely velled form beside her husband and L ord, watched the dark, moody face of her
relative, Typhon, her face unreadable. She distrusted him, yet had been unable to find reason for her
distrust. Typhon was wise enough to bide histime, and enmity to Osrisor ISswasthelast thought he
admitted to hismind in their presence.

Osriswas clad in the white, soft, concedling robes of the Egyptian priesthood. Typhon worethe
greaves, breast-plate and sword of the Egyptian warrior. His dark-skinned face set in acynical mold,
relieved by ahumoroustwist of thelips, Typhon carried on alight entertaining banter with the two who
held hisfortunesin their hands. Typhon was an opportunist. Osiris face was rather mild. He was much
dighter than hisbrother, Jupiter, and agreat ded smdler than the half-giant, Typhon. But the limitless
power which he had grown accustomed to wielding over life and desth had given Osrisalook of
strength from consciousness of superiority.

Like Jupiter in the North, Osirisheld in astupefied thral al the peoples of Upper and Lower Egypt
and the surrounding territories. He was the God of Gods, the omnipotent and omniscient ruler of al. Of
course, like Jupiter, he was so only because he had been raised since a child in the Elder-world of
caverns of the great race who preceded men upon Earth. Osirisin his heart believed with theignorant
people under him the ancient race had created men from mere mud with their magic. But then Odiris had
reason for believing in their magica power. Had he not seen the machines they |eft perform ever more
gartling miracles—and caused such machinesto obey his own hands.

With such machines defying time and the dements, Sitting in everlasting magnificence about the
endlesstiers and labyrinthine windings of his underworld rellm, miracles could be accomplished which
made the ignorant men of the surface worship OsirisasaGod. Why should he quarrel with fate? Osiris
accepted his good fortune and sat with his Queen, ISs, in state.

Like Jupiter, Osiris and hisfollowers were the products of away of life that had produced a
paradticd, profligate and often demoniacd rulein the caverns. That this was not true under hisguiding
hand was to his credit. But there was no need for thought or true effort. All the means of life were
provided by the wonder work of the ancient peoples who had gone before—and by the davish and
adoring labors of the peoples who worshipped Osiris and hisfollowers as divineimmortas.

Odriswas not abad felow, in hisway. A huge man like Jupiter, but of a softer, kinder way. He was
also wiser and possessed of amuch grester cunning. Asthe sorry Olympian goat herd filled into his
throne room, led by the travel-worn Pan, hislaughter began. As his eyes picked out and recognized the
well-known, but now distorted faces of the men and women he had known for centuries of wild
licentious living, friends recognizable with difficulty even through the work of the converter, he called out
the name of the victim, and burst into afresh roar of mirth. Coming down from histhrone, he bent over
each goateed face and pulled thelittle beard, saying:



“Mars, | would never have known you! Haha haho ho ho HO! Jupe, you old two-timing fraud, |
wouldn't have recognized you except for that guilty ook in your eye. Ha ah—mighty Jupiter Mechaneus,
to cometo this! | weep for you, | do indeed! HO HO HO. Here' sasight the sons of men would give
their much valued * souls' to see! The All-father wagging his beard like any poor muddie-witted goat, and
bleating for help from his brother Osiris. And Juno, chewing her cud! My dear Juno, don't you think it's
abit vulgar to show yourself in this condition. And my irresistible Venus, done up in chains upon the back
of amangy goat; and the goat her much-admired champion, the mighty Mars. It'sall just too, too much!”
Odirissank upon histal throne again, too weak with laughter to stand.

PAN, the only one of them with the oral apparatus left intact to plead their case, spoke carefully and
a length.

“Mighty Osiris, the fate that has befalen us may well reach out from Greece, do these Gigantes go
unchecked. Even now they may be rumbling across the plains or through the great underworld tubesto
dedl you the samefate. It might be wisdom aswell as mercy to give us back our rightful formswith your
own antique mechanisms, and get al our forces and dliestogether and ready ourselvesfor along war.
Thismay look like ajoke, but it has amost serious Sde, | assure you. The more the Gigante race
consdersits success over the Olympian power, the more apt they are to decide it necessary to treat dl
who ape the Elder Gods and oppress the men of the surface world by their rule in the same way. This
Encdadus would let the men of morta kind into the caverns, give them the formulae for ichor, teach them
to pump the age out of their bodies with the transfusion apparatus. He would show them the * Meccano’
of the Elder race with which we work our ‘ divine’ miracles. He would give away the whole game of
god-ruleto dl mortal men.”

Osdiris bent toward Pan and rested his square Egyptian beard in his hand, looking long and
thoughtfully into Pan’s sun-scorched face. Pan's sharp eyes stared back into his own full of imperative
warning. Truly, the Godswerein peril of loss of their dominion over man!

Mighty Osiris came swiftly to adecision, and with decison came action. Soon the great generators of
the intricate mechanism of the converter were roaring a song of power. Energy surged into the cablesto a
cabinet of smilar appearance to that the giants had used in the Olympian mount.

WHILE Osriswasreturning the Olympiansto their origina forms, astrange and beautiful meeting
took place between two of the greatest women on Earth at thetime.

