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Chapter One

Jason Thanou had never redly cared for Earth dl that much. Now, watching the blue-white-and-buff
globe wax in the observation lounge's wraparound viewscreen, he saw nothing in the spectacle to make
him forget hisdidike.

S0, hewondered, why am | reacting this way?

He knew he had no reason to be surprised. It was aways the same, aboard a ship approaching
Earth—no other planet had the same effect, not even the planet of hisbirth. It came & the indefinable
moment when the mother planet, as sentimentalists called it, ceased to be away and became down—a
world and not an astronomical object. Nor did the feding fade with familiarity; he still felt the excited
apprehension that caused the heart to race and the skin to tingle and the bowels to loosen. It never
changed. Nor wasit unique to him. Mogt outworlders admitted to the same strange exhilaration, and
Jason had never found the others denids convincing.

Still, he wondered why. Especidly on this occasion, when he was here againgt hiswill and should by
rights have fet nothing but cold distaste.

He decided the animus and the shivers both had the same cause: the sheer, psychologically oppressive
ancientness of the place. It was aworld—no, the world—that humans had not molded from barrenness
over the past few centuries (to use the Earth-standard units of time everyone still used, which was yet
another irritant). Here, the memory of billions of human lives across thousands of years permested every
acre. History had soaked into the soil like blood—an apt simile, from what Jason knew of Earth's past,



which was quite alot thanksto the job hed once had. . . .

And to which hewas now returning involuntarily. The resentment that had been smmering within him for
the entire voyage boiled up anew, banishing his philosophicd musings and leaving only aflat didike of
everything about thistrip, especidly this overripefruit of aplanet.

Jason heard a soft murmuring behind him as stewards moved among the passengersin the lounge. No
blaring announcement from an intercom—thiswas a pricey spacdine. That, at least, was oneway held
been able to exact revenge. He had booked passage normally beyond his means, knowing he would
have to be reimbursed.

"Excuse me, Commander Thanou," said one of the Sewards diffidently. "We are entering our find
approach pattern for Pontic Spaceport.”

Jason smiled inwardly at the name of Eastern Europe's central spaceport on the steppes north of the
Black Sea, sotypical of the Earth fad for reviving place names of archaic flavor. "Thank you. Has my
planets de transportation been arranged as | requested?”

"It has, Commander. Y ou have areservation on an aircoach departing two hours after our arrival. We
have made certain that you will arrive in Athens by midafternoon locdl time." The steward's courtesy,
verging on obsequiousness, went beyond the requirements of hisjob.

"Excdlent," Jason said absently, most of his attention on the viewscreen. The north coagtline of the
Mediterranean was beginning to scroll benesth the ship.

Why Athens? Jason wondered, not for the first time. Why does Rutherford want me to report to him
at his office there, and not at Service headquartersin Australia? Isit just another of hislittle ways
of irritating me?

Well, two can play at that game. . . .

"Thank the purser for me," he said. "And now, | think I'll return to my stateroom. | believe | havetimeto
change clothes before we land.”

"Mosgt certainly, Commander." The steward's attitude was reflected in the stares from Jason's fellow



passengers as he left the lounge. He'd grown used to that attitude, and those stares, since the nature of his
business on Earth had become genera shipboard knowledge.

Timetravelers had that effect on people.

* * %

"l assumeyou'retryingtoirritate me," said Kyle Rutherford coldly.

"Whatever do you mean?' asked Jason with an air of innocence whose bogusness was insultingly
obvious.

Rutherford merely continued to glare from behind his desk, to the left of the door which had just did
slently shut behind Jason. Opposite the door, avirtua window provided aview of Athensfrom ahigher
leve than the officein fact occupied. The location was about right, though, peering over the Philopappos
Hill toward the Acropolis, sereneinitsruined perfection, timdess. . . literdly timelessaswell as
figuratively so, in the tempord stasis bubble that enclosed it. The technology had cometoo late to protect
it from the atmospheric pollution that had dmost eaten it away in the Hydrocarbon Era. But now, with
that gone, what was | eft stood in the unique, eerie clarity of motionless air, to be gazed at from without
rather than suffering the unintended vandaism of millions of tramping feet.

Elsewhere, the office held memorabilia. To theright, the wall opposite Rutherford's desk was covered
with photographs at which avisitor from a couple of generations back would have peered in degpening
puzzlement. Behind his desk, adisplay case contained various ordinary-seeming if very old-fashioned
objects. . . which, Jason decided with an inner chuckle, made it afitting backdrop for Rutherford.

"You know what | mean!" Rutherford finaly blurted. He nearly forgot to speak in the pedantic accent
affected by Earth'sintelligentsiawhen addressing outworlders and other vulgarians.

"Oh, this." Jason pretended to findly notice the target of Rutherford's glare. He glanced down at the
uniform he was wearing—field gray, with facings of slver-edged dark green, very much in atraditiona
quas-military syle. "I am entitled to wear it, you know, being an active-duty officer of the Hesperian
Coloniad Rangers.”

Theirony wasthat he hadntwornitin. . . hed forgotten how long. The difficulty of getting the Rangers
into uniformswas so proverbia that it had become apoint of pride with them. They even added their

own flamboyant individua touchesto the starkly utilitarian and unmilitary-looking field versions. Only on
very specia occasions, and under extreme duress, could they be induced to put on the service dress kit
in which Jason now stood, and on which he had lavished a hitherto well-conceded capacity for spit and

polish,



"I must beg to correct you," said Rutherford in avoice asfrosty as histhinning hair and neetly trimmed
Vandyke beard. "Y ou'rein the Tempora Service."

"Not any more!"

"I cdl your attention to the agreement by which you were permitted to take extremely early retirement
from the Service—specifically to Part VI, Article D, Paragraph 15, Subparagraph—"

"Yes, yes, | know! The errand boy you sent to Hesperiaexplained it to mein great and loving detail.” In
fact, Jason had known about the deliberately inconspicuous clause dl dong. He had just never dreamed
it would actualy be invoked.

Rutherford permitted himsdf atight little smile of congtipated triumph. "Well, then, you understand that
the Tempora Regulatory Authority hastheright to reactivate you under certain specid circumstances.
Those circumstances have now arisen, and the right has been exercised. The Hesperian planetary
government has placed you on temporary detached duty with the Service."

"Not of my own freewill!"

Rutherford sighed theetrically. "L et us have done with thisnonsense. | recall very well that you quit the
Servicefive years ago in some childish fit of pique, and returned to your homeworldinthe. . . oh, what
sysemisit?’

"Ps 5 Aurigae," Jason ground out between gritted teeth. Pretended inability to remember which colonia
system was which was yet another grating affectation of Rutherford'stype of Earthman.

"But of course. At any rate, you rejoined that system's paramilitary constabulary, from which the Service
had previoudy recruited you for your—" Rutherford looked like he had bitten into abad pickle
"—undeniable talents. Evidently you had decided that nursemaiding terraformers and tracking down
smugglers of forbidden nanotechnology and rescuing thrill-seekers were more rewarding than the
opportunity you had previoudy been afforded to do something important.”

Jason thought of his homeworld, on the outer fringes of the human diaspora, asyet raw and unfinished
and needing so much, especialy law and order. There—in contrast to this fossilized world—human effort
could still make adifference for the future. But he chopped off an angry retort and put on the insolent



smile he knew was expected of him.

"Hey, some of those thrill-seekers are young and female. . . and you'd be amazed how grateful they can
be for getting rescued! Besides, if memory serves, quitting the Service wasn't purely my idea. Cometo
think of it, you were the one who pointed that out to me. | seem to recall words like 'disrespect’ and
flippancy.'"

"True enough. | wasn't too terribly devastated to see you go, nor were certain othersin the Authority
whose age and |learning and experience you were apt to disparage.”

"Then why inflict my bad atitude on yourselves by hauling me back now?"

"I'll not insult your intelligence by claiming to be overjoyed to see you. Indeed, | would not have agreed
to reactivating you had there been any dternative. Oh, and please do teke achair.”

"I'd prefer to stand. And why isthere no aternative to me?" Jason leaned over Rutherford's desk and
made himself be reasonable and even ingratiating, for he thought he glimpsed apossibility of taking his
way out of this. "Come on, Kyle! What can | possibly contribute that would outweigh the disadvantage
of having someone on the team whose heart isn't init? Y ou know how | fed about—"

"Yes, | remember your vehemence about the oppressive weight of history that presses down on Earth.”
Rutherford took on alook of smug vindication. "Wdll, then, thisisjust the misson for you! Y ou're going
to see Earth before most of that history had happened—Earth when it was young. Sightly more than four
thousand years younger than it isat present, in fact.”

Without recaling having doneit, Jason found that he had sat down. "Would you care to explain that
Satement?’

"Certainly." Rutherford leaned forward, and his eyes glowed with an avidity that made him amost
sympathetic. "We want you to |ead an expedition to observe the volcanic exploson of Santorini in 1628
B.C. and itsaftermath.”

All a once, Jason's resentment was forgotten. "What? But . . . how?'

"Yes, | know, itisincomparably further back than we have ever sent humans before. But there have



never been any absolute, theoretical objectionsto atempora displacement of this magnitude. . . or any
magnitude, for that matter. The limiting factors have been palitica and economic. We have, with great
difficulty, obtained authorization for this expedition. It helpsthat this project lacksthe. . . sendtive
aspects of some of our other proposasinvolving the distant past.”

"Right. | remember how you had to quietly drop the idea of an expedition to Jerusaem in the spring of 30
AD."

"Indeed.” Rutherford shuddered at the recollection. "At the same time, the event in question is one of the
most important in human history, and one whose effects are il very much in dispute.”

Jason nodded unconscioudy. One of the justifications for time travel's hideous expense was the resolution
of historical controversies and mysteries. Written records tended to be incomplete, biased, salf-serving or
downright mendacious. Only direct observation could reved the truth behind the vell of lies, myths,
defamation and propaganda. Already, only haf acentury after itsinvention, the Fujiwara-Weintraub
Tempora Displacer had forced historians to rethink much of what they had thought they'd known. And,
in the process, the investigators had been able to establish atrade in items from the past that was so
lucrative it helped defray the cogt.

Of course, Jason reflected, they often keep some of the choicest items for themselves. He glanced at
the display case behind Rutherford's desk. A sword caught his eye: a standard-issue early nineteenth
century dragoon saber, somewhat the worse for wear and utterly undistinguished save for the fact that on
aMarch day in 1836 a certain William Barrett Travis, colond by dubious virtue of acommisson froman
arguably illegd insurrectionist government, had used it to draw alinein the dust of an old Spanish
mission's courtyard in San Antonio, Texas, North America. . . .

Jason dragged his mind back to the matter at hand. "Y ou gill haven't explained why you need me, in
particular. I'm not the only one with my qudifications. Almost," he added, because it seemed a shame not
to live down to Rutherford's expectations, "but not quite.”

"Two reasons. Thefirs isthe perennia problem of physica inconspicuousness. Of al the available
persons with your quaifications—fairly rare ones, asyou have indicated with your characteristic
modesty—we fed you are the one with the best chance of passing unremarked in the target milieu.”

"Probably true," Jason grudgingly conceded. Most of Earth, for most of its history, had not been as
ethnicaly cosmopolitan asit had become since the Industriad Revolution. A blond, blue-eyed European in
Ming Dynasty China, or an obvious African in Peter the Great's Russia, would have some explaining to
do. In theory, the capability to ater physica appearances by nanotechnological resequencing of the
genetic code had existed for centuries. But the crazy excesses of the Transhuman movement beforeits
bloody suppression had placed that sort of thing beyond the pale of acceptability. The Service had to



make do with what it had. For this part of the world, what it had were people like Jason, who looked as
Greek as his name sounded, even though he was—like most living humans, and practicaly dl the
outworld ones—awalking bouillabaisse of nationa origins,

"Secondly,” Rutherford continued, "the sheer, unprecedented magnitude of thistempora
displacement—more than three times as far back as we have ever attempted to send humans, in
fact—limits the mass which can be displaced, and therefore restricts usto anumericaly smal expedition.”

Jason gave another nod of unconscious agreement. The tradeoff was axiomatic.

"In point of fact, we are limited to three people. The matters we wish to observeinvolve at least two
entirdly separate fields of knowledge. Therefore two members of the team must be specidists. This
leaves only one position—that of mission leader—for agenerdist. So that person must be arecognized
expert in surviva under unique and sometimes unantici pated conditions, with a proven record of
resourcefulness.” Rutherford paused, then resumed with an obvious effort. "Doubtlessit was for these
very quaitiesthat the Hesperian Rangers found you vauable.”

Jason didn't even notice Rutherford'sinept best effort at flattery. His mind was too busy running through
thedifficulties. "Buit . . . thisis crazy! What about language? Do we even know what they were spesking
then, much less how it sounded?"

"That problem has, of course, been taken into account. | will go into more detail later, for you and the
other members of the team." Rutherford's eyestook on ashrewd twinkle. "Aren't you interested in
knowing who they are?’

"Not paticularly."

Taking the absence of outright refusa as emphatic agreement, Rutherford manipulated controlson his
desk. A holographically projected three-dimensiond viewscreen appeared in the middle of theair. It
showed awoman's face—a high-cheekboned face of classical regularity framed by long straight hair of a
very dark auburn. Large green eyes gazed out from beneath straight dark brows. The nosewas a
graceful aguiline curve. The wide, rather full-lipped mouth wore an expression that was cool dmost to the
point of severity.

Jason sat up straight and stared. All at once, this job seemed more interesting.

"Deirdre Sadaka-Ramirez," said Rutherford. "' A recognized expert in geology and vulcanology. And very



experienced in fildwork on her homeworld of Mithras."

Jason's pleasurable speculations hit abump. Well, now | under stand the severity, he thought.

Thethird planet of Zeta Tucanae had been settled early, during the era of dower-than-light colonization
before the invention of the negative-mass drive. The colonists had been very much on their own when
they'd discovered that the planet held unsuspected autochthones. Whether or not the nightmarish beings
had been truly intelligent was till a subject of learned debate. What was beyond debate was the
insensate ferocity with which they had sought the extirpation of the bipeda invaders from space. (Thefact
that the terraforming project was making their world uninhabitable for them might have had something to
do withit.) The human species survival on Mithras had hung by athread, and women had not been
expendable. An entire ethos had grown up around the necessity for protecting them, leading to a
resurrection of nearly forgotten socid attitudes. That had been a couple of centuries ago, and Mithras
was now part of the general cosmopolitan culture. But even today, women from that world still had a
reputation for aggressvely—sometimes abrasivel y—asserting an equality that, in the larger human
society, had long ago passed beyond the need for assertion.

WA, thought Jason with aninward Sigh, | always did like a challenge.

Rutherford fiddled with the controls again, and a new face gppeared—afar lessinteresting one, from
Jason's standpoint. Male, gaunt-featured . . . and definitely middle-aged.

"Wait aminute—" Jason began.

Rutherford overrode him. "Dr. Sidney Nagel—quite possibly Earth's premier living authority on the
history and archaeology of the Aegean Bronze Age, despite hisrelative youth."

" 'Relative youth? Hes—"

"l am awarethat heis somewhat older than most people we send back in time to primitive milieus. But
we have assured ourselvesthat he will be up to the hardshipsinvolved. He met al our health and fitness
requirements.” Rutherford smiled. "He had incentive to do so, after a career spent trying to resolve
mysteries by educated guesswork and inferences from a heartbreakingly few hard facts. Offered an
opportunity to actualy seetheera. . . well, he would have been willing to sdll his soul to the Devil for it,
in an age when such things were thought possible. Nowadays, he was willing to undergo a hard regimen
of physical conditioning, and pass our standard training coursein low-technology surviva."



Jason studied the image. There was something to be said for that kind of motivation. And yet, ashe
looked at the professorid face with its humorless mouth and dark-brown eyes flanking a substantial beak
of anose, hefound himsdf thinking: A Rutherford in training.

"l suppose,” he said aoud, "that neither of them knows anything about time travel.”

"Well, | imagine they know what the average wdll-informed layman knows, from the popular literature on
the subject.”

"Which meansthey know nothing,” said Jason dourly.

"l am counting on you to repair that lack.”

"Me? But you've got dl the top expertsworking for you." Jason shifted in hischair.

"Expertstend to stupefy the listener with technical jargon and unnecessary detail. Certain unkind persons
have even accused me of this sort of behavior. An introduction from someone whose knowledgeisof a
practical nature, acquired in thefield, might be more useful.”

"Some sensein that." Agreeing with Rutherford caused Jason physica pain.

"Infact,” Rutherford continued, on arisng note of self-satisfaction, "you can begin their orientation at
once."

"What?'Y ou mean they're herein Athens?

"I thought it well to bring them here, in anticipation that you would wish to meet your team members
without delay.” Rutherford stood up. "Shall | send for them?”

For an ingtant, Jason's resentment came roaring back in full force. His mouth amost opened to tell
Rutherford where to put this mission, to declare that he would legally contest the Service's right to order
himinto the padt. . . .



The past when—how did Rutherford put it?—Earth was young. Jason's eyes strayed to the
Acropolis. | wonder what was there then?

And besides, Deirdre Sadaka-Ramirez did look awfully intriguing. . . .
"Well, | don't supposeit could hurt to talk to them.”

Rutherford smiled and spoke into agrille on his desktop. "Please ask them to comein.”

Chapter Two

Please be seated,” Rutherford told them asthey entered. "Permit me to introduce Commander Jason
Thanou, your mission leader." He was on hisbest behavior, giving Jason his Rangersrank and even
pronouncing his surname correctly. (“Thane-oh," not "Than-ooh.") He then proceeded to introduce the
new arrivals, which was redundant but which gave Jason a chance to study them.

Deirdre Sadaka-Ramirez wasn't quite astall as hed imagined from her face, which was probably just as
wdll from the standpoint of blending into the Bronze Age population. She wasn't short, though, and her
figurewas asolidly congtructed hourglass. The latter was obvious even in the no-nonsense jumpsuit she
was wearing—maroon, which complemented her coloring. She gave Jason a brief smile of measured
cordidity.

Dr. Nagel was very much as per expectations, aside from being somewhat stockier than his sharp
features suggested. His conscioudy ol d-fashioned, expengvey fusty clothing was the uniform of
academia. Jason noted atightening of histhin lipsat Rutherford's use of the term "mission leader.” As
soon after the introductions as politeness permitted—or perhaps just dightly sooner than that—he turned
to Rutherford, ignoring Jason.

"I say, Kyle, given my credentidsin Aegean Bronze Age studies, surdly it should be mysdlf who—"

"No, Sidney. | remind you of the Articles of Agreement you signed with the Tempora Regulatory
Authority."

"Wadll, er, yes, | seemto recadl somelegdigtic boilerplate. But | naturaly assumed that it didn't apply in



"Revise your assumptions.” Rutherford's brusqueness with akindred spirit was amost shocking, until
Jason recalled how the old bastard could be when it cameto defending hisadminigtrative turf. "The
Authority has exclusivejurisdiction of al extratemporad activities. That has been settled beyond dispute
for ageneration. And the Tempora Serviceisthe Authority's enforcement arm. Every expedition into the
past isrequired to be under the supervision of a Service representative whose legal powersare
comparable to those of aship's cgptain in the age of sail—and for much the same reasons. If you find you
are unable in good conscience to abide by these terms, your only honorable course isto withdraw from
the expedition." Rutherford took on acrafty look. "I daresay we could probably find awilling
replacement from among the ranks of your colleagues.”

Nagd's face darkened with emotion. "Y ou mean that impudent puppy Boudreau! Or Markova, with her
adinine, unacceptable theory that—" He got himsdlf under control with acomicaly visble effort. "Of
course not, Kyle. | have every intention of following the Authority's guidelinesto the letter. | never meant
to imply otherwise. And | have no doubt that Mr. Thanou's competenceis of a high order."

"The Authority hasthe fullest confidencein him," said Rutherford pointedly.

"I'msureweal do, regardiessof . . . er, thatis. . ." Nagd's we, addressed to Rutherford, had held a
certain near-imperceptible intonation that Jason had learned to recognize. It meant "we Earthmen." But
now Nagd trailed off to amiserable hdt, having beatedly redized that making his meaning explicit might
not be advisable. What brought him to that redlization was aglare from Deirdre
Sadaka-Ramirez—another outworlder—under which he now wilted.

Oh, yes, Jason sighed inwardly. Thistrip is going to be lots of fun.

"And now," said Rutherford after letting Nagel suffer for afew seconds, "'I've asked Commander Thanou
to give you the benefit of his extensive experience by answering any questions you may have about the
theory and practice of timetravel.”

Deirdre Sadaka-Ramirez broke the awkward pause. "Actualy, Commander, it might be better if you
would smply run through the basicsfor us. | probably don't know enough about the subject to be able to
frame questions.”

At least she admitsiit, thought Jason. Nagd, now himsdlf again, sat back with the superior smile of the
overgpecidized academic, securein the certainty that hisexpertisein his particular field qudified him as
anexpetin every fidd.



"Surdly, Ms. Sadaka-Ramirez," said Jason, giving her thelook of undivided attention that hed always
found got the best results with women, "you must have some questionsin your mind about it. Most
people seem to, even though we've been doing it for awhile now.”

"Well, yes. I'm just afraid they'll seem foolish. I've read something of the history of timetravel asa
concept. It used to be acommon fictional device, but one which was clearly understood to be impossible
inthered world."

"So was begting the limiting vel ocity of light," Jason pointed out. "Until someone actudly found away
around it. Around, not through. That'sacrucid digtinction.”

"Understood,” she nodded. "But time travel was regarded as afundamenta philosophical impossibility,
because of the paradoxes it allowed for. As somebody once put it, if you could trave into the past, then
what was to prevent you from killing your grandfather before he met your grandmother? In which case,
you would never have been born . . . and so how could you have traveled back in time and killed him?”

"The 'Grandfather Paradox,' it was caled," Jason nodded. " The classic responseto it was. "Why should |
want to kill him?1 think he'sawonderful old fellow.'" He held up aforestaling hand. "Y es, of course I'm
being facetious. The possibility il exigts, evenif only for doing it by accident. And, in the entire scope of
the future, there are bound to be people with good reasons for wanting to change history—xkilling Hitler
while hewas till just abum in pre-World War | Vienna, for example, or smilar casesin the early stages
of the Transhuman movement. But please continue.”

"The other problem was perhaps not asimmediately obvious. If you could trave into the future and come
back with, say, next week's racing results, it would mean information was being transmitted at
more-than-infinite velocity, violating the rdaivistic lightspeed limit—which, asyou'veindicated, can't be
violated, just evaded in certain mathematicaly limited ways. In fact, it would violate causdity itsdlf." She
looked at Jason levelly and spoke in achdlenging tone which was clearly habitua with her. "Asfar as|
can seg, those arguments are till asvaid asthey ever were. But they can't be, can they? After dl, time
travel isnow so well established that it needs a bureaucracy to regulateit. So please hep mewith this."

"Asameatter of fact," said Jason, "you haven't begun to exhaust the philosophica objectionsto time
travel. Actudly, | think you may have had theright ideaithefirst time; I'll just Sart at the beginning, and
hopefully the answersto your questionswill become apparent.” He turned to Nagel with asmile. "'l
gpologizein advanceif | seem to be patronizing you by lecturing you on what you may aready know."
Thus giving you a taste of being patronized, you pompous, conceited jackass! heloudly did not add.
Without giving Rutherford a chance to summon up awarning glare, he sarted in.



"About seventy years ago, Weintraub made the crucid discovery that all matter possesses what he
termed ‘tempord energy potentid,’ an ‘anchor' holding it in time. He confirmed this experimentally by
manipulating it so asto displace objectsin time. Those first experiments involved subatomic particles, and
the displacement was of infinitesma duration. Only with the most sensitive of measuring ingruments was
it possible to observe that the particles appeared afew microseconds before the experiment, remaining
for aperiod measured in nanoseconds—the same period for which they vanished after the power was
turned on—and then 'snapping back' to their proper time. Tempora energy potentia isvery stubborn
stuff. It dso existis only up to the congtantly advancing 'present.’ This, by the way, answers the second
objection you raised, Ms. Sadaka-Ramirez. The futureis, in an absolute sense, nonexistent until it
happens. There can be no travel intoit.

"At first Weintraub's discovery, however revolutionary in theoretica terms, had no practical application.
Nobody, it seemed, had to worry about murdered grandfathers. But then, twenty years later, Fujiwara
discovered an al-or-nothing process by which the temporal energy potentia of objects could be
cancelled entirely.”

Rutherford, who had been doing an admirable job of holding histongue, could no longer contain himsdlf.
"The mathematica underpinning of this processis one which—"

"—you don't want to hear about,” Jason finished for him firmly. "Believe me, you redlly don't." Rutherford
subsided unhappily, and Jason resumed. "All you need to know isthat the processis controllable, so that
matter can be sent back in timeto adesired date in the past—and will remain in the past until itstemporal
energy potentia isrestored by use of a'tempord retrieval device' or TRD, whereupon it 'snaps back' to
the linear present.”

"Uh...excuseme" Deirdre ventured. " ‘Linear present'. .. ?"

"Sorry. That's a convenience label we use for the fact that time passes a the same rate for atemporaly
displaced object asit doesin the 'present’ from which the object was displaced. This became apparent in
Weintraub's pioneering experiments, as | indicated earlier. And it proved to hold true for living beings as
well, contrary to some earlier theoretical speculationsthat living matter congtituted a 'reverse sate of
entropy' or something like that.” Jason saw from hislisteners expressions that he was starting to lose
them. Even Nagd's know-it-all look was wavering. "Let me put it thisway. Suppose you were sent back
in time from the Authority's displacer sagein Audrdiaat 10:00 A.M. on June 1, and spent five days and
one hour in the past before your TRD activated. Y ou would then reappear on the stage at 11:00 A.M.
on June 6. That'sflat. Remember what | said before about the congtantly advancing wave front between
the past and the future that we call the "present'? Well, you're wedded to it. Y ou can't just pick adate
and time you're going to return to. Thisisan immutable fact that the Service hasto live with. It's
fundamental to our operating procedures.

"Now, the displacement of matter back into the past requires amassve physicd ingtdlation and a



tremendous expenditure of energy. The actua energy requirement istied to two factors: the mass being
displaced, and how far back that massis being sent. For this displacement, it's going to cost alot to send
even the three of us." From Rutherford's direction came a grunt of sad accord. "Furthermore, for objects
of sgnificant massaninitiad energy surgeisrequired—an ‘oomph' if you will." Jason pretended not to
notice Rutherford's wince of pain. "This sends the object in question back about three hundred years
before the effect becomes controllable. Therefore you can't be sent to atime any more recent than that.
Incidentally, this disposes of another theoreticad difficulty with timetrave; thereisno possibility of going
back and meseting your own younger sdif.

"Anyway, thereisonly one such ingdlation. It's here on Earth—"

"Naturaly,” Nagel interjected.

Jason gritted his mental teeth. But Nagel, however insufferable, wasright. Only on this planet wastherea
past—a human past, anyway—to be explored.

"—in Western Austraia,”" Jason finished, proud of himself for hislevel tone of voice. "It had to be builtin
ardatively empty country, asfar as possible from large popul ation centers, because the energy
requirements could only be met by an antimatter power plant. It's the only such power plant on the
surface of Earth—or of any other inhabited planet—rather than in orbit like dl the others. There are
elaborate fall-safe systemsin place, and the chances of an accident are considered vanishingly remote.
But . . ." Jason let the thought trail off.

Nagel momentarily let hisguard dip, and his expression showed that hed never considered thisissue.
"Then why isn't thisingalation placed in space aswdl?"

"A reasonable question, Dr. Nagel." Jason decided he might aswell be conciliatory, especidly inasmuch
asit redly was areasonable question. "In fact, for reasons which are too technical to go into just now,
timetrave will only work within, and in rdation to, a substantia gravity field. If you think about it, this has
to bethe case. Otherwise. . . well, someone who traveled into the past would find himself watching

Earth recede at roughly eighteen miles a second asit revolves around the Sun, and wishing hed thought
to wear agpace auit." Actudly, it wasworse than that, given the Sun's orbital velocity around the center
of thegaaxy . . . and that wasjust for Sarters. But Jason decided to keep it smple. "Another fortunate
consequence: it doesn't matter where the displacer islocated on the surface of the planet producing the
gravity field. The displacer stage can whisk you anywhere on Earth at the sametimeit's displacing you
into the past. We won't have to make our way across the ancient world from Audtraliato Greece.”

Nagel leaned forward, now openly intrigued. "But why hasn't thismade al forms of public transportation
on Earth obsolete? World-wide tel eportation—"



"It doesn't work that way. Remember the three-hundred-year minimum trip into the past? Y ou haveto go
at least that far back. And when your TRD activates and you regain your tempora energy potentid, you
snap back to exactly the same location you were displaced from, due to conservation-of-energy
consderations. Anyway, even if it was possible to flick people around in the present, the expense would
limit it to being atoy for the super rich."

Deirdre Sadaka-Ramirez spoke up. "Y ou keep talking about this' TRD." . . ."

"Right—the temporal retrieval device. Asl've explained, it takes ahuge, expensive, energy-intensve
ingtallation we call the ‘displacer’ to cancel an object'stempora energy potentid and send it into the past.
But restoring that temporal energy potentia so that the object returnsto the linear present isamost
unbelievably easy. For ahuman-szed object—with its clothing and as much mass as a human can
conveniently carry—all it takesis a device that can be miniaturized to the Size of asmal pea, drawing an
inggnificant amount of energy. Good thing, too; this makestimetrave practicd.”

"Yes, | can seethat,” she nodded her dark-auburn head. 1 recdl being told that we're going to have to
have thisdeviceimplanted. . . ." A cloud shadow seemed to cross her features. Nagel 1ooked equally
troubled. Jason understood their queasiness, which practicaly al of society shared. It was another
hangover from the Transhuman madness.

"That's correct," he said quietly. "It'savery minor surgica operation, which will be performed after we
getto Audrdia”

"Isthat really necessary?"' asked Nagel peevishly. "Can't we just carry the things?'

"Standard Tempora Service procedure dictates that—" Rutherford began. Jason motioned him to
dlence. He subsided huffily and let the younger man ansver Nagd.

"Yes, | suppose so,” Jason conceded. ™Y ou could carry an obvioudy advanced device which would take
alot of explaining in the past—and which you might lose. Or it could be miniaturized asl've said—in
which case you'd dmost certainly loseit. And if you loseit, you're stranded in the past permanently .
Jason paused to let that sink in, then put on areassuring smile. "Anyway, this doesn't involve any
proscribed bionics. The TRD isn't neurdly interfaced with your brainin any way."

"Then how do you activate the thing?' Nagel demanded.



"Y ou dont. It activates automatically, a a predetermined moment, timed by atomic decay—and you're
back on the displacer stagein Audtrdia, in the linear present.”

A look of darm began to awake on Nagel'sfeatures. "But what if we should need to return to the present
beforethat?

"You cant," said Jason with findlity. "This accounts for the provison in the Articles of Agreement you
sgned rdeasing the Tempord Regulatory Authority from ligbility." More "legalistic boilerplate” you
couldn't be bothered with reading, he guessed. "If anything happens to you, you can't be rushed back
to amodern hospital; you're stuck in the past for afixed duration, with al that implies about medica care
or thelack of it." Jason decided he'd better accentuate the positive. "Thisway, the Authority knows
exactly when to expect you back, and can make sure the stage is clear at that time. Otherwise, you might
find yoursdlf occupying the same volume as another object.” Jason didn't elaborate on that. Hislisteners
expressions showed he didn't need to.

"Yes," Deirdre said thoughtfully. "With only the one displacer sagein existence, | can see how ‘traffic
control' might be aproblem. Bur what about our initid displacement into the past? There's not going to
be anybody back then making sure our arriva locationisclear.”

"Yes!" exclaimed Nagel, to whom these problems had clearly never occurred. "And what about the air
itsdlf, in the space where were going to occupy when we, uh, materidize?"

"Let me address those pointsin reverse order. We don't need to worry about the air, or any other matter
in gaseous State; the energy release involved in the displacement sufficesto shoveit out of our way. And
the displacement process involves afeedback feature which makesit impossible to send an object to
time/space coordinates which are occupied by another solid object. If there's anything there, it will Smply
default to the nearest unoccupied location. Unfortunately, this does not work for the snapping-back
process when the temporal energy potentid isrestored. Hence our concern with 'traffic control.' "

"All right,” Deirdre nodded. "Understood. But isn't it alittle unsettling to suddenly find yourself back in the
present, without warning?'

"Oh, it won't be without warning,”" Jason assured her. "I'll let you know when to expect it."

"And how will you know?' Nagd inquired archly. "Do | gather you'll be wearing awristwatch in the
Bronze Age?'



"Scarcely, Dr. Nagd." Jason's voice was level and unapologetic. "In point of fact, | do have an actud,
neurdly interfaced computer implant.”

For amoment, there was the kind of awkward silence that dways prevails when people are too polite to
pronounce a bigot word that has entered unbidden into their well-bred minds—in this case, cyborg.

"The Service enjoysaspecid, limited exemption from the Human Integrity Act,” Jason explained, "asdo
certain law enforcement agencies like the Hesperian Colonia Rangers, from which I'm on temporary
detached duty, in case you've wondered about this uniform. Theimplant hasits usesfor us. It enablesus
to carry around alot of useful information. And | can useit to record whatever | see and hear—within
limits, of course, since the storage capacity isn't infinite, but it's the only recording capability well have.”

"That |ast feature isuniquely useful on thismisson,” Rutherford interjected. "In more recent eras, paper
and ink would be localy obtainable; you would be able to take notes and conveniently bring them back
with you. In the Bronze Age, that is not going to be the case." Hetook on alook of annoyance. "We
redly do need anew set of tensesfor timetravel, don't we?"

"Absolutdly," Jason agreed, forestalling adigresson. "But at any rate, another advantage of my implant is
that I'll dways know the actud timein thelinear present.”

Deirdre Sadaka-Ramirez spoke briskly, as though eager to move on to another subject. "Well, then,
that's one thing we won't have to worry about. And thisisdl very interesting. But you till haven't
answered my most basic question: how isit that we can travel back in time despite the paradoxesiit
seemsto dlow for? | suppose you're going to tell me the past can't be changed, but—"

"Oh, but the past can be changed,” said Jason blandly. "We do it al thetime."

They amply stared a him.

"Infact,” he continued, enjoying the effect he was creeting, "changing the past isthe basisfor our one,
very unsatisfactory means of communicating with the present. Y ou see, thereisno such thing asa
‘tempord radio’ or anything like that."

"We're not totally ignorant, you know!" snapped Nagdl.



"Of course not, Doctor," said Jason, in as soothing atone as he could manage while snickering inwardly.
"So you understand that time travelers are on their own. They can, however, leave amessage—in some
durable form, and well hidden—at a prearranged place and time. After that point intimerollsaround in
the linear present, the Authority sends somebody to that location to find it. And to answer your question
before you even ask it: yes, welve thought of looking in such alocation in advance. The message wasn't
there. After the moment in the linear present when the plan called for the message to be deposited, the
location was visited again . . . and the message was there."

Therewas an intervd of uncomfortable sillence.

"l was not aware of this. . . experiment,” Nagd findly said.

"We don't go out of our way to publicizeit,” Rutherford admitted.

Deirdre Sadaka-Ramirez shook herself, and spoke dmost defiantly. "Have you ever tried going to one of
these locations before that "point in the linear present’ and staying there, watching, through that
moment?'

Jason and Rutherford exchanged alook. Rutherford nodded.

"Naturaly that's been thought of," Jason told her. "In fact, it's been donetwice. Inthefirst case, an
expedition had been sent back to 1953 to clear up the details of Stalin's death. They wereto leave a
message at a particular location outside Moscow, Russia. A team was sent there to perform precisdly the
kind of observation you've suggested.”

"And. .. ?" she breathed with a mixture of eagerness and apprehension.

"Ontheway from Audtrdia, the team's aircar developed amafunction. They were stuck in Calcutta until
the moment was past. Then they went on to Moscow and found the message.”

Derdre Sadaka-Ramirez sat back, looking deflated and vaguely resentful.

"It wastried again when a team went back to 2021, a crucia time during the Chinese breakup. Y ou can
be sure every member of that team was required to be combat-trained! Anyway, that time the Authority
made certain to have the observersin place at the message site outside the ruins of Beijing beforethe



team even departed, and kept them there through the prearranged linear-present moment. The message
never gppeared.”

"And what conclusions were drawn from that?' Deirdre asked eegerly.

"None. When the team returned—mostly in the form of corpses—the two survivors explained that they'd
gotten caught up in afire fight and had never been able to leave the message.”

Thistime her look of resentment was not vague. Jason's smile only intensfied it.

"I'mredlly not trying to bedifficult.” Well, maybe just a little, he mentaly hedged. "I'm leading up to the
real answer to your question about paradoxes. The past can be changed, yes—but only in small ways.
Waysthat don't create paradoxes. And don't ask me why. The incidence of acoholism among physicists
and philosophers hasrisen since they've started trying to figure it out. It ssemsto be related to the
Observer Effect—Schrodinger's Cat, and al that. What it boils down to isthat atime traveler can't
change the observed world. Nobody ever had any reason to check those message sites before, so that's
al right. But you can't go back and kill one of your own ancestors, smply because we know he didn't
get killed."

"But," Nagd spluttered, "asa practica matter, what prevents you from killing him?"

"l have noidea, Dr. Nagel. But something will, if you try to. And the same goesfor anything that will
preclude the existence of your society. The past can be changed, but history can't.”

Deirdre looked thoughtful. "Y ou try to shoot Hitler in Vienna before World War I, and the gun will jam."

"That's one possbility. But the way these things more typically work, you'd find out later that you had
shot some other bum by mistake.”

Nagel, obvioudy uncomfortable with this entire discussion, made a blustering effort to assert control.
"Shall weturn our atention to practicaities? Onething | do know—" awithering glare at Jason "—isthat
we areto be supplied with the loca spoken language by direct neura induction.”

"That iscorrect,” Rutherford nodded. "It is one of the Authority's obligations, specified in the Articles of
Agreement.”



"Well and good. But how can this be possible for the erain question? Granted, my definitive study of the
subject has established beyond reasonable question—not to be confused with the questionsraised by
upstarts like Boudreau and Markoval—that an early form of Greek was aready being spoken on the
mainland, while one or more languages of the Hittite-L uwian family gtill prevailed on Crete and the
Cydadesidands, including Santorini. But even | do not pretend to be able to provide a pronouncing
gazetteer for these languages”

Rutherford, back in hiseement, smiled a smile that exceeded even hisusual capacity for oozing
complacency. "Please rest assured that this has been taken into account, Sidney. The very fact that this
expedition is being dispatched should tell you that we know. . . ." Helet the sentence hang.

"You know?" Nagel leaned forward with an avidity that seemed odd in one who claimed to know
aready. Perhaps, Jason thought, he wasn't quite as certain of his conclusions as he pretended. "But
how . ..?0Oh, tdl me—!"

"All in good time, Sidney." Rutherford wasn't really asadist, Jason reflected, but he did love hislittle
secrets. "Thiswill come out in the briefings you will receivein Audtrdia. For now, I've asked you dl to
meet here in Greece o that we can examine the landscapesin question first-hand. | redlize, Sidney, that
thiswill be somewhat redundant for you. | also caution you that those landscapes will be quite different in
the seventeenth century B.C. For one thing, Greece was much more extensively forested then. Still, this
type of familiarization is not without value. | have anitinerary planned for tomorrow. | suggest wedl
make an early night of it."

They took the hint and began filing out. Asthey departed, Deirdre Sadaka-Ramirez gave Jason a coolly
appraising look, and achalenging smilelifted the corners of her full lips.

"A ship's captain in the age of sail, eh? 1 hope you don't plan to flog us."

Jason returned her smilein kind. "Only when necessary.”

Chapter Three

Jason had visited Greece before—modern Greece where Rutherford had his office, and the Greece of
the past where he could so easily passfor alocd. But he hadn't really spent as much timein either asone
might have thought. His Service base of operationswasin Audtraia, and temporal expeditions had—until
now—ventured back only asfar asthe High Middle Ages, when the Byzantine Empire was dlill fitfully
alive but Greece proper had aready become an impoverished beachcomber by the shore of history.



Neither in the present century nor in any other had he ever been to the places Rutherford now took them.

Firgt they went southwest by aircar, over the Saronic Gulf with Salamisto theright, asthe morning sun
lay adazzling trail on the watery grave of Xerxes fleets. Then they were over dry land again—very dry,
for thiswas the austere Peloponnesus. Specifically, Rutherford informed them, they traversed the
Argolid. Jason stared down, brooding, at alandscape that epitomized Earth to him, for it has been
shaped by human habitation so long that the terracing of the hillsideswas practically as much anatura
feature as the rock formations wrought by blind geological processes.

Presently, the gleam of sunlit water appeared again, ahead and to the left—the Gulf of Argos. Their
destination was short of that, not far from the mouth of ariver straggling through a plain covered with
olive groves and orchards and crisscrossed with eucayptus-lined roads. They landed beside such aroad,
where the trees shaded the riverbed—more gravel and dluvid st than water, at least @ this
early-summer time of year. A town wasjust visblein the distance, at the base of amountain—Argos,
according to Rutherford.

Nagd's impatience could no longer be contained. "Kyle, why have you brought us here?'

"Because, Sidney, thisiswhere you are going to appear in the seventeenth century B.C." Rutherford gave
afrowning headshake.

"But why here?' Nagel asked. "Why not Santorini—safely before the explosion, of coursel—or Crete or
one of the Cycladesidands?’

"All ingood time, Sidney." Rutherford's serenity was as sublime asit wasinfuriating. Jason, knowing the
futility of trying to extract information before the old boy was good and ready, held histongue. Deirdre
Sadaka-Ramirez ignored the whole byplay, and smply stared at a vista utterly foreign to her experience.

"| caution you al," Rutherford resumed, "that thingswill be different in the target milieu. For onething,
Greece was far more well-watered then. This river—the Inachos, by the way—was capacious. Indeed, it
must have often flooded.”

"The least of these peopl€sworries now," Jason commented.

"Nevertheless" Rutherford continued, ignoring him, “the basic contours of the land are not believed to
have changed fundamentaly. Our timeis somewhat limited, but we will familiarize ourselveswith thisarea
before departing for Crete.”



They spent most of the day doing hops around the valley, pausing for lunch at awaterfront taverna
Rutherford knew at Nauplia, by the seaat the base of acliff crowned by afortress built by the Venetians
inthe medieva timesto which Jason had traveled. It was asurprisingly good lunch, Jason
thought—although, admittedly, he was very hungry. Deirdre, looking askance at the contents of the
kitchen pots, satisfied hersdlf with abasic Greek salad—mostly black olives, feta cheese and dices of
dartlingly red tomato, practically afloat in olive oil onaminima bed of |ettuce—accompanied by a
peponi melon. Jason considered steering her away from resinated wine, but then suggested shetry it,
which she did gamely enough. He had afedling it was probably closer to what would be availablein the
Bronze Age, before there were tourist palates to consider.

Afterwards they resumed their stops, pausing at each for awalk through territory of whose relevance
Rutherford assured them in his usud uninformative way. Nagel made no attempt to conced his
above-it-all disdain. Deirdre was just as open in her fascination. Jason stored away topographica data
with amethodica eye, untroubled by any stirrings of ancestral memories, he didn't think of himsdf as
particularly Greek, nor as anything at all except Hesperian.

They didn't stop at the Snister cyclopean ruins at Mycenae and Tiryns, merely glimpsing them from the
ar. Rutherford assured them that those massive fortifications hadn't existed as such in the target era. Then
they left Tiryns and nearby Naupliabehind and headed south over the sea.