ISs, thelong transparent vells of her Egyptian dress clinging to and trailing over aform quite asdivine
asVenusat her best, rose from her throne beside her Magter, and with cat-like grace till renowned
today stepped down toward Venus where she sat disconsolate on the back of the red goat, Mars.

Signing to adave, she had the chains struck from her legs, and asthe lovey stiffened body of Venus
nearly toppled from her perch with relief and the agony of motion in her limbs, she supported her with
one dender, rosy arm. Y ou can talk of antique grace, of antique scul pture—the real-life forms of those
two who ingpired more worship in men than any other two women in man’s memory outstripped al the
imaginative |abor that has goneinto their veneration since their passing. I1ss, dightly taler than Venus, her
arm around the haggard beauty, kissed her gravely on the forehead, and Venus, in sheer gratitude raised
the lovely jeweled hand to her lips. The two women went softly from the throneroomto 1SS’ quarters,
and thetoilet of Venus assisted by Isiswas one that even Reubens would have hesitated to raise a brush
to conquer. Asthey left, Diana, ftill in her cat form, stalked mgjestically after.

AsVenusreclined on agreat couch, Isisrubbed her nude form with soothing oils after washing off the



dust and grime of nearly ayear-long ride on the back of agoat. Over the two figures Streamed the
beneficia raysfrom adozen great Elder-made ray-lamps, and anyone who knows ray of the antique
make, knows what those rays do for beauty. Their naturally intense beauty thus enhanced by those rays
that are themsdvesthe distilled essence of the vibrations given off by hedlthy animal-cell activity, that are
themselves the essence of beauty made into aray, made the scene one to daunt the pen of the most
confident and ambitious scribe.

ISs chamberswere those which had once been the home of agreat queen of the time of the Elder
race, and all about the walls the abstract images of basic erotic forms, the pidtil of the flower, the corolla
of growth, the combined forms of dl complementary generative life organs were heterogeneoudy
depicted in colored rock sculptures of bas-relief. Through this mirror-reflected phantasmagoria of the
menta images of the source of dl lovein dl life moved the two graceful women, one minigtering to the
needs of the other, and beside them crouched the great gracful body of Dianain the form of alynx.
Before her ova mirror of amagica, mystic depth—amirror that magnified al that it reflected without
ever losing oneiotaof the charm of theimage—Is's combed tirdlesdy at the long, tangled, gold hair of
Venus, who leaned back in thetal chair wrought of dender entwined golden rods, her throat thrown
back and al her graceful tapering form relaxed in weariness. Thelong hair, tangled, hung to the floor, her
dark shadowed eyes closed in deadly weariness. Diana, watching, closed her long danting lynx eyesin

deep.

Besde the three immorta women stood thetal, dim-legged Nubian dave girl, holding atray of
unguents and pinsfor 1S weaving hands at work on the hair of Venus.

THE Olympians gratefully resumed their natural forms. They were not the same formsthey had had
from the natural growth of centuries of culture with theichor of the Elder Races medical storehouses, not
the formsthat time and the Elder wisdom had combined to give them, but they approximated human form
again and they were grateful.

Long into the night their council of war sat, and many were the plansthey considered for the
overthrow of the horde of Giganteswho had kicked the Olympians from the sacred Mount. The
ignominy of the transformation into goats must be paid for. The debt of blood to Enceladus and al the
mighty race of Prometheus must be wiped out. Their plans began to take shape before them upon the
great thought projection screens that made such thinking easy for them. The whole future of the business
of godding it over the human race from the safety of the Elder world caverns, powerfully equipped
subterranean fortresses where the wrath of their dupes could never reach them, was a stake. If
Enceladus had hisway, the pursuit of divine fraud might no longer be practical.

That night, the whole future of man on earth was undermined, and from that conference’s
results the race of man has not yet recovered. Not yet has man won the ancient gifts left him by
his creators. For the fraudulent Latter Gods prepared there a trap to engulf forever the
Promethean efforts of the race of giants to bring the light of the ancient wisdom from the Elder
records into men’s hands. All the accounts of their humiliation and exposure to the eyes of men as
mere puny tricksters and not divine ethereal immortals at all must be wiped out. That night was
guite some thousands of years ago, and still man has not recovered from the results of that
discussion.

SLEEP, in the soft, black, beneficia rays of the Elder Gods abandoned deep chambers, with al their
nigh magical aidsto the recuperative activity of the human flesh. Soft, blanking raysto wipe theworry
from awoman’ s mind, to wipe the fatigue poisons from the fabric of her body. Strong, simulative raysto
bring on an ecdtatic haf-conscious drowse during which the records of wisdom and divine living of the



ancient past when the world was atrue paradise passed through the mind.

Venus siffened body sank wearily into this enchanting voluptuous rest that the Elder Gods elone
knew how to produce.

And as she dept, the ancient magic of the girdling zone about her waist recharged its potent
microcosmic reservoirs with the essence of female fascination that had made V enus the power among the
Gods that shewas. Her body that was desired so by all mankind' s dreams aswell as by the dissolute
Godsthemsalves, recharged itsliving cell batteriesto adight imitation of the ancient Elder appearance of
beauty and power. For the machines of these Elder God caverns could make even these Latter Gods
appear as gods, though their lesser and often evil natures made their attempts at god stature the fraud it
was.

AsMars, too, sank into the ecstatic dreamland that the deeping chambers provided, asMars
accepted the soothing rays upon his coarse, brawny body, he champed his great teeth and clenched his
broad handsin fierce inner resolves of dire vengeance upon the warriors who had made of the god of
war ableating billy-goat.

And as Jupiter Mechaneus sank into a sweet dumber of oblivion upon a couch as soft as asummer
cloud, the bloody visionsin his mind would have made even Enceladus shudder with a chill to the bone.
For Jupiter meant to leave no giant dive on dl the earth. And that vindictive |atter god meant just thet evil
with hiswhole being. Just as he had dain Prometheusfor giving the light of the ancient wisdom to the
people above, so would he day every last Gigante on all the earth if he could—but could he? His dreams
were troubled by dternatefits of shivering, fearful visudizations of hisfate did Enceladus get hold of him a
second time with guilty hands. These fear fits were followed by hoped-for bloody scenes of carnage
upon the bodies of the giants.

Jupiter Mechaneus was somewhat of amadman, were the truth known.

And as Pan’ sweary body settled at last to rest, hismind shook itself free of its sensing of future vast
impending doom for dl the bright, lazy future of the god race—and thought of Echo’s sweet face, of
Amphitryon, the sea nymph, who might someday be his. And as he mentally cursed young Cupid for
shooting him with the hypno-stim fixation for Echo—whom no man could love satifyingly—a soft vison
of some unknown but terrifically beautiful female rosein hismind and spoke to him. 1t was but arecord
from the antique schooling, had Pan but known it—but Pan was adegp. And the vision said:

“Dear man, these things you think are not correct, but logic has another thing to say. Y ou must strive
for aplaceinlifefor each life-unit or you will help to set up agtate of action in which your own placein
lifeisinsecure. To love me, you must love al men; to do yoursdlf justice, you must make justice aright
obtained by each life-unit.”

And Pan dept pondering these peculiar words and visons and graduadly in hisdeeping mind arose a
great revulsion for the role he was playing as aid and abettor to the fraudulent depriving of al men of the
value of the wisdom and machinery left by the Elder race. And in Pan arose a strange resolve to
accomplish some other end in life than Jupiter’ s selfish will, which became aliving part of him. And asthe
vigon of the Elder-wise woman vanished from hismind, Pan dreamed of setting the hypno-stim himself
and freeing himself from synthetic love impulses and learning to love and think anew for himsdf. Pan
wondered if hedid so if loya Pythiswould not be the gainer.

But then one could aways secure the upperworld females for the price of afew minutes at the
hypno-stim beams. One could have as many willing daves as one wanted. But they were so gpt to turn
againgt one when the full understanding of the fal se nature of the gods came to upset their idedization of
the god-life. Then, if they had learned overmuch of the workings of the Elder machine they were gpt to



try to kill every one of the gods they could reach with adis-beam. Consequently Jupiter had forbade the
importation of such dangerous peopleinto his caverns. But he did it himsdlf, changing them into some
anima when he was through with them. It wasn't safe to disgpprove of Jupiter, but Pan did, anyway ...
and Pan snored.

MORNING again, weeks after the Olympians had resumed their human shape and their usua
oppaodgition to dl human ams. Restored by the transfusions of ichor, the antique formulafor asynthetic
blood which neutrdized the age poisons, ablood that could be charged over along period with dl the
vital dectric essences of life-nutrients and then pumped into the veins to replace the blood, they planned
busly the coming invasion of the lands and the caverns under the lands now held by the Gigantes.

It was aterrific project to contemplate for several reasons. The chief reason was weight and the
second was distance. They had wegpons vast enough and powerful enough to defeat anything they had
seen in possession of Enceladus’ horde, but they had neither the giants musclesfor moving such weights,
nor had they the meansto replace the giants strength. The distance over which they must transport such
Sege apparatus was much greater than had been Enceladus . Most of their power equipment, built by the
huge Elder race, was of such anature they couldn’t useit for pulling weights over long distances—just as
achild can’'t drive atruck and trailer. The giants could handle such huge, whedled vehicles by reason of
their superior strength.

Pan’ s cunning, curly, now goat-horned head was busy. The process of conversion which haf his
body had missed seemed to have done him good, and his head seemed to bein better thinking order than
ever—though the essence of goat growth that pulsed now through his half-human form seemed to be
determined on growing horns on his head. Venus had noticed that he got alittle more goatish every day,
but she held her tongue. Of them dl, she had the greatest liking and respect for Pan.

Pan took histroublesto Osiris.
“It ssemsto mewe aren't going at thisthing the right way.”
Odrislistened with care, for the coming and unavoidable war was on his mind too.

“Instead of making al these efforts oursel ves, the correct method of ridding ourselves of thisthreet is
the smple and obvious trap. Enceladus isimpulsive, he thinks he has the whole god race where he wants
them, and his overconfidence should be usableto lead him into amorass.”