At firgt they hugged the eastern coast of the Peloponnesus, where the Gibraltar-like mass of Monemvasia
rose from the sea, before passing Cape Ma ea and turning southeastward across the Aegean. The sun
was low in the sky when Crete— ooking dmost like a continent after so many diminutive
idands—appeared ahead and to the right, occluding the darkening sky with its brooding, mountainous
mass. By the time they grounded at Herakleion, the sun was setting behind Mount Juktas, the "Head of
Zeus"

After dinner they once again "made an early night of it" at Rutherford'sindstence. He dso insgsted, shortly
after dawn the following morning, that they take aground car up the valey from Herakleion to Knossos.
Theroad was awinding, twisting one, but at least they only had to traverse afew miles—and listento a
limited amount of Nagel's grumbling—before stopping at the screen of cypresses behind which lay the
mound of Knossos. Rutherford had called ahead, and the stasisfield that protected the ruins from the
ages had been lifted. It was Hill early, and they were alone as they walked through the trees and emerged
to see the Pdlace of Minos.

Five hundred years after Sir Arthur Evans excavation of this Site, no one except specidists remembered
the controversy that had once raged over his decision to reconstruct what he had unearthed, lest it
collapseinto rubble in the absence of the soil that had held it up for more than three thousand years.
Nagd was such aspeciaist, and he muttered ritudistically about reinforced concrete columns, and
frescoes that owed as much to late nineteenth century art nouveau asto the Minoan Bronze Age.



"Well, Sdney," Rutherford reminded him, "you may have the opportunity to see how close Sir Arthur
actudly came."

That silenced Nagel, and he looked around with new eyes at what he/d seen so many times before. Jason
and Deirdreignored him, for asfar asthe world at large was concerned, Evans had long ago triumphed
over hisdetractors—or at least outlasted them. The passage of centuries had made his recongtructionsa
part of higtory in themsalves, so that what he and his architect Christian Doll had wrought was now as
legitimate afeature of Knossos as the works of the nameless builders of millenniabefore.

Likedl Service members, Jason had gotten an extensve familiarization with Earth'shistory. Deirdre
didn't have that depth and breadth of background knowledge, but as part of her preparation for this
expedition she had learned something of this particular milieu. So, whatever Nagel may have thought,
they both had some inkling of where they were and what it meant. Asthey walked through the northwest
entrance and the propylaeum hall with its copied frescoes, Jason began to fed oppressed by the sheer,
inconceivable ancientness of this haunted place. This was the concentrated and distilled essence of old
Earth.

They proceeded through the dark, cavernous storerooms and walked up aflight of stepsinto the central
courtyard. "Isthiswhere they did the bull-leaping?"' asked Deirdre, gesturing back in the direction of the
frescoes they'd seen.

"That'swhat many popularizationswould have usbdieve,” said Nagd smugly. "But amoment's thought
should convince anyone of the unlikelihood that it was ever done on a stone-paved surface.”

"Hard enough to believe they ever did it anywhere," Jason mused, rubbing hisitchy, bristly jaw.
Rutherford had ordered him and Nagd to stop shaving.

"You are not the first to have that reaction,” Nagel acknowledged with akind of condescending
graciousness. "When the frescoesfirst came to light, expertsin rodeo-type sportsflatly denied the
possibility. But thereis no room for doubt that it did occur.”

They continued on, across the courtyard and down the restored grand staircase to the private
gpartments, with their gppedling light airiness and their startlingly sophisticated plumbing. Thenit was
back to the west side of the courtyard and down ashort flight of stepsinto what was cdled the throne
room, athough there was no proof that it had really been anything of the sort. Here, the ghosts clustered
thickly around the high-backed dabaster chair that had given the chamber its name. Stedling aglance at
Deirdre'sface, Jason could tell that shefelt their presence as wll.



The psychological atmosphere lightened again when they went above to agdlery of restored frescoes.
Here again were the boys and girls vaulting over the backs of charging bulls, and portraits glowing with
that blend of innocence and sophidtication that the world of Evans day had seen in them, and found so

gopeding.

"And it'snever died down," Nagd pontificated. "The fascination is rooted in the mystery, of course. Even
after the Minoan scripts were deciphered—the Linear B in the twentieth century, the Linear A somewhat
later—the surviving tablets revealed no more about the society'sinner life than arandom day's worth of
emptied bureaucratic wastebaskets would reveal about us. So we can read whatever we want into these
people's art, and see whatever we want to see. To paraphrase what someone once said about the
Neanderthas, each generation getsthe Minoans it deserves.”

"Not likethe later Classical Greeks, who did put themselves on record,” Jason remarked. "Admire them
al you want, but you keep on bumping up against davery and purdah and suicida politica stupidity.”

Nagd gave him asharp glace, asthough realy noticing him for thefirst time. "Very astute, Mr. Thanou.”
His very held an unmistakable connotation of surprisingly. "Evans post-Victorian sentimentaism—he
seemsto have thought of the Minoans as children quivering on the verge of exquisite decadence—is
something from which we gill haven't dtogether freed oursalves. Not too surprising. Evanswasfairly
imperiousin hisviews, asthough Knossoswas his private estate. Come to think of it, Knossos was his
private estate; he had bought the place. No one was apt to argue with him. So hisinfluence liveson,
despite everything that was discovered subsequently—clear evidence of human sacrifice, for example,
and undeniableindications of ritud cannibaism.”

On that somewhat chilling note, they reemerged into the warm Cretan sun, now at midmorning. After the
initia tour, Rutherford had a series of in-depth studies he wanted them to do, in conjunction with
recongtructions of the palace's layout, including the upper stories, holographically projected by his
portable computer. Jason continued to note spatial relationships and distances, and store them
away—not just in hismemory, but dso in the cybernetic memory of theimplant in hisskull, which
recorded that which his eyes saw and could play it back through direct connection to his optic nerve. He
saw nothing to be gained by reminding his companions of this capability, grateful though they might befor
it later on.

Nagel found it necessary to quibble about the relevance of what they were seeing to what had existed in
1628 b.c., when the palace had dready been haf amillennium old. "It grew over time you know, amost
likealiving organism. At firgt it wasisolated blocks of buildings grouped around the centra court. Over
the centuries, connections were built, open lanes became passageways and corridors, whole courtyards
were roofed over and became rooms containing older structures, and the whole complex acquired an
indescribable complexity, like. . . like. . ."



"Gormenghagt,” Jason supplied. Deirdre shot him an gppreciative grin—evidently her reading of classic
fantasy hadn't been limited to time-travel stories.

Nagd, on the other hand, gave him aglare of annoyed incomprehension. "At any rate, Kyle," he said,
ostentatioudy ignoring Jason, "it would be useful if we could make severd vidtstoit, at intervas of afew
centuries each, to confirm the stages by which the structure evolved.”

Rutherford looked like he was having difficulty breathing—jprobably going into akind of budgetary
shock, Jason thought. "Well, a any rate, Sdney," hefindly managed, till wheezing abit, "the generd
outline had assumed more or lessitsfina form by our target period, had it not?"

"Probably," Nagd grudgingly admitted. "After al these centuries, the exact dividing line between the
Middle Minoan and Late Minoan periodsis still avexed question. Wemay find it fill initsMiddle
Minoan 111 stage." The thought seemed to cheer him.

It was night before they returned to Heraklelon. The next morning and early afternoon were spentina
seriesof brief viststo other sitesin Crete—Phaestos, Gournia, Triada. Rutherford didn't et them stay in
any one place very long, because they needed to depart from Athensfor Audtrdiathe following evening,
and he had one more stop he wanted them to make: Santorini.

"Needlessto say," hetold them, "the landscape there is even more changed than al the othersyou've
seen. Indeed, mogt of the landscape smply doesn't exist anymore. Stll, it can't hurt to have alook, and
it'samost directly on our route back to Athens.”

So they flew north from Herakleion over the blue Aegean for seventy miles. The mountains of Crete were
gill visible behind them in the afternoon sun when the idands of the Santorini group appeared ahead.

Their aircar swung around to the west in anear half-circle, to approach from the northwest, through the
gap between the big crescent-shaped idand of Therato the left, and smdler, barren Therasiato theright,
to pass over the deep waters of the Santorini cadera. They flew at an dtitude of athousand feet, which
put them about level with the tops of the sheer cliffsthat walled the calderain strata of gray, black,
rust-red and, at the top, dazzling white. Ahead, in the center of the caldera, the volcanic cone of Nea
Kameni rose from the water.

Jason looked down at that water, dmost as deep as the surrounding cliffs were high, too deep for any
anchor chain to reach bottom. Hetried, and failed, to imagine the event—"eruption” wasa
bandity—which had obliterated the center of alarge circular idand, leaving this thirty-two-square-mile
searfilled crater ringed by shattered fragments of the original idand. Here, very clearly, wasaplace



where the Earth had vomited its guts out.

Jason stole alook at Deirdre. The touristlike fascination sheld shown up till now was gone, replaced by a
look of intense, focused concentration. It was, Jason redlized, the look of onewho wasfindly seeing at
first hand a place previoudy studied in great depth but only from adistance.

They followed the dliffs of Thera southward. Presently a brilliantly whitewashed town appeared,
gprawling dong the white cliff crest of which it seemed an outgrowth.

"Inthe old days," Rutherford told them, "the only accesswas by boat. You had totie up at ajetty at the
base of the cliffs, and go up nine hundred feet by foot or muleback. The adventurous, and thosein search
of authentic ambience, till do 0." He pointed downward at the ramps and steps, cut into the cliff facein
acrazy series of zigzags and switchbacks. Jason took one look and decided he was grateful for the aircar
that wafted them to the top of the cliff and down onto asmall landing area on the outskirts of the town.

They walked through narrow, winding, multilevel streets—alleys, redly—to the hotd where Rutherford
hed arranged accommodations. Rutherford himsalf was fidgeting to use what remained of the daylight,
but they were dll tired after their series of excursons on Crete earlier in the day. He grudgingly agreed
that they could afford an evening of relaxation.

Jason settled into his room—small, austere, immaculate—and then, restless, walked up to arooftop
terrace where afew people sat at small tables. The hotdl was perched at the very edge of the vertiginous
cliff, and the terrace overl ooked the caldera. Jason leaned on the rough-textured ba ustrade and peered
down at the crazy muletrail and the jetty far below. Then he gazed outward, west over watersthat the
sun, setting behind Nea Kameni, had turned to atrail of molten bronze, rippling out to that dark mass of
olidified lava

"Hard toimagine, isnt it?"

Jason turned at the sound of the familiar voice behind him. "Oh, hi, Ms. Sadeka-Ramirez."

"Deirdre, please." She had changed into alightweight pae-blue dress whose tranducent materia would,
Jason thought mischievoudy, have shown to best advantage with the low-lying sun behind her. "We may
aswdl be on firg-name terms, since were going to be spending quite alot of timein each other's
company. Subjective time, | suppose| should say.”

"Sowe are. I'm Jason. Let me buy you adrink."



For an ingtant, her face wore a defensive look—but only for an instant, before she smoothed it ouit.
"Sure. Let'stry thelocd wine"

Jason made no protest. They seated themsalves at atiny tablein an angle formed by the balustrade and
an equally rough wall with atiny stand-up bar—a pass-through, really—where Jason procured a carafe
of wine.

"Not bad," he said after spping it. "A little fizzy, but not bad. Y ou say it'sloca? I'm surprised they can
grow grapes here.”

"Actudly, they grow quite afew things here—tomatoes, barley and beans, aswell as grapes. VVolcanic
il isvery fertile”

"Yes, but it needswater. Thisidand can't possibly have any streams, and theréshardly any rain.”

"It's due to something we got here too late in the day to see. Because of the way the cliffs overshadow
the cadera, the sun doesn't hit the water until almost noon. And the water is very cold, being so deep. So
the sudden heat causes|ots of water vapor to rise up the cliffs and then pour down the dopes. So there's
ahighlevd of humidity."

Jason gave her asharp look. "You redlly have made a study of this place, haven't you? By the way, what
did you mean earlier? What isit that's hard to imagine?'

"What happened here four thousand years ago.” She swept her arm around in a gesture that took in the
entire volcanicaly sculpted panorama, and her face wore the same look held seen earlier when she had
gotten her first look at Santorini from theair. "At that time acircular idand—called, we believe,
Kallise—took in thiswhole semicircle of idets. And at the center of it wasamountain amile high. These
diffsarejust the remnants of that mountain'sfoothilld" She pointed to the cliffsde whereit curved away
from them into the distance. " See that light-colored stratum? It's the pumice and generd gectaof that
mountain, which blew out to cover theidand. And it'sahundred to a hundred and fifty feet thick! Most
of that cloud of ash and acidic gas—hot enough to vaporize people and other living things—expanded
outward, covering the seabed and the idands to the southeast. Eventualy, the ash and dust spread asfar

as Egypt.

"In the meantime, for asingle unimaginable ingtant, towering walls of water must have hesitated above the
cavity that had been blasted out. Then they crashed into it, striking that furnace-hot bottom and recoiling



back outward in tsunamis—waves hundreds of feet high that must have devastated every coastal
settlement in the Aegean that didn't have some kind of geographica shelter.

"It was the greatest naturd disaster in Earth's history of which we have direct knowledge. The Krakatoa
explosonin the early sixth century A.D., which started the dominoes of the Dark Agesfdling, may have
been bigger, but that's speculation. When Krakatoablew itstop againin 1883 A.D., inthefull light of
history, it depopul ated the adjacent areas of the Indonesian archipelago and crested visible effects
literally around theworld . . . and on that occasion it released only about a third of the energy that was
released here where we're Sitting, one autumn day in 1628 B.C."

Jason looked around at the peaceful, picturesque scene, with unfamiliar but gppealing music making a
counterpoint to the low murmur of conversations at the other tables. A shiver ran through him.

"And the volcano has been quiescent ever sSince?' he asked.

"Not atogether." Deirdre pointed outward at the Kameni idandsin the middle of the caldera. "Those
idands are fusons of volcanic cones resulting from anumber of lesser eruptions since then. Palea Kameni
had assumed its present form by the sixteenth century, when Nea Kameni appeared following afurther
eruption. Subsequent eruptions—including onein 1867 which was thefirst to be photographed—have
been minor, and the configuration of the idands hasn't appreciably changed.” She amiled. "Eventudly, a
new idand will be built up, the same stresseswill accumulate. . . and it will dl happen again.”

" 'World without end, amen,™ Jason quoted. He took afortifying pull on hiswine. "I repesat what | said
earlier: you've obvioudy studied this place in depth. So maybe you can answer aquestion that's been
bothering me. There seemsto be no doubt in anybody's mind that the explosion took place in autumn of
the year 1628 B.C. But how do we know that? It seems suspicioudy exact.”

"Oh, that's been known since around the turn of the twenty-first century, although it was controversa
then. The 'autumn’ part is an inference from the prevailing winds, as shown by the seabed deposits. And
the year isameatter of dendrochronology.”

"Uh...dendro...?

"Tree-ring dating. Trees grow anew ring every year, o their growth rates can be measured. And some
very old ones like bristlecone pines, and certain others preserved in northern European bogs, date back
to the Bronze Age. So we know there were a couple of very bad growth years—indicating very severe,
prolonged winters such as would be produced by aworld-girdling cloud of vol canic ash—between 1628
and 1626 B.C." She chuckled. "From what I've reed, the archaeological establishment of that day went



into deep denid when thiscameto light. It overturned some of their cherished theories, only afew years
after they'd findlly adjusted to radiocarbon dating."

"Nagel's ancestors,” Jason remarked drily. He couldn't bring himsdlf to worry about the crack's
appropriateness—at least not as much as he knew he should.

Deirdre looked startled for a second, then laughed nervoudy. "Well," she temporized, not wanting to
become afull accomplice in Jason's naughtiness, "they've come around by now, of course. They had to
revisealot of their assumptionsto accommodateit. Or so I'veread. | don't know the details, of course.
Higtory'snot my fidd."

"No, itisn't. Asmuch as| hateto admit it, I'm closer to Nagd than | am to you in terms of my areas of
expertise. | had to soak up some background knowledge of Earth's history in the course of my job with
the Service. Not that | have any academic credentidsin thefield, you understand,” he added hadtily.

"No," she smiled, "you don't seem thetype. Infact, | can't avoid acertain curiosity. What led you into the
Tempora Servicein thefirgt place?’

Jason felt an unaccustomed and unwel come awkwardness. "Well, the pay isgood,” he offered.
"Especidly when you include the extratempord duty bonus. And it dl accumulatesin atrust fund while
youredisplaced intime.” Thiswastrue. After his separation from the Service there had been nothing to
prevent him from retiring, except fear of an early death from boredom.

"No doubt. And | imagine that what you and Rutherford were telling us about the immutability of
observed history must help. Otherwise it might beintolerable.”

"What do you mean?' Actuadly, Jason wasfairly sure he knew.

"Wadl, if it weren't that way you'd probably fed like you were walking on eggshellswhenever you'rein
the past, afraid to do anything that might have unintended consequences. But asit is, if you can do
something then it must bedl right.” She laughed. "I'm not expressing mysdlf very well.”

"Yes, you are. And you'reright. There are circumstances in which you find you must do something.”
Jason's eyes seemed to focus on memory. "'l wasin Congtantinople in 1204 when it was sacked by the
Fourth Crusade.”



"Uh, I'm afraid history—"

"—Ilan't your field. | know. So just take my word that you wouldn't have wanted to be there to seeit.
Anyway, | found myself on aback street, and saw a Frankish soldier getting ready to rape agirl of no
more than six. Judging from what was going on everywhere else in Congtantinople that night, he probably
would have killed her afterwards. Now, according to the kind of theories those old fiction writers played
with, saving her life might have had imponderable consequences, she might have grown up and gotten
married and given birth to aconqueror or inventor or religious reformer who changed subsequent history,
or something like that. But, as you've pointed out, we now know that's not the case."

"Oh. So you saved her." Deirdre seemed to have an afterthought. "And, uh, what about the Frankish
Lldier?'

"Well," Jason replied obliquedly, "therésno rulethat says| can't enjoy my work."

Deirdre stared at him for a perceptible instant of silence, then hurried on. "Still, though, | can't help
thinking there must be moreto it. Surely you must fed awe at the knowledge of what you're seeing—and
sheer curiosity. Especidly what we're about to see. I've read some of the speculations—"

"Right. Thisidand's volcanic history cameto light in the late twentieth century, when revived, haf-baked
mysticism was fashionable. They used the term 'New Age for anything that was particularly retrograde.
George Orwell would have loved that, if hed gtill been divel™ Jason laughed. "They decided that
Santorini was the lost world of Atlantis. Or that the Side effects caused the Plagues of Egypt, and the
tsunami drowned Pharaoh'sarmy in the Red Seal”

"Yes, yes. But not al the ideas were that wild. Wasn't there afairly respectable theory that the eruption
wiped out or at least crippled the Minoan civilization?' Deirdre gestured southward, toward Crete from
whence they'd come. "It ssems plausible. After dl, Crete was less than seventy milesfrom this
cataclysm.”

"It does seem that way, doesn't it? But the evidence is that Minoan society wasn't destroyed. In fact,
they've discovered Minoan remains right here on Santorini on top of the ash deposits; those people came
back. Oh, yes, there's ill a strong probability—I'd say anear certainty—that the disaster got the
Minoans started downhill. In fact, that's something we hope to confirm.” Jason paused, and looked
pensive. "l think it goes back to what Nagel wastelling us at Knossos: every generation readsits own
idedls, its own dreams, into those innocent-seeming faces that gaze out at us from those charming
frescoes. So there's something delicioudy tragic about the thought of them being abruptly blotted out by
blind natura forces." He gave a scornful laugh and pressed on, unaware that he had let himsdf dip out of
character. "For example, people looked at the lack of fortifications at Knossos and said, 'Oh, wonderful!
The Minoans were high-minded pacifistsjust like us!' Morelikely, it was a case of fatheaded



overconfidence in the ability of their fleetsto keep any possible enemies away from Crete. Likewise,
there used to be atheory that the Minoans were feminists four thousand years ahead of their times—"

"I've heard that last one," Deirdre said expressionlessly.

"Y es, but what's the evidence for it? Scul ptures of femal e goddesses—something not unknown in ancient
societies that we know were male-dominated. And frescoes of some really gorgeous women with
expensve-looking clothes and e aborate hairdos and attitudes that suggest to us—though not necessarily
to the origina painters—sophidtication and socia status. For al we know, they could have been
high-priced whores! No, it's just another case of looking at the Minoans and seeing what we want to see,
without any redl written records to burst our bubbles. Now, though, maybe well learn what they were
really like"

"Maybe." The sun had set, and thefirst stars had appeared, but that couldn't account for asudden
seeming drop in temperature. Deirdre drained her wine and set the glass down with an unnecessarily loud
click. "l think I'll turnin. Thanksfor thewine."

Nice going, Jason chided himsdlf as he watched her depart. He stood up, got another wine, and went to
lean on the balustrade. The moon had peeked over the cliff tops, and it glistened on the caldera's
unthinkably deep waters.

Chapter Four

Current hypersonic suborbita transports didn't use any form of reaction engines, of course. But theterm
"jetlag" was dill inuse. . . and dtogether too damned appropriate, Jason thought, after their three-hour
flight from Greeceto Audrdia.

Rutherford gave them little time to recover. He had their schedule planned out to his usua degree of
regimentation. After landing at the town-szed ingtdlation in the Great Sandy Desert not far northwest of
L ake Mackay—about as close to the middle of nowhere as it was possible to get on today's Earth, as
Jason had intimated—they barely had timeto get settled into their quarters. Deirdre and Nagel were
pleasantly surprised, for as viewed from the outside, the facilitieslooked amost as bleak asthelr
surroundings. Insde, the accommodati ons were as comfortabl e as late-twenty-fourth-century technology
and fairly lavish funding could make them. Their biologica clockstold them it wastimeto retireto those
luxury-hotellike quarters. . . but it was still business hours for the laboratories to which Rutherford took
them.

He had decided the implantation of their temporal retrieva devices should take place a once. Thisway,
the two novices wouldn't have time to brood about it and let their cultural prejudices smmer. For it was



as Jason had told them: avery trivia in/out surgery, after which it was a fait accompli. Since any part of
the body would do as well as any other, the out-of-the-way and easy-to-forget inner side of the left arm,
not far below the armpit, was used. Jason himsalf had had so many of the tiny TRDs put into and taken
out of himsdlf that held long ago stopped worrying about it, if indeed he ever had.

After that, Rutherford et them rest. But soon it was back to the labs for a procedure that was more
elaborate and time-consuming . . . and which came asa surprise to Deirdre and Nagdl. Deirdrein
particular was taken aback. "They never mentioned this problem in any of the old fictional trestments of
timetravel I'veread," she remarked.

"No," Rutherford smiled at her. "I've sampled some of those works mysdlf. They were full of

unscrupul ous people doing things like sdlling autométic riflesto the Confederate States of America. But
those authors never seem to have considered the real threat that even the most well-meaning of time
travelers would pose to the people of the past, without ever intending to do so.”

"I've often wondered why they didn't think of it," said Jason. "Their own history told them dl about the
impact Europeans, with their millennia of exposure to the Old World disease pool, had had on isolated
societiesin Polynesiaand the Americas.”

"True. But you must remember that those writers lived during the early part of the Age of Antibiotics,
before the consequences of that period'sirresponsibility were appreciated. Today, of course, we know
that excessive dispensing and inept use of penicillin and the other ‘wonder drugs over aperiod of
generations put disease microorganisms through an extraordinary course of forced-draft evolution. Only
the most resistant strains survived . . . and proceeded to give rise to super-resistant ones. During the
twenty-first century, it became arace between those strains and ever more highly developed antibiotics.”

"But," Nagel protested, "nowadayswe al get broad spectrum immunization as amatter of routine public
hedth.”

"Y oureforgetting the Immunity Gap, Sdney."

Nagd fdl slent. Actudly, no one could forget that nightmare time when humanity had seemed on the
verge of losing its race with the microbes, for those years socid chaos and gpocalyptic panic had
provided the soil from which the poisonous growth of the Transhuman movement had sprouted.

"During that period,” Rutherford continued, “the human immune system had to undergo a bit of
forced-draft evolution itself. So now we dl harbor organisms against which the humans of earlier eras
have no defenses. The further back one goes, the worse the problem becomes—and you are going very



much further back than anyone ever has. Each of you would be averitable Typhoid Mary' in the Bronze
Age. Fortunately, we are aware of the danger, and can prevent it."

"But," said Nagdl, hisface ashade paler, "what if the discoverers of timetravel hadn't thought of this
problem, and smply gone blundering ahead into the past?’

"But they didn't, Sidney," Rutherford told him soothingly. "That's the whole point of what Commander
Thanou was explaining to you about time travel back in Athens. There are no paradoxes.”

Nagd didn't look altogether satisfied. But like his companions, he proceeded to submit to a series of
trestmentsinvolving injections aternating with spells of lying down strapped into vagudly aarming-looking
and -sounding machinery. The technicians who processed them were far too busy to explainit al. But
Rutherford assured them that their bodies were being cleansed of al microorganisms that would endanger
the population of the seventeenth century b.c., by processes which spared those organismsthat served a
purpose. They had little choice but to accept hisword.

After that it wastimefor athree-week orientation period, which gave Jason and Nagel moretimeto
grow the beards whose lack would have been conspicuous where they were going. Rutherford's brief
tour in Greece had given them abasic familiarity with the region. Now they were force-fed detailed
information about it, and about the materia culture in which they would find themsalves. For most of the
curriculum, relaively traditiond teaching techniques, reinforced by neuro-€lectronic simulation of the
appropriate brain centers while deeping or in astate of induced unconsciousness, sufficed. But inthe
matter of language. . .

"It would make no sense to send people into a past milieu without giving them the means of
communicating there," Jason explained when they met to discuss the subject. Heignored Nagd's
fidgeting. "Now, it doesn't have to be exact. Y ou don't have to pass for anative of thelocality where you
find yoursdf; you can dways clam to be from somewhere €l se where everybody knows the people talk
funny. But accent or not, you have to be reasonably fluent in the language.”

"And," Rutherford put in, "it would take too long to acquire such fluency by conventiond means.
Therefore, the Authority was able to successfully make a case for another exemption from the Human
Integrity Act. We are permitted to use direct neurd induction to impose alanguage's patterns on the
gpeech centers. It is somewhat disorienting, and requires a period of rest under antidepressant drugs
afterwards. In fact, you may have noted awaiver clausein the Articles of Agreement concerning
long-term effects. | should emphasize, however, that thisis gtrictly precautionary. Be assured that we
have never had an actual incidence of such problems.”

Nage was clearly uninterested in any possible sde effects. In fact, he could no longer contain himself.
"Blagt it, Kyle, | know dl thisl But how can you possibly have these 'language patterns for the Aegean



Bronze Age?'

Rutherford evidently decided that Nagel had suffered enough. "We have been planning this expedition for
sometime, Sidney. Itis, after al, by far the most ambitious temporal displacement we have ever
undertaken—involving humans. Therisksinvolved judtified the expense of preceding it with an
unmanned probe."

"An unmanned probe?’ Deirdre echoed, too intrigued to take offense at the phraseology.

"Y es—using aunique gpproach.” Rutherford'slook of sublime salf-satisfaction |eft no doubt in anyone's
mind asto the identity of that gpproach's originator. " The probe was encased in asynthetic materia
which—to any low-technology tools of andyss, a any rate—appeared to be rough-hewn stone, in a
crudely anthropomorphic shape. It was sent back to 1710 B.C., in the Inachos valley—which we visited
on our outing from Athens, asyou may recal."

"Why there?" Jason asked.

"The entire operation was somewhat controversd. After dl, we were flinging an insrumentdity into the
past without any on-the-scene human oversight. In order to get approval, we had to agreeto use an
out-of-the-way locale where the risk of impacting observed history was minimized. But it was till within
the same culturd—and, dmost certainly, ethnolinguistic—zone as the more important centers.”

Nagel, Jason thought, must have sensed where this was headed. He was practically panting.

"The experiment succeeded,” Rutherford resumed. "The loca people did precisaly aswe'd hoped: they
found the probe, and made agod of it—or, if not agod, at least an object of worship. There are
instances from recorded Greek history of objectsthat the immortals were believed to have flung to
Earth—the Omphal os at the Oracle of Delphi, or the Palladium that the Greeks were supposed to have
golen from Troy. We counted on this particular kind of susceptibility already existing in protohistorical
times"

Deirdre spoke with uncharacterigtic hesitancy, as though frightened of what she was saying. "Isit possible
that, by your experiment, you created this 'susceptibility'?"

"| suppose that iswithin the realm of possibility,” Rutherford alowed with chilling casuaness. "At any
rate, the localstook it to ther village—which was later to grow into the town of Argos—and setitupina
ghrine. .. and did agreat ded of talking in its presence. Now, the probe was designed for ruggedness



and durability above dl else, for obvious reasons. It had no sophisticated cybernetic features—just basic
audio and video pickups, which ran continuoudy for the entire duration of the mission, snce wewere
ableto giveit afar higher recording capacity than Commander Thanou will have."

Yes, Jason thought. | have other things taking up space. A heart, lungs, kidneys, a Gl tract . . . and,
whatever Nagel thinks, a brain.

"The probe's TRD was set to activate at aloca timein the smal hours of the morning, when we hoped
no one would be present to seeit vanish. After we had retrieved it, we were able to study its recorded
pictures and sound. We subjected them to computer analysis using universal trandation programs.”

Deirdre and Nagel didn't look as though this meant anything in particular to them. It did to Jason. He was
familiar with the devices that were used in establishing communication with newly discovered dien races.
With only afew minutes exposure, it was possible to begin analyzing an entirely unknown language.

"But," Rutherford continued, "that turned out to be unnecessary in this case. The language proved to be
an eaxrly form of Achaean Greek—essentidly, the language of the Linear B tablets.”

"Yed " Nage legped to hisfeet with an enthusiasm of which Jason would never have dreamed him
capable. "l knew it! That for Markovaand her introduction of proto-Greek by the charioteers of the
Grave Circle dynasties at Mycenae! Hal And villagers wouldn't have been addressing their godsin the
language of acaste of recent conquerors. The ancestral Graeco-Thracian speech must have entered the
region asfar back asthe twenty-third century B.C. as| have theorized—probably just before the
Centum-Satem rift started to occur within East Indo-European.” He turned to Rutherford, voice charged
with urgency. "Kyle, you must postpone our expedition! Assoon as| have had a chance to examine
thesefindings, itis important that | prepare amonograph immediately.”

"Now wait just adamned minute—!" Deirdre began.

Rutherford laughed. "Do cam down, everyone! Sidney, the schedule for the expedition is set in stone, as
these things tend to be. Remember Commander Thanou's remarks about ‘traffic control'? Therell be
plenty of time to demolish Markova after you return, armed with the unique prestige of having seen the
erapersondly.”

"Hmm ... thereisthat." Nagd subsided with, for him, fairly good grace. "Y ou won't dllow thisto
become generd knowledge until my return, will you?"



"Of course not. The probe'sdataisincluded in the overall body of the expedition'sfindings, for which
you and Dr. Sadaka-Ramirez have exclusive publication rights, as specified in the Articles of Agreement.
So put your mind at ease while we proceed to transfer some of that datato your brain.”

Nagel immediately perked up at the reminder that he was going to actudly learn the language whose
identity was a question over which oceans of ink had been spilled for half amillennium. They went back
to thelabs, and anew set of machines.

For Jason, it wasfairly old hat. He had acquired other tonguesin the same way—including his own
ancestral Demotic Greek. Hisinitia impression was that you probably had to be alinguist to recognize
this harsh language asrelated to it. On reflection, though, asthe newly acquired patterns settled into his
mind, he could glimpse occasiona haunting smilarities and recognize structura anaogs.

He had ample opportunity to make such connections, for Rutherford drilled them in the language
mercilesdy, making sure their voice boxes could implement the speech patternstheir brains now held.
They a so spent much time studying the video record the probe had brought back. It was difficult to
know how to react to those images; their gritty, grubby, unscripted redity was hard to reconcile with the
redlization that these entirely natural-looking people's bones had been dust for over four thousand years.

Most of the footage was of minute-by-minute, hour-by-hour ordinariness. But the sense of peering
through awindow into the distant past gave those recordings amesmerizing quality which
Rutherford—had they only known—was counting on. It kept them staring at those images, and soaking
up useful impressions of how the people of that eramoved, gestured and even wore their clothes. The
last became relevant when they got issued their own.

Those outfits were of awoolen fabric that was only moderately rough, and dyed in the bright colorsthey
had seen in the recordings. Deirdre had expressed a certain surprise a that, having assumed that people
impoverished, by modern standards, would dress drably. Jason knew from experience thefallacy of this
common assumption; primitive people love bright primary colors. Naturaly, these clothes had been left
out in the weather long enough to acquire an authentic faded look. They consisted of tunics and cloaks
for the men and something not too different, though longer, for Deirdre. Again, she expressed surprise,
having expected something like the himation of Classica Greek times, or perhapslikethe

breast-expos ng ankle-length flounced dresses of the Minoan ladies of the frescoes. Rutherford explained
that the former was amark of adomestic seclusion, while the latter was the particular fashion statement
of anarrow class—quite possibly a class of priestesses, athough thiswasn't certain. Either way, Deirdre
was clearly relieved. She wasless happy about the footwear; hers conssted of light sandals, whilethe
men both had openwork high-quarter shoes with curled toes.

They dso received their equipment. With it came alecture from Rutherford.



"Thereisafixed policy againg sending back anachronistically advanced items,” he explained. "First of al,
thetime travelerswould be put in an awkward position, having to explain such things. Secondly, thereis
the danger of contaminating the local culture, and thus altering observed history.”

"But Kyle," said Nagd, "1 thought that couldn't be done in any case. Didn't you and Mr. Thanou say that
something would prevent it?"

"To the best of our knowledge, that istrue,” said Rutherford judicioudy. "But one never knows just what
iSgoing to happen to prevent it. Y ou might not want to be standing nearby when whatever it is occurs.
So it'sbest if the problem never arisesat al.”

"But surely," Nagel wheedled, "in such aprimitive era, well need—"

"Remember the Articles of Agreement, Sidney,” Rutherford told him sternly. "Y ou are going to beliving
ontheloca technologica leve. That is precisdy why we were obligated to satisfy ourselves of your
ability to endureit. And asageneral rule you're not going to be expected to practice wilderness survival.
Your real survival toolsarethese” Heindicated their rough hempen traveling sacks, compatible with
what the probe had observed . . . but with false bottomsinto which those "surviva tools' were woven for
safekeeping. He withdrew afew of them: bronze and gold ornaments, copied from archaeologica finds.
"You'regoing to bein relatively well-popul ated areas where you can use these trade goods to purchase
food and shelter. Pity that money hadn't been invented then; it would be far more convenienttocarry . . .
which, cometo think of it, is precisdly why money did eventudly get invented.”

There were other items, of course. They would carry sturdy five-foot walking sticks, an essentia inan
age when dmogt dl traveling was by foot. There were horsesin Greece, but they were seldom ridden,
and chariots were only for the nobility. In addition, Jason was issued a bronze sword-dagger. Its blade
was abeautifully tapering thing, designed for thrusting athough it had a double edge and afuller to
srengthen it. Itstang flared out and back and then forward again to form aguard for the hand that
grasped the ivory-encased hilt. Thelonger thrusting swords of the period would have been
inappropriate—like chariots, they were for the aristocratic warriors, and Jason wasn't going to be posing
asamember of that socia set. Anyway, he decided while practicing with it, he liked this blade better.

Nagd watched him with a hint of nervousness"| say, do you know how to use that thing?

"| think | can probably get by withiit, Dr. Nagd." In fact, he was an expert with anumber of smilar
wegpons, using fighting styles millenniain advance of what they were doing in the Aegean Bronze Age.
Hedidn't plan to start any fights, but he was confident he could finish any.



Along with the rest of their gear, they received names. Rutherford was puckishly pleased to let Jason
keep hisown. ("Evenif itisn't acommonly used name at thetime, it a least won't sound outlandish.”) For
the others, he'd come as close as possible to their actuad given names: Delaneirafor Deirdre and Synon
for Nagel. Both were names that had been recorded on the probe's sound track.

At lagt, thetime camefor ther find briefing by Rutherford. ™Y ou will arrivein the Inachos valey, acouple
of miles north of Argos, on August 15, 1628 B.C.—not that they were using our dating system then, of
course. That date was chosen to dlow you time to position yoursalvesin alocale from which you can
observe the effects of the volcano at reasonably close range, though at a safe remove. One of the
Cyclades, or northern Crete, would be best; in either case, you should stay in the higher elevations.”

"Can't we go to Santorini itsdf—or Kalliste, asit was origindly caled—first?' Deirdre asked. "Study it
asit wasbefore?'

"| leave that to Commander Thanou's discretion. It will depend on how promptly you can make your way
there. The problem is, we have no way of knowing the exact date. It could be early or late in the autumn.
If thelatter, you should have timefor avist."

"l hope s0," she said earnestly, with ameaningful glance at Jason. "We could settle the question of the
original size and shape of theidand, and | could make some important geological observations even
without advanced equipment.”

"No doubt. But safety comesfirg. | cannot overemphasize that if you are on theidand at the time of the
explosion, you will assuredly die." Rutherford paused for effect, then resumed. ™Y our TRDswill activate
on November 15. Thiswill give you timeto observe the aftereffects of the event. The extent to which it
crippled the Minoan economy and created the conditions for the later conquest of Crete by mainland
Greeksisasubject of unending controversy—which is one of the reasons we were able to get funding
for this expedition. So you will bein the Bronze Age for three months. For thelast part of that period,
you will need to have established yoursdlf in asecure locae, for the sailing season ends in mid-October,
before the autumn gales begin. Commander Thanou, do you have anything to add?"

"I'd just like to reemphasize something that both of you have already been told. After the tempora
displacement, there will be amoment of disorientation. It'sworseif you arrive in darkness—in fact, it has
been known to cause emotiona collapse under those conditions. So we don't time our arrivalsfor
midnight, as much aswewould liketo in theinterest of minimizing the chance of anyone actudly seeing
time travelers appear out of nowhere. Instead, we compromise by arriving just after daybreak. Still, it's
disconcerting—and it will dmost certainly affect you more than me, ancethisisyour firg time. Don't be
adarmed; the effect isonly temporary.”

They proceeded to the great central dome which held the displacer stage: acircular platform about thirty



feet in diameter, surrounded by masses of supporting equipment and ranks of control panelswhose
personnel ignored them in their Bronze Age clothing. Even odder-looking outfits were common
here—like those of a passing group who were obvioudy returning from the Elizabethan era. Deirdre and
Nagel tried not to Stare, since no one else in the dome was. Jason glanced at the sacks those returnees
were carrying and wondered how many first editions of Shakespeare they held, in addition to copious
notes on the paper that was so fortuitoudy availablein that age.

They swung their own sacks over the edge as they climbed onto the stage with the aid of their walking
gticks. Rutherford solemnly shook hands with each of them, then withdrew to the glassed-in control
center that overlooked the stage. They waited, watching alarge digital clock count down.

When the moment came, it was as Jason remembered so well. There were no flashy visud effects. As
viewed by outside observerslike Rutherford, they smply vanished. They themsavesfdt a sensation
outside normal human experience. It could only be compared to coming out of adeep and very
convincing dream. But the comparison was not close, for there was awavering of redlity, leaving inits
wake no sense of trangtion and no impression of time having passed. Afterwards, the displacer sage and
everything around it were gone, though their minds held no recollection of it disgppearing.

They were standing on anarrow, rutted road, with the morning sun peeking over the hills of Argolisto the
eadl.

Chapter Five

As Jason had predicted, he wasthefirst to recover from displacement sickness. Deirdre was next to

reestablish her sense of redlity after adisorientation foreign to norma human experience. She stopped
trembling in asurprisingly short time. In fact, Jason wouldn't have objected if she'd continued to need

assgancejud alittlelonger.

"All right," he said after Nagel had findly regained his composure. "L et's get started for Argos.” Thetown
to which Rutherford's probe had been taken in 1710 b.c., asthe yet-unborn twenty-fourth century
measured time, was the obvious place for them to make their initial appearancein thisworld.

Asthey waked, the risng sun reved ed alandscape disconcertingly different from everything the word
"Greece" cdled to mind. The hillsto either sde were darkly forested, and aong the roadside the olive
groves were generaly surrounded by oak and poplar. Soon the two hills of Argos—the Apsisand the
higher Larissa—became visible up ahead. The place had grown from the village of the recordings they
had seen, spreading around the base of two hills. A wood-stockaded fort crowned the Larissa. Around
its base clustered atown whose buildings were basicdly of wood congtruction in thiswell-forested milieu,
though well plastered. Thefew early risersthey passed looked no different from the ones they had
viewed on film, and the |looks they gave the new arrivas held no more curiogity than unfamiliar faces



would normaly occasion.

Security at the fort was not particularly tight, but aguard stood outside. Although the sun hadn't yet
warmed the air to the heat to be expected later in this August day, he wore only akilt and leg guards of
linen. But he had ahelmet constructed of overlapping hide thongs and covered with rows of boars tusks,
and carried alarge, oxhide-covered, figure-eight-shaped shield. The only weapon he carried was a
gpear, which he hefted importantly as the strangers approached.

"Regoice," sad Jason, giving the genera-purpose greeting. "We have comefar, dl theway from Aetolia,
and ask your lord's hospitdity.” It was hisfirst attempt to speak the language to alocal, and he was sure
he must sound heavily accented. But he had been given the correct, aristocratic idiom, so the favor he
was asking was one to which he was presumptively entitled as a gentleman.

"Very wel," said the guard. "Enter. Y ou can tdll your story to the wanax Acrisus.”

Behind him, Jason could sense Nagel's excitement. It intensified as they crossed the compound toward a
building which was larger than others they'd seen but apparently of the same kind of construction.

"That hal," Nagdl whispered to him, al atitter, "isasmal-scale but inarguable ancestor of theroya
megarons that will grow to sumptuous proportionsin the later Mycenaean era”

"Well," Jason whispered back, "weve aready learned that this Acrisusisentitled to call himsdlf a wanax
, or king." Of course, Acrisuswasn't in the same class as the proud rulers who, as he knew from his
orientation, would soon establish themsalves a Mycenae. Those rulers would accumulate so much
treasure that they could afford to take with them into the afterlife the hoard of gold that Heinrich
Schliemann would dig out of Grave Circle A thirty-four centuries from now. But most of their treasure
would go as giftsto vassa warlords, in return for which they were obliged to fight for the high king on
cal. On hisown modest scale, Acrisius doubtless assured the loyalty of his own vassas the same way.
Thus were such things donein this moneyless economy. "Isthat what surprised you—hearing that title?"

"No! It washisname! It isthe name of one of the mythologica dynasty that supposedly ruled the
city-date of Argos—and thisisfar earlier than the fourteenth and thirteenth centuries B.C. to which
learned speculation has assigned the actua originas of the Greek heroes. | hadn't dreamed we would
encounter any identifiable individuasthisfar back!"

"Maybeit'sjust acoincidence," Deirdre suggested. "An accidental smilarity of names.”



"Right," Jason agreed. "Maybe scholars have taken those mythic genedlogiestoo literdly. They must bea
grab bag of dimly remembered names, strung together in whatever way was politically useful to therulers
under whose patronage the myths were compiled.”

"There must be something to that.” The admission clearly took alot out of Nagel, for it meant paying
respectful attention to an observation about his field from someone lacking the proper academic
credentials. But he accepted the theory the way a shipwreck survivor accepts a floating piece of
wreckage. "'For example, the mythswill give Acrisius a quas-divine ancestry, making him a descendant
of arefugee Egyptian prince named Danaos.”

Thewarlord who greeted them besde the central hearth of the central hall was, of course, nothing of the
kind. He seemed an affable enough semibarbarian, though, as he listened to Jason recite their
wdll-prepared story. He was even enlightened enough to give "Delaneird’ a gesture of respect on the
strength of Jason's declaration that she was a princess from Aetolia, far enough to the north that they
could safely be vague about details. She was, the story went, niece to avery important Cretan whose
sster had been politicaly married to amainland chieftain. Deianeiras own husband had died, and now
shewastraveling to Crete to rejoin her mother'sfamily. She was carrying that portion of her late
husband's treasure which, in accordance with her mother's original marriage contract, belonged to her
under Cretan inheritance laws.