AsPan taked, hismemory conjured up avision of astrangdy beautiful woman, who tried to stop his
effortsto figure out atrap for the giants. Pan did not realize he had developed a conscience.

Osiristook up the theme Pan had begun.

“Suppose | send an ambassador to Enceladus with insulting terms for a peace treaty, such termsin it
that the only aternative will be war. Then he will attack. The distance he will haveto travel to get a us
herewill necessarily limit his equipment, aswell asto some extent hisresources. Thelonger anarmy’s
supply lines, the less apt isthe army to be well supplied. Our game must be to get Enceladusto attack
and to get him to attack we mugt infuriate him. We must offer an opening, make believewewill beina
gpot if he attacks. Do you agree?’

“Yes, | agree, my Lord Odiris, but that fat-head, your brother, Jupe, what will he say?’

“Leave himto me; he'll agree. Meanwhile set about recruiting and buying of wegpon mech from
wherever it may be obtained. Send a dozen buyersto the farthest cavernsfor the finding of rare and
powerful wegpons. | should have such men out dl the time anyway.”



“There are many places one can turn to get war gear, and they will fear not to giveittous. That is,
not knowing what has happened to usrecently.” Pan grinned at Osiris, for keeping the secret of the
debacle of the Olympians had kept scores of ray agents, wide-thrown across Africaand AsaMinor,
busy with lies and counter-explanations for the flight of the Olympiansto Egypt. It waswell for them that
Odris saw that the whole future of godding it over mankind was a stake, e seignominy would have been
their daily fare, and power athing of the past.

BUT their concern over the means of getting Enceladusto attack them in Egypt might have been
avoided. For even asthey talked, Enceladus turned from his war with Pluto as hislosses mounted and
the desperate resistance of Pluto made the thing more costly than it was worth. Enceladus had alove for
his men, and preferred to gamble their lives where the |oss was compensated for by again for al
mankind. Now, through the great ways that led underground across the M editerranean valey, and under
the mountains of the coastal region of Africa, moved the awful might of the whole assembly of Gigantes.
A way shorter by far than the overland journey the Olympians had been forced to make in their goat
shapes. For the entrances to the underworld are few and no goat could have forced an entrance. The
Elder caverns are guarded by great magica doors which opened only to certain sounds made on pitch
pipes—as well as by those groups of ray warriors who make their homes about the entrances and prey
upon al men with impunity, having a safe place where no man can find them. The whedls of the mighty
ancient vehicles, powered by the mysterious motors whose fuel never gave out, did not sink in these hard
underworld roads hewn out from the basdlt firmon of the world' s birth.

Enceladus had chosen the upper-world for his attack upon the Olympian mount for the sake of
surprise to be achieved in no other way, for the underworld ways were guarded—and his surprise attack
had been successtul.

But for thelong road to Odiris Egyptian empire, he chose the underworld ways, straight asa string
and wide as ariver, for thewheds of hiswar-ray.

So it was that even as Osiris and wily young Pan discussed how to entrap Enceladus, the Gigante
leader was laying the groundwork for acampaign to round up al the god-frauds that infested the world
of man.

Colorful, these giants, broad of beam, vast of frame, their good-natured faces aways plit in awide,
big-toothed grin, their long yellow hair braided and hung with bits of ribbon or glittering gew-gaws
inserted by the hands of their women, their arms away's ready to give each the other ahelp with the
work. No sneering superiority to thelittle mortal men of the surface upon their faces ever; and in fact
among them moved often the dight frames and quick, small feet of some surface men, invited to
accompany them for the sake of learning the ways of the antique world.

Enceladus had ideas about the future that included the training and use of these swarming bright-faced
children of the sun-burnt upper world.

A river of living force flowing through the vast tubestoward Africa, ariver of gigantic laughter and
terrific effort, of vast, wheeled mechanismsthat even the wisest of them could never have repaired had
they broken. But the work of the Elder race seldom was known to need repair. Machines of great
complexity were known to have been in constant use for centuries and their confidence in the leftover
gear of the Elder people was not misplaced.

Truth was, the Elder Ones had been of gigantic stature, and the Olympians claim to godhood was
not nearly so valid asthat of the giant race, who were truer sons of the ancients by the evidence of their
Sze, obvioudy of more direct descent from the origina Elder gods of earth.



The rumble of the vast whedls within the echoing rock tubes, the giants' voices asoft thunder of
purpose, the chatter of the accompanying small wights from the surface, al eyes and observation for the
chance to seethe gods or the giants at their mysterious warrings and doings under the rocky shell of
Mother Earth, was one whose excitement and mystery kept their blood at fever heat. The soft, tinkling
laughs of the few surface women, the greater, more dive and vibrant songs and laughter of the women of
the giant race—the giants were avast and happy throng on their way to domination of theworld for its
good. The giants meant to diminate forever the repressions and crueties, the mysticism and misteaching
of the frauds who had dominated earth to its detriment since that sad day the Elder race had abandoned
Earth.

UNDER Memphis, news of the on-sweeping horde at |ast reached the ears of Osiris and his guest
Olympians. Jupiter’ s knees began their so annoying knocking again, for Enceladus’ intrepid habit of
taking the play out of his hands was too much for the All-father. The news called for adrastic change of
plans, and for immediate and compl ete action. Crews were set to work blocking all the ancient ways
from the north. Great wallswere built across dl the tubes from the northern caverns. But even asthey
wereraised Jupiter’ stoo correct imagination saw the vast sirength of the giants' engines pushing them
over like children’ sblocks. Great dis-cannon ray were set behind each new-built wall. The least
movement on the far sde would set them going, and the arc of movement was welded so the giants, even
if they managed to capture the atomatic wegpons, could not immediately turn them on the Egyptians. But
asthey worked, Odiris and Pan saw that nothing they could do in that way would be enough. The vast
power of the Gigantes, equipped asthey were with mightier wegpons than the dighter-framed Gods
could handle, would be their downfall.

Osgriscaled ahdt. After awhispered conference, the Egyptians aswell asthe Olympians were
ordered to gather together their belongings for flight. Except for Odiris, Pan and Jupiter, none of them
could understand the reason for their flight, unlesstheir suspicions that the Godheads were wholly turned
craven were correct. Asthelast of their people rumbled off on the ancient rollat cargo carrierstoward
the southern underworld, Pan and the two brothers who were seemingly losing forever their absolute rule
over more than haf the known world, got busy. With the help of a dozen davesthey had retained from
the genera exodus, they began to roll scores of peculiar cylindrical containers from the ancient sealed
warehouses of the Elder races. In such stores of unknown merchandise and goods of al kinds could be
found some fantastic and unbdlievable materids.

These cylindersthey hid about the chambers which had been used by Osirisfor his palace: under his
huge sun-throne, behind the nude tatues that smulated the titanic magjesty of beauty of the Elder racein
the niches of the chambers, wherever acylinder could be hidden from the casual eye by any subtle device
S0 that itstrue nature would not be grasped by the careless giants. On some of the cylinders Pan
mounted tiny lights with shades so that they might be mistaken for lamp stands.

Onthe outlet cock of each cylinder Osiris personadly placed atiny mechanism, looking somewhat like
amodern wrist watch. He spent much of thelittle time remaining to them adjusting each of theface dials
to the same setting. Then, even asthe far rumble of the gpproaching horde’ s vehicles struck their ears
they mounted a swift passenger rollat and spun off down the smooth-floored tubesto join the retreat of
their people. And the giants moved victorioudy into the domain of Osiris asthey had into Olympus,
without armed resistance.

It was ahappy victory for them. Disappointed and discouraged by the inconclusive nature of their
battleswith Pluto’ simpregnable cavern fortresses, this easy victory was aneeded spur to their spirit.
Again they had defeated the once dreaded gods might without ablow being struck. It wastrue that the
so-called gods had little somach for ared fight. They had driven the giants to desperation and then could
not face that desperation. Well, so beit.



From here on, godding will be adifferent racket than it has been in the past, mused Enceladus, sested
on the great rayed sun-throne of the powerful Osiris. The blood that flowed through Osiris veins had
proven as craven asthat in hisbrother’s, Jupiter.

“Mechaneus!” snorted Enceladus, “He knows about as much of the antique wizard mechanica
science asabull-frog of flying.”

ON A GREAT, black bear skin before the flaming gold of the sun-throne, Enceladus mate, the huge
and lusty beauty, Fayd, played with their son. Ralling and hugging hisrosy, active rotundity, she laughed
deep in her throat.

Odris stores of rich-spiced Egyptian wines, blue and sparkling inwardly with tiny, flashing bubbles of
light, was flowing fregly into many avast goblet in brawny giant hands about the throne room. Mests
wereroasting over the heet rods dl about the endless and rich chambers of Osiris many-tunneled
antique den. The gresat giant children ran and screamed in play everywhere, swung upon the gold-worked
hangingswith their Ibis and their nude girlish figures and hawks and papyrus worked into them in endless
detall. They Squabbled at marbles, played with the jewelsfrom Osgiris coffers, or played at legp-frog on
the soft, rich beds of Osiris' harem.

Enceladus |eaned back in satiate contemplation of his newly won richness of being, his greet,
black-bristled hand held doft atal horn of the mead from the Elders ancient stores of drink—that drink
cdled nectar of old-time and highly valued because of its tremendous exhilarating and nourishing qualities.
Enceladus drank deep to the future of al brave men everywhere and vowed to let no secretive, furtive
god-gang ever again rest in evil monopoly of the fruits of the antique wisdom. And even as he planned to
st broadcadt to every scholar in the known world the antique writings explaining the formulas and
methods used to obtain surcease from age and deeth, to give to al mortas everywhere the ancient
secrets of defeating age by the use of ichor and extraction by magnetic rays of the age cause from the
body of man—even asthese mighty and benevolent plans revolved in his exhilarated mind—repested
unheard clicks came softly from the devilish mechanisms Osiris had set upon the mysterious cylinders
from the vaults of the ancient |aboratories.

A gray, dmog invisble gas stole softly hissing from the cylindersto mingle with the close air of the
cavern gedthily, undiscernibly! And with the gasinto the many-roomed cavern of vast antique beauty
and wizardry came the spirit called Death and perched upon the back of Enceladus’ new-won throne.