Deirdre had been ddlighted to have that |ast part confirmed in the course of their orientation. Less
ddightful from her standpoint was the fact that Cretan society, while matrilineal, was not matriarchd. It
was as male-dominated as every other known Bronze Age society. Big surprise, Jason had carefully
refrained from saying. His own personawas that of arelative on her father's sde who was escorting her
to Crete—amiddle-ranking landless warrior. " Synon™ had been harder to account for. The nit-picking
bureaucracy reveded by the Linear B tablets—for which Nagel would have been anaturd—was ill
severd centuriesin the future of this prigtingly illiterate society. They'd decided to pass him off asa
Cretan-trained steward or seneschal or something, aong to manage the property transfer—and related to
the family, hence socidly acceptable. Acrisius seemed to buy it.

Findly that worthy leaned back and scratched the thick salt-and-pepper beard that made him seem
impressively mature among the mostly late-teens-to-early-twenties bravos who otherwisefilled the hall.
(Hewas probably about fifty, but in akind of physical condition that Jason found surprising for someone
of hisageinthisera) "Bewecome. | must spend most of the day inspecting the outlying holdings. But
rest from your travels, and eat with melater. We will talk at greater length.”

"Thank you, lord."

Asadaveled them to their rooms, Jason congratulated himsdlf on how smoothly things had gone so far.
Admittedly, he hadn't had a chance to broach the topic of Rutherford's disguised probe. But there would
betimefor that after the feadt.



* * %

"Ah, yes, theimage of Hyperion." Acrisus nhodded and belched solemnly. " So you have heard of it?"

"Indeed we have," Jason assured him. "Evenin Aetolia”

"It gppeared in the time of our grandfathers fathers. It might well have been eighty-two winters ago, as
you say." Acrisius peered curioudy a his guests, clearly intrigued by people who claimed to count timeto
such an unheard-of degree of precision. "Y es. My grandfather Lynkeos told me about the image of
Hyperion. Hewas only asmdl boy at thetime. But his own father told him about theway it vanished as
suddenly asit had appeared. Everyone thought Hyperion had taken it back. But that was before the god
himsdlf cameto ask about it."

Jason came suddenly dert. "The god himself came?”

"Oh, yes. That often happened in those days, you know. That was when the gods were till begetting
Heroes on mortal women. My grandfather's father Danaos was aHero, you know," he added
parentheticaly. Out of the corner of hiseye, Jason saw Nage stiffen. "But thiswas different,” Acrisius
continued. "Hyperion came demanding an accounting of our stewardship of hisimage. According to my
grandfather, he dmost seemed angry at first, on hearing it had vanished. It was puzzling. But then he
assured everyone that he had, indeed, taken it back and that now it burns at the heart of the sun, an
eternd offering. So everything wasdl right after dl.”

Jason made a sign of respect to the gods, as he had learned from the probe's recording. With afraction
of his consciousness, he made certain his companions were doing likewise.

It had come as no surprise to Nage—in fact, it had been something of a vindication—that these people
worshiped gods whose names, at |east, corresponded to those of the Titans of classica Greek
mythology: the generation of gods (Sx couples, or maybe seven, depending on which account you read)
that had preceded the Olympians. Not that the distinction was entirely clear. In fact, therewas alot of
overlap, with many of the Olympians also gppearing in the rather incoherent local pantheon. Partway up
the dopes of Larissawas a grotto sacred to Hera. Some of them were missing, though—Ilike Apallo, an
Asatic deity whose worship wouldn't enter Greece until Iron Agetimes. At present, thejob of sun god
was handled by Hyperion . . . to whom the local's had decided Rutherford's bogusidol borea
resemblance.

And who, according to Acrisius, had cometo look inonit.



Jason's eyes met Nagel's briefly. The historian looked as puzzled as Jason felt. He leaned forward in the
flickering firdight. "We have never heard this part of thetale, Lord Acrisus. Did your grandfather tell you
anything e se about the god?'

"Well, he was barely walking a the time, you understand. But he got aglimpse of Hyperion. He never
forgot it." Acrisustook on an expression foreign to hislisteners, who came from atime when literd belief
in the supernatura was no longer possible. "He had the look of the gods: very tall, with hair that was
amogt the color of slver, but with agolden shimmer. And he had the face of the gods: like that of men
but more beautiful . . . and yet not like that of men, for its beauty is of another kind." He shivered,
athough the temperature was what one would expect in Greece in August, and took adeep drink. "Ah,
well, that was long ago. The gods don't come among men nearly as much anymore. Let'stalk about your
plans, instead. Are you sure you want to go to Nauplia? Granted, you'll have no trouble getting passage
there, but . . ." Hisvoicetrailed off, asthough from an awkward subject.

"No, lord," Deirdre answered. Acrisius had proven enlightened enough to include "Delaneird’ in the
drinking. "Well go to Lernaingtead. It's no further, and acousin of my late husband livesthere." In fact,
they had chosen the small seaside town on the western coast of the Gulf of Argos, across from Nauplia,
for itsinconspicuousness. Naupliawas literdly in the shadow of Tiryns, wherethey'd learned a
formidable warlord had established himsdlf. Lerna, of immemorid antiquity eveninthisage, wasa
backwater whose only claim to mythologica famein later times was the Lernean Hydrathat Hercules
killed as one of histwelve labors. Cometo think of it, Jason reflected, they would be passing the swamp
on whose outskirts that nine-headed monster was supposed to have inhabited arock outcropping that
Rutherford had shown them. . ..

"Wadl," Acrisussad heartily, "l wish you asafe journey. You canwak itinaday.” It was about ten
miles, Jason thought, summoning up amap that, to him, seemed to float tranducently in midair about a
foot from hisface. "Y ou'll probably want to get an early start, to arrive in Lernabefore nightfall. There
are bandits at large in the svamps. In fact, I've heard some odd stories. . . ." Acrisius shook his head.
"No. Never mind. Just be dert. Would you like me to send some men with you?"

"Thank you, lord, but that won't be necessary.” Jason would have liked to ask about those "odd stories,”
but Acrisuswas obvioudy disinclined to discuss the subject. They soon made their goodnights and made
their way to their guest quarters. When the only reasonably safe artificia light-source was il lamps, there
were only four thingsto do after dark. Two—drinking and talking—they had dready done. Asfor the
third, Deirdre was sill being discouragingly professond. Theat left degping.

Jason could tell from Nagd's body language that the historian wanted to talk in private. But there was no
privacy in Acrisius "pdace’ (at which the most impoverished resident of twenty-fourth century Earth
would have turned up his nose), and standard Service procedure dictated that they use the local language
at al times; paranoiawas apt to rear its ugly head when strangers were overheard conversing among
themsalvesin an unknown tongue. So he gave Nagd a cautionary gesture. It would have to wait until they
were on the road.



* * %

"Something isnot right,” Nagel muttered the next morning, when they were out of sight of Argos.

The countryside through which they followed the road—more accuratdly, the well-traveled trail—to
Lernawas no longer strange to them, after their earlier walk to Argos. Ahead, though, lay the swamps.
From adistance, at lead, it didn't look al that different from what Rutherford had showed them.

"What do you mean?' Deirdre asked Nagel. "What's not right?*

"A number of things—for example, that business about the Heroes being born of gods, asthough it was
something of relatively recent date. I'm still not sure what to make of that. We've always assumed that the
ruling houses of much later hitorical times Smply gave themselves divine genedlogies. Now, it seemsthe
idea of heroic demigods goes back much further than we'd imagined. Indeed, it's turning out that a good
many things go back further than we'd imagined. But what redly disturbs meis Acrisius description of
the god Hyperion."

"Why?Hewasjugt talking about something purdly imaginary.”

"Was he?' Jason inquired absently, while most of his attention was absorbed by his computer implant.
"Why, of course hewad!" exclaimed Derdreindignantly. "What do you even mean by that?"

"Widl, he said he heard about it from his grandfather—"

"Theunrdiability of early childhood memoriesiswell established. And why are we even talking about this
... this—?"

"That's not the point,” said Nagel. His tone stopped them by its very quietness, for he wastoo puzzled to
summon up hisusua asperity. "The point isthat what Acrisius heard Smply confirmed his preconceptions
of what gods are supposed to look like. And it is not how the Greeks of historica timesvisudized their
gods"

"Uh.. . . you mean the platinum-blond hair? But didn't the Classical Greeks often describe the gods, and
aso their morta offspring, that way?"



"In some cases." Nagd smiled tightly. "Certain racist ideologues of the early twentieth century read a
great dedl into that. But in fact, it merdly reflected an enduring aesthetic bias. The Greeksin dl eras
tended to idedlize the occasiond blond among them. Inthis, asin everything else, the Greek gods were
samply humanswrit large. Humans—that's the operative word. Nowhere is there any suggestion that they
thought of the gods as having the aspect of diennessto which Acrisusdluded. Bigger than humans, yes,
and more beautiful than humans—but beautiful in ahuman way." Nage frowned disgpprovingly. "These
peopl€es visudizations smply don't have theright . . . flavor.”

Damned disobliging of them, Jason thought. Don't they know it's their job to conform to your
preconceptions? "Isn't it possble” he asked aloud, "that it wasn't until later timesthat they changed their
beliefs, and started thinking of the gods asidedlized humans?'

"Yes," Deirdre chimedin. "Didn't early civilizationstend to picture their gods as weird-looking?
Sometimes even half man and half anima?'

"Y es—the Egyptians, for example,” Nagel conceded. "I would have no trouble with monstrous-looking
deities. But | know of no early society whose gods looked liketdl, beautiful humans but not quite.
Furthermore, most rdligious systems—for reasons too obvious for discuss on—place direct physica
manifestations by the gods in a safely remote past. From what we've heard, these people have no
problem believing that the gods have walked among them, begetting demigods, in the last few generations
... and gtill do, dthough with lessfrequency.”

"So what'sthe answer?' asked Deirdre with amixture of impatience and grudging interest.

"l don't know," Nagel admitted. "Oh, by the way, on the subject of mythological genedlogies. . .
remember Acrisus mention of his great-grandfather Danaos, who was a'Hero,’ or demigod? Well,
according to those genedlogies, that was Acrisius great-grandfather.” Nagel subsided into frowning
preoccupation.

Asit turned out, he was so preoccupied he forgot he was not walking on a paved road. He stepped into
ahole and twisted hisankle. So they had to stop by the roadside for awhile and await hiswhining
convalescence, while Jason mentally composed the piece of hismind he was going to give Rutherford on
the subject of the Authority's standards of fitness for low-tech surviva. Finaly they were able to resume
their walk, but only a Nagel'slimping pace.

It will be dark before we get to Lerna, Jason muttered to himself. Already, the sun was setting, and
they had only reached the swamp.



It was, he thought, the one area they had seen that would be more or less unchanged in the late
twenty-fourth century: the same pur of red rock jutting out over amiasma of reedy marsh crossed by
winding streams—fuller now than in Jason's lifetime—overl ooked by weeping willows. Therock
outcropping supported a stretch of solid ground for the road to traverse, even as Jason recalled from
Rutherford'swhirlwind tour.

"Comeon," he cdled out in the twilight, unable to keep an edge of impatience out of hisvoice. We've got
to reach Lernabefore nightfal. If were till on the road, well have to make camp, and you heard what
Acrisus said about—"

Naturaly, the bandits attacked at that moment.

They charged out from under the rock outcropping where they'd lain concedled: haf adozen of them,
ragged and shaggy-maned, wielding clubs and knives and screaming so asto pardyze their victims with
fear.

In Nagel's case, at leadt, it worked. He froze up. Jason ran between him and the oncoming bandits,
bringing up hiswalking stick. It wasn't long enough to be a proper quarterstaff such as he had learned to
usein the Middle Ages, but he gripped it that way: |eft hand in the middle, right hand about a quarter of
itslength from one end. He spun it thisway and that, forcing the bandits to step back momentarily before
rushing him. One of them lifted his club high while another camein from the sdewith hisknife. Jason did
his left hand down the shaft from the middle to meet the right hand, and smashed his staff down on top of
knife-man's head. There was a sickening thud and a crack of snapping teeth as the bandit's jaws were
driven together by the force of the blow. He hadn't even hit the ground before Jason recovered and
brought his staff around and into the belly of the club-wielder. The latter's wind whooshed out and he
doubled over. As hisface went down, Jason brought aknee sharply up into it, Smultaneoudy using one
end of the staff to punch him behind an ear with lethd preciseness.

Taking asplit second to look around, Jason saw that Nagel had snapped out of it and was bringing his
gaff clumsly up. Deirdre, on the other hand, used hersto thrust at abandit who was rushing at her,
grinning. His grin disappeared, as did the center of hisface, when the end of Deirdre's staff punched into
it with a crunch of bone and cartilage.

The sght of awoman fighting back was evidently ashocking surprise. The remaining attackers, who
hadn't reached their quarry yet—they were too stupid for a coordinated attack—hung back, mouths
agape. The only sound was the squalling of Deirdre's would-be rapist. Jason decided that the sight of
cold sted—oh, dl right, bronze—would probably suffice to send them running, now that they'd lost their
numerical advantage. He dropped his staff and reached for his sword-dagger.



"Enough of this"

The voice was degp and had an odd timbre to it. And it came from above.

At firgt the sheer, inexplicable wrongness of it held Jason motionless, even though the bandits had goneto
their knees and dropped their weapons. A moment passed before he could ook up in the direction from
which that impossible voice had come.

A platform of some kind was descending with afaint humming sound Jason hadn't noticed before. It was
alovely thing of oddly curving lines and oven odder ornamentation, made of some unidentifiable metal
aloy. And it was none too large even for its one passenger. As Jason watched, that passenger stood up
and leaned on alow railing, clearly illuminated in the twilight by the running lights.

He was wearing robes not unlike those of the local royaty, but richer than anything they'd seen, with
colorsthat seemed to shimmer and change. He was, Jason estimated, at least seven and ahdlf feet tall.
Hishair was ashining, wavy mass of gold-shot slver, and hisface was pae. That face was long, tapering
to anarrow chin. Hishigh cheekbonestilted upward in away that was mirrored by the long eyebrows
over hishuge, oblique eyes. His nose waslong, thin and sharp, but with flaring nostrils. His mouth was
wide, thin-lipped, and set in lines of sublime haughtiness. There was something odd about hisears. . . .

And he was holding an unfamiliar-looking object. It fitted over his hand, and was fashioned to resemble a
face. But to Jason, the way he held it screamed weapon.

Asthe three of them gaped upward, he brought the object to bear on Deirdre. It soundlesdy flashed ruby
light. Deirdre toppled forward to the ground.

Asthe tube swung toward him, Nagel's shock turned abruptly to terror. He turned and ran toward Jason.
He'd dmost made it when the wegpon flashed again. Hisface was ingtantly leached of expression, and he
fell as Deirdre had.

Jason recognized the thing for what it was, however curiousits design: aneurd paradyzer, itsenergy pulse
carried on alaser guide beam which was the source of the flash. He aso knew what hisonly possible
option was. He dropped, with hislegs bunched up in the direction of the weapon, and tried to roll behind
Nagd's maotionlessform.

Hedidn't complete the roll before hislegs went horribly numb. He gasped, unable to move them, and
forced himsdlf not to move anything else. He wanted the weapon'swielder to think he, like his



companions, was unable to move asingle voluntary muscle—as he would have been if that beam had
struck hishead or torso.

So he lay perfectly ill. Fortuitoudy, hishead was at an angle from which he could, out of the corner of
his |eft eye, watch what now transpired.

The platform settled to the earth. The bandits bowed low, murmuring worshipfully. Thetal being
surveyed them with cold contempt and spoke in that disturbing voice.

"So | mysdf must intervene to save you from two men and awoman?'

The bandits groveled. "We are worms,”" moaned the one who seemed to be the leader. "Worthless
wormg"

"Too true. Since you are usdessfor any other purpose, place the woman in my chariot. The men, and
thelr belongings, you may have despite your bungling.”

For thetiniest of ingtants, rebelliousness flickered in the bandits expressions. They'd undoubtedly hoped
to keep Deirdre themsdalves, partly for the usual reason but also to vent their feelings concerning their
comrade's ruined face. But the ingtant passed. They meekly did as they were commanded, picking up her
diff form and transferring it to the "chariot,” which then departed without another word from its occupant.

Jason continued to feign helplessness as he watched the bandits |eader order one of hisfollowers back
to their encampment with the one whom Deirdre had injured. Then the remaining two examined the sacks
and whooped with delight when they discovered the windfal of treasure the sacks contained. Asthey did
30, Jason very dowly moved hisright hand atop the hilt of his sword-dagger, which he had been careful
to cover with his body. He had barely finished doing so when they drew their doubtless-stolen bronze
knives and turned their attention to their parayzed captives.

As Jason had hoped, they decided to have fun with Nagd firs.

Hislegs were sarting to experience the painful tingling which presaged the wearing-off of the pardyss.
But he dill couldn't quite move them. He would have to take two men without the use of hislegs. Luckily,
they stood over Nagel with their backsto him, only afew feet away. And one end of his staff lay just
barely within arm'sreach.



With a pouncing leopard's abruptness, hisleft arm shot out and grasped the staff. With al his strength, he
swept it around in an arc to catch the bandit leader behind the knees. With a curse, the man went down,
colliding with his companion and knocking him over aswell.

Dropping the staff, Jason used hisleft arm to rol| himself over, toward the bandits who weretrying to
disentangle themselves from the heap in which they had falen. The leader staggered to hisfeet just as
Jason rolled up to those feet—and thrust upward with his blade, between the chief'slegs.

The shriek of agony was il in progress when Jason whipped his sword out and pushed the body away,
into the other bandit who had stumbled erect and was rushing in. He fell over Jason, who almost choked
on the sour body odor that enveloped him. But, legless though he was, he managed awrestling hold and
pulled the struggling bandit over atop himsdlf. He got hisleft arm around the man's throat, pulled back on
the chin, and with hisright arm brought his blade acrossthe hairy throat in adash that |eft the head
flopping loosaly, connected to the body by little save the spinal column itself. He pushed the
blood-spurting corpse away and, with another shove of hisleft arm, rolled himsalf over to the writhing
body of the bandit chief, whose squalling he ended with another throat dash.

After that, he massaged hislegsinto sensbility, then staggered over to Nagel and worked frantically and
alittle roughly to bring the historian around. They had to get away, lest the bandits should return, and find
aplace among the swamp's fringes to make camp. Afterwards, there would be time to confront the
incompreheng ble nightmare from which they would not be able to awaken for another three months.

Chapter Six

| think | know what has happened,” said Nagel from acrossthe campfire. "At least | have atheory.”

They sat under arocky ledge at the base of one of the hills fringing the swamp. Jason had helped Nagel
to its shdlter, after which he had barely had time to gather firewood in the gathering dusk. Afterwards,
they had consumed in silence the rough bread and rougher winethat Acrisius had given them for their
journey. And now, Nagel wasthefirst to broach the subject of the unthinkable. Jason had to respect him
for that.

"What theory isthat?' There was, of course, no need to ask what Nagel was taking about.
" listened when Ms. Sadaka-Ramirez—"

" 'Deirdre; Sidney," Jason broke in wearily. "1 think we can be on first-name terms now. If nothing ese, it



will savelot of syllables.”

"Very well—when Deirdre was describing those old fictiona trestments of timetravel she had read. Al
of them had to somehow dedl with the Grandfather Paradox. Some of them did so by theorizing that
travel into the past isn't redlly travel into our past a al. They postulated an infinity of aternate timelines.”

"The 'many-worlds hypothesis,' " Jason nodded. "It's been flatly disproved.”

"Butit must betruel" Nagd leaned forward, and the firdight revealed the terrible urgency in hisface.
"Weve proved it! Timetrave redly involvestravel sideways aswell asbackwards, into aparale world,
superficidly smilar to ours but where our mythsarered. And werein it now! There's no other
explanation. Infact," he pressed on, warming to his subject, "perhaps the peculiar quaities of thisworld
alow occasionad, uh, spontaneous transferences into ours, thus accounting for our ideas about mythical

beings"

"I've been back asfar asthe thirteenth century A.D.," Jason reminded him. "While| wasin the Middle
Ages| never saw any unicorns or dragons or anything like that. Just gritty normalcy.”

"Wl . . . suppose the differences between the universes grow less marked with the passage of time, due
to agradud fading out of the supernaturd in thisworld. Thus, the two worlds are effectively identica in
recent times, and were pretty much so in Medieva times. But now, with this unprecedented expedition,
we've gone back into an age when the gods of the ancient pantheons were real—and we've falen afoul
of one!"

Jason laughed softly. "It's an ingenious theory. There arejust two problemswithiit. First, as| mentioned,
it'sbeen ruled out in terms of quantum physics. I'm not qudified to explain why; you'll haveto ask
Rutherford when we get back. And secondly, | happen to know that was no supernatura being we saw
today."

"Oh?' Nagd tilted his head back, the better to peer down his nose. He must, Jason decided, be coming
out of shock; his persondity was unfortunately reasserting itself. "And what, precisdy, leadsyou to
believe you know this?'

"The weapon he used on us." Jason briefly explained the nature of the paralyzer. "1t didn't look like our
designs, of course. In my opinion, ours are alot more practical. And judging from the time it took for the
effect to wear off, it was pretty underpowered. Still, our culture could manufacture onejust likeit, if we
wanted to. Likewise with his'chariot.' It had the same overdecorated, inefficient look as the stunner, but
it was an obvious gpplication of thekind of propulsion our aircarsuse.” He shook his head decisively.



"No. I've seen nothing to compel belief in the 'many-worlds hypothesis. Rutherford rulesit out
unequivocdly, and that's good enough for me. Y ou know how cautious heis.”

Nagd lost some of his snippiness, but remained argumentative. "How, then, do you account for what we
saw?'

"| can't account for it. He—I assume he was a'hé—didn't belong to any nonhuman race weve
encountered. If fact, we've never met any nonhumans even close to our technological level, nor any that
looked even remotely similar to us. No, | have no ideawho or what that being was, or what he and his
advanced technology are doing in our world's past. All I'm certain of isthat this is our world's past.”

Nagel didn't offer the further argument Jason had expected. Indeed, he seemed relieved, asthough he
had hoped to be persuaded of thisvery conclusion. "Very well,” he said briskly, "1 must accept your
professiona judgment. It follows, then, that our expedition’'s origina objectiveisasvalid now asit ever
wes."

For afew seconds, Jason could only stare at him. "Did | just hear you correctly? Y ou expect to Smply
resume your studies, on abusiness-as-usud basis?'

Nage looked puzzled at the other's reaction. "But | thought | understood you to say that we are, in fact,
inthe actual past—the legitimate padt, asit were. Therefore our findings from archaeology and other
disciplines actudly reflect this milieu, and our inferences from those findings can be checked againgt
observed redlity, snce—"

A harsh bark of laughter escaped Jason. "Sidney, forget it! Until further notice, this expedition'soriginad
purposeis superseded. Our first and only priority isto rescue Deirdre.”

Nagd blinked, as though he hadn't thought of that. "Well, er, yes. Of course | am as appaled asyou are
at what has happened to Ms. Sadaka-Ramirez . . . to Deirdre, | meant to say. And | would do anything
to save her. But surely you must redlize the futility of such an atempt. First of al, we have no ideawhere
that being took her."

"Yes, wedo—or a least | do." Jason smiled. "There are certain thingswe don't normaly tell the
non-Service members of temporal expeditions. But circumstances force meto take you into my

confidence. Thefact of the matter is, the TRDs implanted in you and Deirdre also incorporate a
microminiaturized tracking device."



Nagel's features went blank, then grew suffused with outrage. "Do you meanto say that . . . that . . . that
a cybernetic device wasimplanted without my consent . . . ?" He spluttered to an inarticulate hdlt.

"Now you understand why we don't exactly emphasize this. No point in upsetting people with things they
don't need to know. If the expedition had gone as planned, we would have returned to the linear present,
your implant would have been removed, and you would have been | eft wondering how 1'd dways
seemed to know where you were. Y ou see, the device is completely passive, and hooked into my
computer implant. Whenever | call up amap of our surroundingsto be projected directly onto my optic
nerve, your location and Deirdre's appear on it asred dots. So | know where she's been taken. And
that's where we're going.”

Nagel's indignation was now gone, driven out by alarm verging on horror. ™Y ou can't be serious! It's
hopdess. This. . . thisexercise in quixotry will accomplish nothing except our own deaths—and the loss
of an absolutely unique opportunity to resolve important questions about acrucid period of history. You
cant—"

"Actudly, | can. Whichremindsme. . . Excuse me, please.” Jason's eyes|ost their focus, and hisvoice
took on an uncharacterigtically forma tone. "Asaresult of hostile action by an unidentified nonhuman
entity, amember of the expedition is now in unforeseeable danger. Therefore, in accordance with Title
[11, Chapter Five, Section 17 of the Revised Tempora Precautionary Act of 2364, | declare that a state
of extraordinary emergency exists as of the date and time of thisrecording.” He blinked, and focused
again on Nagel, who was staring wide-eyed.

"What | just said has been recorded by my computer implant,” he explained. "I remind you of what you
aready know, or should know, from the Articles of Agreement you signed. Under conditions of
extraordinary emergency—which | have the authority to declare a my sole discretion—I have equaly
extraordinary enforcement powers." Jason paused, and chose his next words with care. "1 dso remind
you that | just killed four armed men—two of them while paralyzed from the waist down. | mean no
reflection on you when | say that you could not ssop me even if you had the legd right to try.”

There was absol ute, dead silence. Jason let it continue for acouple of heartbegts, then leaned forward
into thefirdight and spokein avery different tone of voice.

"Ligten, Sidney, | intend to bring all of usback dive. I've never lost asingle member of an expedition I've
led, and | see no reason to start now. Together, you and | can get Deirdre back. WWhoever this bogus
god is, and wherever he came from, he's accustomed to pushing around frightened primitives. He doesn't
know what he's dedling with. When he finds out, he's going to be one very surprised deity. That will be
our advantage.”

The pep talk seemed to have an effect on Nagel. He swallowed once, and looked alittle less frightened.



He still wore alost look, though. "Buit . . . where has Deirdre been taken?

"Not far," Jason assured him. "Only about seven or eight miles, in fact—to Tiryns."

"Tiryns? But why there?"

"Who knows? Maybetheloca wanax worksfor this'god' like those bandits. Well just have to see what
the situation iswhen we get there—which well do tomorrow." Jason used the point of his blade to draw
asample map inthe dirt besde thefire. "Tirynsisto the east, around the head of the Gulf of Argos. Well
go theredirectly, skirting the gulf. It1l mean going through more swamps, but we can makeit by nightfal.
How much can you tel me about what werelikdly to find there?!

"Not agreat dedl,” Nagd admitted. "What we won't find are the massive cyclopean wals for whose

ruins Tirynswill be noted in our day. Those date from a period three centuries from now. There will
doubtless be some kind of fortification on the summit of the rocky promontory, but it will surely bea
wooden stockade like what we saw at Argos. Oh, and Tirynsis practically on the coast now; the sea,
which in our century will beamile away, is believed to have come within ahundred yards of thewall in
thisera" Nagd paused, then resumed reluctantly. "Thereis one other thing. Ordinarily, | would not giveit
much weight, asit is pure legend, without any archaeologica verification. But now . . . after someof the
thingsl'veseen. . ."

"Yes?" Jason prompted.

"Remember what | said about Acrisus?'

"Yes. You sad that the mythsinclude aruler of Argos by that name, who had a great-grandfather named
Danaos.”

"Wadl, according to those same stories, Acrisius had atwin brother named Proetus. The two of them
were bitter enemies, and fought asuccesson war. It wasfinaly resolved by an agreement under which
Acrisius kept Argoswhile Progtus got Tiryns."

"Oho! So now we know why Acrisuswas so relieved that we were going to Lernaand not to Nauplia,
past Tirynsand brother dearest. | bet it dso explains why he was so reticent about the bandits infesting
the swamps. They probably work for Proetus, infiltrating the borders. And since they aso work for this
'god,' it meansthat Proetusistied inwith him . . . so he naturdly took Deirdreto Tiryns. Yes, it dl fits"



"| caution you that thisisdl pure legendry, and not necessarily to berelied on.” An afterthought seemed
to overtake Nagdl. "Oh, yes; the stories aso mention that Acrisius had no sons, just a daughter named
Danaé. Proetus seduced the young Danaé, his own niece—one of the reasons for the bad blood between
the two brothers.

Jason nodded sagely. "That would do it."

"Afterwards, however, Danaé—"

"That's enough for tonight, Sidney," Jason yawned. "L et's get as much deep aswe can, and start out at
dawn. My implant will wake me." Herolled over, wrapping his cloak around him, and composed himself
for deep. Nagd could only follow suit.

* * %

Onething at Tirynswas as per expectations: the entrance ramp that led up the eastern side of the low
promontory to the fortress that sat atop the usua straggle of huts, sheds, shacks, stables, artisans
workshops, and dl the refuse-strewn clutter that artists conceptions of archaeological sitesin their
heyday never seemed to show

The fortress itsalf was the expected wooden affair; as they ascended the ramp they were not
overshadowed by the massive cyclopean tower and casemated gd leries that would later make this one of
the most remarkable pieces of military engineering to survive from the Bronze Age world. But the
stockade enclosed the same general areaasthe later stone citadel, Nagel observed, and the rooftops
visble above it suggested that the palace occupied the same locetion.

Jason listened to him with only haf an ear, for he was more interested in the group of guards ahead of
them, at the top of the ramp outsde the gate. In the August twilight—he and Nagel had taken their time,
arriving from the marshesto the west and working their way around through the inner town—those
guards stood dressed and equipped exactly like those Jason had seen at Argos. They aso held the same
kind of spears, and their leader also had a short thrusting sword not unlike Jason's. Their hands tightened
on those weapons as the two strangers approached.

"Regoice," Jason greeted them formally. "We seek the hospitdity of Proetus hall." A few conversationsin
the lower town had established that the local wanax indeed bore that name. "1 am Jason, awarrior of
Aetolia Thisis Synon, acousin of my father, who was asteward to the house of Oeneus.”

The captain of the guard showed no reaction at the last name, and Jason mentally sighed with relief.



Nagel had recaled Oeneus asamythical king of Aetolia, and they had been betting that he, like Danaos
herein the Argolid, had been red, and that his descendents till ruled.

"Very well, then. Y ou may enter. But things are alittle unsettled.” The bearded face under the boar's-tusk
helmet wore alook utterly foreign to Jason'sworld, but which he had come to recognize in thisone.
"The wanax wasvigted by agod last night! Eurymedon himsdif!"

Jason and Nagel made the appropriate Signs. "' A high honor for Proetus,” Jason said respectfully, while
making surreptitious eye contact with Nagel, who he was surewould later tell him who Eurymedon was,
or was supposed to have been. At the moment, his uppermost thought was, not Hyperion. Evidently
there were at least two of these beings at large on second millennium b.c. Earth, unless one was playing
multipleroles.

"I mysdlf saw the god's chariot descend,” the guard captain continued as he motioned his men to open the
gate. "He bore awoman with him."

"A woman?' Jason wondered how many questions he dare ask. At least he need not ask if shewas ill
here; he knew she was. "Was she a gift for Proetus?

"How should | know? It's not my place to ask about such things. Just be on your best behavior, that's
al”

They passed through the gates and up an inner ramp, covered by its own overhanging stockade, then
turned right through another gate into a courtyard opening onto an inner court beyond which wasthe
megaron. Jason was reflecting that it was more impressive than Acrisius establishment in Argoswhen he
fet atug on histunic deeve. It was Nagdl, drawing him alittle back to whisper in hisear.

"Thisisvery Smilar to the paace that Schliemann will excavate in the nineteenth century! They'll build the
sonewadlsaround it later, but any rebuilding they do in herewill follow the origind plan closdly. | could
amost find my own way through here.”

Jason shushed him, unable to share his archaeologica enthusiasm but hopeful that he wasn't fooling
himsdlf about his knowledge of thisfairly labyrinthine place—aknowledge that might prove useful. Then
they traversed the porch and entered the throne room itself.

The evening's drinking by Proetus and hiswarriors had already commenced, presided over by the
wanax from athrone set againgt the wall to the right of the centra hearth. He was, Jason immediately



decided, not redly Acrisus twin. (Cometo think of it, there were an awful lot of twin brothersin Greek
mythology. Maybe Nagel could explain why that was.) He wasn't quite astall, and hisfeatures were
narrower. He was aso sgnificantly younger, though still of above average age for an active man—which
one got the definite impression that he was—in this era. His beard was till solid dark brown, and worn
with the fashionabl e turned-up mustache that Jason had been trying to cultivate.

The guard captain stepped before him. " Son of Abas, Jason and Synon of Aetolia seek to serve under
you." It was the stlandard formula for introducing strangers who were requesting the hospitality that was
amost dways granted in the absence of a good reason not to (for one never knew when one was going
to need it onesdlf). But Jason wondered if Proetus might takeit literaly. Word in the lower town was that
he was aggressively recruiting.

The wanax raised hisright hand in formal greeting and gazed at them with the intense concentration of
the partidly drunk. "Reoice. What brings you from the house of Oeneus?

Jason had been expecting that. " There was a blood-feud, lord. We ourselves were not directly involved
init, but certain of our relatives were. We wished to commit no acts that would require purification—"

"Wise," Proetus nodded.

"—s0 wethought it best to remove oursaves to the south for the time being. Naturally we sought out the
hall of aruler known to enjoy the specia favor of the gods." That was the closest Jason dared cometo
inquiring about last night'svisit by Eurymedon. He hoped Proetus would take the cue and indulge in some
tipsy sdf-congratulation over hisintimacy with theimmortas.

Unfortunatdy, the wanax merely gave an indulgent gesture. "Be welcome. Sit down and drink. We will
talk further when—" The guard captain approached, and whispered something in Proetus ear. The latter
looked annoyed, and muttered something Jason couldn't quite make out. The captain whispered anew,
with more urgency. Proetus sighed, took another pull on hiswine, and addressed his new guests.

"Y ou must pardon me. A servitor of mine—alow fellow, but not without his uses—has arrived, with a
report heinsstswill not wait." He nodded to the captain, who turned to the door and gestured

peremptorily.

Two guardsled in a scruffy-looking type who looked very out of placein this hal. Jason overheard a
mutter of disgpprova from the aristocratic warriors behind him. Proetus silenced it with awave and
glared a the new arrivd.



"Well, you miserable puddle of dog vomit, whet isthis newsthat cannot wait for my regular report from
Lydos?'

"Lydosisdead, lord," the man mumbled. "All of usare dead, except me and Brasdas—and he has a
ruined face. Y ou see, Lydos sent me back to our camp with Brasidas after—"

"Tak sense, clown!" roared Proetus. The man groveled. Jason now recognized him, and he held
perfectly gtill, and hoped Nagel was doing likewise. "Tell mewhat happened from the beginning.”

"Eurymedon appeared to us, lord!" A gasp of indrawn bresth filled the hal at the blurted declaration. "He
commanded usto take aparty of two men and awoman who were traveling south from Argos. They
showed fight, though, and killed two of us—but then the god himself came, carrying one of the heads of
the Hydra which spout flames and turn men to stone!™

Now the hal was suspended in asilence of primal fear. Jason considered trying to make a break for it,
only to regject the idea. Nagd's reactions would be too dow, even if he didn't freeze up atogether.

"Afterwards," the bandit resumed, "the god departed with the woman. That was when Lydos sent me
back with Brasidas. Afterwards, | returned . . . didn't want to miss my share of the loot, y'understand.
But Lydos and Paral os were dead—and the two men who'd been turned to stone were gone!”

"What?' Progtusroseto hisfeetinarage. "Youllie, pig! You stole the loot for yourself, and now you
want my protection when Lydos and the others come looking for you. Guards, besat the truth out of him!™

"No, lord! By dl the gods, | speak the truth!” The bandit looked around wildly at the approaching guards
... and hiseyes bulged as he glimpsed Proetus two new guests. " It'sthem, lord! The two who were
with the woman!"

For an ingtant, Proetus stared openmouthed and the guards hated in confusion.

"Get out, Sdney!" Jason ydled, shattering the hal's sunned silence. Simultaneoudly, he drew his sword
and, with afoot, sent alow bench skidding acrossthe floor into two guards legs. Asthey fell in aheap,
he ran for the door, grabbing Nage by the arm.



The tableau was broken, and Proetus guests rose, bellowing and fumbling for their wegpons. Jason
propelled Nagel toward the door with ashove and turned on the crowd, cutting the air with a series of
whistling sword dashes that made them draw back. One man dived under the sword and tackled Jason's
legs. Jason brought the sword's pommel down on his head and felt the grappling arms go limp. He kicked
the unconscious form away and brought his sword back up just in timeto thrust it into the belly of an
onrushing warrior. Hewithdrew it with atwist, and astring of entrails came out with it. He reversed it and
stabbed another man. Then he was free of the press and sprinting for the door . . . and, out of the corner
of hiseye, saw aguard grasping Nagel from behind while another man punched him repeatedly in the
somach.

Muittering a curse, Jason turned away from the beckoning door and threw his sword-dagger. It wasn't
intended as a throwing weapon, but it flew straight. Missing Nagdl's head by inches, it pierced the eye of
the guard who was holding him. At appreciably the same instant, Jason arrived, kicked the second guard
in the crotch. He yanked his blade out of the aready-dead guard's head and grabbed Nagel—who was
moaning and trying to go into fetal position—and tugged him toward the door.

It wastoo late. A crush of rancid bodies landed atop the two of them, pinning Jason's sword arm to the
floor and pressing hisface down so that he never saw the club that descended on his head, sending him
into an oblivion of exploding stars followed by darkness.

Chapter Seven

A kick in the ribs brought Jason sickeningly awake.

He had been lying facedown, dreaming dreams whose generd unpleasantness had included a suffocating,
inescapable odor which, he now saw, had been atogether too red, for he had been lying on the
packed-earth, straw-covered floor of a stable which had seen recent occupancy. He got to his hands and
knees, if for no other reason than to get hisface out of that in which it had been buried.

"Up, pig!" Thistime it was aspear butt that jabbed hisribs, toppling him over in a nausesating spasm of
pain. Two guards gragped hisarms and hauled him upright. Their grip wasthe only solid thingina
spinning universe. But drilled-in reflexes made him observe his surroundings—especidly Nagd, whom a
third guard was untying from the post to which he'd been secured. The historian's face was gray, and
even as he was prodded forward he remained hunched over, as though an aching midriff made it
impossible for him to stland up Straight.

The guard captain they had met earlier entered, ran his eyes over the prisoners with none of hisformer
affability, and gave ajerk of hischin. The guards hustled them outside. It was night. They werein alarge
enclosed area, and glancing to hisleft Jason saw stronger timber walls topping a higher ridge, with the
palace roofs above. They must, he thought, be in the "lower citadd™ that would one day haveits own



cyclopean stone wadll. It contained anumber of buildings no more prepossessing than the stable. But their
destination was the palace, up the ramp they has ascended before. Jason wondered why they'd been
imprisoned below. To keep them out of sight, perhaps?

They turned right and entered the outer court. It was heavily guarded and dight with torches. Proetus
stood before the columned porch fronting the megaron itsdlf, flanked by his advisors and leading
warriors. Helooked lesslike aking holding court than a middle-management underling nervoudy
awaiting the arrivd of hisboss.

But Jason had no eyes for the wanax, or for anything e se but the femaefigurein thefilthy tattersof a
tunic, sprawled at the foot of awooden post to which her wrists were lashed. She was unconscious, but
seemed to be tirring.

"Deirdrel" Jason started forward, only to go sprawling as aguard cut him across the backs of his knees
with aspear shaft.

"Bedlill, son of agoat,” the guard captain rasped in avoice thick with tenson. "And stay on your knees."
Another guard pushed Nagdl down beside Jason. Then they waited. Thefluttering roar asthe wind
whipped the torch flames was the only sound.

Then, with afaint whining hum that Jason recaled from the road to Lerna, the god came.

It was the same half-gondola, haf-throne "chariot” that gppeared above the courtyard, running lights
ablaze, but the tal figure was seated thistime. The vehicle cameto anear landing, hovering a couple of
feet above the surface in away that Jason recognized as extravagantly energy-wasteful but useful for
making an impression. And thistime there were others. Four of the "chariots' drifted down, each holding
a"god," two of themfemae.

Everyone from Proetus on down groveled. The guard captain paused only long enough to shove histwo
prisoners facesinto the dirt before joining them there.

Even at this moment, Nagel whispered didactically into Jason's ear. "Again, this doesn't quite ring true.
The historical Greeks never degraded themsealves before the gods—they didn't believe that
self-abasement was what the gods wanted. They stood up and prayed aloud—"

"Quiet!" Jason hissed. He was watching as the occupant of the first "chariot” stood up to hisfull
more-than-human height and surveyed the courtyard. Looking at that unhuman face, he could see



individua differences from the one he'd glimpsed on the road north of Lerna. Thisface was
heavier-featured, and had a beard which Eurymedon had lacked. It dso had alook of mature strength . .
. but not an "older" look, for al of these faces had a qudity of agelessness.

"Rgoice, Proetus of Tiryns" boomed that indescribable voice. "Have you kept this woman unharmed?”

Proetus raised his head just enough to peek upward. "Y es, Hyperion, Lord of Light. | have done as
Eurymedon commanded—even though the woman's two companions sought to inveigle their way into my
palace, doubtless thinking to make off with her." He grew bold enough to indulgein alittle
sdf-congratulation, rising to aknedling posgition and pointing dramatically at the two prisoners. "But my
vigilance wastoo grest, and before they could put their schemeinto action |—"

Thetal being held up ahand, halting Proteus voice as abruptly as an off switch would have stopped a
recording. Then he turned dowly and gave Jason and Nagel an emotionless regard. Jason met those
eyes. They were stranger than he had thought: the "whites' were pae blue, and the irises were an opaque
azure unlike any human eye color. After afew seconds inspection, those eyes swung back to Proetus.

"Those ridicul ous bandits were commanded to deal with these men."

"Oneof themishere, lord."

"Kill him. Y ou may aso kill these two men. Thewoman, however . . ." Hyperion stepped from his
floating platform, and the genera groveling intensified as his feet touched the ground. He walked dowly
over to the stake where Deirdre was beginning to return to consciousness. He held an instrument which,
to Jason, suggested a sensor of some kind.

Deirdre's eyes fluttered open. She gasped and struggled againgt the lesther thongs.

"Hold her till," Hyperion ordered. Two guards rushed to obey. Then heran the sensor over her, afew
inchesfrom her skin. He halted at the inside of her upper left arm, where avery tiny scar showed. He
gave a satisfied nod and turned to Proetus.

"Thereisasmdl meta taisman indde her left arm, beneath this." Heindicated the scar. "Have someone
cut it out of her."



"No!" yelled Jason. He legped to hisfeet and lunged . . . only to fed a spear butt impact sickeningly
againg his aready-battered head. Two guards grasped hisarms and held him immobile. Ashisvision
cleared, he saw aman who looked like he might very well be Proetus butcher step forward toward
Deirdre, holding abronze knife.

"Wash the blade firgt," Hyperion commanded, "aswe wish to keep her dive." No one understood the
connection, in this erathat had never heard of infection, but neither was anyone about to argue. Water
was brought and the knife was cleaned, while Deirdre watched with round, unblinking eyes but made no
sound.

She continued to hold her jaws clamped shut as the butcher approached, but when the blade neared her
arm she burst into afrantic, straining struggle which required three guards to subdue, one grasping her
around the knees and one gripping each arm. When the knife stroke laid open her flesh, shefindly
screamed. She screamed louder as the butcher spread apart the lips of the cut he had made and probed
with the knife point.

"I think | seeit," he muttered. The knife point began to dig. Deirdre fainted.

"Got it!" said the butcher with satisfaction. He put his thumb and forefinger into the blood-drenched
pinkish-gray tissue and pulled. He turned to Hyperion and held out a pea-sized sphere.

"Putitinthis" Hyperion held out aflat container—plastic, thought Jason in asmdl cam corner of his
mind. The butcher dropped the blood-dripping object into it, and the "god" snapped it shut. "Now wash
and bind her wound," he ordered. "We may have further usefor her." Without waiting for an
acknowledgment, he turned back toward his" chariot.”

It was then that Jason spoke with the recklessness of aman aready condemned to desath.

"Y ou bastard! Who are you?" A hissof shock suffused the courtyard, and the guards holding him
dtiffened. He expected another blow, but none came—the guards must have been stunned into immobility
by his blasphemy. Hyperion paused, and turned those disturbing eyes toward him.

"Who are you?" Jason repested. "What are you? Y ou don't belong herel™

Without speaking, Hyperion walked over to him and ran the sensor over hisleft arm—but not, to Jason's
relief, over his head, whereit would surely have detected the computer implant, whose remova by the
butcher did not bear thinking about. The "god" then did the same to Nagel. Then he gazed down from his



great height, and for thefirst time ahint of asmile touched the corners of hiswide mouth. "I don't belong
here?' he echoed ironically, barely above awhisper. Before Jason could try to answer the unanswerable,
Hyperion turned back to Proetus and spoke in aloud voice.

"l have changed my mind. Keep the two men aive as well—although you need not keep them
comfortable. They dso have tdismansingdetheir flesh.” Jason could sense the genera shudder of
distagte. "1 will probably want their talismans removed aswell, later; but for now the woman'swill suffice.
It must be studied. Afterwards, we will return and put al three of them to the question.”

"All will be done as you command, lord,"

"Seethat it is. And remember: these men are epecially accursed in the eyes of the gods. Keep them
closdly confined and et no one approach them. The same holds for the woman. Besides, | may have
other usesfor her." Without another word, Hyperion mounted his "chariot,” which drifted upward and
swung away over thewalls. The other three followed him. Only then did Proetus and his subjects get to
their feet.

"Shall we take them to the palace, lord?" The guard captain asked.

"No, idiot! Didn't you hear the god? They're to be kept isolated. Take them back to the stables—but
secure them tightly!™

" And the woman, lord?"

Proetus hesitated for the barest ingtant. "Her too. But confine her separately. Remember what the god
said about having 'other usesfor her'? Don't let them or any other men have accessto her. Any other
men," Proetus repested heavily, giving the guard captain ahard look. The latter gul ped.

"Yes, lord. Y ou men, bring them!"

Two guards picked up Deirdre's limp form. Two others got Jason and Nagel moving with their spear
points. The captain, carrying atorch, led the way from the courtyard and back down the ramp toward
the lower citadel. To theright, beyond the main gate, Jason saw a pinkish hint of dawn in the east. He
barely noticed, for he was sorting out the implications of what held heard.



Firg of al—and he clung to the thought—Hyperion had madeit very clear that Deirdre was not to be
harmed by anyone except himsdf. So presumably she hadn't been molested, save for this night's brutal
chopping-out of her TRD. Secondly, that TRD "must be studied” according to the bogus god, who
therefore didn't know what it was. In fact, there was no evidence that he knew about timetravel at all.
That ignorance must be maintained. It was areason—though not, of course, the most important one—for
getting back the implant, without which Deirdre would be a permanent resdent of the Bronze Age.

In another compartment of his mind, Jason wondered why he and Nagel hadn't been bound. He
suspected it had something to do with the ingrained assumptions of awarrior classthat dominated this
world through its monopoly of expensive bronze wegponry. Unarmed men didn't need to have their
hands tied to be hel pless and contemptible. It was an attitude Jason meant to encourage.

All of thisran through the back of Jason's mind as he carefully observed the route they were following. It
took them to asturdily built shed against the base of the ledge topped by the upper citadel and theroya
megaron. The two guards carrying Deirdre dumped her on the straw-covered floor, heedless of whether
they caused her bleeding to resume, and locked the door with akind of large wooden bolt. Asthey did
30, Jason made himsdf dump asthough barely ableto stay on hisfeet. A guard contemptuoudy hauled
him upright.

"Y ou two can go on," the guard captain told Deirdre's erstwhile bearers. "WEell take the othersto the
stables.” The dismissed guards departed by the pae dawn-light. The captain motioned with historchin
the direction of the stables and walked ahead.

They had only gone afew steps when Jason ssumbled rediticaly. "Move!" snapped his guard, prodding
his back so sharply that the spear point broke the skin. With a single smooth motion, Jason went to his
right knee, shifting to the sSide, and smultaneoudy grasped the spear shaft just below the blade. He
yanked it forward, then jabbed backwards, ramming the butt into the startled guard's midriff.

Before the captain redized anything was amiss, Jason sprang forward, yanking the spear from the
doubled-over guard. His grip on the spear near the top of the shaft was an awkward one. But he stabbed
the blade into the base of the captain's neck, severing the spine.

Nagel's guard reacted faster than Jason had thought him capable. With a quick curse and ashove, he
sent his own prisoner sprawling, and turned on Jason, thrusting with his spear. Jason, grasping hisown
Spear near center-shaft, batted the thrust aside. . . just in time to be grappled from behind by the guard
he'd thought he'd disabled.

Nage's guard grinned between his helmet's cheekpieces and hefted his spear for akilling thrust. But then
his expression went blank and he toppled over, revealing Nagel, staring increduloudly at the rock with
which he'd just clouted the man from behind, striking the base of his skull just below the helmet.



Jason wasted no time. He raised his spear above his head and brought it down behind him, behind the
head of the guard who was grasping him. Then he did aquick forward roll, bringing the man over himto
land on his back with athud. Before he could get his wind back, Jason brought the spear around and
plunged it down through the supine man'sthroet, practicaly pinning him to the ground.

"Good work, Sidney," he gasped. Nagel did not respond to the compliment—he was ill standing in
openmouthed amazement at what was doubtlessthefirst act of physical violencein hislife. Jason
scooped up the fallen guard captain's torch and grabbed Nagel by the arm alittle more roughly that was
necessary. "Come on! Take one of these spears, and let's go get Deirdre.”

Jason didn't know how to work the wooden "lock," so he thrust his spear into the crack between
doorframe and door, and pried it open. Holding the torch through the opening, he could see Deirdre was
conscious. Shewas cowering in the far corner.

"It'sus, Deirdre!" he exclamed. Withasmal cry of relief, she sprang to him and held him tightly with her
right arm . . . but only for amoment, until she remembered hersdlf. Then backed away and looked at him
levely.

"They took it out, didn't they?" she asked, indicating her uselessdy hanging left arm with its blood-stained
bandage.

"Yes" Jason saw no point in lying.

She sucked in a bresth, but when she spoke her voice was steady. Too steady, Jason thought. "Then I'm
here for good."

"Like hell you are! Were going to get it back. You'l just haveto be very careful to not loseit over the
next three months,”" Jason added with an attempt at lightness. "Maybe we can find aloca jeweler to
makeit into an earring or something.”

"But how—?"

"I canlocateit. Never mind how; I've dready explained to Sidney, but | don't have timeto go over it
again now. Weve got to move." Jason turned to Nagel. "Y ou said you could find your way through this
place. How can we get out without going back up the ramp and past the upper citadel?"



Nagel thought for amoment. "In later times, there was an underground cistern just outside thewall &t the
northwest corner of the lower citadel—the opposite end from where we are now. Not far from that was
akind of sdly port. Was. . . or will be." Helooked annoyed. "Kyle Rutherford had a point about the
need for new tenses, didn't he?"

"Sdney...!"

"Oh...ahem! Yes Well, perhapsthere are earlier versons here and now."

"Let'sfind out.” They crept from the shed and picked their way among stables, barns and stock pensin
the gathering dawn until they reached the stockade. They worked their way around the inside until they
reached the cistern, and the small opening in the stockade that gave accessto it. Slipping out, they
clambered down the low bluff—only an occasional sound of pain escaped Deirdre—and entered the
straggling seaside town to the west of the fortress. Few people were about as yet, and they made
themsalves walk without apparent haste or furtiveness. Then they were clear of the crude structures, and
aroad stretched ahead of them in awest-northwest direction—aroad that didn't look likeit had seen
much use lately. Jason summoned up his map, and unconscioudy nodded.

"Do you know where we're going?' Deirdre asked. She looked even worse than Nagel, who was
showing the effects of weariness, hunger, and emotiond reaction. Jason didn't imagine he looked al that
much better.

"Yes," henodded. "Thisistheroad to Argos. Well go back there and claim Acrisius hospitdity. He
won't mind that we'rein trouble with his brother—hell probably give us agood-conduct meda. Well
stay there just long enough for meto take a proper look at your wound, and for usto get alittle rest.
Then welll resume our original plan and take the road to Lerna. 1t's more imperative than ever that we get

passage on aship.”

Why?

"Never mind." He could havetold her why, because he knew where her TRD had been taken. But this
was no time for lengthy explanations. "Come on, let'smove.”

They trudged on into the gathering heat of the August morning. They had covered about three
miles—amost hafway to the Inachos and the border between the feuding brothers territories, in
fact—when Jason heard the rumbling behind them, growing louder in pursuit. Even as he whirled around,



he knew in the pit of his scomach he was going to see chariots.

Chapter Eight

There were three of the chariots, thundering down the road from Tiryns.

Jason knew about them from hisforced-draft orientation. They were light, with four-spoked wheels, and
axles sat well to the rear for mobility. Two-horse teams could draw them at high speed, even though
those horses were small—more like ponies to Jason's eyes—and had inefficient chest-strap harnesses.
Each carried alightly clad charioteer and afull-armed warrior.

Earlier in this century, such chariots had overturned the world as thoroughly as stirrup-using shock
cavary would do two thousand yearsin the future, enabling barbarian invaders to conquer the
aready-ancient civilizations of the Near East in aseries of blitzkriegs. Y et those barbarians had used
them as mobile platforms from which opposing infantry formations could be crumpled up with showers of
arrows and then finished off with a charge. The Achaean Greeks, if Homer was to be believed, had
regarded archery as not quite the thing, and had used the new superweapon as amere prestige vehicle. It
seemed absurd, as though some Industrial Revolution-eraarmy had used tanks to transport soldiersto
battlefields where they alighted and proceeded to fire volleys with muzzle-loaders. Nagd had speculated
aoud that Homer, afew centurieslater when chariots had fallen into disuse, might have misunderstood
theold ord epics.

Now it looked as though they were going to find out the truth at first hand.

Jason looked around frantically. They werein fairly flat country; the surrounding terrain was only
marginaly less suited for whedled vehicles than this"road.” The only possible sources of cover werethe
occasond olive groves and orchards. There had been afew cultivators visible in the distance, but they
were now disappearing asfast astheir legswould carry them—a common reaction, Jason imagined, to
the aght of war chariots.

All these thoughts took Jason less than asecond. "Run!™ he yedled at his companions, pointing with his
spear a an olive grove, and he suited the action to the word. Deirdre and Nagel needed no further

urging.

The chariots veered off the road on a course calculated to intercept them. It was a bumpy ride for them,
and asthelead chariot got closer Jason saw that the warrior was holding onto a balance thong attached
to the car'srim with hisleft hand lest he be jolted out despite a highly trained sense of balance. Hisright
hand gripped aspear underhand, which indicated that these people realy did wield wegpons from their
chariots, even if they drew theline at using bow and arrow against human prey. Jason hafway expected



Nagel to pause for alecture on the subject.

And he might just as well, he thought with asudden onrush of despair. They quite obvioudy weren't
going to make it to the dubious shelter of the grove. Jason aone couldn't even have madeit, in his hunger
and exhaugtion, much less Deirdre with her loss of blood and Nagd with his middle-aged wind.

They were not so much running as staggering when Jason came to agasping halt, muttered " Shit!" and
turned to face the onrushing chariots with spear at high port. "Keep going!" he snapped at the other two.
"I'll try to ddlay them.”

To hisastonishment, Nagd disobeyed him, pointing his spear and making an attempt at afighting sance
that would have been funny in any other circumstances. Deirdre Smply took adeep breath and stood.

"Shit," Jason repeated. The lead chariot was getting close. Jason faced the thundering hooves with
upraised spear and waited for death.

Out of the corner of hiseye, he glimpsed something flash past him from the direction of the olive grove.

Before Jason's mind had even had time to process that glimpse, a thrown spear transfixed the lead
chariot warrior at the base of histhroat. Spurting blood, he fell heavily againgt his charioteer, who lost
control of the team. Neighing wildly, the horses dewed around in too tight aturn for even the highly
maneuverable chariot to handle. It capsized, crushing its occupants and bringing the horsesdownina
maddened, screaming tangle, trapped by their harness and traces.

The other two charioteers veered desperately away to either Side, bardly avoiding acollision. It gave
Jason arespite, and he turned to stare in the direction from which the spear had come.

A man was gpproaching at arun—presumably the man who had thrown the spear, dthough if so it had
been a phenomend throw. He was hefting a second spear as heran, hislong hair sreaming in thewind
behind him and his mouth open in awordlesswar cry. He was running toward the chariot that had turned
off toward Jason's |ft, and whose charioteer was now bringing it around to resumeits charge.

The stranger drew back and hurled his spear, dl in one continuous, flowing motion at which Jason, even
at thismoment, gawked. But this chariot warrior was ready. Heraised hisshield at an angle, and the
spear clanged off it. But the effort caused the warrior to get in the way of his charioteer, and the
momentum of the charge was broken. And the stranger had gone directly from that beautiful,
Olympic-qudity javein throw into adead run that brought him up to the chariot even asits charioteer



was trying to get the team back under control. He grasped the bridle of the right-hand horse with his left
hand, giving atwist which made the animas rear and spill the chariot's occupants.

Thefdlen charioteer had had enough; he sprang to hisfeet and set out at adead run in the direction of
Tiryns. But thewarrior hefted his shield—round, and smal enough to usein achariot, unlike the grest
figure-eight shiddsfavored by the loca infantry—and advanced on the stranger, flourishing along,
narrow thrusting sword of the kind the archaeol ogists would, with a certain poetic license, call "rapiers.”

The stranger drew from its ding a sword-dagger like the one Jason had been divested of at Tiryns.
Simultaneoudy, he took off acloak he wore over histunic and twirled it around hisleft forearm in lieu of
ashidd.

A rumbling from behind reminded Jason of the third chariot. It had taken longer to makea
hundred-and-ei ghty-degree turn, but now it was approaching, itswarrior raising his spear for athrow a
the stranger. But then the charioteer had to swerve to avoid the wreck of thefirst chariot, spoiling the
spearman'sthrow and partidly killing the vehiclés momentum.

Without pausing for thought, Jason plunged forward, hitting the ground and rolling up to the whedl's, now
turning dowly enough for their four spokesto beindividualy visble. Hethrust his spear between two of
those spokes.

He couldn't possibly have doneit with a more advanced, many-spoked wheedl. But he managed to get the
gpear shaft through both wheels before it was snatched out of hishand . . . and dammed up against the
bottom of the car, an ingtant brake. The light chariot kicked forward like a catapult, sending its occupants
sailing forward over the backs of the loudly protesting horses. The charioteer thudded to the ground at
exactly thewrong angle, and lay till with abroken neck. The warrior staggered to hisfeet and turned on
the now-unarmed Jason with one of the long dender swords. Jason got to hisfeet and into defensive
dance. . . justintimeto hear ayel off to the left.

It was Nagd, charging in with clumsy enthusiasm. The dismounted chariot warrior turned asdeand, ina
motion of visibly contemptuous ease, knocked the historian's jabbing spear aside with hisshield. Hewas
drawing back his sword for athrust when Jason sprang forward and crashed into him. Thelong sword
was not designed for close quarters; itswielder could do nothing as Jason got an arm around his neck
and, with aquick vicious sideways motion, broke his neck asthoroughly asthat of his charioteer.

"Well done, Sidney," Jason sighed as he got to hisfeet. It hadn't been, redlly, but hefet no inclination to
quibble about technique. Besides, he was watching with interest asthe stranger confirmed his own theory
of the short sword-dagger's superiority, sending his opponent tumbling to the ground trying to hold in his

spilling guts



Briskly businesdike, the stranger walked over to the overturned first chariot, whose horses till thrashed
about in their pain and confusion. He cut their throats. Blood gushed forth to soak into the ground.

Deirdre stared, speechlesswith horror, and Jason thought Nagel was going to be sick. Hewasn't immune
to their fedings himsalf. But he recognized the act as one of mercy—the only redistic mercy for those
broken-legged little horses. The other two teams, he noted, were waking around dowly, munching grass
and pulling the inconsiderable weight of their unoccupied chariots. They must have been trained not to run
off in the absence of their charioteers.,

The stranger findly turned to them. "Rejoice," he greeted conventiondly, with asmile of guildess
friendliness. The face wearing that smile was nearly beardless. Jason hadn't noticed his youth before,
probably because of his sze—tdl even for Jason's native milieu, extremely tal for this one—and the
awesome physical competence he had just displayed. But viewed close up he was clearly under twenty
and built like a, well, Greek god. Hisfeatures were regular, with awide, rather thin-lipped mouth and a
narrow, straight-bridged nose. Hislong thick hair was arichly deep, dark chestnut brown, his eyes
bluish-gray, his complexion fairer than thelocal average but well-tanned and currently somewheat flushed
from exertion.

To Jason, there was avague hdf-familiarity about that face, which dissolved like the memory of adream
when hetried to put hisfinger onit.

"Reoice," Jason responded cautioudy. He knew nothing about this formidable kid, including how he
stood with respect to Proetus of Tiryns. "We arein your debt.”

"Not at dl. | wasresting in that olive grove—I've had along journey, you see—when | heard the chariots
on theroad from Tiryns." The fresh young face came as close to a scowl asit could manage, and Jason
began to relax alittle. "Did Proetus send them?"

"Y es. We escaped during the night from Tiryns, where Proetus had imprisoned us. Do you know of
him?'

"I do indeed. Heis my great-uncle." Jason's gpprehensions returned in full force, for hewasn't at al sure
he relished the prospect of going up againgt this character, kid or no. But then he noticed that the
handsome face had gone expressionless. " Some people believe—wrongly—that heis aso my father, for
he dishonored my mother, his niece Danaé."



Behind Jason, Nagel gasped. Jason ignored it, for he thought he saw an opening. "Well, then, you will
understand why wefd| afoul of him. He wished to dishonor thislady, Delaneira He launched into the
stock story of their lives, and added aheavily edited account of their recent adventures, omitting all
mention of the gods and attributing their incarceration a Tiryns smply to Proetus lust. Then another
thought occurred to him. "Acrisus of Argos must be your grandfathe—and he is the enemy of Proetus.
We were on our way there, to seek his hospitaity. Would you—7?"

"No." Theyoung face took on an incongruoudy grave look. "Acrisus may not be quite as much of apig
as Proetus. But after my birth, he cast out my mother, his own daughter, for he would not believe her
when shetold him who my true father was. He put the two of us on a ship and exiled usto theidand of
Seriphos. Sooner or later," added the youth matter-of-factly, "1 will take vengeance on him and Proetus
both."

Nagd spoke up. "But that is not why you arein the Argolid now, isit?' He asked the question asthough
he dready knew its answer.

"No. I'm on an errand for King Polydectes of Seriphos, who was guardian to my mother until | came of
age. But | must avoid Acrisus—and so should you. He is not to be trusted.”

"Hmm. . . ." Jason till wasn't sure how far he could confide in this affable young man. "We have an
‘errand’ of our own. We must recover avery vauable article belonging to the lady Deianeira. And we
need to find aship. We were hoping to find one a Lerna.”

The stranger brightened. "Lernal There must befatein this. May | accompany you?”'

"By dl means." There was, Jason reflected, something to be said for traveling in the company of someone
thishandy in afight. "Of course, if wereto avoid Argos, well haveto leave the road and travel
southwestward.”

"'So much the better. We need to leave the roads in any case; that one charioteer who escaped will tell
Proetus. Unfortunately, we won't be able to take the chariots." The stranger turned to the grazing teams.
Deirdre sucked in a breath as though she was afraid he was going to do to them what he'd done to the
injured ones. But he merdly smacked their rumps and sent them on their way. Jason, who had been
wondering how he was going to disguise hisamateurism at driving the things, was rdieved. Hewasdso
curious.

"What takesyou to Lerna?' he asked the Stranger, after the latter had finished a businesdike looting of
the chariot warriors bodies.



"It'smy errand. | must bring Polydectes one of the heads of the Hydra. Since Lernaiswherethe Hydrais
supposed to have lived, it ssemsthe natura place to sart looking, don't you think?

"No doubt," Jason managed. He remembered what a"head of the Hydra' redlly was, for the bandit had
used theterm in Proetus hdl. Surdly this innocent-seeming young man could have no ideathat he was
talking about aweapon forged by atechnology that had no placein hisworld.

He pulled himsdf together. "Well, | wish you luck. And we welcome your company. Oh, by the way, you
never told usyour name.”

"Perseus,” the young man said politely. "Son of Zeus," he added.

* % *

They stopped that night at a goatherd's hut not far from the marshes. Jason could have gone further, and
Perseus wasn't even breathing hard, but Deirdre's color was worse and she could barely continue regling
forward, athough she'd be damned and in hell before shed admit it. The goatherd offered them the poor
hospitdity his means permitted—the custom evidently applied up and down the socid scde. Hedso
looked hedlthily apprehensive at the presence of armed men, dthough Perseustreated him with the same
sunny amiability he seemed to show to anyone he didn't have reason to kill. The hospitaity became
downright effusive when the goatherd learned he was hosting aHero.

Apropos of which, Jason needed badly to talk to Nagdl.

Firgt, though, he removed Deirdre's bandage and examined her wound closdly. It wasn't 0ozing anything,
nor was there any redness around it, to his relief. The broad-spectrum immunizations that everybody
routinely got in their world weren't an absol ute guarantee againgt infection, but they helped. In conjunction
with the very basi¢ precautions Hyperion had ordained, they evidently had been enough. Jason prevailed
upon the goatherd to boil some water in a ceramic pot—meta implements were only for the wedlthy in
thisworld. Then he replaced the bandage, tying it astightly as he dared—and as Deirdre could stand—to
hold together the lips of the wound, whose looks he didn't like. If held had any sort of needles and

thread, he would have done some gtitches, using wine as adisinfectant. But he didn't. At aminimum, she
was going to have one hell of ascar. At least, hejollied her, it wasin an inconspicuous place. Then he
poured enough of the goatherd'swine (by courtesy so caled) into her to dissolve her resistance to letting
exhaugtion and pain take her. She was giving out ladylike snores by the time he finaly gestured to Nagel
to follow him outside, under the sky of an Earth with no dectric lighting.

"Itswhat | wastrying to tell you before we reached Tiryns," the historian jittered. "The legends are quite
explicit that Perseus mother was Danag, daughter of Acrisius. . . and that hisfather was Zeus."



"Zeus?' Jason echoed. " The Zeus?'

Nagel nodded. "Of course, in this erahe's not regarded as the king of the gods, as he will bein Homer's
time. Hes smply the weather god. And | suppose we must assume he'sone of the.. . . entitieswe've

"Entitiesthat are obvioudy nonhuman. | don't care what the Greek myths say; they can't possibly have
issue with humang”

"Of coursenot!" said Nagd peevishly. "I can't account for that part. But everything dsefits, including his
‘errand’ for Polydectes, king of Seriphos, where he and his mother were exiled. The legend says
Polydectes was holding over him the threat of raping his mother, but it's possible that he'stoo
embarrassed to tell usthat part.”

Jason waved the point aside and thought hard. "L ook, Sidney, | don't pretend to your knowledge of this
stuff. But wasn't it Perseus task to bring back the head of the Gorgon Medusa?'

"Y es—the head that turned men to stone if they looked on itsface. But Medusa and her sister Gorgons
were linked with the Lernean Hydra, whose heads also had magica properties, such as shooting out
fire—alaser guide beam, as we know."

"What wasthe linkage?'

"They were both descended from the sea deity, Phorcys. The Gorgons were daughters of his, the Hydra
was achild of hisdaughter Echidne—the prototypica mermaid, being half beautiful woman and haf sea
serpent—hy the monster Typhon. Confusion on the part of the later myth compilerswas
understandable.”

"But they got the genedl ogies o exactly!"

"Royal genedlogieswere oraly transmitted with great care. Thiswas anecessity. But with mongers, it
was permissibleto let the fancy havefreerein.” Nage permitted himself adry chuckle. "To take just one
example, in the legends as they have come down to us, the Hydraiskilled by Herakles, a descendant of
Perseus. But here we have its heads already believed to be available as portable weapons in Perseus
lifetime!"



"| supposeyoureright. And at any rate, | don't suppose it matters. Asyou say, we know what this 'head'
redly is, no matter who it's supposed to have belonged to or who is supposed to have cut it off. Let'sgo
back insde—no, wait aminute!" Jason summoned up his neuraly projected map, and scrolled it
northwestward by mental command. " Sidney, this 'Echidne who was the mother of the Hydra: is she
connected with the Echinades Idands, up on the far side of the Gulf of Corinth?'

"Why, yes. They were supposedly her home, and were named after her. Why do you ask?'

Jason looked at the flashing red dot for amoment, before dismissing the map and turning to Nage!.
"Because, Sidney, that's where Deirdre's TRD has been taken.”

Chapter Nine

Thanksto Perseus, they made better time than Jason had dared hope. It wasn't that he hel ped with
Deirdre, dthough he was dways ready with polite—and, to her, infuriatingly patronizing—offersto do
0. Rather, she kept up on her own out of grim determination to avoid accepting those very offers. It dso
helped that in August the Inachos wasfairly easy to ford even near its mouth. They reached Lernalatein
the afternoon, following the coast around the northern end of the Gulf of Argos.

Lerna pretty much lived down to expectations, athough Nagd was happy asaclam at hightideashe
compared what he was seeing to the conventional wisdom about this much-excavated site. Therewas
even abardy visble remnant of thewal of mud brick, built atop afoundation of limestone blocks, that
had guarded the settlement the barbaric Proto-Greeks had burned four centuries earlier. Before Nagel
could wander off in search of the"House of Tiles' asthe archaeol ogists had dubbed it, Jason firmly
hustled him on toward the docks. They were hereto find aship.

There were asurprisng number of shipsin port. Some of them were from the variousidands. Nagd,
listening to the unintdlligible conversation of their crews, could barely contain his glee at the confirmation
of yet another of histheories. Those sallors language, he declared breathlessy, belonged to the
Hittite-L uwian branch of Indo-European. Jason, who couldn't have cared lessif they had been speaking
Swahili, made noises of paliteinterest and devoted most of his attention to the ships themsdlves.

They were wide-bodied merchantmen, the largest only about sixty feet long. Jason's expert eye
recognized plank construction using mortise-and-tenon joining. These were single-masted square-riggers
with asingle square sail, and their ability to beat upwind was consequently very limited. Nevertheless,
that sail wasthe primary propulsion, with afew oars (typicaly eight) used for maneuvering in and out of
harbor with the aid of crude rudders. This held the crew requirement down to only adozen or so, hence
minimizing the amount of cargo space that had to be devoted to their stores.



All in all, the ships were exactly what Jason had expected in thistime and place. He didn't have to worry
about adjusting to any surprises. What he did have to worry about was getting passage.

If they'd still had their high-value trade goods, he would have Smply chartered aship. But their wedlth
now languished in the storerooms of Proetus of Tiryns, which Jason found objectionable on principle as
wdll as damned inconvenient. They would haveto offer to work for their passage on aship that was
going to stop at the Echinades anyway. He was optimistic about finding one. As Rutherford had pointed
out, they were well within the March-through-October sailing season.

Perseus was skepticd, in hisinvincibly cheerful way, when he learned that they wanted to go to the west
of the Peloponnesus, which was as specific as Jason was willing to be about their destination. "1 don't
know, Jason. Most of the ships captains around here trade in the Cyclades, or south to Crete. To get
from here to where you want to go, you have to round the Cape of Maleg, at the southern end of the
Peloponnesus. Y ou know how treacherous that is.”

Jason didnt, redlly. "Even at thistime of year?"

"Theré's no good time of year down there. Remember, the summer winds are dmost dways from the
north or northwest. Y ou'd be going against them the whole way." Perseus shook his head ruefully, with
the sunny smile he wore even when he was throwing the proverbia wet blanket. " Also, traders have no
incentive to go to Messeniaand Elis. Nobody there but warring robber-chieftains” This, Jason knew
from his orientation, was an accurate description of the western Peloponnesus before the foundation of
the Homeric kingdom of Nestor of Pylos, dmost four centuriesin the future of here-and-now. "And
before you even get there, you have to round Cape Taenarum, which means passing too close for
comfort to the gates of Hades."

He would say something like that just when he was starting to make sense, Jason groaned inwardly.
"But won't anybody be going to Corcyra?' he asked, using the current name for Corfu. Homer and the
archaeol ogists agreed that there would be arich kingdom therein later times, at least.

Perseus gave him an odd look. "That's an awfully long way, Jason.” He had been, and continued to be,
too well-bred to question them directly about their itinerary. "Besides, to get there you'd have to passthe
Echinades. . . and of course nobody wantsto go there!”

Jason, naturaly, had to find out for himsalf. He left Perseus and Nagd to find accommodations and set
out with Deirdre to make the rounds of the ships. His choice of acompanion was a caculated one, based
on the theory that shipmasters, after one look, might find the idea of having her as a passenger gppedling.
Needlessto say, he did not discussthis strategy with her. And at any rate, it did no good. Nobody was



going west. And on the rare occasions when he got as far as mentioning the Echinades, hislisteners
reaction immediately went from disinterest to downright alarm, as though they were confronted with a
dangerous lundtic.

They were growing both tired and disgusted when Perseus tracked them down. The Hero was, of
course, above indulging in I-told-you-sos. "Come with me," he urged. "I found the house of Sotades, a
merchant from Seriphoswho isloya to my mother. He'staken usin.”

Sotades was out and about on business when they arrived at the house—Jason would have cadled it a
hut, and he imagined hisfellow timetravelers termsfor it would have ranged downward from
"hovel"—but the servants provided them with wine and very basic food. Thusfortified, Jason turned to
Perseus and spoke in avoice he carefully kept from seeming too eager.

"Perseus, you say Sotadesis beholden to your mother Danaé?”

"Y es, ever snce Posaidon washed her ashore on Seriphas, carrying me. Diktys, the brother of King
Polydectes, took usin. Sotades was ayoung sailor on one of Diktys shipsthen, and it was he who fished
her out of the water, where she had been clinging to a piece of wreckage while keeping me above water.
Afterwards, he knew hisfate was linked with ours." The word he actudly used for "fate” wasa
recognizable ancestor of the Classical Greek moira, which implied agreat deal more.

"Well, then, do you suppose you could persuade him to take us to our destination?"

"Probably—if | were going. In fact, I'm sure held be willing to take me anywhere. But . . ." If Perseus
didn't fed genuineregret, he was a better actor than Jason took him for. "I'm truly sorry, Jason, but my
task for Polydectes must comefirst. Asmuch as1'd like to accompany you, | haveto say herein Lerna
until I've found ahead of the Lernean Hydra."

Jason considered for amoment, then threw caution to the winds. "Perseus, | haven't been atogether
candid with you about our destination—"

"I know," nodded Perseus, with no visible resentment, as though he understood Jason's reservations
about hisrddives.

"Well, the time has come when | must tell you. We are going to the Echinades.”



Perseus eyes grew round. "The Echinades? But Jason, you must know there's nothing in those idands
but the pirates who infest them. The scum of the earth! Squatting there just north of the entrance to the
Gulf of Corinth, they've practicaly brought commerce to astandstill.”

"Why hasn't someone mounted an expedition to root them out?" Nagel asked, curious.

Perseus gave him an odd look. "Why, they are protected. Everyone knows that. They are under the
specid patronage of certain of the Old Gods."

The Old Gods. It was, Jason thought, the first time held heard that particular turn of phrase. He started
to open his mouth to ask for an eucidation, then immediately closed it. He and Nagel had already
exhibited quite enough curiosity about matters of common knowledge.

"Nevertheless" he said firmly, "we must go there. Remember | told you of a precious article belonging to
thelady Delaneira? Well, it has been taken to the Echinades. Never mind how | know this; the
knowledge has been granted to me in ways of which I may not speak. By the same means, | aso know
that at least one of the heads of the Hydraisthere aswell. We ourselves encountered it, and were [ucky
to escgpe with our lives. If you comewith us, well help you gain that head—if you help uswith our
errand aswell, starting by getting al of us passage on Sotades ship.”

Perseus|eaned forward, his eyes dight with youthful enthusiasm. ™Y e We can help each other. I'm with
you, Jason."

Jason's conscience stirred. He wasn't quite sure why. He knew that recovering Deirdreé's TRD should
have been his only consideration. But there was something about thiskid . . . "Perseus, theré's one other
thing I haven't mentioned to you before. The Hydra's head of which I'm speaking was in the hands of one
of the, uh, Old Gods. They seem to bein dliance with Proetus, and they regard us astheir enemies. | fedl
obliged to tel you this, sncethey may regard you the sameway if you aid us."

"So much the better! Am | not the son of agod? What a chance for glory! What a—ah, here comes
Sotades. I'm sure helll fedl asexcited as| do!"

* * %

Sotades, of course, felt nothing of the sort. He would have been instantly recognizable as ahard-bitten
old sdt in any time or place—some stereotypes transcend centuries and cultures—and Jason fully
expected him to reject the whole ideawith asnort of surprised contempt. And in fact his reaction was
dour and pessmigtic. But he yielded in the end. Clearly, he could refuse the son of Danaé nothing—and
not just because he was aso the son of Zeus. Perhapsthere was, in this culture at least, something to
Perseus assumption that saving someone's life created an obligation that worked both ways.



So they departed afew days later, as soon as Sotades had finished rounding out his crew. It wasa
problem at first, once word of their destination got out. But Jason promised to fill one billet himself. He
also suggested the discreet release of rumors of fabulous treasures in the Echinades, coupled with
assurancesthat al hands would sharein theloot. It worked, just asit would work al down through

history.

So they sailed south, aong the eastern coast of the Peloponnesus. Jason forced himsdlf to enjoy the
scenery and not yield to impatience as he recdled the swiftness with which Rutherford's aircar had
whisked them along this same route. At least the winds were with them for this part of the journey. Then
they turned west, and in defiance of Sotades pessimism they rounded the Cape of Malea without
incident. The skipper's habitua scowl actually relaxed atrifle, but then resumed its accustomed intensity
asthey turned west and beat against the winds between the mainland of the Peloponnesus and theidand
of Cythera. Then Cape Taenarum appeared ahead and to starboard, with the crags of the Taygetus
Mountains looming beyond the sheer cliffs. . . and the sailors Started to make surreptitious Sgns against
evil.

Jason drew Nagel aside. "What's this 'gates of Hades stuff? Perseus said something about it."

"The Classica Greeks had variousideas about entrances to the underworld of the dead. In a country this
mountainous, there was naturally no lack of caverns. One well-known onewas a Eleus's, near Athens,
where Persephone was supposed to have reemerged after her abduction by the god Hades. In Roman
times, they built atemple, the Ploutonion, over that cave entrance. But here—" Nagel pointed at the cliffs
that were beginning to recede astern, to the visible relief of the sailors"—was generaly believed to be the
entrance guarded by the giant three-headed dog Cerberus, where Herakles entered to capture Cerberus
and liberate Theseus. Clearly, that tradition had itsoriginsin thisera.”

But then they were past Cape Taenarum, and shifted course to the north-northwest. The winds became
even more unfavorable. At least they didn't become severe, for which Jason was thankful; Nagel suffered
acouple of atacks of seasickness, and Deirdre lost color afew times, and he hated to think how they'd
react to serioudy heavy seas. But beating against even these winds became athree-steps-forward,
two-steps-back affair that tried the patience of people for whom the age of sail lay haf amillenniumin the

past.

Sotades, of course, took it in stride. As they worked their way up the western coast of the

Pel oponnesus—the region known as M essenia—he stopped each night in some more-or-less sheltered
cove, aswas standard practice. Given the inhospitable reputation of the locals, they generaly went
ashore only briefly to replenish the water (which there was currently no way to preserve fresh for more
than afew days) and then spent the night on board, stretched out on deck under the stars. There were no
quarterson aship likethis, even for the captain, and Deirdre had plenty of opportunitiesto demonstrate
her indifferenceto traditional notions of physica modesty in coed settings.



Jason, with his experiencein low-tech sailing, made himsdf useful enough to earn Sotades occasiond
grudging grunt of approva. After atime he was even able to draw the cgptain into conversation.

"Tel me about the Echinades, Sotades," he urged one day, asthey were taking advantage of alull inthe
work.

"Haven't been there in donkey's years," the captain growled. Hewasin hislateforties; he looked at least
ten years older, but preserved in brine. His hair and beard were iron-gray, and the former had receded to
reveal ascap that sun and wind had turned asleathery astherest of hishide. Most of that hide was
reveded by the loincloth that he, like the least of hissallors, habitualy wore on his stocky form. "'l was
young then, and afoal like adl young men. Poseidon aone knows how | managed to escape with my life.”

"But you don't mind going back now?" Jason queried.

"Mind?" Sotades gave him an odd ook, and then shrugged as though the question was meaningless. . .
or, at least, had an answer so obviousit was difficult to put into words. "Perseus asked me,”" hefinaly
sad, with the air of someone stating the obvious.

"Yes, hetold us of your tiesto him and hismother. And, of course, hesaHero, born of the gods.”
Cautioudy, Jason probed for more information. " At the sametime, isn't everyone, if you go back far

enough?"

Sotades gave him another dantwise look. "Maybe. | don't know about such things. But only the Heroes
were actually begotten by gods on morta women. Yes, | suppose quite afew people, and al kings—all
real kings, anyway—are descended from them.”

"Like Acrisius of Argosand Proetus of Tiryns," Jason prompted.

Sotades spat fedlingly over therall. "Right. Y ou can see how the blood of the gods gets diluted! But
Perseus, now . . ." Sotades glowed with pride. "It's been renewed in him. Because the New God Zeus
sired him on a mother descended from the Hero Danaos, so he has some divine blood on both sides.”

Jason was careful to agree emphaticaly. Later, he reported the conversation to Deirdre and Nagdl. "It's
the samething | noted shortly after we arrived here,” the historian declared. " The matter-of-fact
acceptance of divine ancestry in theimmediate padt. | till don't know what to make of it."



None of them did.

Chapter Ten

They made afind watering stop at the mouth of the Alpheios River, then et an unseasonably favorable
wind take them northwest, between the westernmost point of Elis and the idand of Zante—modern
words to which Sotades names bore a ghostlike resemblance. Then it was afew degreesto starboard,
and presently the large idand of Cephalenialoomed up off the port bow. In the distance, and partly
conceded by Cephdlenias bulk, the hilltops of Ithaca could be dimly glimpsed. Jason sternly reminded
himself that at least another four hundred years were to pass before Odysseus—assuming that he ever
lived at all—would leave Penelope pining on that idand. He had other thingsto think about . . .
specifically, the body of water that lay dead ahead, defined by Ithacato the west, Levkasto the north
and the mainland to the east. The wind had died down and those enclosed waters were like a smooth
dlver setting for dozens of idets—the Echinades.

There was something uncanny about that seascape, studded with idands, most of them rugged and
barren, amost desertlike, some of them pine-covered, and some showing evidence of habitation. It wasa
scene of stern and austere beauty, had Jason been in amood to appreciateit. But he kept caling up the
map spliced into his optic nerve, and the red dot of Deirdre's TRD showed on the largest of these idands:
Taphos, just anarrow channel away from Levkas. The second red dot of Nagel's TRD, moving at the
rate of the ship—dowly on this scale—showed their own location.

Jason shifted scale and zeroed in on Taphos. The dot shone on the western coast, inside an inlet that
sheltered behind a headland. He dismissed the map and turned to Sotades.

"What we are looking for," he explained to the captain, "is on Taphos. Here is where we need for you to
take us" With his swordpoint, helightly scratched an outline map in the rough deck timbers.

Sotades eyes and mouth grew round, then clenched into an expression of bulldog immovability. "l used
to think you were mad. Now | know you are. Man, that's the hideout of the piratesthat infest these
waters—the cavern where their fleet shdlters. That we've come thisfar without encountering any of their
shipsisagift of the gods. And now you expect meto sail likeafool right into their very harbor!™ He
crossed hisarms. "No! Not even for Perseus and his mother!”

"Well," argued Jason, "maybe you could let us off somewhere on the coast.” He had no plan anyway;
he'd known al aong that thiswas going to have to be sheer improvisation.



Sotades scowl was unabated. "That idand's coast isdl dliffs, except for afew inlets—and there are
villages overlooking dl of those. Y ou couldn't possibly get ashore unobserved.”

"There must beaway!" Jason summoned up the map of Taphos again, knowing that his eyes must be
taking on an unfocused look that was unlikely to improve Sotades opinion of his sanity. The red dot
glowed tantdizingly . . .

And, as Jason looked, it turned the color of clotted blood and flickered out.

Malfunction in the display, came the automatic thought. He enlarged the scale to take in the entire
archipelago, and their ship.

The dot that marked Nagdl's whereabouts still glowed steady and scarlet.

Sheer, howling panic seized Jason's mind. He felt strong hands grasping his upper arms. He deactivated
the display, blinked, and looked into Sotades gruffly solicitousface. He saw Deirdre peering over
Sotades shoulder, with Perseus and Nage in the background.

"What's the matter? What happened?' Deirdre's voice was charged with concern.

"Nothing," he said, asfirmly as he could manage. "Everything'sal right." He met her eyes—the eyes of
the woman who trusted in his ability to get her home.

Héell, no, everything's not all right! he wanted to scream.

The TRD was supposed to be effectively indestructible. Its molecular-leve circuitry was solidly
embedded in a sphere of super-dense metal. To the denizens of lower technological levels—even the
twenty-first century, the most recent attainable era—the thing would seem nothing more than asmall ball
bearing, hardly bigger than aBB, alittle heavier than it ought to be. Smashing it with a dedgehammer, or
throwing it into afire, would do nothing. Reducing it to plasmawould serve. . . but anything that could
do that would leave the individual in whom it wasimplanted too dead to care. And anyway, such things
were beyond the capabilities of earlier eras.

But, thought Jason, face to face with nightmare, we never knew what truth was lurking behind some
of those earlier eras myths, did we?



He pulled himself together. It didn't necessarily follow that Deirdré's TRD had been destroyed. Maybe
the "gods' had the capability to do that, but it was a so possible that they had something that could block
the transponder, and that they had now moved the TRD inside that something. He had to proceed on that
assumption, because the adternative was hopel essness.

He shook Sotades off. "Redlly, I'm fine," he assured his companions. He gave Deirdre asmile, but said
nothing. A mocking inner voice reminded him of what he had once told Nagel about worrying people
with things they didn't need to know. He turned back to the shipmaster.

"Listen, Sotades, we've got to get to that cavern!” The TRD's last known location. "Maybe. . .
Perseus, are you a strong swimmer?”'

"Of course." There was no boastfulnessin the Hero's voice, just amild surprise that the question was
even being asked.

"Good. Sotades, after dark | want you to bring usin as closeto that inlet as you dare. Perseusand | will
swimtherest of theway."

"I'm coming too!" flared Deirdre, drawing an astonished look from Perseus.

"Sowill I." Nagd's voice held asense of obligation rather than enthusiasm.

Jason considered. He could use Deirdre'simperfectly healed wound as an excuse to exclude her. But she
was entitled, given what was at stakefor her. Asfor Nagd, Jason'sfirst impulse wasto tell him to remain
on the ship. But if he, Jason, didn't get back, he doubted the historian would survive long in thisworld.
Hemight aswell let Nagd tag along.

"Very wdl," hetold Deirdre. "You'rein, if you think your left aamisuptoit." Perseus astonishment grew
comical, and Sotades clearly shared it. Jason turned to Nagel. "Y ou'll aso haveto keep up.”

"l can swim," the historian pouted. This, Jason knew, wastrue. It was one of the abilities would-be time
travelers had to demondtrate to the Authority's satisfaction before being alowed to venture into the past.



"All right. Now let's get as much rest aswe can. It's going to be along night.”

* * %

The night was very clear, and there were more stars out than anyone had seen from Earth's surface since
electric lighting had become ubiquitousin the late twentieth century. This despite a three-quarter moon
that lay aglver trail acrossthe waters.

That moon was fortunate, for it enabled them to see where they were going. The bulk of Levkas
three-thousand-foot mountains occluded the star fields to the west. Southwestward, the outline of Ithaca
was visble, aswere other idandsin other directions. But asthey dipped into the dark water their
attention was focused on the cape that loomed up ahead.