Sleep came gently to the race of Gigantes, now here, now there they laid them wearily down to rest.
And Enceladus’ great, kind head nodded tiredly over his table-wide shoulders where he sat, clad inthe
shining antique ray-proof meta. Histerrible limbs, long-muscled and relaxed, siretched out, and he
smiled deepily down upon hiswife s huge dluring beauty where she dept near-nude upon abearskin at
hisfeet. His son prattled busly at his play and pulled at the golden braids of fine hair about his mother’s
deeping dear face, until hisactive, strong, little limbs at last ceased their sport and the ever-degp came
and sat on hiseydids.

The weird, stony faces of the alien Elder race stared quietly, aghast at the spectacle of the silent,
ruthless murder of awhole race—and seemed to try to tug arelease from the stone bodies the vani shed
artigt had given them.

And the mighty life-power of them did conquer the stony grasp in which their enigmatic likenesses
were encased, to tug arelease that fate denied them. The life force of the Elder Godsthat day did tug
somekind of release or freedom from the rocks of the ancient city tunnels, and came down to the dying
Gigantes who were their true sons and wakened them one by one from the degath-d eep that claimed
them. Something weird and kindly brushed softly againgt the cheek of dying Enceladus, and with an effort



that shook hislimbslike palsy he stood erect and tottered to the bode-horn where it hung above his
dying woman and blew agreet rolling ware-note fromiit.

SO WITH Degth itsdf wrapping about their limbs and chaining the vast life-strength in them,
Enceladus and a score of his strongest |oaded the bodies of his people into as many greet rollats and set
them churning down the great tube-ways toward the north.

So it was that Enceladus fled from the gods he despised, and found himself with some dozen rollats
and five score giantsin them, and but fifty or so able warriors and the rest women and children, dl that
wereleft about him in hisdirection of flight—and for &l heknew al that were|eft dive of the victorious
horde that had come so happily south.

Thetearsin their eyes obscured their driving, and reckless were their hands upon the great wheel
guides of the antiquerollats. Fast behind them their sweeping penetrative rays reveded the armies of
Osrisand the vengeful band of Olympians, unsated by the degth of the mass of the giants, still athirst for
the blood of thelast of the survivors.

Northward and northward the huge wheeled Gigante rollats sped. Now and then alucky distance
shot dropped a man or shattered arollat and their force grew smaller. Floorsleve aswater—dtill
water—the great river-wide tubes bored by the vast science of the Elder races were ideal for speed on
whedls. The atomic-dis motors fueled forever by the magic of the ancients that made a piece of rock
become everlasting power sources—there was no limit to the speed or distance these magic chariots of
the true gods could travel on the roads for which they were designed. The chase mounted in speed and
the distance became vast behind them where lay their brothers and friends, murdered by the sedlthy gas
of Ogris.

The Egyptians had spread, asthey passed Y after Y of the tubes, to encircle the whole rear of their
flight and there was no doubling back. Now the Egyptians had sent speedy rollats around their Gigante
wide-ranging ray-fire, which they feared to gpproach closdly, to head off their flight from Greece wherea
force of giantswaited in Olympus and in their further home. This encirclement nearly complete, Enceladus
had made an opening with his murderoudy accurate fire and plunged through, his dis-cannons blazing in
desperation, toward the lands now called Italy, then but arange of mountains above the Mediterranean
valley. Three miles down under the solid basalt these surface detail s meant but little, but Encdladus was
aware that he had been cut off from his home bases and must fare northward into the unknown caverns
of Ity and Spain and circle back toward Greece. But Enceladus lacked the knowledge that all these
cavernsto the north werefilled with the lava of Mt. Etna, poisonous with smoke and deadly volcanic gas
accumulations, though hisnose at last told him what hiswisdom had not taught him.

ENCELADUS cameto adead stop, for volcanos in the cavern world are feared and understood,
one cannot even approach them in the great underworld tubes, for the collected gases are deadly.
Furioudy the last of the Gigante chieftains wheded his great antique war-ray rollat tank about, and setting
al hisrays at extreme-distance focus, leveling every wegpon carefully at breast height, he charged back
upon the Egyptians, every autoray-cannon blazing its own arc of death. Beside him his brothers swept the
great master wegpon of the tank across the whole circle of enemy ray, and Egyptians screaming and
shattered bodies littered the floor in their wrecked vehicles as he crashed through the line of blazing desth
ray that had thought to pin him to the flaming breast of Mt. Etna s underworld fires.

There was no escape, and well Enceladus knew it. There was no way now to flee, for he could not
turn his back and run; he wasin too close range. On two wheels the huge motor tank war-ray, aTitan's
most deadly tool of motilewar, whedled and again cut back through the ranks of Osiris minions, seeking
out the Olympiansto take them with him into death. But far to the rear came lumbering the Egyptian and



Olympian pantheons, sheathed in the best of Osiris armor for ray, and careful to stay well behind the
pursuit. Again Enceladus turned and wound through the endless labyrinths about the vol canic fires, hoping
that the fear of the volcanic gases might hold back pursuit. But quartering as he must to keep his cannon
mouths flaming at the enemy—for to |et them timeto get afixed focus upon his speeding, death-deding
chariot was his end—he could not elude them.