They were dl stripped to the minimum. The men wore loincloths through which they had secured their
weapons. Jason's and Perseus sword-daggers and the knife with which Nagel might conceivably do
some good. Deirdre aso had aknife, thrust through the sash of the light tunic she wore. She could
actualy have gotten away with lessthan that in this culture, where above-the-waist femae nudity was
standard for ritua purposes and acceptable e sewhere. But twenty-fourth-century human civilization had
reverted to clothing standards whose conservatism would have surprised the people of three centuries
ealier.

They struck out for the headland. Jason used the kind of survival breaststroke that sacrificed speed for
endurance—atrained swvimmer could sustain it for about as long as he could have walked. Perseus
technique was one to which Jason couldn't even put aname; al he could say wasthat it was powerful.
He a so got the impression that the Hero could have kept it up al night. Perseus was obvioudy holding
back in deference to Jason—all the more so inasmuch as Jason himsalf was letting Deirdre and Nagel set
the pace.

They rounded the headland and entered the cliff-waled inlet that lurked behind it. In aline of four, heads
bobbing darkly above the moon-glistening waters, they swam aong the western cliff. Jason watched the
sheer rock face for the opening he knew must be there. Findly it appeared, barely visblein the
moonlight—a cavern vast beyond Jason'simaginings, its opening at least Sixty feet high and amost that
wide. They swam up the central channdl, into a subterranean world whose darkness was relieved by
flickering fires up ahead and whose silence was broken by the soft nighttime fluttering of the gullsand
swalowsthat nested above among the st actites.

From Sotades description, the water here was lmost as deep asthe celling was high, and the chill of it
began to seep into their bones despite their exertions. But further along it grew more shalow until it finaly
formed agravel beach where the pirate galleys were drawn up. Normaly, the pirates—a dark,
besk-nosed breed of obscure origin, though including in their ranks renegades of dl stripes—lived in
villages perched like eagles nests atop the cliffs. Only afew would be down here with the shipsin ther
deep-water shelter at any given time—especialy at night. Those few had built the fires that gave Jason
and his companions light to swim toward.



Jason briefly activated his map display to confirm hisrecollection. There was no possible doubt: thiswas
thelast confirmed location of Deirdre's TRD. But what could have happened to it herein this primordid
marine cavern, among these primitives whose muttering voices echoed among the cathedrallike spaces?

Heraised an arm above the water and gestured toward the right. The others followed as he swam to the
narrow gtrip of grave that lined the cavern wall. It was so narrow, in fact, that they could only move
adongitin singlefile. They began to edge dong it toward the moored ships and thefiresand the clusters
of men around them.

Jason told himsdlf to look on the bright side. There were no sentries out. Why should there be? Who
would be crazy enough to voluntarily comeinto theinnermost lair of the Echinadian pirates? Who,
indeed? gibed Jason'sinner critic.

Thefigures of the pirates showed in slhouette againg the firdight asthey sdled closer. Something dse
wasvishlein that flickering light: acruddy carved statue, seemingly of avery stylized man, sanding
againg the cavern wall. The pirates—who, cometo think of it, seemed oddly quiet and subdued—cast
occasiona unesasy glancestoward it. Odd, Jason reflected. You don't usually think of pirates as being
all that religious. . . .

He dismissed the thought as one of the silhouetted figures detached itself from the group and walked
aong the narrow gravel shinglein their direction. But they hadn't been spotted; the man, obliviousto the
four motionlessfiguresin the darkness, put one of the ships between him and the group, faced the water,
and hitched up thefront of hiskilt.

Jason smiled; evidently some standards of modesty prevailed even among thislot. And it gave him his
opportunity. He stepped silently out of the shadows and, as the sound of tinkling water stopped, grasped
the pirate around the neck in a choke hold. Jason dragged the struggling figure back into the darkness,
where Perseus placed his swordpoint against the pirate's belly just under the rib cage, putting an end to
his thrashing. Jason relaxed his hold just enough to et him bresthe.

"Tdl usthetruth and you won't get hurt," Jason whispered into hisear. "At least one god came here,
bringing alittle box of astrange materid, right?"

The pirate, his eyes bulging, nodded.

"Very well. I'm going to let you speak. Tell uswhat happened to that box, and where it was taken. If you



rasetheaarm, it will bethelast sound you ever make. Understand?”

The pirate nodded again.

"Good. Perseus, back off alittle" Jason eased up on the pirate'sthroat.

The pirate drew adeep breath, let it out, and . . . "Help! Summon the gods! "

Sheer, startled surprise at that scream held Perseus motionless for a heartbeat. Then he rammed his
sword in and upward.

It wastoo late. The other pirates |egped to their feet and came running.

Jason cast the dead pirate aside. Now what did he want to do that for? he wondered in acam corner
of hismind as he drew his sword and stood to face the onrushing gang. Behind them he saw one man
facetheidol and say something in an unknown language—another display of unexpected piratica piety.
Perseus had dready turned on them, waving his bloody sword and bellowing awar cry.

They hdted, screamed, and drew back in obviousterror.

Perseus, looking boyishly pleased with himsdlf, turned to Jason with asmile. . . which ingtantly turned to
alook of blank horror. Nagel and Deirdre, Jason saw, were staring in the same direction with the same
expression. Heturned and looked behind him, and saw the being that was emerging from the water.

It was abiped, somewhat larger than aman—although its exact height was difficult to judge, for it stood
with aforward-leaning posture balanced by along thick tail that ended in flukes. What it stood on were
webbed feet, and the two arms ended in hands that weren't really hands but rather clusters of four long
claws connected by thick webbing. The body was bulky but lithe, with what 1ooked like gillsto the side.
The incongruoudy dender neck supported along, narrow head tapering from alarge braincase behind to
asnout or muzzle which held smal nostrils and alipless mouth. The eyes were large and dark, and
nictitating membranes periodically blinked back and forth acrossthem like antique camerashutters. The
earswere mere holes, protected by bony ridges. The skin was lightly scaled, and asfar as could be told
inthisdim light it was gray-green, shading to light gray on the belly. The being was nude save for akind
of harness bearing unfamiliar devices.



It wasn't until later that Jason took in al these details. In that first instant, he could absorb the overall
impression . . . and fed atantalizing sense of familiarity, asthough he ought to recognize the being. He
was thinking about it when the mouth opened and the dien spoke in astrange Achaean: indescribably
accented as aresult of being produced by nonhuman voca apparatus, but with the fluency of long, long
practice.

"Comewith me." One of the strange hands pointed &t the water.

Jason could only stare.

Then he heard a commotion among the pirates. Beyond them, beside theidoal, there was awavering in
theair, not at dl like that caused by rising heet, but rather a disturbance of something more fundamentad,
of redity itsdlf.

"Quickly!" said the dien. "Follow meif you wish to livel" Without another word, the being turned with a
snuoustwigt of itsentire body that would have been impossible for the human skeleton, and dived
smoothly into the water.

At that ingtant, Jason remembered the source of that half familiarity.

At the sameingant, the region of disturbance beside theidol seemed to solidify into acircle within which
something other than the cave wal behind it was visible. Thetal form of a"god" gppeared inthat circle,
slhouetted against whatever it wasthat lay beyond.

Jason cameto quick decison. "Follow him!" heyelled a the others.

They stood, held in the grip of shock.

"l said movel" He grabbed Perseus and shoved him toward the water. "Divein and follow him!" He
turned to Deirdre and Nagel, who at least knew of diensand didn't consider them supernatural.

"What ... what...?7" ssammered Nagd.

"Never mind! Jump in and swim underwater, both of you." A sudden afterthought struck him. "And. . .



whatever happens, don't tdll that alien that we have interstellar travel.”

They both stared a him in bewilderment.

"l said move! " He turned toward the water. Perseus was till parayzed.

"What are you, too cowardly to follow me?' Jason yelled. Perseus jolted as though an electric shock had
gonethrough him.

Jason could only hope it was enough to get the Hero moving. He took a deep breath, dived into the cold,
deep water and struggled downward. Below, alight glowed.

Hetook time for alook backward over his shoulder. Three other forms had entered the water. Without
taking timeto fed reief, he continued downward toward the light.

That light wasthe ovd interior of avessd with deekly submersble lines. The bubble which normally
covered it was raised and the alien was there, motioning to them.

As soon as they were insde, the bubble clamshelled shut and the water began to flow out of the
compartment to the sound of pumps. They were dl feding the agony of suffocation clamp around their
chests by the time the water level dropped below their heads and they were able to gasp for air.

The dien was paying them no heed. He was too busy at the controls. (Jason found himself thinking of the
being as"he'" despite the absence of any recognizable sexud organs.) The humans sat down in what
appeared to be recliners designed for their host's species—they had openings to accommodate the tail,
which made them awkward seating for the human form. They did so none too soon; the vessdl was
aready moving, and when the |ast of the water drained from the compartment the alien manipul ated
additiond controls, and the vessal surged with what Jason recogni zed as the amazing acceleration of a
Supercavitating submarine using reactionless propulsion. In the dim glow of the outside lights, they saw
the underwater walls of the cavern flash past and then vanish. They werein open water.

Still gasping, Jason turned to Perseus. "'l beg your pardon for what | said,” he began . . . but the Hero
wasn't hearing him. And his eyesweren't blinking. And his mouth wasn't closing, even though atrickle of
sdivaoozed down from one corner of it. He was staring fixedly at the gleaming high-tech interior with its
atificid lights, and the being in front who was piloting it, and his mind had smply shut down under an
unacceptable overload of the incomprehensible. At least it would be awhile before he wasin any shape
to take up the little matter of what Jason had called him.



Jason examined his other two companions. Nagel was having more difficulty breathing than anyone, but
he seemed in no danger. Deirdre seemed to be in the best shape of any of them, with neither Perseus
paraysisnor Nage's gpnea. "Areyou al right?' he asked her.

She nodded jerkily. "Yes, | think so. And | won't even bother asking you what the hell is going on here.
But . . . what did you mean about not teling—?"

He shushed her with agesture. "I'll explain later. For now, let'sjust say that | recognize hisrace.” He
indicated their till-preoccupied pilot.

"Y ou do? I've met some nonhumans, but never any like him."

"Of course you haven't," Jason said, lowering hisvoice. "In our erathey don't exist anymore.”

Chapter Eleven

After awhile, with the marine cavern well behind them, the dien turned off the outside lights, reduced the
bubble'sinboard illumination to adim red glow, and alowed thelittle craft to drift. In the semidarkness,
their weariness began to creegp up on them, and Jason felt he could easily have dozed off.

But then their rescuer-cum-pilot stood up and approached them, and Jason came ingtantly wide awake.

The dien examined Perseus with eyes whose nictitating membranes | eft them fully exposed in thislight,
then spokein hisindescribable but intelligible Achaean. ™Y our companion appearsto bein shock. | will
give him asedative that is appropriate for your species.” They watched in sllence as the being applied
what appeared to be a hypospray injector to the Hero's arm and extended the recliner to full horizontal
position. No covers were needed; the passenger compartment's air temperature would have been
uncomfortably high had their garments been less scanty and lesswet.

"Thank you," said Jason as Perseus began to snore. "I think he was somewhat . . . overwhelmed.”

"Understandable.” The aien turned his strange eyes—there was no visible ditinction between irisand
pupil—on the humans. Hisexpression, if any, was unreadable. "Heis obvioudy nativeto thistime.”



Jason did not dare let himsdlf make eye contact with the other two humans. He could only givethe diena
look of innocent incomprehension—not that the alien would necessarily recognize it as such—and hope
the others were doing the same. "What do you mean?"

"Our timeislimited,” said thedien. "So let us not waste it with denids. Y ou clearly belong to this planet's
dominant species. Y et you are evidently familiar with advanced technology, for you failled to react to it as
did your companion here. Thismerely confirmswhat | and the Teloi dready know."

"The...?

"Those whom this planet'sinhabitants cal 'gods,’ " the dien explained. " Eighty-two of this planet's years
ago they detected an energy surge of unknown nature—certainly nothing that the local cultures could
produce. When your probe appeared and subsequently disappeared, they drew the obvious
concluson—asdidwe." For al theimpossbility of reading emotionsin an dien face and body, Jason
would have sworn that this being somehow wore alook of bemused wonder. "We had dways believed
time travel to be afundamenta impossibility. But it was the only hypothesis that accounted for the facts.”

Nagel had been ditting silently, passive dmogt to the point of listlessness. Now, with startling abruptness,
he came out of his stupor and spokein arush. "Wait aminute. Wait aminute! What is happening? Who
arethese 'Teloi'? What are they doing here, in our world's past? What are you doing here? And who are
you?"

"Yes!" Deirdre leaned forward fiercely. "Who are you? What's your name, for God's sake?"

Jason sighed. There was obvioudy no further point in trying to deny that they weretimetravelers. "It
would be nice to have anameto address you by," he said reasonably.

The dien's posture seemed to relax a bit. Indeed, Jason thought he could detect adistinct sense of relief.
"You may cal me Oannes. And asfor therest . . . youredly don't know, do you?' He cast aglance at
the instrumentation. "Thereisno red danger of detection, and the submarine's autometic pilot isholding
position. And | see some explanationisin order.

"The Teloi, asyou have doubtlessinferred, are of extraterrestria origin. Their superficid physica
resemblance to this planet's primates is sheer coincidence—arare case of convergent evolution. About a
hundred thousand of your years ago, agroup of Teloi landed on this planet—or, more accurately, were
left granded onit.”



"What?" Jason struggled to understand, fending off the soft blubbery arms of physica exhaustion. "Y ou
mean they were exiles?"

"Not redly. Ther 'exile was entirdly self-imposed.” Oannes seemed to gather histhoughts. "This may not
be easy for you to understand. The Teloi are avery old race, whose development halted long, long ago.
They are the end product of agesof . . . breeding for selected traits." Jason recognized this asthe closest
one could get to "genetic engineering” in the Achaean Greek that was their common language. "Their
ancestors sought to turn their race into gods. On their own terms, they succeeded. For one thing, they
becameimmorta.”

"That's preposterous!” snapped Nagel. "Nothing in the universe |lasts forever—not even the universe
itslf."

"Oh, not literdly immorta, in the sense of living for eternity. But they do not age during the entire course
of their lifespans, until the very end. And those lifespans are, if not eternd, close enough to it as makes
little difference on your time scale. . . or even on mine, and my race lives many times aslong as yours.
So nether of us can redly concelve of what it must be like. It must be hellish beyond our capacity to

imegine”

"People have aways thought of immortdity asthe ultimate gift," Deirdre said quietly.

"That is because they have never had the opportunity to actudly experienceit,” Oannes said bluntly. "A
limited lifespanisall we know, or can know; so we take for granted the significance our lives derive from
their brevity. An endless existence is dso ameaningless one.”

"How can you possibly know this?' chalenged Nagd. "Y ou said before that you aren't immortd, even
though you live longer than we."

Oanneswas unruffled. "We know it from observation. We have been in contact with the Teloi for along
time. . . and have been at war with them for dmost that long."

Jason put awe into hisvoice. "So you have the ability to travel among the stars?' He risked aquick,
quelling glance a his companions. Deirdre evidently remembered his earlier admonition, for she
maintained an expressionless silence. Nagel seemed about to blurt out his bewilderment, but clamped his
mouth shut a the last ingtant.

"Yes." Oannes showed no sign of having noticed the byplay, to Jason'srdlief. "L ong ago we discovered



how to get around the fundamenta structure of the universe and evade the limiting velocity of light. So it
seems each of our societies has achieved something the other regarded asimpossible. But a any rate, we
have known of the Teloi for sometime. We know of therr lives. They attempt to fill the emptinesswith
pleasure-seeking and e aborate intrigue and—for the minority so inclined—scholarship and art that for
ages have merely excavated deeper and deeper strata of pedantry and abstraction. Crestivity isno longer
even amemory for them. The selective breeding that produced them haseft their minds so structured as
to be incapable of escaping into outright madness, although one may doubt how truly sane any of them
are by now. Their war with us must have come as awelcome reief; it gave them something red to do.
But interstellar warfare, by its nature, can occupy only areatively smal cadre of specidists. Therest
were thrown back on diversonsthat were ever more decadent and bizarre. And even before that, their
capacity for flights of whimsy had been incomprehensible to other minds. In particular, they sought more
and moreto isolate themselves. Over eons, | imagine, the presence of one'sfellows grows ever more
irritating.

"Thusit was, athousand of your centuries ago, that certain Teloi arranged to have themselves
permanently marooned on thisworld. It was well off their usua spacelanes, but an exploratory probe had
reveded a habitable planet with a presentient lifeform which resembled the Teloi's own evol utionary
forbears enough to be thought of not smply asanimals but asakind of sub-Teloi.”

"Homo erectus,” Jason breathed. Perforce, he used his own language.

"Whatever. A certain group among the Teloi—Clan? Club? Who can say?—arranged to make this
world their private preserve. Here, cut off from their own society, they would be the gods their race had
aways aspired to be. And here they would remain.

"Now if oneisgoing to beagod, thefirst requirement isworshipers. And, as apractica matter, sentient
daveswere necessary. So, using the most promising indigenous species—Homo erectus, did you
say?—asraw materia, the Teloi created them.”

Deirdrelooked like she was struggling to awake from nightmare, only to find that it wasred. "Wait a
minute! Areyou saying that these Teloi, by, uh, breeding for certain traits, crested . . ." She couldn't go
on.

"Yes," said Oannes with a gentleness that transcended races and worlds. "They created your species.
They strove, if only unconscioudy, toward an aesthetic ideal represented by themsalves. So the physica
appearance of the result represented a compromi se between Homo erectus and the Teloi.”

Apes and angels, Jason found himsdlf thinking in some calm mental gorm-center. Only . . . the Teloi
aren't exactly angels.



"But," Nagel demanded, "what about Homo neanderthalensis?' Seeing incomprehension, he
elaborated. "Another species of the same genus asours, in this part of the planet during thelast . . . time
of extended cold." Achaean didn't lend itsdlf to "glacia epoch” either.

"Oh, them. They were an irredlevancy from the Teloi standpoint—a product of independent evolution.
Homo erectus evolved into them in the natura course of events, in reponseto ice age conditionsin
Europe and western Asa”

"Wethink of them asan evolutionary dead end,” said Deirdre softly.

"Y our ancestors saw to that," remarked Oannes with unmistakable dryness. "They might have turned out
to be soin any case. Or they might have evolved further. The question is moot now. They were doomed
the moment your race began moving north from its cradldands.”

"Moving north?" Jason struggled to understand. "Buit | thought you said the Teloi bred Homo sapiens
—that'sus—as daves."

"That wastheintention. Y our ancestors lived &t first in the region of northeast Africaand southwest
Asa—not as effectudly separated at that time as they have subsequently become—in societies of the
Tdoi'sown definition. But the Teloi had misca culated. They had no real conception of the speciesthey
hed created—the individud variability of its members, and the difficulty of controlling them. Almost
immediately, the more independent and adventurous ones began to escape from Teloi control and spread
out over the planet, gradudly differentiating into thelinguistic and physical varietiesthat exist now."

"But what about you?' Nagel persisted. "Where do you come from?"

"Another star, of course. Itslocation would mean nothing to you. As| mentioned, my race—the
Nagommo—have been at war with the Teloi for along time. Or, to be precise, | should say that we had
been a war with them for along time alittle over two thousand of your years ago, a which timewe
learned of their ancient expedition to thisworld. Y our planetary syslemisasout of theway for usasitis
for them, but one of our survey ships, operating more or lessindependently as such ships customarily did
in the absence of any kind of practica communication with their bases, went to investigate. | wasa
member of that ship's crew." He seemed to notice hislisteners expressions, and added parenthetically,
"As| mentioned, aNagom livesalong time. At any rate, when we approached this planet we were
attacked by the robotic weapons the Teloi had emplaced in orbit to safeguard their privacy. We
destroyed them, but in the process we suffered critical damage. Many of uswerekilled. Those who
survived were lucky to manage an emergency landing—a controlled crash, really—in abody of water to
the southeast of here, into which the two rivers of amgor river-valey sysem flow from the north." The



Persian Gulf, thought Jason. " So, like the Teloi, we were castaways on thisworld. The differenceisthat
we were involuntary ones.”

"How did you survive?' Deirdre wondered aoud.

"This planet is habitable for us, even though the air isless dense and less damp than we like, and the
average temperature lower. But fortunately we had crashed infairly low latitudes. And, asyou have
probably gathered, we are amphibians, so escaping from our sunken ship was no particular problem.
Nor was nutrition; afair number of theloca food products are compatible, and we had instruments for
determining which those were. At first we entertained hopes of arescue. But astime passed and no ship
arrived, we rdlinquished our illusons. Thisworld is out of the way, as| mentioned, and no one had
known we were coming here. No, we were on our own."

"Did you have children?" asked Deirdre.

"That was out of the question.”

"Y ou mean al of your group were of one gender?' Nagel ventured.

"Not in the sense you mean.” Oanneslooked uncomfortable. "We are fully functional hermaphrodites.
But our reproductioninvolves. . . Well, our home planet'srotationa cycleisvery different from this
one's. Itsday isexactly two thirds of itsyear, which in turn equals only alittle more than ahundred of
your days. Our reproduction is closdly tied to this. On your planet, it smply didn't work."

Jason nodded unconscioudy. Such a"resonance lock” was the normal fate of a planet in an eccentric
orbit within its primary star'stidelock zone, like Sol's Mercury. In the case of the smdler, dimmer
sars—the M and late K classes—this could coincide with the liquid-water zone where life-bearing
worlds could exi<t. It was afairly uncommon state of affairs, but he had seen an example. . . and it was
one more confirmation of what he already knew but could not (or would not) admit that he knew.

"That'sterrible!" Deirdre was saying.

Oannes gave agesture so Smilar to ahuman'sfatalistic shrug that Jason assumed he had picked it up
locally. "There were compensations. At least we were able to continue pursuing our basic misson.”



"Your 'basic misson?' Deirdre queried.

Oannes gave her an odd look. "Why, yes. There were Teloi herefor usto combat.”

They stared a him. Jason finally broke the silence. "Uh, Oannes, wasn't the war kind of over for you and
your shipmeates?’

Oannesgtared in histurn. "But," he said carefully, asthough fedling he must have been misunderstood
before, "there were Teloi here, and we knew it. Wherever we find them, we must thwart themif itis
within our power to do so. They are. . ." Thedien'svoicetralled off, slenced by something too obvious
to be put into words, and his body clenched with some strong emotion.

It would seem, Jason reflected, that to know the Teloi is not to |ove them.

"But," Deirdre protested, "how could it have been ‘within your power' to hinder them?Y ou werea
handful of castawayd™

"We were not atogether without resources. Though our ship was wrecked beyond any hope of repair
and had sunk to the bottom, it wasn't too deep for usto salvage agood deal of equipment fromiit,
including many devices designed for survey operations on primitive planets. Thisvessd, for example.”

Nagd'sold sdf resurfaced. "It looksin remarkably good repair after two millennial”

Oannestook no gpparent offense at the sarcasm. "Not so remarkable, when one considers that the
Tdoi'sequipment istill functioning after a hundred millennia. In point of fact, we and they both use
metadsthat can . . . restore themsalves.”

Nagel shut up, and Jason and Deirdre nodded. All three of them understood what Oannes was trying to
convey in Achaean. Not that it was common in their world, where the socid traumaof the Transhuman
movement had largely relegated nanotechnol ogy to amanufacturing techniquein orbita factories. But it
was possible, though expengive, to leave the construction nanobots permanently active in amanufactured
item, to regenerate any damage or deterioration. It couldn't last forever of course; if nothing else, the
cumulative effect of cosmic radiation would ether kill or "mutate" the molecular-sized robots. But until
then, such a device would show no rust, corrosion or other signs of aging, and any major damageto it
would sdf-repair within certain limits.



None of the humans even bothered asking about power sources. It would have been impossible for
Oannesto explain in Achaean, and at any rate they aready had a pretty good idea. Total conversion of
matter directly into energy was atheoretical posshility for their own civilization. Such apower unit could
be made very small, and used such minute quantities of matter—any matter—asto be effectively
inexhaustible. When the bugs were worked out, it would put an end to an energy problem that hadn't
been all that urgent anyway since the development of safe, controlled fusion. Clearly, the Telol and the
Nagommo had, in fact, worked out those bugs.

"So," Oannes continued, "marooned though we were, our technology made us seem like godsto the
humans we encountered, on the lower reaches of the two riversflowing into the waters where we had
arrived. We taught them the arts of civilization, at the limited rate a which they were able to absorb the
teaching. We started with an dementary form of writing, and moved on from there. We helped them to
rebel againgt the Teloi. They tore down the dave society in which the Teloi had imprisoned them, and
built their own civilization out of itsruins™

"The Sumeriang" blurted Nagd. "I knew | had heard the name 'Oannes.’ Not that Mesopotamiais my
field, you understand. But the Sumerians had alegend of akind of, uh, fish-man from the seawho
brought the arts of civilization.”

"Yes" sad Oannesruefully. "Our effortsto prevent primitive humans from regarding us as supernatura
have dways proven unavailing in the long run. At any rate, we subsequently worked against the Teloi
elsawhere, inthe various river valeys where they had erected their dave societies. It wasn't easy, aswe
had to act covertly. And as the centuries went by, more and more of us died off, either by violence or old
age. | an nearly thelast," he added, with an offhandedness that a human could not have matched, "and |
am getting dong in years. But the Teloi gradudly lost ground, despite their attempt to reestablish their
dominance through the crestion of Heroes."

That brought Jason up short. Oannes had used the Achaean word, with itsimplicit capital "H". "Uh, you
mean like. . . ?' Heindicated Perseus deeping form.

"Yes. The Teloi decided to create a superstock, physically and mentally superior to the general run of
humans, to serve them as proxy rulers over the human masses. They used selected human femaes as
surrogate mothers of artificidly produced embryos. The public story was that these women had been
impregnated by gods, so the offspring were half-divine.

"But once again they miscalculated. The Heroes proved no more amenable to control than ordinary
humans—if anything, rather less so. And they were interfertile with other humans—they took spouses
among them, and this had the inevitable effect on their primary loydlties, by processesthat lie beyond my
race's understanding. In short, the Heroes broke loose from Teloi control, and led their fellow humans
into rebdlion. A certain Gilgamesh was among thefirgt.



"However, the Teloi are not noted for flexibility and adaptability. By now they have largely withdrawn
from the affairs of the more anciently civilized aress, leaving only legends, and are most activein fringe
aress like thiswhere the humans are less sophisticated and—" amodest gesture "—thereisless
interference from us Nagommo. They travel back and forth between here and northern Indiaand
northwest Europe and other lands, where they are known by different names—"

"So now we know where the Indo-European pantheon came from," Nagel muttered to himself. "And
why rulersin those same lands dways claimed to be descended from demigods.”

"—hut they find it very difficult to change their technique. They have perssted in cregting Heroes, even
though the results have continued to be mixed a best.”

Undergtanding came to Jason. "'Like Danaos of Argos?*

"Among others. In recent generations the Teloi, incapable of abandoning the gpproach but seeking to
refine it, have taken to using women of part-Heroic ancestry, in an effort to reinforce thetraits of the.. . .
breed." Achaean wasn't up to "subspecies.”

"Hismother," Deirdre said, very softly, looking at Perseus.

Jason nodded. It explained alot of things about their friend. It lso explained something ese. If the Teloi,
like Oannes, knew Deirdre was atime traveler, they might well have looked at awoman from afuture
age, with who knew how much further evolution programmed into her genes, and seen fresh breeding
stock.

| may have other uses for her, Hyperion had said in the torch-lit courtyard a Tiryns.

Jason saw no useful purpose to be served by mentioning it to Deirdre.

"I trust | have answered your questions,” said the Nagom. "And now | hope you will have the courtesy to
answer some of mine."

"Well," said Jason, "we certainly owe you that much, a least. But firgt of dl, | must ask you one more



question—athough | think | know the answer dready. The, uh, phenomenon we observed in the cavern,
besidethatidal ... 7"

"Ah, yes. The Tdoi who had themsalves marooned on this planet were not entirely insane. They were
careful to provide themsdaves with a sanctuary—arefuge from any imaginable dangers. It isadevicefor
cregting . . . that is, shaping—"

"Never mind," Jason cut in. "I'm certain | know what you're trying to express.” Deirdre and Nagel
weren't o sure, judging from their expressions. But then, they weren't au courant with cutting-edge
dimensiond physics. Jason wouldn't have been either, except that the field impinged on tempora
physics—a connection Oannes people evidently hadn't discovered. Humans had, and perhapsit wasthe
resulting diversion into time travel that had prevented twenty-fourth century researchers from discovering
apractica way of creating a"pocket universe” isolated from dl physica phenomenaof the familiar
continuum, even though they knew it was atheoretical posshility.

"I know what you mean," he reassured Oannes again. "And | know how difficult it isto describe. Just tell
mehow this. . . gateway can be. .. ." How do you say "interfaced with" in Achaean? he wondered

desperately.

But Oannes alien body language somehow exuded good-natured relief. "I seethat you know what it
means. And the answer to the question you are trying to ask isthat it can only be opened from the
outside—from our world. But the device that does so can be timed in advanceto open at a
predetermined moment. Or it can be activated by voice." Jason spared afraction of his consciousnessto
marvel a how clear Oannes was making these conceptsin their common language. The Nagom's
expression shaded over into the first inarguable amusement Jason had observed. "The designers of your
probe were not the only onesto think of theideaof concealing a piece of advanced ingrumentationin
what appeared to be aprimitive idol. The Teloi long ago used the same kind of . . . housing for the
controls concerning which you inquire. The location of that idol determines the location of the gateway.
The pirates leaders had been given verba formulasto recitein case of emergency. | became aware that
the device was being activated—there is an instrument aboard this craft that can detect the peculiar
energy surge involved—and intervened at that point.”

"Yes, | saw the gateway opening,” said Jason absently. Here, he thought, was the solution to the mystery
of what had happened to Deirdres TRD. The Teloi had taken it into their private extradimensiona mini
universefor further study, pulling familiar space-time in around themsel ves so the trangponder could no
longer make contact with Jason's computer implant.

"S0," he heard Oannes saying, "now that | have satisfied your curiosity on that point, perhaps you will
explain your own presence here, and what you were trying to accomplish in that cavern.”



Jason had dways regarded tel epathy as asingularly unbeautiful dream. Now, for thefirst time, he wished
it wasred, 0 that he could communicate slently to histwo companions asmple message: Keep your
mouths shut and let me do the talking!

"1 will not attempt to deny that we come from thisworld's distant future," he began. "The device that
enables usto travel through timeisimplanted in our flesh." He released asilent Sigh of relief when Deirdre
and Nagel remained slent for this haf- (or quarter- or eighth-) truth. He then proceeded with a
reasonably factua account of their adventures. "Oannes," he concluded, "you have been aiding our race
for two thousand years, and we thank you for it. Now | ask you to aid us once again. Help us recover
the device that was cut out of Deirdre's arm. Without it, she will be forever unable to return to her proper
time"

Thelarge, srange eyes held inarguable compassion. "'l believe you aretelling the truth—or as much of the
truth asyou are permitted to tell. And | will give you al the cooperation | can. But | must tell you that this
will bevery little"

"Why?"' asked Deirdre, dmost too quietly to be heard.

"As| previoudy explained, my overriding duty isto advance my race's struggle with the Teloi. Thismust
take precedence over dl other congderations—including my very red sympathy for your plight, and my
indination to hdp you."

Jason leaned forward and held those dien eyes. "Oannes, thereis no conflict between your ‘inclination’
and your duty. Condder: if the Teloi are given the opportunity to study thisdevice a their leisure, they
may be able to duplicateit. They would then have the secret of timetravel. And they know when and
where you and your shipmates arrived here. They could be there at the time, prepared to blast your ship
into atloms before it even hitsthe water!™

Silencefdl, and Oannes nictitating membranes fluttered back and forth in what Jason hoped reflected an
agony of panic-stricken indecision. He continued to hold those eyes, thankful that neither of the other
humans had said anything to reved the outrageous mendacity of what he was saying. But then, he
reflected, maybe that mendacity wasn't as obviousto them asit wasto him.

"And consder thisalso," he resumed, lying con brio. "If the Teloi on thisworld travel back far enoughin
time, perhapsthey could lay the foundations and develop the industrial capacity to return to space by this
era, and reestablish contact with the rest of their race. Then they could go back even further—to the
origin of your civilization—and abort itsfuture!™



Jason was growing more and more confident of his ability to read the Nagom's expressions. And he was
certain he saw atwinkle—or, more accurately, a glint—of shrewdness as Oannesreplied. "I have some
small experience of observing your race. And | perceive that you are not being atogether candid with
me. Furthermore, your very presencein this erasuggests that the course of history isnot as easy to
change as you are suggesting. If it were, time travel would be a philosophica aswell asapracticd

imposshility.”

Jason forced himsdlf to remain expressionless. " Some small experience” indeed, he thought belatedly.
Like two thousand years of it! And he's gone straight to the heart of the matter of history's
malleability, or lack thereof. | couldn't trick him for a second. | was a fool to try.

"However," Oannes continued after |etting Jason hang in suspense for aningtant, “in light of my total
ignorance of timetravel, | cannot ignore the possibility of catastrophic consequencesif this'device isnot
retrieved from the Teloi. This obligates meto aid you." He became brisk. "Our first step isto proceed to
alocality where we can obtain advanced equipment. My people have, over the centuries, taken painsto
leave caches of such equipment in areas where the Teloi were active. | will set our course a once.” He
started to turn toward the control panel, but then paused and turned back to Jason. He spoke with
restrained eagerness. "Tell me onething firdt. Y ou are from thisworld's future. Do | understand that you
havenever...?'

"Yes," said Jason, and he had never been gladder in hislifeto be ableto tell the complete truth. "In our
era, on this planet, the Teloi are forgotten. The 'gods they pretend to be are only talesto amuse
children.

At once, he was sorry he had spoken, for something seemed to go out of Oannes. He stepped forward
inaarm, extending his hand to offer support before the old Nagom could collapse. But Oannes stood up
straight, and Jason understood that he'd been overcome by asurfeit of gladness. "No, | am all right. Itis
only . .. We succeeded. Or would it be more accurate to say that your race will succeed, with whatever
help we were able to provide? It doesn't matter. The point is, the Tdoi will fail. Thank you for the gift of
that knowledge." He stood for amoment, clearly in the grip of an emotion to which Jason doubted he
could have put aname. Asfor Jason himsdlf, he did not trust himsdlf to spesk, for if he had he might have
blurted out that which he knew. But then the moment was past. Oannes briskness returned, and he went
to the controls.

Deirdre gave Jason a curious |ook, unable to read his expression. She leaned close. "What did you mean
earlier, when you said you knew of hisrace?'

"Out beyond my home system of Psi 5 Aurigae," he whispered hadtily, "theré'sadim orange sar—a
class K9v—uwith aliquid-water, life-bearing planet resonance-locked to it. An expedition from Hesperia
discovered it afew years ago. Normally, nobody goes there except archaeologists. But | stopped there
once—we were pursuing some smugglers—and saw what they've found: the remains of an ancient



civilization, with horribly degenerated, gene-twisted mongtrosities Skulking among theruins. The
archaeol ogists concluded that the race had destroyed itself by unwisetinkering with itsown
genotype—what we humans narrowly escaped with the Transhuman movement. Only . . . there were
indications that they might have escaped it too, if their civilization hadn't already been weakened by a
great war. In fact, that war might have been what caused them to yield to the temptation to try to
genetically engineer themselvesinto specidized cagtes, including supersoldiers. And there were plenty of
artigtic representations to show what the race had looked like in its natural state.”

Horror awoke in her eyes. "You mean . . . 7' Her gazeflickered to Oannes.

"Now you know why | don't want him to know we have interstellar travel. Hedd naturally wonder if we
have any news of hiscivilization. And | don't want to lie to him any more than necessary.”

Nagel, who had been listening, took the next step into the regions of horror. "If thisistrue, and if the war
was the one Oannes says they were fighting with the Teloi, then . . . it could be argued that their species
unknowingly died defending ours. Or, | should say, thet it will sodie.”

"You had it right thefirg time," said Jason grimly. "Radiocarbon dating showed that the collapse had
occurred about forty-five hundred years before our time. Which meansthat as of now it has aready
occurred.”

They dl sared at Oannes—one of the last of hisrace, not just on Earth but in the universe.

Chapter Twelve

Oannes rejoined them. He took no apparent notice of the embarrassed and abrupt hat to their whispered
conversdion.

"I have set in our course. Ah, we are moving now." They fdt adight surge.
"Should we get seated again?' asked Jason.

"No. Weare proceeding & aleisurdy rate. This craft's full speed would bring usto our detination in little
more than an hour. But the energy expenditure involved would make us easier for the Teloi to detect,

bes desimposing an uncomfortable acceleration.” Jason didn't doubt thisin the least; he knew what
submersibles with supercavitating hulls could do.



"What about the ship that brought us?* asked Deirdre.

"It ismoving on asoutherly course. Evidently the captain decided to depart when you failed to return. His
action is understandable, given these waters grim reputation.”

"Will he escape?!

"Probably. | have detected no indication that the Teloi have connected that ship with you, or that they are
taking any action againg it."

"Good," Jason said, and meant it. He liked Sotades.

Therewas adtirring from the direction of Perseus recliner. ™Y our companion isawakening,” Oannes
observed. "Perhaps you should—"

"Let me" said Derrdre quickly. "Maybe| can, wdll, ease him into thingsif I'm there for him when he
comesto.”

"Maybe youreright," said Jason. "And now, Oannes,”" he continued as Deirdre went to Perseus side,
"tdll usabout this 'destination’ of ours."

"It is one of the equipment caches | mentioned. We Nagommo established it severa centuries ago, when
the Tdloi werefirgt beginning to take an interest in thisregion.”

"Will others of your race be there?'

"No. | anthelastinthissea Asl indicated, we are spread very thin these days. The others—even older
than |—have gone to theidands off northwestern Europe, where the Teloi have become more activein
the identities they long ago assumed among the Cdtic peoples. They will do what they can there.”

"The Silkies," Deirdre breathed, as she kndt beside Perseus. Jason wondered what she meant.



"The cachein thisregion," Oannes continued, "was positioned to be closeto the Teloi activitieson the
idand of Crete." He used the current word for Crete: Keftiu. "There, the Teloi were in the process of
establishing the kind of society they awaystry to create: the closest gpproximation they can manage to
the glorified dave pensinto which they originaly crammed their human subjects. We have been ableto
ameliorateit, dthough it will probably take aconquest by the mainland Greek-speakers—the kind of
conquest that has been going on for the past two generations in the Middle East—to completely sweep it
avay."

A totalitarian theocracy, thought Jason. He made eye contact with Nagel, and for once they shared a
moment of wordless empathy. So much for Arthur Evans' innocent, carefree, peaceful, egalitarian,
et cetera Minoans. They're just asimaginary as Margaret Mead's Polynesians.

The difference is that Evans was merely too opinionated—and his opinions were mistaken. He, at
least, wasn't falsifying evidence to advance the twentieth-century Western intelligentsia's ideology
of self-loathing.

"Unfortunately,” Oanneswas saying, "we put it alittle too closeto Crete. Theidand on which it islocated
has become amajor center of Teloi-inspired activity, and will therefore be hazardous to approach. Itis
only about seventy miles north of Crete, you see, and—"

"A circular volcanicidand?' Deirdre said, rising to her feet and speaking like arobot.

"Why, yes. Theidand of Kdlige"

"Weknow of it,” Jason heard himsdlf say. "In our timeit's called Santorini.”

* % %

Thelittle vessel wasn't comfortable for humans, but at least the voyage was short.

Deirdre turned out to be right about her ability to help Persus adjust. She explained everything to himin
terms of Oannes as a benevolent seadeity and the submarine as his"chariot.” 1t al proved surprisngly
easy for him to accept. He had grown up with a matter-of-fact attitude toward the supernaturd, given his
background.

And that reminded Jason of something . . .



Hetook it up with Oannes as soon as they had an opportunity to talk privately. There were more such
opportunities than he might have expected, since Perseus was spending alot of time with Deirdre. At the
time, Jason noted it with nothing more than gratitude.

"Oannes," he said, "earlier Perseus spoke of ‘the Old Gods." Naturaly we couldn't admit that we didn't
know what he was talking about. We merely warned him that we might run afoul of some of them. Do
you know what he meant?"

"Ah, yes. As| explained, the Telai live an incredibly long time, but not forever. Thusthe. . . breeding that
produced them alows them to have children, but only very infrequently. Childbirths are exceedingly rare
eventsfor them—>but not occasonsfor great rgoicing. The Telol," Oannes added in an unmistakable
tone of studied understatement, "are not noted for deep filia fedings. Nevertheless, a second generation
appeared on thisworld. There have been no subsequent births, however. We Nagommo do not know
why. Presumably there is something in thisworld's environment which in the long run—the very long
run—interfereswith their aready very problematic fertility.

"The younger generation worked with their elders about aswell asthe Teloi generally do—which isnot
well at dl by the standards of either of our races. They can act in concert whenever their self-interest
requiresit, of course, but they have no deep wellsprings of mutual loyaty. Absent the pressure of an
outsde threst, they compulsively intrigue against each other—sometimes for motiveswhich, at best, are
obscureto usand, | would imagine, to you."

"Y es, you indicated as much," Jason ruminated. The reasoning of the ages-dead genetic engineers was
clear: the near immortdity of the Teloi had had to be accompanied by drastically reduced fertility, lest
every environment available to them be smothered in amass of Teloi flesh. And since the parenting urge
could no longer befulfilled, it had been edited out of the genetic code. Only . . . how widdy, and in what
unforeseeable directions, had that void spread through the psyche? It was just the kind of unintended
consequence that the Transhuman movement, in its hubris, had ignored.

"Perseustold ushis'father' isZeus," he said cautioudy. "lsthat—?"

"Yes," Oannes nodded—another of the human mannerisms held had centuriesto pick up. "Heisone of
the second-generation Teloi. That ishisnamein theloca human belief system, where he has carved out a
niche asthe weather god. There are others, with names like Hera, Poseidon, Ares—"

The Olympians, thought Jason with an unconscious nod of hisown.



"—and therest. Aspart of their ongoing low-levd rivary with their elders, they seek to create Heroes of
their own. Zeus made use of afemale descendant of Danaos for this purpose.”

Jason nodded again. Mogt of his questions had been answered. He only wished he knew what to do with
those answers.

* * %

They proceeded benegath the waters off the western shores of Elis and Messenia, then turned east to
round the Pel oponnesus. Jason occupied histime by observing Oannes at the controls and trying to
memorize as much aspossible, just in case.

Mountainous Cape Taenarum was off the port bow in Oannes light-gathering periscope, when the attack
came,

Jason got hisfirgt intimation of it when Oannes tensed, and bent over hisinstrument pane with a
concentration he'd never displayed before. At first Jason thought nothing of it. But then came a soft
beeping and ablinking of lights.

"What isit?" Jason asked quietly, maneuvering himsaf between the controls and the other humans
suddenly curious eyes.

"A pattern of seeking missiles has been dropped into the water in our vicinity. These missleshavea
submersible function. They are now homing on us." Oannes spoke as quietly as Jason had, as though
recognizing the need to keep thisfrom the latter's companions—especialy Perseus. Heindicated a
screen. The symbology meant nothing to Jason. But he saw the semicircle of tiny glowing dots beginning
to converge on the larger dot at the center of the screen. He a so felt the surge of acceleration as Oannes
manipulated the controls. Deirdre and Nage fdlt it too, for they looked up in darm. But thelittle
predatory dotsin the screen must have accelerated in response, for there was no sign of escape from
their encirclement.

"Uh, Oannes, what can be done?' Jason kept hisvoicelevel.

"It isdready being done." The Nagom manipulated more controls. "The missles, of course, usethe same
kind of motive power asthis craft—"

"Of course." Reactionless drives converted the angular momentum of their cores atomic particles directly
to energy and angular momentum. Jason knew better than to expect an explanation in Achaean.



"—and thereisadevice that can nullify this power within acertain radius. We carry such adevice, and |
will now ectivateit.”

"Well, then. . ." Jason felt histenson dissolve in relief. Such an interference field was a theoretical
possibility in his own world, athough no one had actualy built one—or at least the public wasn't alowed
to know if anyone had.

"Thereis, however, one complication,” Oannes remarked as he manipulated his controls.

"What'sthat?' The question was barely out of Jason's mouth when the acceleration halted with an
abruptnessthat forced him to grab onto the edge of the control panel to steady himsdlf.

"The device affects all such propulson withinitsradius of effect, including our own."

"What?" Jason yeped. There was no longer any point in kegping hisvoice down, for the other humans
had felt the sudden cessation of acceleration and looked dmost as darmed as they should have. He
looked at the scope. The missileswere drifting aimlesdy. The blip of their own craft was lent aspurious
Steadiness by the fact that it was, by definition, the center point of the display.

"Therewas no other aternative," Oannes said quietly. "However, now that we can no longer maneuver, |
am releasing the water from the balast tanks. Our momentum and the current are taking us toward Cape
Taenarum, and we should not be too far from shore when we surface.”

"But, Oannes, why surface at al?Why not wait it out down here? Their missiles can't maneuver ether.”

"Now that we have been detected, they will find another way to attack us—and we will be unableto
evadeit. It isgoing to become necessary to abandon ship. And for that, we must surface, because. . ."

Because we nonamphibious humans are along, Jason finished for him mentaly, thinking whet the dien
shrank from voicing. Their eyes met in amoment of shared understanding and mutua embarrassment.
The other humans |looked on, bewildered.

But then the little submarine broke the surface under the sunset sky, with the peaks of the Taygetus



Mountains black againgt the darkening east. It rose from the water like areleased cork, and hung for a
bare ingtant before flopping back down and hitting the surface. The impact sent them al staggering, but
Oannes swept one alien hand across the controls while holding on with the other. The transparent canopy
clamshelled away, leaving them exposed to the first starsthat were beginning to appesar.

" Abandon ship and swim for shore!" the Nagom shouted, and in amovement of otterlike fluidity hewas
over the sde and into the water.

The humans scrambled to obey. They were scrambling over the side when Jason glimpsed the lights
sweeping in on them—the running lights of the Teloi "chariots.”

"Jump!" heyeled. It wasn't fully out of his mouth when a coherent lightning bolt stabbed out with acrash
like thunder.

Some kind of charged particle beam weapon they've attached to external hardpoints on their
aircars, thought Jason, with acamness that surprised him, as he dived. He hit the water just asthe
atificid lightning struck, staggering the little submarine and disabling al itselectronicsin ashower of
sparks.

He raised his head above the water and looked back. Nagel was jumping clumsily from the rapidly listing
craft . . . and Deirdre wasfaling from it, gpparently unconscious. She sank, and did not come up.

Jason started to swim franticaly toward her.

"I'll get her!" shouted Perseus between powerful strokes. He was swimming toward the spot where she
had sunk, and he was closer to it than Jason.

In the sky behind him, Jason saw another of the "chariots" swing around, lining up for ashot.

Trained surviva reflexes thought for Jason. He pulled his knees up under him and plunged underweter.

The water above him exploded into steam, scalding him and sending him into an uncontrollable spin. He
somehow managed to continue holding his breath, and reestablished the rhythm and direction of his
strokes.



Hislungs were knots of unendurable agony when hefindly broke the surface, took a gasping bresth, and
looked around. There was no sign of Perseus or Deirdre. There was aso no sign of the glowing
predatorsin the sky.

He couldn't let himself think about it—at least not yet. He located the shore and started swimming for it.

* % %

The sun had finished setting by the time Jason crawled ashore, lacerating his hands and knees on the
shale of the narrow beach beneath sheer diffs.

Hetook stock. His sandals were gone, and his tunic was the worse for wear, but he still had his
sword-dagger. He looked around in the twilight. A short distance down the beach, a cavern gaped at the
base of the cliff. In the opposite direction, a prone figure was vomiting weekly. It was Nagel. Jason
forced himself to his feet and staggered to the historian's side. He grasped Nagel by the shoulders and
shook him into awareness.

"Have you seen Deirdre?' he demanded.

"No...no," Nagd said vaguely, and collapsed as soon as Jason released him.

"Nor havel," came an unmistakable dien voice.

Oanneswas dtill wearing his utility harnesswith itsarray of devices. One was an incongruoudy
ordinary-looking flashlight. Its wavering light approached them through the gloom. "I came ashore well
beforeyou,” he said. "1 have seen no sign of your female companion, or of thelocal mae Perseus.”

"Hewastrying to rescue her." Jason felt leaden in away that transcended mere physical exhaustion.
"They must have both drowned.” Or been cooked by that particle beam, or boiled alive. .. He
veered hurriedly away from that line of thought.

"Perhaps," Oannes acknowledged. "But there is another possibility, suggested by your account of the
interest the Teloi—specificaly the one called Hyperion—took in her. They may haveretrieved her from
the water and conveyed her to their . . . sanctuary. Y ou will note that they ceased to attack usjust after
the femaevanished.”



Jason forced his battered mind to think. He checked hisimplant display. There was ill no sign of
Derdrésimplant, so it must till beinsdethe Teloi's private pocket universe. "' So you think the Teloi
brought the . . . idol here from the Echinades?’

"Actudly, | know they did. Asyou may recall, my submersible had adevice which could detect the.. . .
opening when it activated. This occurred just before the attack. | had time to note the location.” Oannes
pointed down the beach toward the cave mouth. "It isin there. In my judgment, that iswhere the female
has been taken"

“Not "

They al whirled around at the sound of that despairing scream. Perseus stood statue-till in the shallows,
with small waves|apping his knees. Even haf seen in the gloom, hisexpression was chilling. No one of
Jason's world would have worn it—or could have wornit, for it held a prima terror that not even those
remaining religious believers who saf-conscioudy reected the rationalistic world-view could any longer
fed.

"So Delaneraisdead,” he said in ahollow voice, staring down the beach at the mouth of the
Underworld.

"She may be, Perseus,” said Oannes, "but | do not believe sheis. Unless| am mistaken, she till lives, but
the Old Gods have taken her into Hades for purposes of their own."

Without warning, Perseus threw back his head and howled—along, quavering howl that prickled Jason's
skin and raised the hairs at the base of his neck. Asitslast echoes died avay, Perseusfell to hiskneesin
the water. Then, with just aslittle warning as that eerie scream, he spoke in avoice that was thick with
emotion but rock-steady.

"They havetaken the living into Hades! Thisisawrongnessin the heart of theworld. By this, the Old
Gods have forfeited al that | have ever felt for them except fear. And fear isno longer enough.” He got
dowly to hisfeet. "l failed to protect Delaneira. Thisisadisgrace | must wipe out. | must go into Hades
and bring her out.”

For amoment that stretched into eternity, they all stared at him.

Nagel wasthefirst to spesk. ™Y ou would dare to violate the wall between the realms of the living and of
the dead?'



"The Old Gods have aready broken that wall. | am the son of one of the New Gods. He will help me,
even though | have nothing here to sacrifice to him." Perseus turned to Oannes. He did not knedl or
otherwise abase himself. That, Jason recalled, had not been the way of the historical Greeks, who had
stood like men before gods who did not view men asworthless.

Could it be that we're seeing the start of that right here and now on this beach? Jason wondered.

"Oannes," said Perseus, "you are adeity, and | know you are no friend of the Old Gods. Will you help
me?'

Oannes eyes met Jason's, across afew feet of space and an abysm of biology and culture and inability to
speak openly in Perseus hearing. The Nagom had lost his submarine and dl histechnological wonders
except those he carried on his person. He owed nothing to Deirdre or Perseus or any other human. But .
.. the Teloi werein that cave, and the struggle with those bioengineered abominations was what he was
for.

"We may not succeed, Perseus,” he said. "Indeed, we probably will not. But if you are resolved to try, |
will dowhat | canto aid you."

"Wedl will," Jason added. He looked through the gathering darkness at the deeper blackness of the
cavern. Then, for what he knew was probably the last time, he looked around at the seaand the Sars
and theworld, and smelled the sdlt air and listened to the wind.

It was, he decided, agood night to harrow Hell.

Chapter Thirteen

Oannes lamp, set cautioudy low, lit their way asthey entered the gaping cave mouth and scrambled
down atreacherous slope.

"Thereisamore direct route, through another cavern a the end of an inlet ashort way aong the coast,”
the Nagom explained. "But its very directness meansthat it will be watched. They fedl no need to guard
this one; the fears of the loca populace are enough.”



"I can believeit," muttered Jason. He had seen the look of arcaneterror return to Perseus face asthey
had passed the threshold of what was, to him, the realm of the dead. But the Hero hadn't even paused.
Jason knew he could never fully appreciate the kind of courage that lack of hesitation implied.

"We have amost reached—" Even as Oannes said it, Jason momentarily lost hisfooting . . . and gasped
in shock as hisfeet landed in ice-cold water.

"Perhaps we need more light," Oannes conceded. He adjusted the power outpui.

Jason gasped again, but thistime not from cold.

"TheRiver Styx," Perseus breathed.

They were on the bank of an underground river whose beginning and end were lost to sight in the distant
gloom. Itswaterswere pdllucidly clear, and in the light of Oannes high-tech torch the bottom glowed
emerad-green. Overhead was an inverted forest of gleaming, multicolored stal actites. The banks were
narrow and gravelly, lined by what looked like abstract sculpture in eons-shaped semiprecious stones.

It waslikebeingingdeajewd.

"We have no boat,” said Oannes matter-of-factly. " So we must proceed along the bank. Fortunately, we
are on the correct side. Very fortunately, inasmuch asthe water is extremely cold.”

"So | noticed." Jason couldn't help thinking Oannes could have given him some warning. It reminded him
that he might need to talk to the Nagom in private. "Were obvioudy going to haveto goin singlefile.
Perseus, scout ahead.”

For amoment, the young Hero didn't move. Jason had never imagined anything that could faze Perseus
resolve, But thiswas too close to hisinnermost horrors.

"Perseus,” Oannes said dowly, "you are going to find that some of the things you have been taught are.. .

. not untrue, just not precisaly asyou have interpreted them. In particular, the actual realm of thedead is
on alower level of Hades. What you are going to see at first isreserved for the living dead: the prisoners
the pirates of the Echinades bring here and work to death with the consent—and, indeed, at the
orders—of the Old Gods."



The fear vanished from Perseus face, replaced by the anger of disillusoned faith. "So . . . another
betrayal by them. My father Zeus doesn't treat mortals so." He hefted his weapon and went ahead on
point, sdling along the narrow bank. The othersfollowed. The crudely statudlike formations were more
fragile than they looked. Whenever Jason brushed against them, fragments of topaz or amethyst broke
off. It seemed like a desecration.

The underground waterway seemed to go on forever. But presently Perseus signaed back to them,
pointing at asmall side tunnel through which anarrow tributary trickled. They had to stoop to enter it,
and the bank became so narrow that they had to step into the shdlow but icy water. Oannes adjusted
their light to the minimum they could see by, which made the tunnd seem even more confining. It was,
Jason thought, fortunate thet full-blown claustrophobiawas one of the things that autometicaly
disqudified would-betimetravelers. Still, sweat gleamed on Nagd'sface in the dim light.

They went about a hundred yards, although it seemed longer. Then afaint glow appeared up ahead.
Oannesturned hislamp off dtogether, and motioned them to proceed with caution. They crawled
forward in the chill shalows, seeking the light.

They emerged into ascene that took away whatever breath Jason had |eft after his partid immersionin
the freezing weter.

They were looking out over alarge, roughly circular cave, illuminated by many torchesinserted in
sconces chipped out of the rocky walls. The stream they had been following trickled down adope and
over asteep pile of fallen rocksinto apool that reflected, mirrorlike, the inverted forest of stalactites
fifteen yards or so above the corresponding stalagmites that fringed the motionless dark water. Around
the perimeter of the cavern, dark corridors branched off.

But Jason barely noticed these naturd features. He was staring at the activity that filled the central cave
and the portions of the branching passages that could be seen.

Everywhere, moving through the flickering torchlight like resident demons, were armed, leather-armored
men, mostly of the swarthy eagle-nosed Echinades breed. Many of them carried whips. Jason saw none
of those whips used. The barely human crestures—grime-encrusted, shaggy-headed, cadaveroudly thin,
practicaly naked despite the subterranean chill—who labored in the cavern had evidently been brutalized
into alevel of submissveness where that was no longer required. They cringed and whimpered at the
mere gpproach of one of the guards, then returned hastily to their tasks—most of which seemed to
involve one phase or other of pottery-making.

"It isasdeline of the pirates,” Oannes answered Jason's unspoken question, and pointed toward one end



of the central cavern. Therewas a pit where clay was being tempered. Beyond that was a huge, crude
kiln. Smoke from the latter was rising straight up; nature had obligingly provided an efficient chimney. It
must, Jason thought, also be drawing up the smell from another pit, where, as he watched, the guards
tossed the limp form of adave whom death had liberated. 1t landed on top of a hegp of corpsesin
varying stages of decomposition, al the way down to skeletons at the bottom. The vent above could not
remove the stench atogether, but no one seemed to mind it. Jason suspected that the guards were very
little further above the subhuman level than their charges.

Jason glanced at his companions. Nagel 1ooked like he was going to be sick. Perseus was staring with
horrified fixation.

Aswell he might, thought Jason. If thisisn't really Hell, it's close enough.

Stll, darm bells began to sound in Jason's mind. There was something disturbing about the Hero's
expression, something Jason knew was beyond his own understanding because it belonged to a mental
universe hisown world had left behind. Perseus features were firm—it was hard to imagine them any
other way—but the firmness had something brittle about it. Something, in short, that suggested his
behavior was unpredictable. In astuation like this, unpredictability was the last thing Jason needed.

Oannes pointed again, indicating the largest of the openings. "That leads to the surface, through acave
mouth a the beach . . . and it isguarded. The others extend further into the depths, in dl directions. They
are lined with niches where the prisoners deep. And then thereisthat one. . . ." He pointed at an
exceptiondly large opening about fifty yards around the cavern's perimeter, to their right. "If the readings
| obtained areto betrusted, the. . . gateway isin there."

"Wevegot to get to it," said Jason.

"It will be difficult to do so, unnoticed. But there may be a chance, if we stay very closeto thewall of the
cavern, whereit isill-lit. Unfortunately, the poor lighting so works againgt us. Be careful to avoid the
crevicethere"

Jason bit off asarcadtic retort. At least the Nagom had warned him thistime. "Lead theway."

Crouching, Oannesled the way down adippery dopetoward their right. The humansfollowed, trying
their best to emulate the snuous movements that made him seem merely apart of the flickering shadows.
Presently, Jason felt the edge of a precipice with his foot, which didodged some gravel. He waited to
hear it striking the bottom. He never did. He continued on, even more cautioudy than before.



They edged their way to the great tunnel mouth and crept into it, still keeping behind the deep fissure.
They gazed into avast, vaulted cavern arching upward to aheight of dmost ahundred feet but hung with
trand ucent arrays of staactites. The floor looked like it had been laborioudy flattened out. At thefar end,
flanked by torches was the crude-looking idol Jason had seen before in another cave, in the Echinades. It
was guarded by a number of armed pirates, but no one else wasin evidence.

It was dl like some profane cathedral.

"Oannes," Jason whispered, "you told me before that the gateway can only be opened from.. . . this
sde." Which, hereflected, made sense. No energy expenditure inside the Teloi's pocket-universe
"sanctuary" could affect anything outsideit, unlessthe gateway was aready opened.

"That iscorrect. As| explained, it canbe. . . ordered to do so at acertain point intime. Thisisdoneasa
routine precaution when the Teloi enter it and close it behind them. But it can aso be opened by a
spoken signd by anyone on the outside.”

"I don't suppose you know this'signa'?’

"No. Itisasecret the Teloi only share with their most trusted human servitors.”

Nagel had been listening. He indicated the men in the cavern. "Maybe we could capture one of them and
forcehimtotd| us”

"No," said the Nagom. "These are mere guards. Only the priests are alowed to know—and not even all
of them. They aways make agrest production of opening it, to enhance their own prestige. The Teloi
humor them in this, even |etting them do their mummery when the Teloi themselves are present and there
isno need for it."

"Naturdly,"” Nagd nodded. "The priests must inspire awve in the ignorant, if they areto be useful "

Jason waan't listening. With part of hismind, he wasworrying that Perseus might be overhearing this. But
aglance reassured him that the Hero was paying no attention, just staring fixedly ahead with who knew
what going through his Bronze Age mind. So Jason concentrated on worrying about what to do next.



Oannes says they always set it to open on its own after a certain period of time, just in case. But
we have no way of knowing how long we have to wait for that to happen, with nothing to eat and
the constant chance that someone will blunder onto us—

Jason's thoughts were interrupted by a commotion from the central cavern behind them. Looking over his
shoulder, he saw pirates scurrying frantically toward the cave of the gateway. And behind them wasa
glow that hed aqudity of artificia light that had no businessin thisworld.

"Down!" he hissed at his companions. They flattened in the narrow darkness between the cave wall and
the crevice, while the pirates—some of them wearing regadia of long robes and high-crowned
headdresses that must mark the priesthood, ran unseeingly past them and arranged themselvesin
ceremonia order behind the"idol.”

They were none too soon. The glow intensified, and with the faint, eerie hum Jason remembered, a
graceful flying platform, ablaze with running lights, swvept into the cavern. A chant arose from the priedts,
and the guards groveled.

Jason was getting better about recognizing individua Teloi. So he recognized this one even before the
chant reached hisears. "Hyperion! Hyperion!" It'shim, all right, he thought, forcing cold camnesson
himsdf. The one who might have had "further use" for Deirdre.

The"chariot" hovered afew feet above the floor while the priests made their obeisances. Findly, under
Hyperion's patiently condescending eye, the priest with the most el aborate headgear stepped before the
idol.

There'smore to it than Sdney thought, Jason reflected. Having flunkies do things for you that you
could do yourself isa universal status symbol. He strained to hear what the priest was saying, but
couldn't makeit out. Of course not, hetold himsdlf. Did you really expect himto blurt out the secret
in the hearing of all the guards and low-echelon priests? He's probably murmuring just loud
enough to activate the pickup.

Then, as hewatched, acircular area about three yardsin diameter began to defineitself, in midair off to
the sde of theidol. A worshipful moan went up from the guards and acolytes as redlity began to waver in
the same indescribable, disturbing way Jason had seen once before. Then, as before, the disturbance was
gone, leaving aholein the universe.

The high priest and his underlings bowed deeply as Hyperion's platform floated through that immeateria
ring. The"god" wasgone. . . but the gateway remained open.



"Energy conservation,” Oannes whispered, answering Jason's ungpoken question. "Ancther Teloi must be
coming—or perhaps oneis about to leave the sanctuary.”

"Isthat the gateway to the true relm of the dead?' Perseus rasped harshly.

"In amanner of speaking,” said Jason absently. He would have given more thought to hisreply, but he
was looking hungrily at that opening. Suddenly, on ahunch, he thought acommand to his brain implant.
The visud display appeared, on the minutest scae of which it was capable,

The red dot marking Nagel's TRD showed steadily, on a detailed map of this area of Cape Taenarum,
showing where the historian crouched afew feet from him. And off to the side was the other dot,
flickering and wavering as though the implant couldn't decide just exactly whereit was, or evenif it was
redly thereat dl.

So, Jason thought, as long as that gateway is open, it admits signals, and | can pick up the
transponder, even though the TRD is nowhere on this map—or even, strictly speaking, in this
universe.

"The device of which | spokeis definitely in there," he whispered to Oannes.

Perseus overheard him. His eyes grew round. "Does that mean Deianeira herself is beyond the gateway?"

"Almost certainly,” Jason told him. "All the more so because Hyperion just arrived. | believe hewants. .
" How do you explain genetic engineering and artificial insemination to thiskid? "I believe he
wants Delanaira," Jason findly settled for saying.

Perseus eyes grew even huger. All a once, Jason redlized it had been the wrong thing to say. He opened
his mouth to utter aqudifier.

He never got to say anything. With the suddenness of an explosion, Perseus cried out—the same
ululating, blood-freezing howl they had heard on the beach. And without any more warning than thet, he
whipped out his sword and bounded across the chasm that separated them from the main body of the
cave.



Jason had absolutely no chance to urge him to stop—nor would there have been any point, with the
guards and priests dready looking up in startlement at the sound of that cry. So heydled, "Follow him!*
Without waiting to see what Oannes and Nagel were doing, he legped the chasm—it was deep but not
wide—and ran in Perseus wake.

It was awake of spurting blood, flying severed limbs, and screams of agony, littered with dead and dying
bodies.

Jason had seen Perseusiin action before, on the road from Tiryns, and he knew he had no business being
amazed at the human killing machine that was the Hero. But it wasimpossible not to fed horror-gtricken
awe as Perseus diced hisway through the press of pirates like some eemental principle of death, barely
dowing down as he ran unerringly toward that incomprehensible opening. Jason had little to do but fend
off the occasiond guards who converged from the sdes asthey came out of their stunned surprise. He
battered one such guard's spear aside with his sword, then whipped it around across the man's throat.
Simultaneoudly, he took a split second for a glance backward; Oannes and Nagel were with him. Then
he looked ahead again. Perseus was dmost at the gateway cutting down the last guard who could
interpose himsdlf. The high priest done stood before him, immobilized with shock, doing nothing.

Of course, came Jason's flashing thought. The Teloi naturally wouldn't tell their human servitors how
to close the gateway from the outside. They may be crazy, but they're not stupid.

The high priest screamed something. The scream changed in qudity as Perseus thrust his sword into the
priest's belly and withdrew it with a disemboweling twigt, trailing arope of entrails. Then, without
breaking stride, the Hero was through the portal.

Even at that moment, Jason found himsealf wondering what kind of courage that took for someone native
to Perseus menta universe.

But he had no timeto appreciate it as he dived through the hoop of energy himself.

He landed on a smooth floor whose materia he couldn't identify. He heard Oannes and Nagel coming
through behind him. No one e se followed, and the pandemonium on the other side of the portal suddenly
died in acollective gasp of horror over what the strange men and the sea god had just done.

Jason looked around frantically, unable to mentally processall his eyeswere seeing. But he saw akind of
ingrument pand to the right, and he saw Perseus grappling with an unfamiliar Teloi mae, getting anarm
under the being's jaw and pulling upward to expose the throat to his blade.



Even at that moment, the Teloi croaked out a command—a meaningless series of syllablesin hisown
languege.

The porta vanished.

Chapter Fourteen

For along moment, the tableau held in silence.

Perseusfindly brokeit, standing up and letting the dead Teloi dideto the floor. He stared at his hands
and forearms, red with blood—but a paler red than the blood of humans. He continued to Starein
Slence.

Aswell he might, thought Jason. By his own lights, he hasjust killed a god.

Jason a'so got to hisfeet. He thought he felt alittle lighter. The temperature was comfortable—perhaps a
couple of degrees warmer than humans would have st it. He turned to Nagel and Oannes and
addressed the latter. 1 thought you said—"

"| said the gateway could only be opened from the outside,” Oannes stated with pedantic exactitude. "No
such limitation gppliesto closing it

"Right," Jason said sourly. Helooked around. Gradually, strangeness faded enough for their surroundings
to begin to register.

They were at the center of alarge circular chamber with alofty domed ceiling. Everything was
congtructed of the same unidentifiable materid asthe floor, in muted colors and crafted into decorative
motifs on which Jason's mind could not get agrip. The centra areawas sunken, surrounded by several
broad concentric steps rising to ahigher level. Spaced equidistantly around the circumference of thet level
werefive archways, Sized to Teloi proportions. Between them were softly glowing wal panelsthat
provided the light he was seeing by. Through the archways, Jason could see corridors receding. It was
amog like an artificid reflection of what nature had crafted in the centra cavern through which they had
recently passed, beneath Cape Taenarum . . . wherever that was rlative to where they were now, Jason
thought. But of course, the question was meaningless. Cape Taenarum wasin another universe.



The thought reminded Jason to activate his display, at the largest possible scale. No map appeared, of
course; the computer in his skull had no referentsto attach itsinertia positioning system to. But it could
and did show the two red dots, floating in isolation before his eyes.

"Oannes," he asked, "how bigisthis. . . place?"

"How should I know? | have never exactly been invited here, nor have any of the Nagommo. Sucha. . .
congtruct can be of practically any desired size, and onceit is established, maintaining it requiresno . . .
work." This, Jason recognized, was the closest Achaean could cometo "energy expenditure.”

"But," Jason persisted, gazing down corridors that seemed to recede into infinity, "why do they need, or
even want, for it to be this big?'

"Certain fundamenta laws requirethat it be a least a certain minimum volume, whichisfar from smal.
And it is created around a structure—a practical necessity, because otherwise the occupants would have
to look on the naked face of . . . something with which finite minds cannot cope.”

Jason nodded. The mind quailed at the thought of the nearby event horizon that must lie beyond these
walls. And unrestricted nanotechnological congtruction techniques alowed for the creation of very large
gructures. None of which was particularly helpful with hisimmediate problem.

"Sidney," hetold Nagdl, "run asfast asyou can over there." He pointed at one of the archways.

“Why?

"Just doit!" Jason reined in histemper and explained. "I need to establish an orientation for the return I'm
getting for Deirdres TRD. Right now, it'sjudt floating in limbo.”

The historian didn't look like he really understood, but he got to hisfeet, took a deep breath, and made
his best effort at asprint in the indicated direction. It was aclumsy run, lurching forward as though the leg
muscles were gpplying too much power. It confirmed Jason'simpression that the gravity herewasalittle
lessthan one Earth G. Presumably the Teloi came from alower-gravity planet—which made sense, given
their height and build—and had set their artificid gravity generators accordingly. It must, he thought, be
a great comfort to them to be able to come here and luxuriate in their accustomed weight. But
these thoughts occupied only asmall corner of hismind. Mogtly, he concentrated on the display that
seemed to float before his eyes.



Even on the scale to which Jason had set the display, Nagel's dash across the domed chamber covered
only an inggnificant distance. But to Jason'stightly focused eye, the red dot of his TRD seemed to jerk
amogt infinitesmaly sideways, at about a Sixty-degree angle to the imaginary linefromiit to the other red
dot. Heimmediately deactivated the display, applied that angle to the direction in which Nagel had run . .
. and found himsdf looking at one of the archways.

It was a poor basisfor aplan of action. But it was all he had. And he owed it to the othersto project
more confidence than hefelt.

"Delanairaisdown that corridor!" he declared, loudly enough for Perseusto hear even through his shock.
He pointed theatrically. "Let's go, Perseus! We can till snatch her from the realm of the dead before. . .
before. . ." He cast about through his recollections of Greek mythology. "Before she's eaten the food of
the dead.”

Something seemed to crystalize in Perseus. He stood up straighter, and his festures and hisvoice held
nothing but steadiness. "Y es. After that it will betoo late for her. Jason, | do not understand by what
power you know where she can be found. But | do know thereisapower inyou. | will follow where
you lead."

Jason examined the Teloi Persus had killed. No paralysis beamer or any other wegpon, of course; that
would have been too easy. "L et'smove, then." He strode off in the direction of the archway, and through
it. Oannes quickened his steps and drew abreast of him, and spoke too low for Perseusto hear.

"I believe | know what this'power' of yoursis, athough thislanguage lacks the vocabulary to describeit.
Thetime-travel devicehasa. . . quaity which you can perceive a adistance. Although, cometo think of
it, thisquaity probably did not function when the devicewas. . . here, and you were not.”

Jason sighed. There was, he knew by now, no point in trying to concea things from this old member of
an old race. He maintained a silence which Oannes recognized as the acknowledgment it was.

"But," the Nagom continued, "how do you know that the femaeisin the samelocation asthe device,
which was removed from her?'

"I don't know, of course," Jason whispered harshly. "But it'sdl I've got to go on. Do you have any better
suggestions?'



"No," thedien admitted. "And it is not unreasonable that they would be keeping her in the same genera
areawhere the deviceis being studied, inasmuch as sheis, hersdlf, an object of study. Lead on.”

Jason did o, through endless empty corridors, navigating by means of hisdisplay. Ashedid so, he
noticed that the implanted computer, using the datait received through his eyes, was building up anew
map—or, more accuratdly, floor plan. Order was emerging from chaos, dthough Deirdrés TRD till lay
in the murky realms beyond the pattern of corridorsthat grew like aliving organism in the display asfast
as Jason saw them. Through that pattern, the other red dot moved at the rate of Sidney'swalk. At least
theimplant now had afirm basisfor distances, and the rate at which the two dots grew closer together
enabled Jason to estimate how much further they had to go, rdative to how far they'd come. And he
became more and more nervous.

"Oannes," hewhispered, "why are we being alowed to wak further and further into this. . . structure?
Why arent the Tdloi svarming dl over us?'

"They may not be aware of our presence.”

"But surely they've detected usl" Jason looked around nervoudy for anything that looked like cameras or
Sensors.

"Remember, they have never required security measureswithin this. . . reelm. And eveniif they had,
vigilance tends to wear down over the course of a hundred thousand years. Furthermore, our lack of any
advanced tools other than the small ones| am carrying on my person has agood Side: we are not
conspicuous at adistance.”

No high-energy emissions, Jason thought with an unconscious nod. "But what about the one Perseus
killed?'

"For the same reasons, they probably were not in continuous contact with the one on duty at the portal.
Perhaps hereportsin a regular intervals. But until hefailsto do so, they have no cause for darm.”

Jason breathed alittle easier. 1t seemed to hold up.

"At the sametime,” Oannes continued serendly, "it isaso possible that they have been observing usdl
aong, and are merely alowing usto penetrate deeper into their stronghold so that we can be more easily

captured.”



It was, Jason thought, aremark that could just as easily have been left unsaid.

"Y ou know, Oannes, it'stoo bad you'll never be able to return with usto our time. There's aman named
Rutherford I'd like to introduce you to. Y ou and he have alot in common.”

"l am gretified to learn of the evolutionary heights your race will atain in the future.”

"That's how Rutherford himself would seeit,” Jason sighed.

Nagd was not amused. " So we could be walking into atrap!”

"Perhgps.” Oannes serenity was unruffled. "But if S0, thetrap isnot of ahighly advanced nature. | have.
.. means of percelving such things."

Jason looked at him sharply. Was he referring to one of the "tools' hanging from his harness? Or—a
possibility that had never occurred to him before—did the alien have abrain implant smilar to hisown,
but equipped with sensors that could detect any automatic energy weapons or gravitic capture fields or
any such high-tech security systems? He wondered how tactful it would be to ask.

He was still wondering when an open space appeared up ahead.

They emerged onto aterrace encircling avast open well whose top and bottom were lost in shadows.
Jason began to appreciate the concept of a"minimum volume” as applied to artificialy created pocket
universes

Perseus halted, and looked around openmouthed. But then he stepped forward onto the terrace. Jason
could not imagine what was keegping the Hero going, in an environment even more disorientingly aiento
him than it was to his companions. But, he reflected, Perseus had had alot of practice at adjusting to the
unimaginable lady.

Jason checked hisdisplay. Deirdres TRD 4till lay dead ahead. He looked across the chasm and saw an
entryway of hangarlike proportions. Nothing could be made out in the obscurity beyond.



"Well haveto circle around,” hetold the others. He led the way through the archway and began to move
aong therall that encircled the edge of the seemingly bottomless shaft. An updraft blew againgt hisface.
The breeze was welcome after their tenson-filled trek through thiswarm place.

Infact, it was so refreshing that it dowed hisresponsesjust atrifle. Or maybe it was the fact that the faint
whine behind them was alittle higher-pitched than he had heard in his previous encounters with Teloi
flying platforms. Those had been moving with self-conscioudy godlike stateliness. The Teloi who now
zoomed out of the corridor from whence they'd come and whipped around the corner wasin ahurry.

Infact, hewas clearly as surprised by them asthey were by him. He ingtinctively swerved to avoid them,
while gpplying abraking thrust that raised the whining to ajagged scream. The platform skidded against
therailing, sending them scattering in al directions. Jason hit the floor and rolled out of the craft'sway just
before it came to ahdt. Then he sprang to hisfeet, drawing his sword-dagger, ready to spring at the
Tdoi—male, somewhat more heavily built than the norm, bearded like Hyperion but in some indefinable
way younger-seeming that the others Jason had seen—who stood in the "chariot” and regarded them
with the expression of pitiless gravitas that seemed habitual with hisrace. Jason gathered himsdlf for a

leap.

The Teloi touched something on the platform'slittle control pand . . . and Jason could not move.

Capturefield, hethought in hisdespair.

It was acommon tool of twenty-fourth-century police forces. Utilizing the control of subatomic forces
that made artificid gravity possible, it held the mgor muscles of the limbsin an unbreakable grip, while
leaving functions like breathing and speech unimpaired. But those twenty-fourth-century police wegpons
involved adirectiona beam, or atwo-dimensiond field across an entrance. Apparently the Telai, inthe
course of their immemorid history, had learned how to generate a spherical capturefield. Jason could
gtill turn his head, and he saw Nagel and Perseus pinned in the field'simmeateria but irresstible embrace.
No doubt the field had an inner boundary within which the platform’s occupant was unaffected.

A handy security system for a vehicle, he grudgingly approved. And since this Teloi didn't activate it
until now, Oannes didn't detect it.

Speaking of which . . . Helooked around again. Just where is Oannes?

The Teloi dighted from his dightly-the-worse-for-wear "chariot” and gave them alook whose curiosity
spoiled itsimperiousness. "Who are you?' he demanded. "And how did you gain entry into regionswhich
are forbidden to mortals?'



Jason tried to formul ate aresponse, ba ancing the need to withhold information against his desire to say
something defiant or even smart-ass. But Perseus saved him the trouble. The Hero's voicerang out like a
clarion.

" am Perseus, descendant of the divine-born Hero Danaos! And | claim as much right to be here as
those gods who have brought the lady Deianeirahere, ignoring the proper boundary between the living
and the dead!"

"What?' It was the firs time Jason had ever seen a Td oi taken aback. The unhuman face went dack with
amazement. Y ou are Perseus?'

"Yes!" The Hero pressed what he perceived as his advantage. " And besides being descended from the
god-born Danaos, | am of divine birth myself. Y es, my mother Danaé was looked on with favor by a
god. | clam the hospitdity of theimmortds, for | am the son of Zeud!"

The Teloi recovered his self-possession. But he did not resume hisrace's usua look of cold remoteness.
Instead, his wide mouth quirked upward and a smile gleamed through his beard.

"Thisisdl very interegting,” he said in avoice beneath which amusement bubbled. "Especidly in asmuch
asl anmysdf Zeus"

Chapter Fifteen

In the silence, Zeus—Jason decided to think of him asthat, Snce it was the name he went by in this
culture—reached back into his"chariot" and withdrew an overelaborate but basicaly tube-shaped object
Jason had seen before.

"A head of the Hydral" Perseus gasped.

"Yes. You know what it can do. So | release you from that which | laid upon you before." Zeus touched
another of the controls, and deactivated the capture field. Jason's large muscles were free again. But as
an aftereffect he knew was characterigtic of thefidld, they initidly collgpsed in a series of mild spasms. All
three of them fell, willy-nilly, to their knees before the "god.”



"S0, Perseus,” said Zeusin atone Jason found hard to interpret, "who are your companions?’

The genetically enhanced Hero rose unsteadily to hisfeet before Jason could even consider trying. "These
are Jason and Synon, from Aetolia™ Jason slently prayed that Perseuswould leaveit at that. As so often
happens, his prayers went unanswered. "They, like me, comein search of thelady Deianeira. Certain of
the Old Gods brought her down here into the realm of the dead before her proper time."

"Ah, yed" Zeus strange eyes turned and met Jason'sin amoment of shared understanding.

Yeah, he knows, Jason thought. He doesn't even need to scan Sdney and me for TRDs to know
we'retime travelers like Deirdre. Hyperion knew that much at Tiryns.

But the Teloi didn't pursue the matter. Instead, he manipulated another of hisvehiclés controls. "I have
summoned my fellows" he explained. Then he turned back to Perseus. " So, my son, you have explained
why the others are here. But you have not explained why you are here. Y ou may have attached yourself
to these men's quest, but | cannot believe you did not start out on a quest of your own. | know your
kind—the kind we have begotten on mortal women—too well."

Perseus head drooped. "1 was sent by Polydectes, king of Seriphos. He holds my mother'slifein his
hands—my mother Dana&, whom you once loved!"”

Whom you once drugged unconscious and put into a lab! Jason thought searingly. And yet . . . wasit
hisimagination, or did the Teloi's features waver, just for amoment, into an expression he had never seen
on their kind? But then the moment was past, and that unhuman face smoothed itsalf out.

"What does Polydectes want of you in exchange for Danaé's safety?' Zeus asked.

"He commands meto bring him ahead of the Hydra," Perseus mumbled, seemingly reduced to
unaccustomed humility by the magnitude of what he was saying.

"A head of the Hydral" Zeus|et atiny smile escape him for a split second, then remembered himsaif.
"Polydectes presumes too much. It isacommon failing of mortas. Or perhaps he merely wishesto send
you to your death by compelling you to presume too much. Wewill ded with him in due course.”

Persaus|ooked the Tdoi full intheface. "Let me ded with him, Father!™



"l am sure you would, Perseus. But | il fed that you have not fully answered my question. | sense there
is something more to your presence here in the company of these men, whose only motiveisto recover
Deianeira. . . and, | suspect, an article that belongs to her. Something even stronger than your desireto
protect your mother from Polydectes lugt.”

Perseus eyesfdl anew. "Y ou see through to my innermost heart, Father. Yes, | have areason of my own
for seeking Deianeira, and you know it well. | love her—and | know sheloves me!”

Jason'sjaw fell.

Once again, Zeus demondrated that aTeloi could smile, if only dightly.

"Help me, Father," Perseus pleaded, quivering with theintensity it took to force himsdlf to beg.

"| cannot, Perseus." Jason wondered if what he saw in the unhuman face was redlly sorrow.

"But, Father, | have nowhere elseto turn! Not even the sea god Oannes could help me."

No! Jason groaned inwardly. But it wastoo late.

The disturbing dien eyes flashed with sudden dertness. "What did you say?"

"Heled ushere" Perseus explained in hisinnocence. He looked around, puzzled. "But now he has
vanished. | wonder where he could have gone?*

"I think 1 know," said Zeus grimly. He seemed about to say something ese, but then there was a distant
whining hum as though from severd of the "chariots,” and aglow of gpproaching lights appeared in one of
the archways. Zeus went expressionless. "It isout of my hands, Perseus. | cannot help you. No one can.
Not now."

Before anyone could say anything else, severd Teloi swept into view. Their leader exchanged afew
wordswith Zeusin an unknown language, finishing on a peremptory note. Zeus turned back to the



humans. Hisfacewore. . . what? Wasit rel uctance? Jason was il trying to decide when the "head of
the Hydra" came up, and paralysistook him.

* % %

They werefitted with akind of handcuffs and transferred with unfeding efficiency to three of theflying
platforms, which swept away through the hangarlike opening on the far side of the terrace. Lying on the
vehiclesfloor by thefeet of the Teloi driver, unableto move asingle voluntary muscle, Jason could only
catch occasional glimpses of the inconcelvable expanses through which he was being whisked.

Finaly, the"chariot" settled to alanding. Jason was unceremonioudy offloaded. By chance, he was | ft at
an angle from which he could see that he lay on the floor of aroofless, nearly cubica chamber. He heard
rather than saw Nagel and Perseus being dumped beside him. Then the Teloi departed with awhine and
aflash of running lights, and it became apparent that their prison cell wasn't roofless after dl. The roof
rumbled shut above them, leaving them in dim lighting from the ubiquitous wall pandls, awaiting the painful
tingling of renewed sensation.

Perseus was despondent, believing himsalf "turned to stone”’ permanently. He therefore reacted with
surprise when he was the first to be able to stand up. It didn't surprise Jason at al. He wondered if the
resentment he felt might have something to do with what the Hero had said about Deirdre. At least he
had the satisfaction of recovering before Nage!.

Bardly had the historian struggled to hisfeet when the roof above their heads did awvay with agrinding
roar. A flying platform descended. It held Hyperion and asmdler figure—human, wearing alost look.

"Deirdrel” Jason yel ped, forgetting Perseus presence.

It didn't matter. The Hero didn't hear the name. He ssumbled forward, his eyes el oquent.

Deirdre blinked afew times and looked around, as though awakening to her surroundings. She gave
Jason asmile. But then her eyes met Perseus—and her expression changed to something Jason had to
gernly remind himsalf he had no right to resent.

Hyperion clearly recognized that look for what it was, for he gave a satisfied nod. He touched his control
pand, causing Perseus handcuffsto fal away, and motioned come. Before Jason, in the midst of his
whirling emotions—and his struggle to understand those emotions—redlized what was happening, the
Hero stepped onto the platform and took Deirdre's hands. . . and the platform rose upward from the
pitlike chamber.



Jason's paralysisbroke. " Stop!" he shouted, and rushed forward. But the "chariot” swooped away and
was gone. Then asecond vehicle appeared above them and began to descend.

Thisonewas very different from the "chariots': large and bulky, with aminimum of the usud baroque
decorative matifs. It carried two Teloi, neither of whom Jason recognized. It aso bore amachine that
Jason was fairly sure he recognized, despiteitsaien origin. Form, after al, followsfunction . . . and this
included arecliner with ahelmetlike object overhanging one end.

The platform settled to the floor, dmost filling the cell. One of the Teloi held a paralysis beamer on the
humans, while the other beckoned.

"I'll gofirst,” Jason sighed. Before Nagel could argue, he stepped onto the platform, settled onto the
Teloi-sized recliner, and alowed the helmet to be fitted onto his head. His captors strapped himin and
began fiddling with the controls.

"Wait aminute—" Jason began, suddenly darmed.

But the Teloi, unlike the Tempora Regulatory Authority's technicians, were clearly unconcerned with the
effect of imposing new language patterns by direct neurd induction on abrain that was not cushioned by
drugs. . . a least not when that brain was merely ahuman one. They ignored him and activated the
mechine

Jason managed not to scream too much before he fainted.

* % *

He awokelying on apalet in aroom that was small on the Tdloi scade. Nagdl was on another pallet
beside him, still unconscious and very obvioudy il suffering from the indescribable dreamsthat had held
Jasoninthrdl. At first hefelt relief a having escaped from them. But after assessing his
condition—nauses, plitting headache, black depression—he decided the dreams hadn't been so bad
after dl.

But there was no going back to deep. He concentrated on exploring the new language that had been
brutaly and unnaturdly forced on hisbrain.

It was worse than any such adjustment he had ever had to make before. There were, he decided, two
reasons. The other languages he had acquired thisway had been human and, for that matter,
Indo-European. The tongue that now resided uncomfortably in his mind was dtogether dien, witha
structure and a body of assumptions that had begun to diverge the moment the first proto-Teloi and the



firgt proto-human had begun to utter something more meaningful than grunts. And in the second place,
those human languages had bel onged to societies |ess advanced than his, and therefore had contained no
concepts beyond his horizons. The Teloi language, on the other hand, was peppered with words that
were mere noisesto him, for he had no referents. It was unsettling.

Nage findly awoke, even more wretched than Jason. They were given food—nothing startling, just the
local human fare—but not dlowed the rest or the antidepressants they would have gotten in Audtraia
They wereforced to their feet and conducted through one oddly proportioned hall after another, finaly
emerging into alarge octagond chamber with wals and floor of ashiny, slver-veined black. A round
table rose from the center of that floor like anatura outcropping, with Teloi-sized chairs arranged around
itsgleaming top. Only half of those chairs were occupied: asemicircle of about adozen Teloi of both
sexes. Hyperion sat at the center. Jason aso recognized Eurymedon . . . and Zeus.

"Now we can talk," said Hyperion in the language Jason now more or |ess understood.

"May we st down?" asked Jason. He hadn't had an opportunity to practice with the language,
accustoming hisvoca apparatusto it. He was sure his pronunciation must be nearly incomprehensible, so
he spoke with greet care.

Hyperion evidently understood him. Just as evidently, he was taken aback by something other than
automatic, cringing subservience. And, it occurred to Jason, thiswas thefirst time the Teloi had dedlt with
humansinsdether private universe,

"If you wish," Hyperion said indifferently. Jason settled uncomfortably onto one of the outsized chairs,
directly across the table from Hyperion. Nagd followed suit.