But Enceladus had somehow lost the hand of fortune for ahead the greet tube closed in awelter of
dow-flowing flame that was the blood of Etna, seething here far below. Tiny needles of force ate now at
hismind, for the far-ranging view rays can be used to project tiny cutting needles of fire, and behind him
now exploded too the bolts of the dis-ray nearer and nearer. A flashing barricade of force rays barred
every way but the way into the heart of the volcano. With dl the strength of his great body resisting the
floods of weakness from the detrimental rays of the Egyptian projectors, hismind ablur with thetiny
needles of fire cutting away the sensein hismind, his eyes blinded with sweat and smoke and deadly
gases, Encdadus il fought on asthe terrible lances of fiery doom stabbed ever nearer, spears of
approaching doom.

Behind the circle of war-mech dowly closing on the last of the sons of Codusand Terra, Jupiter
brought up now the dower but heavier ray-weapons, to clinch at last theirons of death upon the
struggling giant who refused to accept defest.

TYPHON, his heavy black brows and great |ean face inscrutable, had stood silently by his brother
through dl the turmoil of the coming of the Olympians and the ondaught of the Gigantes. Now, when the
order for retreat had been given, he had taken the dismissing nod of his cunning brother as an order to
leave, and had accompanied the pal ace household and guard as it sped through the ways, clogged as
they were with the confusion of whedled mechanisms and armed soldiery which were the greet armies of
Osriswithdrawing from the prepared defenses. Typhon was biding histime, but that time had somehow
seemed to descend so swiftly upon him that he doubted his ability to judge the moment. As his chariot
jockeyed itsway through the press of men and gear toward the rear, he nodded inscrutably to this
officer—and had Odiris seen and interpreted these exchanged looks, it would have meant his head. But
Typhon was an opportunist and he must be ready.

When the sudden news of the gas death of the bulk of the invading giants reached Typhon, he knew
his moment had come. For Osirishad set out in pursuit of the fleeing remnants of Enceladus mighty
force, and the army of Egyptianswasin his hands, his command. For Odiris, in his excitement at sudden
success, had called up but afew of the great whedled war-mech to pursue the fleeing giants, had not
even inquired asto who should stay and who go. And those officerswho had delayed in joining the
pursuit were his men—Typhon’ s—for his hour had struck.

Swiftly Typhon drew his men about him, and with much idle chatter to cover their intent, they
mounted the vast-whedled bulk of the war-ray that was the far-reaching weapon which wasto hold in
awe and fear dl thearmy of Odiris. For with it they could reach and kill every manin al that array of
power. Swift the daggers plied as Typhon and hisrebel officerstook over this mighty weapon of the
Elder people, and swift they were to swing the great Sghting rays upon each doubtful man who they
thought might have adangerous|oydty to Ogris. Within minutes there were no high ranking officersdive
who had not previoudy sworn to serve Typhon’ s vaulting ambition.

“Now, when my dear brother returns, we will have a hot reception ready for him, en! We'll take his
orders, his pdtry gifts, no more. Death to Osiris, | say!” Typhon's black browswore murder asif the
garment fitted well, and the bloodthirsty glance he bent upon his lesser-bodied followers was agleam with
alugt to find one of them of amind to balk him. Hisfull lips hung open dackly, and adight twist to his
mouth gave hisface thekiller’ slook. He held dl that hogt, that army in the palm of his hand, with his



fingers on the huge sighting levers of the vast war-ray, and the fed of power was good. He meant to hold
it 30, for so long as vigilance would keep it there.

Swiftly the great army toiled, setting al the confusion of gear the giants had brought there to rights,
activating the tremendous war-ray of Enceladus, setting al of them gpoint upon the north waysthat Osiris
would return upon, avastly grester mass of ray-mech than even Typhon had ever seenin use a onetime
before. All of Odiris centuries of collecting of the antique wegpons through al the underworld, plusthe
superior wegpons the Gigante’ sarmy had brought, made for Typhon an array of power that no other in
the underworld had ever had under his command.

The gleaming, intricate enigmas of the Elder science, al pointing thelr terrible snouts toward the north;
the sllently waiting warriors, swinging their view rays forty and fifty milesrangein wide arcs acrossthe
whole vast vault of tremendous ancient buildings; tier on tier of roads and mansions of metal and rock;
every tiny pathway and every grest, river-wide road from the north, was watched by a dozen great
penetrative eyes, bringing into magnetic focus even the dust on the far roads. Not arat scurried across
thefield of vision, thirty milesaway, that was not noted by Typhon’swarriors. He did not mean to drop
thisplum of al Egypt that had suddenly falen into hislgp. Not Typhon.

NOW at last Jupiter had his enemy on the crosshairs of the deadliest weapon in dl that vast array of
meachines. With savage, snarling pleasurethe“All-father” swung thefiring lever down to thefull-on pin.
The dread flow of positronic force legped out, engulfing the whole mass of the war-tank with Enceladus
and hiswife and son, his brother and three great giant warriors—and the whole mass shrunk and coiled
swiftly into many little bloody curlicues of flesh and metd, torn asunder by the mighty twisting magnetic
whorls of the dread flow of awful force. Pan turned his back upon the scene and upon the murderous set
face of Jupiter hisleader, and as he vomited his eyes were wet with strange uncdled tears; for Pan knew
now surely that the ways of the gods were wrong. But what could a man do?