"S0," said Jason after aslong a pause as he calculated he could get away with, "what do you want to talk
about?'

"This should be obvious, even to you. We have given you our language, using the same technology we
have used to give oursaves the languages your species has evolved in its various cultures, so that we can
converse without the limitations of the primitive loca language you aready know. So let us proceed. |
trust you will not waste our time by denying you aretime travelers from thisworld's remote future."

Jason congdered doing just that, if only to annoy the Teloi. He reluctantly concluded that the emotional
satisfaction involved was outweighed by the chance of obtaining information by playing aong. Besdes
which, he had to admit, if only to himself, that it was agreet reief to be able to communicatein acivilized
language—even though he had to concentrate to understand Hyperion, despite the effort the Teloi was



making to spesk dowly and distinctly.

"Theresno point in denying it,” he said carefully, "inasmuch as you've dready obtained one of the devices
that enables usto travel intime, by chopping it out of our companion Deirdre.”" Herisked aquick
sde-glance at Nagel, with a glare he hoped the historian would correctly interpret as Shut up and let me
do the talking. Fortunately, Nagd <till seemed too listlessto blurt anything out.

"Yes," Hyperion nodded. Jason wondered if the Telol did that naturdly, or if they had picked it up from
humans. " She has admitted to being atime traveler. We only need for you to verify certain el ements of
her sory."

Classic interrogation technique, thought Jason, with hislaw enforcement background. "Whereis she,
by theway?" he temporized.

"With the genetically modified specimen known as Perseus. He, like most of hiskind, has proven
unsatisfactory in variousways." Hyperion gave Zeus asupercilious glance, which the latter stonily
ignored. "We had adready intended to use her as breeding stock. Being from severa thousand yearsin
the future, sheis presumably a more evolved specimen than is currently available. Now, since sheand
Perseus have evidently formed a sexud attraction, we have decided to let them breed without any genetic
manipulation, thus producing a'control.’ Later, there will be plenty of time to usethe two of themina
program of artificid insemination and germ+-line genetic engineering in our ongoing effortsto produce a
useful, worthwhile variety of your species—avariety worthy of the honor of being our worshipers and
sarvitors, the role we created you for.”

Don't do us any favors, Jason thought. It was amenta defense mechanism, enabling him to maintain his
self-control and not give way to the various emotions he was feding—one of which wasasuicidd urgeto
spring across the table and lock his hands around Hyperion's throat.

Nage abruptly came out of historpor. He leaned forward and spoke in areckless rush, histongue
stumbling over the unpracticed phonemes. "Thisisinsanity! What do you hope to accomplish? Doesn't
the fact that we've come from the far future of thisworld—a future that our race rules, afuturein which
you're nothing but dimly remembered mythologica figuresfrom religions thousands of years dead—tdll
you that youre going to fail?*

"Not necessarily. Y ou come from one possible future. Now that we know of it, we can forestall it. So
you see, you blundered badly in coming back to this era. We are going to change destiny itsalf, and wipe
out the perverted future that spawned you! And thefind irony isthat your world of fera humanswill have
served a purpose, by providing us with something we have lacked. We have the femaestime-travel
device; wewill have yours, as soon as we extract them from you. Eventualy, we will learn their secret,
and then we will be able to roam at will through the eond!”



Nagel's mouth hung open. "But . . . but . . . that's not theway it . . ."
Jason suddenly knew what he had to do.

"You sniveling little prick!" heyelled at Nagdl, who stared in shock. Y ou were dwaysin love with
Derdrel And when she wouldn't have you, you conspired with Perseus” He flung himself sideways,
wrestling Nagel to the floor and locking an arm around histhroat. The historian gasped for air.

"Eod! Heliog! Separate them!™ he heard Hyperion command.

"Sidney!" hewhispered harshly into the historian's ear. "Don't tell them the truth about time travel!
Deirdre must have been mideading them. Their ignoranceis the only wegpon weve got.”

Hefelt Nagd's chin bob up and down as he nodded, just before two Teloi pulled them apart.

"Enough of thisnonsense," Hyperion said coldly. "Such behavior isonly to be expected of fera humans.
If you cannot control yourselves, wewill continuethison our arriva a Crete.”

"Crete?' Even at thismoment, Nagel |ooked transfigured.

"Yes. Mogt of our fellows—including the most senior among us—are dready on theidand of Kaliste,
where the chief temple of our worshipersislocated. But we will go to Crete firs—the political center.
Certain formalities must be observed. So that iswhere the pirates are even now transporting the
dimensona anchor for this habitat."

Jason thought about it. It was, to say theleadt, an interesting mode of trangportation: aship carrying the
gateway which defined your universe's location relative to the larger universe. Only . . . "What if the ship
gnks?"' he couldn't resist asking.

Hyperion looked disgusted. "Naturdly we have an aircar aoft in case of emergencies. But why am |
wadting time talking to such asyou?' He made an impatient gesture. " Take them back to the holding
aea"



"I'll takethem,” Zeus said quickly.

Hyperion gave awave of indifference. Zeus gestured with his paralyzer and they preceded him through
the door.

"Why don't you transport the portal deviceto Cretein one of your aircars?' Jason asked Zeus, breaking
the slence asthe Teloi conducted them through the labyrinthine corridors. "Why wait for the piratesto
row agdley there?'

Zeuslooked puzzled by the question. It occurred to Jason that arace with lifespan measured in millennia
might well bein less of arush. Zeus words seemed to confirmit, for he didn't even address the question
of travel time. "We et the priests deliver it to the Minos on Crete because performing such afunction
enhancesther prestige, and hence their ussfulnessto us."

"But," Nagd wondered, "isthe Minoswilling to accept anything from outlaws?"

"Why, of course." Againthe Teloi seemed surprised at having to explain anything so obvious. "The
Echinadian pirates accept his ultimate rligious authority. And they have many ways of making themselves
useful to him—for example, kegping the coastal communitiesin a proper sate of fear.”

Jason found himsdf nodding. He didn't pretend to Nagdl's knowledge of this era, but he had agood
grounding in various later periods of history—Ilike the late twentieth century, when terrorists had been the
shock troops of totditarianism, arelationship which many in the West had been strangely unable or
unwilling to recognize.

They passed through afina door, and were in what Hyperion had called the "holding area'—aterm of
which Jason had taken note. The celling was in place above their heads, which gave Jason an excuse for
looking up. What he was redlly looking for was some evidence of surveillance equipment. He completed
his quick survey, satisfied that there were no cameras or audio pickupsin the chamber.

Zeus stood by the door as arobotic servitor floated amost silently in with food and water. "Here you will
remain,” explaned the Teoi. "l amin charge of you, and | will see you are not made unnecessarily
uncomfortable, aslong asyou cause no trouble.”

"Thank you," said Jason. "Will we be allowed to see our companion Deirdre? And your . . . son
Perseus?’



Zeuswent expressionless. "That isout of the question. Their fate is now distinct from yours. Accept this.”
He seemed about to say more, but then turned abruptly and was gone. The door did shut behind him.

Nagel dumped to thefloor.

Jason sat beside him. " Sorry about what | had to do, back there," he said in alow voice. "But | couldn't
let you reved thetruth."

A flicker of puzzled interest awokein Nagd. "But why are you talking about it now? Aren't you
afrad—?'

"No. I'm reasonably sure there are no surveillance devicesin here. It makes sense. Remember Hyperion
cdledit a'holding area,’ not a'prison’ or a'detention ared or anything like that. We'rethefirst intruders
to ever get into this pocket universe. They've never needed a prison before. | don't know what they
normally use this chamber for, but it's just amakeshift cell. Also, from every thing I've seen and heard
about the Telai, | doubt if they'd be willing to trust any of their number with the authority to emplace bugs
herein their private universe. So aslong aswe don't yell, we can talk with some freedom. That, by the
way, waswhy | waswilling to try goading Zeustheway | did."

"But. .. why goad him at all 7"

"Because | think he'sthewesk link in the Teloi chain. Some of the things've seen . . . things about his
relationship to Hyperion and the rest of the Old Gods. But most of al, thereéswhat he didn't give away to
them.”

Nage was clearly logt. "Give away to them?”

"Remember how Perseus blabbed to him about Oannes? But Hyperion never asked us about that. Zeus
must not have told him. Otherwise, he surely would have been concerned about one of their old enemies
being ontheloosein here”

"No doubt," came athird voice.



They siwung in the direction from which the sound had come, just in time to seeawavering inthe air
resolveitself into Oannes, looking somewhat the worse for wear.

"Y ou are correct about the lack of viewing and listening devices here," he said into the stunned silence. "l
have verified it with instruments. And now . . . may | trouble you for some of your food? | have not eaten
inawhile”

Chapter Sixteen

S0," said Jason after the famished Nagom had taken the edge off his hunger, "1 suppose you're going to
tell usyou have someinvishility devicethat letsyou vanish from sght.”

"Actudly, | do." Oannes pointed to one of the devices hanging from his harness. "It bendslight around.”
This could be said in Achaean, and it made neither more nor less sensethan it did in any other human
language. Only in Jason's era had generating afield such as the one the Nagom was describing become a
theoretical possibility. But in fact, they were using the Teloi language. Ironically, Jason and Nagel now
knew it better than Oannes. But the Nagom could get by init.

"So how can you see while using it?" asked Jason, interested.

"The device compensates. Imperfectly, to be sure. But one can view the outsde world in blurred shades
of gray." Oannes paused to take another bite. At thisrate, Jason reflected sourly, Oannes would leave
Nagel and himself on short rations. But, he had to admit, Oannes had been without food quite alot longer
than they, if he'd been skulking around in the corners since they had lost sight of him.

"| gather you aso have something in that handy tool kit that shields you from acapturefield.”

"Unfortunately, | don't. But as soon as | detected that platform approaching, | knew what was going to
happen. | immediatdly activated the invisibility field and stepped away. Y ou didn't notice my
disappearance, asyou were. . . otherwise occupied.”

"That'soneway to put it,” said Jason dryly.

Nagd waslessinclined to take matters philosophicdly. ™Y ou might have included usin your invisibility
fidd!"



"Asyou may note, thisisavery smal modd. It only worksfor asingleindividud. That individud'sliving
flesh isthe basisfor the field, which conformsto the shape of the body. An area-effect field generator
such asyou are visudizing cannot be miniaturized to thisleve "

Nagel refused to be mallified. "Y ou could at least have told us what you were going to do.”

"Therewasno time. | had to act ingtantly, or | would have been captured. Thisway, at least one of usis
at liberty—for now, at any rate."

"Y ou don't sound too optimistic,” Jason observed. "Do the Teloi have sensorsthat can detect an
operating invighility fiedd?'

"They do. But such sensors are short-range, and directiond in nature. Still, | was listening when Perseus
blurted out the fact that | was present—and that | had vanished, afeat whose explanation the Teloi know
quitewdl. I'm only surprised that | was ableto dip into this chamber so easily while the two of you were
gone. I'm sure an organized search for meis afoot, even though | have seen no sgnsof it."

"Infact, it dmogt certainly isn't.” Jason briefly described their interview with Hyperion and hisfellows,
"They never asked us about you," he concluded. "Zeus must have kept his knowledge to himself."

Oanneswent absolutely silent and motionlessfor severa heartbeats. Human ones, anyway. "Thisis. . .
curious," hefindly said. "I must think onit.”

"Whileyourethinking onit, let metdl you what Hyperion did say. Their tame pirates are transporting the
dimensond interface-cum-idol to Crete." The Teloi, of course, had used the current name Keftiu for the
idand, but mentaly trandating it had become automatic for Jason. "He also mentioned that most of the
other Teloi are aready on Kaliste, but that the pirates are going to observe the proprieties and take usto
Cretefirg."

"S0," said Oannes softly, "amgjor gathering of the Teloi on Kaligte. . ." He seemed to withdraw into
deep thought, ignoring the humans.

"Uh. .. thismight makeit alittle more complicated to get to your cache of Nagom tech on Kdliste,
mightn't it?" Jason offered, in an attempt to bring Oannes out of histrance.



"Also," Nagd chimed in, "Hyperion said something about the 'most senior' of the Teloi being there. What
did he mean by that?'

"What?' Oannes nictitating membranes shuttered back and forth afew times, and he seemed to
remember where hewas. "Oh, yes. These Teloi have no rigidly structured organization, you understand.
Such things do not come naturally to their race, and least of dl to individuals like these who took up
resdence on this planet. And their interreationships are in aconstant state of flux due to their incessant
intriguing among themsdlves, barely restrained by their consciousness of acommon interest. But certain of
their number possess more prestige than others. Onein particular: the one known in this culture as
Cronus."

"Zeus father," Nagd breathed.

"Why, yes. How did you know?"

"Therdationship isremembered in mythology evenin our time."

"Well, heisthe most powerful of the lot—the first among equas. The oneto whom dl the others defer.”
The big enchilada, Jason thought, summoning up avery old expression. "But they are going to bein the
persond territory of Rhea, who has made Crete and the nearby idands her particular field of operations.
Kaliseis something of aneutral meeting ground for them, but socidly they are her guestswhen they are
there

"Our legends remember her asthe wife of Cronus," said Nagd.

"Therethey arewrong. | daresay the later mythmakers will superimpose the family patterns they know
onto their gods. But in fact the Teloi have no ingtitution comparable to marriage. They arethe ultimate
atomic individuas, held together only by sdlf-interest. And they practice absolute gender equdity. Itis
only because childbirths are so very rare among them that the father is known with certainty.”

Deirdre should approve, Jason reflected wryly. He was opening his mouth to ask a question when one
of the smal devices hanging from Oannes harness began to beep in time with aflashing light. The Nagom
hadtily switched it off.

"You are about to receive vistors," he explained to Jason. Without another word, he touched another



device, and faded into invisibility.

Jason barely had enough timeto raise hislower jaw back into position when the door did open to admit
a Teloi—Jason thought he recognized the one called Helios—and one of the quietly floating
servo-robots. Jason wondered if the robot's energy output was what Oannes' sensor had detected. It
gathered up the dishes under Helios watchful eye. . . and the hungry eyes of the humans, who couldn't
admit that they hadn't been the onesto consume the food. After it had floated away, the Teloi turned to
them.

"The porta device hasarrived in Crete. Zeus will come for you soon. Prepare yoursalves for departure.

All a once Jason's hunger was forgotten. He stared at Helios, waiting for something further that would
cause what the Teloi had just said to make sense. But Helios only turned to go.

"Wait!" Jason called out. "Even if the pirates |oaded that ‘idol" onto aship and started out the instant we
were captured—"

Helios cut him off in atone of puzzled contempt. "Of course they didn't. A ship had to be provisioned.
And there are lengthy ritua observances that must be performed whenever the object is moved.”

"But . .." Desperately, Jason wondered if the brute-force impostion of the Teloi language on hisbrain's
gpeech centers had left him with an even more imperfect understanding than held thought. "Bt . . . we
can't bein Crete dready!"

Hdios gave him alook of uncomprehending irritation, and was gone. Jason was | eft staring at the closed
door. Presently Oannes shimmered back into visibility.

"Did you hear?" Jason demanded.

"Yes. Thefidd has no effect on atmospheric vibrations. There is another device which doesin fact
interfere with sound waves, by a process of—"

Jason wasn't in the mood. " Then what was al that nonsense about us dready being in Crete?!



Oanneslooked at him oddly. "Y ou redly don't understand, do you? Well, within an artificialy crested
pocket dimension like this one, thetimerate relative to the larger universeisentirdly arbitrary. The Teloi
prefer to arrange matters so that |ess time passes here than on the outside. Remember | mentioned that
they are not redly immorta. Of |ate, they have begun to suffer from intimations of mortdity . . . especialy
their first generation. Thisis oneway they can prolong the time in which they seem unchanged in the eyes
of their human worshipers.”

But Jason had stopped listening before the last two sentences.

Asthough from agreat distance, he heard Nagel's voice. The historian had grasped one point &t least.
"Oannes, thisis very important: How much time has passed in the outside world while we've been
here?"

"I cannot possibly answer that question. As| have explained, it depends entirely on the time rate the Teloi
have set—which | have no way of knowing."

"Well," Nagd spluttered, "how much time can have passed?!

"An interesting question. | do not know if thereis atheoretica upper limit on the time-rate differential.
However, thereis no reason why such an upper limit would be approached in this case. At mogt, the
pirates and their priests were probably alowed ardatively leisurdy schedule to prepare for avigt to their
overlordsin Crete. | would be very surprised if the elapsed time has been more than amatter of weeks,
or perhaps months.”

"Months! But that meansit may be autumn by now! So it's possible that aready the—"

Realization of what Nagel was about to say brought Jason struggling up out of shock.

"Widl, well find out soon, won't we?" he interrupted, forcing heartinessinto his voice and clapping Nagd
on the shoulder. That brought the historian's eyes around to stare at him. He met those eyes with alook
that not even Nagel could misinterpret. Then he turned back to Oannes. "Tell uswhat'swaiting for usin
Crete"

"The pirate ship will have landed at Amnisos, the port of Knossos. There, you will be turned over to the
Minos and conveyed to the palace.”



"Weve heard that title before,” Nagd said eagerly. "Zeusused it. In our cultures myths, 'Minos isthe
name of aking of Crete around whom many legends clustered—severa generations worth of them, in
fact. For that reason, it has been widdly supposed that 'Minos was atitle, like 'Pharoah’ in Egypt.”

"That is essentially correct. Heisthe priest-king. The priesthood in Creteislargely femae, dueto Rheals
primacy there. But the supreme head is required to be awarrior aswell asa priest. That tradition has
survived even though dl of Crete haslong since been so totally subservient to the rule of Knossos and its
'gods that fortifications are unnecessary.”

Another blow to the chops for poor old Sr Arthur Evans, Jason reflected.

Nage's mouth was haf open with another question when Oannes spoke hagtily. "They are coming,
doubtlessto lead you to the portal. While this chamber is open, | will dip away. Remember: you must not
reved my existence to any of them except Zeus, who aready knows."

"But what will you be doing?' Nagdl asked.
"What | can." And Oannes was gone from sight, just asthe door did open to admit Zeus.

Jason expected to be whisked back to what he thought of asthe "reception area’ on one of the open
arrcars. But, aswas often the case, Teloi behavior did not follow what seemed wholly logica patterns.
They were marched through the endless corridors with Zeusin the lead. A couple of the hovering
robots—no waiters these, fitted with paralysis wegpons rather than dishes—followed watchfully behind.

"I've had time to think things through,” Nage whispered, emboldened by Zeus seeming indifferenceto
their presence. " Santorini—or 'Kalliste as | suppose we should cadl it, snceit'sstill one largeidand, not
yet reduced to the idets of the Santorini group—must not have exploded yet, evenif it is now autumn.
After dll, if the Teloi are aware that weve arrived in Crete, they must also be aware of conditions there.
They could hardly have missed such acataclysm!™ He sounded positively chipper.

"That makes sense,” Jason whispered back. "Only . . ." He hesitated, and once again he heard that
mocking echo of hisown voice: "No point in upsetting people with things they don't need to know. .

To hell with that! hethought savagely. Sdney has a right to know. | told himwe're all in this
together. Did | mean that, or was | just farting at the wrong end?



"'Only'. .. 7" Nage queried.

"There's something you haven't thought of, Sidney," Jason whispered harshly. "Remember what | told you
about the TRDS? They activate automaticaly, at apreset time. And the timer uses an interna atomic
clock. It's been ticking away while weve been in thismini universe—ticking at the samerate a which
timemoveshere

Nagd 4till looked blank. Jason drew a deep breath and reminded himsdlf to continue spesking in a
whisper.

"It hasn't ticked enough while we've been here, Sidney! Asfar asit's concerned, weve only spent a
couple of dayswhile the outside universe—the universe that includes the displacer stage in twenty-fourth
century Australia—has spent weeks or months, according to Oannes. It's going to keep on ticking, until it
reachesits preset number of ticks—which it won't do until weeks or months after it's supposed to, asfar
asthelinear present is concerned.”

Horrified understanding began to dawn in Nagd'sface.

"S0," Jason continued inexorably, "we won't appear on the stage at the moment we're scheduled to—an
event unprecedented in the history of the Tempora Regulatory Authority. Instead, welll appear & some
point in time weeks or months later. Rutherford will have no way of knowing when that will be."

"And therefore won't know when to make sure the stageis clear for us," Nagel said tondlesdy.

"Y ou've grasped it," Jason sSighed.

Then they could talk no longer, for they emerged into the "reception area'—the tiered, domed chamber
from whose circumference the five main corridors receded like the spokes of awhed. A live Teloi now
sat at the small control panel where Perseus had |eft a dead one, and other tall dien figures stood about,
wating.

But Jason had no eyesfor any of it. Another Teloi emerged from another of the five archways, leading
another two humans.



"Deirdre!" he called out.
She looked around wildly, and grasped Perseus arm moretightly. " Jason!" she shouted, spotting him.

But now there was something that had been absent when Jason had been here before, cut off by the
dying hand of aTeloi. Animmeateria three-yard hoop glowed in midair, and the eye flinched away from
what was within it. Then, without any trangition the eye and the mind could perceive, the hoop was gone
and therewas ahole in redlity through which the light of the M editerranean sun could be glimpsed.

Wasit just Jason'simagination, or did that sunlight have aqudity of autumn about it?

Chapter Seventeen

The four humans were herded together and prodded forward. Their accustomed weight returned as they
stepped across the intangible boundary and Earth's gravity reasserted control. Then they were through
the portd, and the natural world was dl around them, marred only by the circle through which the Teloi's
extradimensiona congtruct could be glimpsed like a smudge of something that should never have been.

Jason would never bereligious. But as he stood in the sunlight and looked around &t the seaand the land
and the sky as they were intended to be, he thought he understood what it was that religious people felt.

The port of Amnisoswas a the mouth of what passed for ariver in Crete, abreak in theyelow cliffsthat
made theidand's coast so forbidding. Theidol was still on the ship, but the portal had opened near the
base of amole which extended out into the water from arough seawal, behind which brightly painted
houses—some of them three or four stories—stood in ranks on the terraced shore. The

pai nt—ypredominantly blue and white and red—could not compete in gaudiness with the crowd that now
sank in one vast genuflection to the ground that Zeus feet had touched. The peacock feathers on the
men's turbanlike headdresses drooped and brushed the ground asthey groveled, as did the less showy
plumage on thewomen's small hats. From Jason's standpoint, those hats were the least exotic item of
local feminine appard—and the least interesting. They wore ankle-length, multilayered skirts, and tight,
embroidered bodices that |eft the breasts exposed save for awisp of tranducent fabric. By contrast, the
men wore little more than acombination of girdle and shorts. Both sexes wore an astonishing amount of
makeup and jewdry.

Zeus spokein avoice of rolling thunder. Jason decided the artificia amplification probably camefroma
tiny device stuck with adhesive to the divine throat. Hiswords were addressed to aman knedling before
athronelike chair on aplatform resting on the backs of eight crouching daves, and were spokenin the
language of the idands, which Jason couldn't understand. But the Teloi must have granted permission to
stand, for the man rose to hisfeet amid agenera indrawing of breeth at the stupendous honor being done



him.

Perseus gasped. "The Minos himself! Here! He dmost never leavesthe pdace.”

Jason looked at the priest-king more closely. He wore along, elaborate, deep-blue robe and an even
more elaborate golden dress helmet shaped to suggest abull's head, complete with horns. Even through
the makeup that made his age impossible to estimate, his expression was unmistakable: bred-in arrogance
currently overlaid with terror. Thelook was reflected in his voice as he spoke aresponse.

"Can you understand what they're saying, Perseus?’ Jason whispered.

"Partly. On Seriphos, wherel grew up, the common people speak atongue much like that of Keftiu.
Zeus has commanded the Minos to take usto the palace at Knossos and present us to the goddess
Rhea Heisaso to take theidol—it isto bein hiscarefor atime. Heaso says. . . | couldn't redlly
understand this part, Jason. He said you and Synon and Delaneira have affronted Cronus himsdlf. What
does he mean by that?'

Jason remained silent. Behind him, he heard Nagel mutter, "Cronus—the god of time."

"There's something else, Jason," Perseus continued in atroubled voice. "But surdly | must have
misunderstood it. | thought he said something about the sailing season being over, which was one of the
reasonstheidol isbeing left in the Minos keeping for now. But how can that be, Jason? That's not until
the autumn gales blow. And yet . . . the wind does seem to be blowing strongly from the west, doesn't it?
And it seems cooler than it ought to be. What does it mean, Jason? What has happened?”

"l don't know," said Jason. What else am | supposed to say? he asked himself. Himsdlf gave no answer.

The formalities cameto an end. Zeus "chariot" floated through the porta by itsdlf, to a collective sound of
rapturous awe from the crowd. Remote control, Jason thought, must seem supernatural here. Zeus
boarded the aircar and flew away to the south. And, at what must have been a preset moment, the portal
vanished.

It reminded Jason of something he had neglected for awhile. He summoned up the map spliced into his
optic nerve, and confirmed his near certainty. Only Nagd's TRD showed. Deirdreés must till bein the
Teloi's pocket universe—aholeinto which the dirt had just been pulled.



Then he remembered something el se. He looked to the north, out to ses, at the horizon beyond which lay
Kalliste, whose fragmentswould later be named Santorini.

Risng from that horizon was afaint tendril of smoke.

He and Nagel made eye contact. No words were needed.

The crowd dispersed, most of the dignitaries going to the dave-borne litters that Jason now noticed in the
background. Other daves, under the pompous supervision of priests, put theidol on a stretcherlike
framework that seemed inadequate to carry it. Four of them lifted the framework up and conveyed the
idol to asolid-whedled cart drawn by garlanded oxen. It trundled off between the houses and onto the
Knossos road, followed by the Minos on his super-litter (which was what held been standing on, atop
the daves backs). That potentate was now seated but—Jason thought with a certain grim
satisfaction—forced to breathe the oxen's dust astheidol preceded him. The prisonersweretaken in
hand by asquad of soldiers, equipped much like their mainland counterparts Jason had seen at Tiryns,
complete with figure-eight shields covered with oxhide, but with more of an air of disciplined military
polish. They fell in at the rear of the procession, and trudged aong aroad that wasn't the same asthe one
they'd taken from Herakleion in the twenty-fourth century, but which led through alandscape that was
strangely similar despite being more forested . . . dthough the dave gangstoiling in the olive groves and
orchards were ajarring touch.

After atime, theroad joined the one with which Jason was familiar—or at least its ancestor. So he knew
what to expect when they neared the foothills of the distant mountain range. Or at least he thought he did.
But then they passed beyond the screen of cypresses.

Jason had seen Sir Arthur Evans recongtructions, and he had seen numerous artists conceptions. Neither
had prepared him for the sheer impact of tiered and terraced colonnades, crowning the ridge and
covering its dopes with loggia after stepped-back loggia, rank after rank of downward-tapering red
pillars, the roofline crowned with stylized bulls hornsthat arrogantly gored the sky.

Hisintellect reminded him of the pyramids and the Great Wall of China, and insisted that, like those,
Knossos embodied nothing that couldn't be accomplished with enough daves and enough time. Therest
of him knew he was seeing something that did not belong in thisera

Hefdt the collective motion of the column halting, and looked back over his shoulder. Perseus had
stopped dead as though from a blow to the gut. He had never seen, or imagined, such aplace asthis.
What must he be feeling? Jason wondered. The Teloi pocket universe was a thing of the gods, so it
was supposed to be incomprehensible. But he knows what man-made things are like, and he
knows this cannot be one of them.



Nagel had aso hated, but his face wore another expression. It was not an expression Jason could put a
nameto. But he knew that if they all died in the next hour, Nage would count it worthwhile.

"Move, dog dirt!" growled aguard in heavily accented Achaean. He prodded Perseus in the back with
his spear buit.

The numbed expression vanished from the Hero's face, replaced by something e se. Jason knew what
that something was, and he braced himself for the explosion of superhumanly swift violence that would
leave half the guards dead or dying and the other half looking down on four corpses. . . .

But then Deirdre touched Perseus arm and whispered something inaudible in his ear. The moment
passed. They dl stumbled forward.

The procession followed the road past villas that would have been impressive in any other setting, with an
outdoor amphithesater in the distance to the left. Here the oxcart turned | eft and moved away toward the
northern end of the palace. The rest of them continued on before turning, and approached the palace
from the west across akind of open plaza. They entered through a propylon with agrest red
lintel-column rising from its gleaming floor. “The West Porch,” Nagel said, not seeming to care who heard
him. . . and Jason knew where hewas, in terms of what he had seen in the twenty-fourth century. He
aso knew that something was missing.

"Sidney," he whispered, asthey were waiting for the Minos to descend, stepping on the back of adave
who crouched to serve as his step stoal. "Where are the frescoes?”

"What?' Nagd shook himsdlf out of the trance held fallen into as he avidly sought to memorize everything
hiseyestook in. "Oh, yes. They haven't been painted yet. That has been recognized for along time. . .
that is, it will have been recognized for along timein our era. . . oh, you know what | mean! Anyway,
the frescoes we associate with Knossos date from the period of the New Paace—dightly later than this,
athough much is unclear about just exactly when and how the transition took place. Equaly unclear isthe
reason for the artistic efflorescence that will take place then. But it appears that the basic structure of the
palace has reached its final form by now, as haslong been suspected.”

Then further conversation became impossible as the procession got moving again. They entered through a
doorway to theleft, and proceeded along along corridor whose floor of cemented stone dabs had a
central causeway of gypsum. (" The Corridor of the Procession,” Nagel murmured.) Eventudly the
passageway took aright turn, and aterrace with aloggia could be glimpsed through openingsto the right,
giving light. More light came from an open areato the | eft, which they passed through and entered an
elaborate entryway. (" The South Propylaeum," Nagel's monologue continued.) Beyond was awide



staircase, open to the sky, atop which was avestibule giving entry to avast colonnaded hal into which
light filtered from an open corridor to the left and glinted on the spearpoints of the ranked guards. They
turned again, crossing the cement-paved corridor under the sky, and entered the vastest hal yet, its roof
supported by two massive central columns. Here, the Minos settled onto a gypsum throne set againgt the
far wall, and the courtiers took their ceremonid places. The guards prodded the four prisonersforward
to stand before the throne, at a considerable distance.

It was undeniably an impressve display of architecture, especidly consdering that dl thismasswason
the second story. (Jason recaled, with the help of hisimplant, that it rested on great masonry pierson
ground level, where the storerooms for the Minos treasure were located.) But it al had ahieratic
oppressiveness that not even the ubiquitous light wells could dleviate. These walls were painted, but only
in uninspired geometric patterns. Nowhere was there any trace of the dazzling frescoes—the naturaistic,
life-affirming art that later ageswould link admiringly with the Minoans. Theingstent background chanting
and the pervasive smdll of incensedidn't help.

Then the crowd parted as aline of women entered from adoor to the right. They were dressed in the
usual way, except that their breasts lacked even the largely symbolic covering provided by the usual
trand ucent chemises, and their long dresses had even more layers and flounces, dyed in every color of
the rainbow. The onein the lead seemed middle-aged—although it was hard to tell, through the makeup
that practically disguised her membership in the human family. Shewore atall, gilded headdress shaped
like atapering cylinder, its surface fashioned into a pair of circling snakes. She and the Minos—who
appeared to be doing an admirable job of controlling hisjoy at seeing her—spoke what seemed to be a
series of respongve formulas. Then the ceremony ended. The priestesses, as Jason assumed them to be,
led the way out, and the prisoners were hustled aong in their wake.

"What was that al about, Perseus?’ Jason dared to whisper asthey crossed the open corridor.

"I'm not sure. They were using an old-fashioned form of the Keftiu tongue, different from what the people
speak nowadays. But | think the priestesses are taking us before the goddess Rheafor purification. The
Minos hasto alow it, before he can do whatever it is he plansfor us.”

Jason nodded. He didn't pretend to Nagd's knowledge of thismilieu, but he had spent timein the Middle
Ages, and he recdled the delicate ba ance between "the Church Militant” and "the Secular Arm.”

They returned the way they had come, down the broad staircase and through the vestibule to the
processiond corridor, but thistime they turned in the opposite direction, then turned | eft. Jason began to
undergtand the legend of the Labyrinth.

They finally emerged into the great central court. This, at least, resembled the artists conceptions,
surrounded by three level s of colonnaded terraces, broken by various staircases and monumental



entryways. Then they were across the courtyard and into astairwdl illuminated by clerestories. ("The
Grand Staircase," Nagd breathed.) They ascended aflight of steps, threaded more passageways, and
then turned into agreat multipillared areawith three light wells. ("The Hall of the Double Axe," Nagdl
whispered.) Jason saw the ornamenta axesthat wereto give the hal its archaeologica name, mounted
on pillars. In the center of the floor was a sunken water-filled basin. But he hardly noticed any of this, for
at thefar end loomed a statue that was like the image of the chief priestess, only twice her height and
incomparably more resplendent—or, some might have said, gaudy—uwith skin of ivory, hair of bronze,
and lacquer dress glittering with precious stonesin the dim clerestory light. The arms were outstretched,
and around them coiled golden serpents. Also of gold were the nipples and other areasthat were
covered with makeup on the living version. Imagination failed at the cost of the thing.

The chief priestess abased herself before the statue, and agreat dedl of responsive chanting went on
between her and her subordinatesin the archaic cult language. Perseus was clearly straining to
understand it, and the longer it went on the more agitated he looked.

The priestess turned her dark, heavily mascaraed eyes on the prisoners, and deigned to speak in
accented Achaean. "Y ou are to be purified,” sheintoned, indicating the lustrl basin. " Afterwards, you
will be dedicated to the Goddess Rhea. Y ou, Perseus of Seriphos, are to be housed with the woman
Deianeira, for the gods have plansfor the two of you. The men Jason and Synon are to be gelded, thus
rendering them more acceptabl e to the goddess.”

For thefirgt time, Jason noticed a stone table off to theright. It held a set of bronze knives. An older-than
average priestess stood besideit, flanked by brawvny mae assstants. Wasit just hisimagination, or did
he detect aglint of eagernessin her eyes?

Heforced his heart rate down as he looked behind him at the ranked guards. Maybe if | spring forward
before the guards have time to react | can grab the chief priestess and use her for a hostage. . . .
No. If dl esefailed, aTeloi would come and smply paralyze al concerned. And afterwards, the
priestesseswould redly makeit lagt.

So let's see, he thought as swesat began to pop out. What can | say—what appeals, or warnings, or
anything else—that will cut any ice here?

He was ill wondering when Perseus—who, he would have thought, had less cause for darm than any of
them—suddenly stepped forward and cried out in avoice that dispelled the funereal solemnity likea
strong wind blowing away dust and cobwebs.

"No! | am Perseus, son of Zeus, and | do not bel ong to the goddess Rhea, or to any of the Old Gods. |
ammy father's, for him aloneto judge.”



Only one guard was able to break free of the general speechless horror. " Silence, barbarian!™ he hissed,
sepping forward. Histal figure-eight shield was at his Side, not covering his bare torso. With hisusud
hair-trigger swiftness, Perseus rammed an elbow backwards into the unprotected solar plexus. The guard
doubled over in aclatter of dropped spear and shield. The Hero took another step forward, and only the
basin separated him from the chief priestess, who stood asimmobile as the statue behind her.

Perseus met her unblinking eyes, and hisvoicerang. "I cal on my father!"

"Doyou?' cameanew voice.

Behind the Satue, aglow of light appeared. There must be a doorway back there, Jason told himself.
The sound that went up as the crowd sank to its hands and knees was one of terror held tightly in check
lest it provoke something even worse than its object of fear.

Thelight intensified into an ingtant's eye-hurting glare, and at that moment one of the Teloi "chariots'
drifted out, holding afemae Tdoi. Evenin his present frame of mind, he couldn't help admiring the sheer
theatricaism of the entrance. Something € se he couldn't help admiring, since the "goddess' was dressed
inaverson of the priestesses costume—or, morelikely, the origind of that costume—wasthe
incontrovertible proof that the Telol species was mammalian.

The herd sound in the hall sank to alow moan, above which rose occasiond wails of "Rheal”

Even Perseus took a step back. Jason was glad he wasn't on the receiving end of the look Rhea gavethe
Hero.

"Y our kind has dways been a disgppointment to us, Perseus. Even more of a disappointment than the
ordinary human stock, from whom nothing better can be expected.” She ran her gaze over the crowd,
which cringed with new intengity, as though trying to burrow into the floor and escape those terrible eyes.
She turned away from them with disgusted contempt and addressed Perseusaone. "Yes. . . we gods
had high hopes for your kind. But instead of guiding the lesser humansinto a proper reverencefor ther
crestors, you have proven more gpt to lead them into even more blatant acts of disobedience and
presumptuousness! So it has been ever since the time of Gilgamesh, athousand years ago. But now you
have invented awhole new form of insolence, by seeking the aid of oneimmortal against another! All the
more S0 because the god you invokeis one of the younger generation, whosefilia duty to us of the—"

"I no longer acknowledge the Old Gods!" Perseus words seemed to hang suspended in the



incense-heavy air, and Jason expected a new exhalation of horror a his act of interrupting the goddess.
But there was nothing. The blasgphemy the Hero had uttered was beyond the threshold of outrage. Even
Rhea was speechless.

"The Old Gods broke the link between themsalves and mortals when they violated the law that separates
theliving from the dead,” Perseus continued into the silence he had created. "They loosed the bonds that
hold together dl the certaintiesthat have aways existed intheworld . . . including their own right to our
worship. So now—"

"Besdlent!" Rheashouted, abruptly emerging from her shock into something approaching hysteria. "Do
you dare to claim that there are laws governing the world which bind the gods themsalves? And that
mortals can hold the gods answerable for failure to abide by these laws? Thisis madness! We owe you
nothing, and you owe us everything. Y ou need ud"

"Weneed gods. . . but perhaps not dl the gods. | call again upon my father Zeus!"

"Hewill not answer. He knows his place.”

But then Jason became aware of a second glow of light, thistime from behind him. He turned and stared
as Zeusglided in, the guards scattering before him and fdling to the floor.

Rhea stared, speechless, and her dien face wore an expression Jason could not interpret. But then the
spdl | broke, and she spoke in a peremptory rush.

The crowd wore alook of uncomprehending awe, for thiswas not the ceremonia tongue of Crete, nor
even related to it, or to any language ever fashioned for human throats. In fact, their expressonstold
Jason they had never heard this language before. He had, for he remembered these sounds, from another
dimengion. But he couldn't understand that angry staccato outburst. An academicaly correct form of the
Teloi language had been brutdly forced upon hisbrain. 1t had enabled him to converse with Hyperion
and Zeus. But he didn't have a prayer of following this spate of idiomatic invective.

Zeus responded in the same tongue, not with Rheals asperity but in alow rumble of deep passon—and,
from Jason's perspective, just asincomprehensibly rapid-fire. He gestured toward Perseus as he spoke.
Rheareplied with risng anger.

The priestesses and the guards were now prostrate, not even daring to moan, and the air of the hall was
thick with the bewildered terror of smal children first withessing aviolent quarrel between their parents.



Finaly, Rheaoverrode Zeus with aseries of harsh syllables. Zeusfdl slent, and sullenly backed avay
toward the rear of the hall from whence he had come. Rhea drew a deep breath and addressed the chief
priestessin theritua tongue. The chief priestess gave a series of stunned nods and got to her feet. Two of
her juniors hurried forward to restore her |ofty diadem, which had falen off. Having it back on seemed to
fortify her. She turned back to the prisoners with aglare of indescribable loathing.

"The goddess declares that thanks to your impiety theritud is spoiled. It must be resumed from the
beginning at another time, with al the proprieties observed, to restore the link between mortals and the
gods. At present, you may not be purified. For now you will be returned to the custody of the Minos and
imprisoned. Guards, get them out of my sight!”

The guards hastened to obey. Asthey were being hustled out, Jason caught the eye of the priestess
beside the table with the knives. Even after what had just happened, her disappointment was papable.
Jason gave her the mogt irritating ook he could manage.

They were dmogt to the door when Perseus broke free and stood before Zeus. He flung hisarmswide
and cried out in avoice that held desperation but no trace of pleading.

"Father Zeud | can offer you no sacrifice, herein thisplace. But | swear that if you aid me | will forgea
kingdom where only the New Gods are worshipped—and you will be acknowledged as chief among
them! Y ou will bethe god of kings. . . and the king of gods!"

"Silence him!" shrieked the chief priestess.

Shaken asthey were, the guards responded. A spear butt descended on the back of Perseus head, and
others smashed a him as he fdll forward. Two guards grasped his arms and dragged him out. The others
nudged Jason and Nagel out with spearpoints. Asthey went, they passed Zeus.

The Teloi had not reacted visibly to Persus plea. And he remained till, not meeting Jason's eye. But he
wore an expression that Jason could have sworn was. . . interested.

Chapter Eighteen

They took the Grand Staircase back down . . . and down, and down. It extended two stories below the
leved of the central court, into depths which had been dug away centuries earlier from the eastern dope of
the ridge which the palace crowned—regions where the clerestory light was dim indeed, and the



foundations showed in dl thair bruta and unornamented massveness.

"The archaeol ogists have never been able to entirely sort thisareaout,” Nagel murmured asthey were
prodded—or, in Perseus case, dragged—through torch-lit corridors. Jason concentrated on observing,
enabling hisimplant to supplement the floor plan. They finally reached a bronze-studded hardwood door.

"In, mainland trash!" said the guard captain in dmost incomprehens ble Achaean. They were shoved
through, and the door crashed shut behind them.

They werein asurprisingly large but rather low-ceilinged chamber, lit by shallow windows—little more
than dits—near the top of the opposite wall. Nagel ran to that wall and, by standing on tiptoes, was able
to peer out the window.

"Werein the east wing, near the base of the outer wall—thiswindow isjust above ground level, which
dopes away to the east. | can bardly see the East Bastion, off to the left—it has aways been regarded as
the only means of egress or ingress on thisside of the palace. And.. . . yes! Down below iswhat hasto
bethebullring. | knew it! It'sthe only suitable area. They couldn't possibly have used the centra
courtyard for that purpose! Jason, come over here and look at it so it will be recorded.”

"Later, Sidney," Jason sighed, sinking to the floor, resting his back against one of the wooden pillarsthat
upheld theroof. The historian had clearly forgotten everything about their current Stuation, including the
unlikelihood of their ever getting back to the world of scholarly publications. Jason's own chief concern
about the windows was their potential as ameans of escape—and they were far too shallow for any
adult human body to pass through.

Deirdre had gone to her knees above the unconscious form of Perseus. She observed his eyes and
satisfied hersdlf that his breathing was regular, then went to apile of dirty ragsin one corner beside ahole
in the floor over which they were presumably expected to perform their bodily functions. (Jason recalled
theingde plumbing that had amazed Knossos late-Victorian excavators.) She made arough pillow for
him out of one of therags. Then, unable to do any more, shefinadly met Jason's eyes.

"Hi," he ventured, essaying agrin.

She responded with aweary amile. " 'Hi," yourself. Weve got some catching up to do, don't we?"

"Y ou might say that. Starting when you fdl into the water off Cape Taenarum.”



"Right. After Oannes sub surfaced, | wastrying to get out of it when that particle beam hit. The
concussion threw me, and | banged my head against a stanchion and lost consciousness. | must have did
out when the sub started to ligt."

"You sank like astone. Perseustried to save you. Afterwards, he redlly tore himsdlf gpart for failing.”

"I know hedid," she said softly. "But the Teloi must have fished me out of the water, because the next
thing | remember ishaving sat water pumped out of me." Her eyes were haunted by the memory of that
experience. "That wasin the Teloi pocket universe.”

Jason nodded. They must have taken her directly into the caverns by aircar, and through the porta, using
somekind of artificia aid to keep her drowned body from crossing the threshold of death.

"Afterwards, they put mein something like ahospita recovery room. Hyperion and some others
guestioned me about the TRD. | told them the truth up to a point—that time travel isnt my specidty, and
| couldn't help them with the theory. But then | used my imagination, and made up a story about how the
TRD itsdf waswhat dlowed usto travel intime, but only under the control of our masters uptime.”

"Good work," Jason said with feding. Judging from what Hyperion had told them, the disinformation had
taken root.