NOW the dark came dowly upon the scene of the last struggle of the Giants against the ignorance
that was wiping out al the wisdom left for men by his parent race, asthe blazing arcs of steady fire from
the sweeping auto-fire rays were shut off one by one. Down the far ways the lights from the watch rays
went out, and over al the scene but one or two kept watch while camp was made, water brought, and
beds prepared. Far above the caverns, on the surface world, night too came down softly, dowly
spreading her great dark-feathered wings of blackness over the death of the leader of aracethat loved
men, amighty race—and her mothering face was wet with tears, or wasit rain?

Thegoldringsinthe ears of Venus sparkled redly in thefitfully flaring far-fires of the molten lava
flows, spreading a harsh blood-red light over the Olympians encampment. Above them reared the
fire-ruined facades of the enigmatic, aien antique mansions, so huge they were not homesto men. The
great ray-tanks were drawn up in rows asfar as the eye could reach, and here and there cook fires
shone through the hot dark.

The girdling mysterious ornament that was Venus zone moved enticingly with swaying hipsasshe
sdled up to Mars. The great-bodied warrior’ s face softened into the look of an adoring dave.

“The big booby,” growled Vulcan. “ She winds him around her fingers more easily than she doesme.”

Pan murmured consolingly into VVulcan' s ear, where he sat beside him on the polished granite of the
fdlen stonework. The red and white veiningsin the stone writhed in the strange fell light from the far
volcanic fireslike living snakes speaking the forgotten magical tongue with the shapings of their bodies.

“ S0 does Pythiswith me, as she pleases. It iswoman’ sway, and stupidity done would have it



otherwise. Where thereislove, thereis betraya, and pain and jedlousy to tell that lovelives. Aslong as
lovelives, lifewill contain interest. Would you have it otherwise?’

“Yes” snarled Vulcan and clumped limping off to hischariot. The night rang for amoment with the
furious thunder of his horse’ shooves, for Vulcan was going home, done.

Pan watched him sadly, and murmured:

“Vulcan, you areright! The gods are abunch of traitorsto all men, asVenusisto you. But tonight has
shown methat Earth itself isaccursed, for some foul reason. The gods are blind, are not good. Wise and
mentally hedthy men like yourself, Vulcan, and like falen Enceladus, arelikewise accursed, and their fine
plans for men come to naught. The blindnessthat has been in my eyes has been lifted by some magic.”

Pan, Stting aone, listening to the fire-shot darkness, picked up his syrinx and plaintively the dark
quivered with the melancholy invitation to love that is Pan’ saone. Pan’ssong said:

“Lovetoday and find happiness, for tomorrow you die. For the ignorant gods have destroyed the
wisdom that would have made life worthwhile—and what can you do about it?”

Thewhite body of Echo, the nymph, stole softly and timidly from the grest rollat where she had been
hiding, and came and sat close to Pan, listening to his pipes. Pan touched her softly upon the arm with his
hand, and she sat and stroked his back, staring moodily at the far fires.

The night of ignorance for all men closed down darker than ever upon the exulting Olympians
and centuries went by in that darkness. Now we know again what the gods are, and what they
were, and what they hid from us, and what something like them still hides and is even less worthy
than the pagan gods for that hiding.

AFTER the degp had gone from their eyes, the host that was Osiris army took their leave from the
Olympians and wound southward to meet their deeth at the hands of Typhon. The Olympians went north
and east to Greece again, and eventualy won back Olympus from the remaining giants. And in time they
al died, and were wdl-nigh forgotten but for the blathering of scholar-mystics who believed in them.”
And later there was the further blather of scholars who thought them myths, personifications of naturd
forces, etc., etc. Intruth little is definitely known about them except that they were extremely careless
with whom they dept and by whom they had children, and that fact is pretty well vouched for. But the
wisdom that they used to prolong their lives broods till in the forgotten records of the Elder people's
vast cavern homes. One day those records may be deciphered and added to the pitiful store of useless
knowledge we have acquired. May it prove more useful than isusud with such findings.

TheEnd

" The descendants of these fraudulent latter-gods did remain to rule the underworld and to
keep their dog-in-the-manger secrets fromall men. And their ignorant misuse of the mechanical
and electrical wizardry of the ancients ended finally in such degeneration for their racial stock
that they became known as the gnomes, the devils, the trolls, etc. And the underworld became
known variously as Hell, the Elder World, Fairyland, Elf-land and what have you. Even today
these devils and these gnomes exist, and of many of themit can be said that their every intent is
toward destruction. But the spirit that animated Enceladus lives still among them, and isman’s
best friend. This battle between the principles that animated the giants against the evil selfishness
of the latter-gods still goes on today in one form or another deep under our feet. And those of you
who can find a way to help the white cause—beware the disillusion that paralyzes such effort.
Prometheus plans must some day be realized—be compl eted.
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