"Thanks. Anyway, there was just the one interrogation session. After which,” she added emotionlesdy,
"they did abiopsy. Then | was back in the recovery room . . . but only for alittle while, before they
opened the door and shoved Perseusin.” She suddenly looked embarrassed.

"Youandhe. .. ?" Jason let the sentencetrail off on anote oninquiry.

Her embarrassment wasn't entirely gone, but she met his eyes squarely. "Yes." She gave aquick, rueful
half-smile-and-shrug combination that spoke volumes. "Anyway," she hurried on, "we were only together
for alittle while before they hustled us out, and we found out we were herein Crete. | guessthey must
have flown the portd device here.”

"No, they didn't." Jason told her about the differentid timeratein the Teloi's private dimension, and
repeated what he had told Nagel about the consequences of their stay there.



Hedidn't expect hysterics—not from her. But she il surprised him with her stoicism. After aheartbeet's
slence, dl she saidd was. "How do you know about the time rate?”

He lowered his voice, even though he was certain there were no surveillance devices here. "Oannestold
rre.ll

"Oannes?"

"Y es. We met him on the beach after getting off the sub. How much did Perseustell you about what we
had been up to?"

"He told me Oannes |led the three of you through the caverns of Hades, and into the realm of the dead,
which iswhere he thinkswe were. | wasn't sure what to make of it all.”

"That account is close enough. Anyway, when they caught us Oannes avoided capture with an invisibility
device he'sgot. He made contact with us just before you saw us—that was when he told me about the
time effects. He dso said he was going to try to dip out through the porta whileit was open a Amnisos.
| don't know whether he succeeded or not, or what he'sup to if he did.”

"I hope he succeeded. If s0, we have one thing going for us.”

"We may have another. Zeusis playing somekind of game | don't understand. For one thing, he kept the
fact of Oannes presence to himsalf after Perseus blurted it out to him.”

"That's something, maybe . . . for whatever good it does, given what you've just told me." She managed a
smile of sorts. "Maybe I'm better off than you and Sidney after dl, with my TRD cut out of me."

"Don't think you're getting off that easily! WEél get yours back, and then you'll have to take your chances
with the rest of us. When wefail to appear on the displacer stage on schedule, | guarantee Rutherford
will cal ahdt to any further departures pending an investigation. Hopefully, the moratorium will last until
we do regppear. Of course, he can't stop returns from the past that are aready locked in. But he can and
will hustle them off the stage as quickly as possible. It hasto improve our chances.”



"l suppose 0." Shelooked alittle more cheerful. But then anew thought seemed to occur to her. "Jason
... just exactly how much time passed in the outside world while we were in that other dimension?”

"] can't answer that, Deirdre. Not even Oannes could answer it. All | know isthat it's autumn now."

"Autumn?' Urgency awokein her eyes, asit had not when her persond surviva had been dl that was at
issue. "Do you understand what that means, Jason? Kdliste could blow at any time!™

Hiseyesfdl, unable to meet hers. "Before we left Amnisos, | looked northward. | saw acurl of smoke
on the horizon."

"Oh, God!" She could think of nothing more to say. Jason couldn't think of anything either. They sat in
slence asNagel babbled on about some new archaeologica enigmahed glimpsed.

* * %

Guards brought them barely edible food and stagnant water twice daily. Otherwise, they wereignored in
away that was more nerve-wracking than congtant attention from their captors would have been. Which,
Jason reflected, was perhaps not an dtogether bad thing. Without the tension, it would have been easy to
lose track of the days.

Perseus soon recovered—he had avery hard head—and afterwards he held up under the tedium better
than any of them. His background hadn't predisposed him to expect continuous stimulation, or robbed
him of the ability to wait. He could Sit cross-legged for hours, armored in akind of patience latter-day
humanity wasto lose. Deirdre was able to draw on his reserves of strength as she spent more and more
time Stting with him, athough touching hands was the most they could do in the utter absence of privacy.

Jason and Nagel could only peer out the dit of awindow for distraction. They never saw any Teloi, but
there were occasiond ceremoniesin the cleared area Nagel had spotted on the meadows at the foot of
the east dope, toward the Kairatos River. On one of those occasions, Jason's computer implant played
what he had seen back for him in enlarged form, and he saw teenaged boys and girls vaulting over a
charging bull, like Arthur Evans restored frescoes cometo life. Afterwards, the bull was sacrificed with
much pomp and even more gore. He started to congratul ate Nagel on the confirmation of histheory that
thiswas the bullring, but then thought better of it. Frustration at not being able to share Jason's close-up
view was not something the historian needed at this juncture.

The end of their incarceration, when it came, was disorientingly sudden. With no more warning than a
muffled sound of tramping feet in the passageway, the bronze-studded doors were flung open to admit a
file of guards. They were herded into the corridor and marched back the way they had come, to the
Grand Staircase and up two flights. They emerged into the central courtyard, where more guards were



drawn up in the midafternoon sun, flanking an array of priestesses. Beyond them was the three-storied
west fagade, on whose upper loggias Jason spotted the degp-blue robe and golden headdress of the
Minos. He seemed to be overseeing the proceedings, but from a distance. The prisonerswere still under
the jurisdiction of the chief priestess, who stepped forward and addressed them in a voice whose
formdity amost overlay itsvindictiveness.

"We have word from the gods," she began, suggesting to Jason that the gods were physicaly

e sawhere—on Kaligeor in their private dimension, he had no way of knowing which. "Theritua may
begin anew—>but under the sky, at the place of sacrifice. We are dso permitted to punish any
interruptions.” This last was accompanied by aglare at Perseus. Out of the corner of his eye, Jason saw
Deirdre lay arestraining hand on the Hero's arm. He aso saw the priestess who had stood beside the
tableinthe Hall of the Double Axe. A dave accompanied her, bearing akind of tray over whichwas
draped acloth, presumably concedling the cutlery.

The guards formed up, boxing the prisonersin, and the procession wound its way through a narrow
roofless passageway and through what Nagel muttered was the "North Entrance.” After abrief
observance by the chief priestess at asunken lustral basin to the left, they turned right and made their way
around the palace and along a pathway leading down the eastern dopesto the bullring.

The chief priestess evidently wished to expedite things, for the bull-vaulters were dready performing.
Even at this moment, Jason could only stare wonderingly at their athleticism and courage. One after
another, they grabbed the horns of the charging bull, somersaulted onto its back asit tossed its head, then
did abackwards somersault over its hindquarters, to be caught by the preceding boy or girl—it wasn't
aways easy to tell which waswhich, despite the fact that they all wore agirdle and nothing else, for they
were s0 young, and had approximately one percent body fat overlaying their wiry muscularity.
Completdly impossible to determine was the sex of the one who was being dragged off thering, leaving a
trail of blood from the hideous wound the goring horn had | eft. Jason was glad held missed that.

The only unexpected thing was the sheer number of bull-vaulters. The frescoes had shown only oneteam
in action. Here, they were operating in relays, for the object wasto wear the bull down in aritually
acceptable way. This one was lathered, and visibly dowing. Soon he could move no more, and the
priestesses ma e assistants moved forward to take him in hand. They led him, panting and heaving, to
where another priest waited with the bronze origina of the symbolic double axe.

A smadl part of Jason gppreciated theirony of the sympathy he found himsef fedling for the magnificent
beast, when he ought to be saving dl his sympathy for himself.

The chief priestess stepped forward and intoned alitany in the old tongue. The priest raised his axe—

Something caught Jason's eye, rolling across the ground and bouncing to ahat only afew yards away.



The chief priestess noticed it too. Her fury at the impious interruption seemed tempered by puzzlement a
what the bumpy, pineapple-sized plastic sphere was.

Jason, however, wasfairly sure he knew. It wasn't the same as the twenty-fourth century
riot-suppression models he was used to, but— " Close your eyes!" heydlled, and, before the guards
could react, spread hisarms wide and shoved al three of his companions away from the odd little object.

Even through eyelids squeezed tightly shut, he was dazzled by the rapid, stroboscopic flashing of
super-intense light. A pandemonium of screaming arose from those who had been blinded, those who
had gone into seizures, and those who were merely in the grip of panic, amost asloud asthe
high-pitched bellowing of the bull.

After ten seconds, the horrible flashing ceased. Jason opened his eyes and looked around. They were
aone, for everyone el se was either fleeing, or thrashing about in the throes of symptoms not unlike those
of epilepsy, or crawling about sightless. The chief priestess, who had been looking directly &t the
grenade, was one of the latter. Jason had no liking for her, but he couldn't bring himsdlf to fed any
satisfaction at her wails of despair as she clawed at the eyes she believed (inaccuratdly, she would later
find) to be permanently blinded. He did fed satisfaction as he saw that the bull had broken free and was
thundering away through the aready panicked humans.

Hewas till watching when all a once the universe turned to blurry shades of gray, and the noise ceased.

"I was hoping you would recognize the weapon for what it was," Oannes said quietly.

Jason turned. The Nagom was removing apair of goggles. He wore abulky device strapped to his back.

"One of the 'area-effect’ versons you mentioned before?" Jason queried, indicating the backpack.

"With aradiusthat can envelop al of usif we stay close together,” Oannes affirmed. "And incorporating a
sonic privacy field, so that we areinaudible aswell asinvisble. But further explanations must wait." The
Nagom switched from Teloi to Achaean so that Deirdre and Perseus could understand. “Come quickly.
Thereisacave down by theriver wherewe can hide. And | don't think anyone will be venturing in this
direction before tomorrow."

Jason gestured to the others. Deirdre and Nagd were blinking away the constellations of novas il
exploding before their eyes, but at least they weren't blinded. Neither was Perseus, who seemed ableto
function in the face of one more manifestation of the supernatura. They formed atight group and hurried



down the dopes, carefully avoiding the convulsing or moaning figuresthat littered the ground.

Aswasthe case with dl therivers of Crete, "river" wastoo strong aword for the Kairatos. In summer it
was little more than atrickle, and even now it was best described as a stream. Likewise, Oannes use of
theword "cave' gave too much credit to the overhanging rock outcropping to which heled them. There
he eased his backpack to the ground and touched its controls. The world came back into focus.

"I must conserve the energy source," he explained. "And | have warning devices out, in case of any
intruders.”

"That's reassuring,” Jason sighed. "And thanks are certainly in order. But about those 'further
explandtions . . ."

"Ah, yes. Asyou will have gathered, | made good my escape through the portal at Amnisos. |
immediately set out for Kaliste—"

"Across dmost seventy miles of open sea?' Deirdre interrupted.

"Remember, my speciesisfully amphibious. And | carry food concentrates which keep the body going . .
. without, unfortunately, appeasing the pangs of hunger. By greet exertions, | was able to make the
crossing in three days, even though"—atouch of vanity—"1'm not asyoung as| once was. There, | went
to the cache | mentioned. It held, among other things, another undersea craft like the one we lost off
Cape Taenarum. | returned herein only an hour or so, concealed the craft on the coast not far from

Amnisos, and made my way here, where | have been awaiting an opportunity to free you."

Deirdre had obvioudy stopped listening after hearing where the Nagom had been. She spoke with tightly
controlled urgency. " Oannes, when you were on Kdliste, what was happening there?!

" 'Happening? Well, | had neither the opportunity nor the time for observations. But my impression was
that most of the'Old Gods are not currently present there. Presumably they arein—"

"No, no, no! | mean volcanic activity.”

"Ah, yes. The smoke rising from theidand made it quite easy for meto find! As| understand, that smoke
has been endemic since an eruption some months ago, and there have been occasiona rumblings.



Congderable damage was done at the time, but the peopl e returned and cleaned up. The inhabitants of
this part of the planet tend to be somewheat fatdigtic about that sort of thing."

Derdrewas no longer listening to him. "The preliminary eruption . . . yes. And severa monthsago. . ."
She looked up, and her eyes were haunted. No words were needed.

She knows, Jason thought. 1t's going to happen any time now—one of the most destructive natural
events in the lifetime of the human race.

Nagel hadn't spoken in sometime. Hewore alook of intense thought. Now, abruptly, he spoke up inthe
Teloi tongue. "Oannes. . . what would happen if theidol concedling the porta device was destroyed?’

Oannes nictitating membranes fluttered with surprise, as though held never thought of that. "Destroyed?
Well, itisof coursethe only onethey have. Extremely redtricted accessis, after al, thewhole point to
their private pocket universe. If it were destroyed, that pocket universe would be inaccessible until such
time asanew device was congtructed. That last isapurely theoretica qudifier, you understand, asthe
technology to construct such adevice does not exist on thisworld.”

"And if the Teloi wereinside the pocket universe a the time?”

"Wl . . . they would, | suppose, be trapped there permanently. But this entire line of thought is purdly
academic. Thedeviceis extremely durable, for obvious reasons. And don't forget the self-repairing
capability that has enabled the Teloi equipment to last dl these millennia. Any damage that could be done
with the tools of the loca human culture would be only temporary. Nothing would serve short of tota
obliteration by sometruly cataclysmic forcel”

Nagel turned to Jason. They stared at each other.

"Sdney," Jason findly said, "are you thinking what I'm thinking?*

Chapter Nineteen

In the ensuing Silence, everyone but Jason and Nagel |ooked bewildered—Deirdre and Perseus more so
than Oannes, because the Teloi language was gibberish to them.



"Perseus,” said Jason in Achaean, "there is something you must know. The lady Delaneirahas alimited
gift of foreseeing the future.”

That which no one of Jason's era could know awoke behind the Hero's eyes as he stared a Deirdre. "An
... anoracle?' he sammered.

"No. Itisonly intermittently and unexpectedly that agod comesto her. But she has received awarning of
an overwhel ming punishment that the Fates hold in store for Keftiu, and for the Old Godswho are
worshipped there." Jason turned to Deirdre, who was quite clearly wondering what hewas up to. "Tell
Oannes and Perseus what you have told us about what is going to happen to theidand of Kdliste."

Deirdre was now frankly confused at the sudden reversa of every cautionary thing sheld ever heard from
Jason about sharing information with non-time travelers. But she played aong gamely, and proceeded to
relate the tale she had told him one evening on arestaurant terrace overlooking the Santorini caldera. . .
but in the future tense, and within the limitations of Achaean.

By the time she was finished, the sun was stting. Jason watched Oannes face in the shadows—the dien
face he flattered himsdlf held learned to read. What he read there now was an amused redization of the
kind of "magic" by which Deirdre knew what was going to cometo pass. . . and an understanding of
what Jason and Nagel had in mind.

But it was Perseus who broke the silence. " Poseidon Earthshaker must have brought this vision to you,
Deianera. Only he could dter the world in the way you have foreseen—and even he would need the help
of Hephaestus, god of volcanoes. A wholeidand .. . . !"

"Yesl" Jason plunged into the opening. "It can only be Poseidon. And heis one of the New Gods:
brother to your father Zeus." Perseus nodded, to Jason's relief; he'd been hoping the relationship was
recognized inthiseraasit would bein later Classical times. "Wdll, then, thissurdly isa. . . uh, Sgn that
the Fates have compl eted the doom of the Old Gods. And," he pressed on, inventing fredly and ignoring
Deirdre's dropped jaw, "Deianaira has received afurther vison that we ourselves are to be the
ingruments of their downfall. We must stedl their idol from this place and take it to Kalliste, so that it may
be consumed in thefires Delanerahasforetold!" He hoped thiswasn't starting to sound more like
Tolkien than Homer. Perseus look of openmouthed awe encouraged him.

"Yes," Oannesintoned for Perseus benefit. "I, too, seethe Fatesin this. | know of a. . . grotto on
Kaliste where we can concedl theidol." He and Jason shared a surreptitious eye contact of shared
understanding.



"Thank you, Oannes," said Perseus smply. "Wewill need dl the help we can get.”

"You certainly will," said Zeus.

WEell, so much for Oannes "warning devices," flashed through Jason's mind asthey al whirled to stare
at the eght-foot-tal figure standing beside the stream in the twilight. The Teloi must have
countermeasures.

With amotion almost too swift to be seen, Oannes snatched what |ooked like asmall wegpon from his
utility harness. At the same ingtant, Zeusleveled a"head of the Hydra" at him. Neither fired. They stood
locked in a standoff and stared slently a each other over their weapons, these enemiesin an ages-long
war of extermination that had burned its genocida way across the stars. None of the humans dared
move.

Thetenson was like adrawn wire at its snapping point when Perseus finally spoke. " Father, | have asked
for your help. | ask it again now. The seagod Oannes has already agreed to aid us."

Amusement lifted the corners of the Teloi's wide mouth, athough hisweapon hand didn't waver by a
millimeter. " 'Seagod, isit?' hesaid in hisown language. "1 can think of other termsfor the Nagommo!”

"And yet," Jason ventured, "you didn't betray him when you had the chance.

"No," the Teloi admitted, without |etting his eyes |eave the Nagom's. "Any secret one
possesses—including that of his presence—is apotential wegpon. As such, | cannot afford to throw it
away. Not a the present time."

"And | know why," said Oannes. "These humans don't understand the game you are playing. But | do. . .
and | understand its urgency.”

"Quiet, Nagom!" hissed the Teloi.

Oannesignored him and addressed Jason. ""Remember when we spoke of the two generations of Teloi
on thisworld?1 told you that obscure environmental factors prevented the second generation, such as
this one, from having children. | did not mention &t the time that there are other effectsaswell. In

particula—"



"I sd—!"

"If you were going to risk trying to shoot me," Oannes said serendly to his ancestral enemy, "you would
aready have done 0." He turned back to Jason. "As| was saying, the Earth-born generation'slifespanis
dragtically curtailed. It isill long on my standards, and extremely long on yours. But they cannot expect
to outlivether eders”

Zeus expression made Jason wonder if Oannes confidencein his salf-restraint was misplaced. But then
his face cleared with an abruptness beyond the normal capacity of humans.

"Very wdl," hesaid evenly. "Thereisno point in denying it. My contemporariesand | have little to look
forward to. And we have. . . certain resentments. So much so that | am even willing to act in concert
with aNagom." He turned to the obvioudy stunned Oannes. "'l will now put away my wegpon if you are
prepared to do the same.™

For amoment, the two pairs of aien eyes remained locked. Then, dowly, the two weapons lowered.
Jason knew he would never fully appreciate what that gesture must have cost Oannes and Zeus. He did
know, without being told, that he was witnessng amoment unique in history.

Zeusturned to Perseus and spoke in Achaean. "Perseus, | have heard your appeal for help. And you are
right: the day of Cronus and Rheaand the rest of the Old Godsis over. | and my brothersand
ssters—Posaidon and Heraand Ares and the rest—will not alow them to vent their senile envy onyou."

Thisis getting deeper, thought Jason cynically. But then he saw the look Zeus was giving Perseus, and
wondered. Hmm . . . Could it be that there's more to this than just a Teloi power play? And could
it be that the parental instinct wasn't edited out of their genetic code quite so thoroughly after all?
Do they need a substitute?

Perseus met the Teloi's strange eyes. "Father, | swore to establish your worship. | will keep my word, if
you will take meto Mycenee."

"Mycenae?' Nagel echoed.

"Yesl Deianeira hastold uswhat will ensue from Poseidon's destruction of Kalliste: earthquakes, tidal
waves like mountains, darkness overspreading the daytime sky! If even hdf of it comesto pass, Keftiu



will be progtrate. A smdl band of raiders who know in advance what is going to happen, appearing in the
wake of the gods anger, will be able to seize Knossos, kill the Minos, and take control. There will bea
new order among men, to match the new order among the immortal's, with you, Father, recognized asthe
ruler of the heavend!”

All of them, even Zeus, sSmply stared at the Hero, whose eyes blazed like openings through which could
be glimpsed a soul made of purefire.

Nagd finaly spoke, dmost timidly. "Why Mycenae? Ian't it asmdl, unimportant Stein thisera?”

"That's the whole point,” said Perseus, too excited to notice the historian's dip of the tongue. "1 can't go
to Argosor Tiryns—not yet. Acrisius or Proetuswould kill me. But Mycenaeis neutral ground between
the two Danaid kingdoms. There, below the hill-fort, is the sacred ring where the descendants of Danaos
are buried with their wegpons and other possessions, lying together in deasth no matter how bitterly they
feudedinlife

"Grave Circle B," Nagel bresthed.

"I'll issueacdl to thewarriors of the Argolid,” Perseus went on, "summoning them to acouncil at
Mycenae. When they learn | arrived with you, Father, in your chariot, they'll come! Acrisius and Proetus
will go mad with rage, but they won't dare to interfere. After the warriors have heard Deianeairas
prophecy from her own lips, I'll have more would-be raiders than shipsto carry them!" The Hero
abruptly turned matter-of-fact. " Afterwards, when I've returned laden with the plunder of Keftiu, I'll
rescue my mother from Polydectes of Seriphos. Then I'll settle accounts with Acrisius and Proetus, as
I've sworn to do, and unify the entire Argolid." A new thought occurred to him. "To set the sedl on that
unity, I'll establish anew residence at Mycenae. And to mark the dawn of anew erafor men and gods,
I'll start anew sacred ring for myself and my descendants. Acrisius and Proetus are pigs, but they carry
the blood of Danaos, so I'll et them and their sons be buried in the old one."

"Grave Circle A." Nagd'swhisper held something closeto ecstasy. "Overlapping in timewith B, and
containing grave goods from Crete. So that's it! Yes, itdl fits...."

"You seemto haveit dl figured out," Jason said to Perseus—inadequately.

"Except for onething,” said Zeus. "My chariot can only carry two, including the driver. | can take you to
Mycenae, but not thiswoman. Y ou will have to make her prophecy live for the warriors of the Argolid.”



Perseus turned a stricken look on Deirdre. Her own features wavered . . . but for less than a heartbest.
Then she met hislook with one of steadiness.

"Go, Perseus, and do what you must do. I'll remain with Jason and Synon, and we'll do what we must
do: teketheidol of the Old Godsto Kaligte."

"What?" exclamed the Hero with bewildered indignation. ™Y ou must be joking, Delaneiral Leaveyouin
danger? No!"

Derdre's eyes were unblinking and her voice was level. "Perseus, in the glimpse of the future Posaidon
granted me, | saw one other thing: | myself am going to survive what is about to happen. My fateian't
played out. So you see, thereisno redl danger. | will bewaiting for you here on Keftiu, where | should
be safe”

"I know of aplace, away from the coast and at ahigh dtitude," said Zeus. "Mount Ida, to the southwest
of here, hasacavethat is sacred to me. Any of the loca people should be able to give you directions.
And," he added to Jason, "I have reason to think you have . . . aspecial taent for finding your way
through these lands."

"Y es, you might say that." Just to be on the safe sde, Jason activated his display, and expanded the
scae. Mount Ida showed clearly.

"Thenit'ssettled,” Deirdre said to Perseus with asmile. "That will be our meeting point. I'll be waiting for
you, when you return as a conqueror.”

Perseus expresson went from awe to fierce exultation. "Yesl And I'll find you!"

Well done, Deirdre, thought Jason. That's the way to get him motivated. But then he saw the look she
was giving in return, and wondered if that was dl therewasto it.

"Well," he sad, alittle more gruffly than was perhaps dtrictly necessary, "while we're on the subject of
getting theidol to Kdliste. . . Zeus, can you get us a chariot? One of the cargo-carrying onesI've seen?”

"No. | only have my own chariot. However, theidol islighter than you might think. And the loca priests
have aframefor transporting it."



"Y es, we saw them use it at Amnisos.”

"W, using that, the four of you should be ableto carry theidol to the coast. And they probably keep it
closetotheidol itsdf."

"Whereistheidal, by theway?'

"In ahal where various sacred images are kept, at the northwest corner of the palace.”

"The Sanctuary Hall," said Nagd automaticaly. "I remember now, it was from there that the priestesses
entered the Great Hall on the day we arrived here. But that is on the second story. How can wegain
accesstoit?’

"Thereis an outside entrance to the second story at that corner. Late at night, there should be no one
about except afew guards. Using the Nagom'sinvisibility device, you should be able to gpproach
unnoticed—especiadly tonight, when everything will till bein astate of disorganization after your escape.”

"What if the portd automatically openswhile weve got it?" Jason demanded.

"l do not believeit is set to do so. But that isachance you must take, if you dare.” The Teloi turned to
Perseus. "And now, let us be gone. My chariot is nearby. Come. . . my son.”

Perseus swelled with pride. Then hisface fell as he remembered Deirdre. He turned to her and grasped
her by the arms. "Remember your promise, Delaneira And be sure | will remember mine." Hetook her
in the quick, hard embrace that was al he could do herein public, and then was gone, following the tall
figure of his"father" into the dusk.

* * %

The antiglare goggles Oannes had used earlier also had alight-gathering setting, and there was ahalf
moon in the clear sky. So even from within the cloak of refracted light, he was able to see hisway
through the night. The humans could only huddle together within theinvishility field and follow him.

They skirted the northern end of the palace, with the amphithester to their right. Just around the
northwestern corner, a couple of shallow flights of stepsled up to asmdl propylon where a couple of



nervous soldiers stood guard against whatever had hurled those horribly flashing bits of the sun at the
bullring. Oannes picked them off with the weapon held pointed at Zeus—an el ectromagnetic disruptor,
now on stunner setting—and deactivated the invighility field. They dipped though the doorway, crossed
acorridor, and entered afifty-by-thirty-foot hal with two rows of three columns running down itslong
axis. Oil lampsdimly illuminated the objects set againgt the walls—crude stone god-figures that must date
back to the Neolithic Age. But the place of honor, under arow of four windows at the western end of
the hall, belonged to the Teloi's disguised porta device, seeming to loom larger than it redly wasin the
flickering light.

A hasty search reved ed the stretcherlike carrier—basically, two very stout wooden poles with severa
leather straps between them—folded on the floor behind the device. They maneuvered theidol onto the
sraps, finding that Zeus had spoken the truth: the artificid "stone” waslighter than thered thing. It mugt,
Jason decided, add to the thing's uncanny qudity in the eyes of thelocals. . . and the daves must surely
be grateful for it. He knew he was, asthey each took an end of apole and boreit silently away.

The moonlight was enough for the humansto see by asthey hurried northward, first dong the road they'd
taken and then cutting left across country under Oannes direction. Then the moon set and they were
entirely dependent on Oannes, with hislight-gathering optics, to steer them across broken country. After
severa stumbles and near accidents, Oannes declared that it was amost dawn and that they must spend
the day in concedment even though their goa wastantdizingly close. He found a secluded little field
behind an orchard and they al sank gratefully to the ground benegth the dome of invighility asthe sun
began to redden the eastern horizon.

"I'll take the first watch," said Jason. It was, he thought, the least he could do. Deirdre hadn't uttered a
word of protest, but she was clearly close to collgpse. Oannes wasin little better case; he was bearing
the backpack privacy field generator, and as he had been known to point out, he wasn't getting any
younger. Nor was Nagel.

They spent the day napping in shifts and eating Oannes food concentrates, which he assured them were
harmless and fairly nutritious for humans, athough lacking certain essentials whose absence would teke a
toll over thelong term. Not that Jason could imagine subsisting on the stuff for the long term; Oannes
hadn't exaggerated its lack of satiety value. At least they had water, fetched from anearby stream by
Oannes, using hispersond invighility unit.

Asde from making desultory conversation, their only amusement was watching through the distortion of
thefield as groups of soldiers passed by. Imagination failed a the hue and cry that must have gone up at
Knossos when the idol turned up missing. Oannes held hisweapon at the ready in case any of the patrols
blundered through the boundaries of the field, but none did.

As soon as night fell, Oannes deactivated the field, about whose sustainability he was beginning to worry,
and they resumed their trek in darkness. It didn't take long—although it seemed much longer—to cover



themile or so to alittleindentation in the coast that didn't deserve the name "cove.”

"Wait here," said the Nagom asthey st their burden down on the pebbly beach. "I will bring my vessd."
With the abrupt, Snuous movement that Jason gtill found unsettling, he did into the water he must have
missed beyond dl telling. A remarkably short time passed before his submarine'silluminated bubble
broke the surface.

Thefour of them took theidol out through the shalows. Jason was struck—not for the first time—uwith
the sensation that they bore ageni€'s bottle, but with the "Old Gods' locked within.

"l say," groused Nagd as they manhandled the thing, "why can't we just Sink it into the sea? Then, when
the portal opens at whatever timeit is scheduled to do so—"

"A deightful thought,” Oannes agreed. "But they have naturdly foreseen such acontingency. Theingtant
that water comes rushing in through it, the portal automatically snaps shut. And thereisdwaysaTdoi
arrcar doft, with a sensor which can detect the distinctive energy signature of the portal opening, so they
will know whereto locateit. No, you wereright thefirst time. It must be destroyed.”

The Nagom boarded the submarine and set up akind of winch. The humans maneuvered theidol into a
ding, and Oannes brought it aboard. He then backfilled, moving the submarine out of the dangeroudy
shalow water.

"All right," said Jason, turning to hisfellow time travelersin the knee-deep water. "We need to make
some plans. Deirdre, I'm sure Oannes will leave you some of hisfood concentrates. Y ou may haveto last
on them for awhile, before things have quieted down enough for you to risk scrounging from the local
peasants. At least we don't have to decide on arendezvous; it may aswell be this Mount Ida, where
Perseusis going to meet you anyway. But we need to decide on—"

"What the hell are you talking about?" Even in the moonlight, Deirdre's eyes could be seento flash. "I'm
coming with you!"

"But you told Perseus you'd wait for him here on Crete."

"I had to tdl him that! Otherwise he wouldn't have gonewith Zeus. It'sjust the way he thinks, where
women are concerned. He can't help it. Y ou, on the other hand, aren't supposed to have a Bronze Age
mentdity!"



"But, Deirdre, we're going to Kalliste. Y ou said yoursdlf it can explode a any time.”

"Y es, that'sthe whole point!" Her voice held something like exultation. "Do you think 1'd missthislast
chanceto seetheidand asit was before the event?”

And | thought Nagel was bad! Jason kept his voice down with an effort. "Deirdre, were not exactly
going therefor Sghtseeing. Kdlisteisdso the Teloi's center of operations. Thisis going to be dangerous
in ways beyond the chance of being vaporized by superheated volcanic gas!”

"Oh. And | suppose just because I'm awoman—"

Sheer exasperation made Jason forget the need for quiet. "That is not theissue, and you know it!"

"Ahem!" interjected Nagel hesitantly. "Perhaps thisis not the best possible time to—"

Neither of them heard him. "It is so theissuel" Deirdre declared.

"Only on your backwater planet! Y ou're still fighting awar that nobody €l se even remembers.”

"Then why isit that you see nothing wrong with taking Nagel, who has no qudificationsin geology or
vulcanology but who does have a penis?'

"I beg your pardon!" blurted the historian, his out-of-character attempt at peacemaking forgotten.

All three were gathering their forces for crushing retorts when the soldiers appeared on the shore.

They were without shields—doubtless considered unnecessary for dedling with unarmed fugitives
anyway—so that they might carry torches. Jason had only a split second to redlize that he might have
noticed the gpproaching glow of those torches, had he not et himsdlf be drawn into a contest of
petulance. Then there was no time for sdlf-reproach, asthe commander barked a command in the tongue
of Keftiu. The soldiers plunged into the weter, torches borne high in their [eft hands while their right hands
held spearsin an underhand grip suitable for jabbing or throwing.



"Run for it!" yeled Jason, with no particular confidence that he would be obeyed. At the sameingtant, he
dropped into the shalows, bresking hisfal with both hands and bringing hisfeet up and around ina
sweeping motion that cut the foremost soldier'slegs out from under him. Asthe man fell face-forward in
the water, Jason grasped him around the neck from above and gave a quick neck-breaking twist. Then
he dlowed himsdf aquick look around. To his surprise, Nagdl was actudly following ordersand
gplashing toward the submarine. Deirdre, however, couldn't have complied even if shed wanted to; asit
happened, she was closest to the main body of onrushing soldiers. She gave one of them a doubtless
deeply satisfying kick to the crotch, then ducked ajabbing spear, grabbed the arm holding it, and sent the
man flying forward with a very serviceable gpproximation of judo. The soldiers hdted for amoment,
stunned by this behavior. Then one of them collgpsed, stunned in avery literal sense by Oannes neurd
disruptor.

Jason looked behind him. The sub was heading straight toward him, coming in recklesdy close. Oannes
was pointing his wegpon from above the windshield cowling.

"Get aboard!" Oannes called, as he dropped another of Deirdre's assailants. Jason saw the senseinit.
He splashed toward the approaching craft.

"Keep stunning them!" he caled. Soon they'd break, leaving Deirdrefree. . . .

But then one of them grasped Deirdre from behind, around the waist, and swung her frantically struggling
form between himself and the malevolent sea demon who rendered men unconscious from afar. Oannes
am wavered as he saw theimpossibility of aclear shot inthislight.

The other soldiers, senaing safety, clustered behind the human shield and began hurling their spears. One
of them glanced off the curved surface of the sub, just below the cowling, and diced through the flesh and
muscle of the Nagom's | eft arm.

"Get aboard," repeated Oannesin avoice thick with pain.

Jason had reached the vessdl, and only now saw the impossibility of going back for Deirdre, evenif held
fet inclined to take on asquad of soldiers.

"Go!" Derdreydled.



Not clearly aware of what was happening, Jason let Nagel pull him over the sde amid the clatter of other
thrown spears. Oannes, one-handed, brought the sub around a hundred and eighty degrees and headed
for the open sea, with the bubble closing above them. Then they al collapsed asthe vessd's artificial
brain took over, submerging and proceeding on its preset course for Kaliste.

After atime, Jason felt Nagd's hesitant hand on his shoulder. "Shell bedl right,” the hitorian assured
him. "Remember, Hyperion made clear that he wants her unharmed. They won't dare do anything to her.”

"Right," said Jason emphatically. He took Nagel's hand in a quick squeeze to show he appreciated the
historian's attempt—including his omission of the fact that Deirdre's usefulnessto the Old Gods was as
breeding stock with Perseus, whom they no longer had.

Then they got busy attending to Oannes wound, and there was mercifully little timeto brood.

Chapter Twenty

For asaventy-miletrip, the main limiting factor on asupercavitating submarinéstrave time wasthe need
to dow down to ahdt at the end. It was il pitch dark when Kalliste loomed ahead, a mountainous
mass againg the sar-filled sky. The only illumination was the glow at the top of the mountain, which gave
the risng smoke asinister ruddy tint.

Jason, watching it in the surface-view screen, reflected that Deirdre would have been disappointed at
how little could be seen. But then helooked at the scrolling € ectronic map of the roughly circular idand.
It was about a dozen miles across, partly filled with alagoonlike embayment from whose edge the
volcanic mountain rose, and whose shore held a city which dwarfed the coastd town of Akrotiri to the
south which the archaeol ogists would one day dig up. Hetried to imagine what she would have given to
seeit. Thethought didn't help with the guilty self-reproach he was aready fedling. He now admitted to
himsdlf that shed had aright to come, and for areason she hadn't even raised: they were in search of her
TRD, and no one had agreater stakein that.

So he consoled himsdlf with the thought that hisimplant was recording it dl, for her to seewhen it was
downloaded and played back—on the cheerful assumption that it ever was. And he occupied hismind
by watching closely as Oannes manipulated the controls, doing his best to memorize what he saw. He

aso noted aflashing violet light on the map display. Their projected courseled to it.

"Isthat the Nagommo cache, Oannes?' he asked.



"Yes" said Oannes without taking his eyes off the control board. "My thought is that we should take the
portal devicethere, whereit will bewell concedled. The Teloi currently operating in the normal universe
cannot detect it with instruments unless the portd is activated.”

"Seems sensible,” Jason agreed absently. Most of his mind was e sawhere, worrying, for the Nagom had
inadvertently reminded him of afundamenta flaw in the entire plan—one he hadn't mentioned to anyone,
least of dl Deirdre, and in fact had done hisbest to conced from himself. If the Teloi came upon them
and opened the portal, the basic ideawas scotched. But if the portal remained closed, how werethey to
even atempt recovering Deirdrés TRD?

"By the way, thereis one other thing," said Oannes. His eyes were il fixed on his readouts and
therefore not meeting Jason's. And hisvoice held akind of controlled tension which brought Jason out of
hisdismal reflectionsand into full dert status. " Just before the fight on the beach, while | was maneuvering
thisvessd, | could not help overhearing your . . . discussion with Deirdre. Mogt of it wasfairly
meaningless to one of my race, for obvious reasons. But one turn of phrase struck me." The Nagom was
now speaking like an automaton, and staring fixedly ahead. "Y ou intimated that her attitudes were rooted
in the peculiarities of her native planet.”

Slencefdl inlayers.

"Uh, | think you may be reading too much into a, uh, figure of speech,” Jason floundered.

Oannesfindly turned to face him. ™Y ou led meto believe that your society did not have the secret of
interstellar travel, Jason.” Histone wasn't even particularly reproachful or accusatory. That might have
been easier to take.

"I never actudly told you that we didn't,” Jason began . . . but his attempt at pettifoggery died under the
gaze of those huge, unblinking eyes, and hisown eyesfell. "All right. | haven't been entirely honest with
you. But you must bdlievethis | was tdlling you the truth when | said the Teloi are forgottenin our era.
And weve found no trace of them anywhere we've wandered among the stars.”

Oannes grave serenity wavered. "Yes, yes, | believeyou. But . . . you must know of my race!”

And so the moment Jason had dreaded arrived. What do | tell him? He's earned our honesty as well
asour gratitude. | will not lieto him. | cannot.

But to tell him the whole truth—the hell his planet has become, peopled by obscene travesties of the



Nagommo of old, the legacy of what the Nagommo did to themselves. . . .

"No," wasall hesad.

Oannestook it better than a human would have. A human would have demanded more. Oannes merely
met Jason's eyes, and knew that Jason's reticence was founded in kindness. And he received that
kindness with ablesk calm that held no room for angry denial.

"Wadl," the Nagom findly said . . . and could not continue. Another long moment's sllence passed before
heresumed. "Well, | mysdf ill live. And | have onething left that | can do." He turned back to the
controls, businesdike. "L et us proceed to the cache.”

"Yes, let's," Jason echoed.

* * %

They didn't enter the lagoon. The Nagommo had avoided those densely populated inner shoreswhen
they had established their cache. Oannes, taking over from the computer, steered them into atunnel
beneath the low dliffsthat fronted Kalliste's southwestward coast.

"Thisisn't dtogether artificid,” the Nagom explained astheir craft glided dowly through a passage that
accommodated it with suspicious exactness. "We widened it abit. But it dwaysledto. . . this™ he
finished, as they emerged into a subterranean pool. They surfaced under arocky dome whose extent did
not become apparent until Oannes touched his controls and light flooded it.

Oannes brought the submersible around and backed it into akind of cradle that was the only work of
obvious atificidity under the dome. He gestured a a cave mouth off to the Sde. "'l suggest that we take
the deviceinto theinner cavern, for maximum security.”

It was easier said than done, even after they maneuvered the faux idol into the carrying ding. Jason took
the front ends of both poles, one in each hand, while Nagel and Oannes, with hisinjured arm, each took
one of therear ends. Carefully, to avoid ssumbling, they carried it through the opening and dong ashort
passageway. It didn't help that the ground occasiondly shivered, and arumbling could be felt asmuch as
heard. But soon the passageway opened into another large, illuminated cavern, whose floor lay below a
ridge.

Here, in the glow of the lights, Jason saw spread out before him the wonders the Nagommo had stored
here againgt their hour of need. He couldn't takeit all in. He could only wonder how much of the
technology was duplicated by what his own culture could produce. Mot of it, probably; little of what he



had seen Oannes use was beyond the twenty-fourth century's horizons. But surely someof it .. . . he
couldn't let himself dwell on that asthey maneuvered their burden over the ridge and across afloor that
hed clearly been leveled but was till unfinished enough to require care in where they stepped. Findly,
they set the idol down againgt the far rock wall.

Oanneswalked to anearby control console. "I must activate certain specia security measuresthat are
currently dormant. The two of you may aswell start back to the submersible.”

"Right," Jason nodded. "Come on, Sidney."

They had topped the ridge and were about to enter the tunnel when Jason suddenly knew that something
was not right. Or, rather he felt it with hisentire being, on alevel degper than that of consciousintellect.
Something profoundly unnatura was happening behind him.

"Fal down!" he sngpped at Nage, without pausing for anything, including thought.

The historian stood frozen in shock. Jason grabbed hisarm and pulled him down. Only after they were
both flat on their somachs did he crawl to the ridge and peer over it.

Besdetheidal, the portal wasforming.

Zeus assured us that he didn't think it was scheduled for one of its periodic openings, thought
Jason, oddly calm. Some god!

And here helay, unarmed even with what passed for wegponsin this era, too far away to do anything
except watch as Oannes, who had aso become aware of what was happening behind him, whirled
around just asthe dimensiond opening stabilized, and faced a Teloi.

The Teloi looked startled—aswell he might, having expected to find himsdlf in the Sanctuary Hall at
Knossos—but he dready had aweapon in his hand, doubtless as aroutine precaution. Thiswas no
"head of the Hydra." It was smaller and somehow uglier . . . and before Oannes could draw hisown
wegpon from his utility harnessit speared the Nagom with adazzling line of ionization. A fraction of a
second later, Jason heard the unmistakable crack of air snapping back into the tunnel of vacuum drilled
through it by awesapon-grade |aser.



A puff of pink steam exploded from Oannes body where the beam touched it, and the knockback effect
of energy transfer sent him staggering back before hefdl and lay ill.

The Teloi stepped forward, emerging from the portal, and stared down at the dlien corpse. Then he
stared around him, while Jason looked on, suspended in horror. Not a damned thing | can do, he
thought over and over.

The Teloi findly pulled himself together and spoke into awrist communicator. The acoustics of the cavern
were such that Jason could hear his voice across the distance. But the rapid-fire Teloi, mumbled into the
communicator, was unintelligible. Almost immediately, more Teloi emerged, to stand gawking. Then they
cameto positions of repectful attention when anew group arrived. Jason recognized Hyperion and
Rhea. But the chief focus of deference was amale Jason hadn't seen before, and who for some
indefinable reason seemed older than the others, even though he bore the usua indicia of agelessness. He
walked over to that which had been Oannes. He looked down on it with eyes empty of pity or any other
emotion save satisfaction.

"S0," he said after amoment. " This one. Welve wanted it for avery long time." Jason took a second to
redlize that the neuter pronoun referred to Oannes. The Teloi turned to Rhea. "Have you ascertained just
where we are?'

"Yes, Cronus," Rheareplied, following a custom Jason had noted before among the Telai, of using the
names by which they were known locally. He wondered what she would have called the leader if they
had been in Ireland, or northern India. Did they even remember the names they'd been born with? " Our
positioning system has had time to orient itself. We are on the southwest coast of Kaliste."

"Kalige! Sothe Nagom stole the portal device from Knossos only to bring it to the very center of our
worship in this region—specificaly, of your worship. For what conceivable reason would it do that?"

"I havenoidea" Rheashot avenomous glance at the Teoi who had killed Oannes. "And we will never
find out, will we? We have no prisoner to interrogate, thanksto Tethys. What gameis he playing, |
wonder?'

"What was | supposed to do?' Tethys demanded indignantly. "Let it shoot me, asit was about to do?'

"Smadl loss" Rheasneered.

Even acrossthe distance, Jason could see Tethys stiffen with controlled rage. "I find myself wondering



why are you so concerned over the death of aNagom!™

"Enough of your bickering!" roared Cronus with a hundred thousand years worth of exasperation.

"I quite agree," Hyperion put in smoothly. In any other circumstances, Jason would have found something
amusing about the imperious Teloi in therole of sycophantic flunky. "Instead of exchanging
recriminations, we should be congratul ating ourselves on our good fortune. We have been presented with
one of the equipment caches of the Nagommo vermin." There was agenera noise of agreement, and
everyone's wounded feglings seemed to subside.

"Furthermore,” Hyperion continued, "there is something el se we need to consider.” He indicated the
carrying ding, lying where it had been dropped behind theidol. "The Nagom could hardly have used this
aone. It must have had hep.”

"Yed" exclamed Rhea. "And that help could not have come from the few remaining members of its
odiousrace; we know in general where they are. The human time travelers must be involved.”

"Ah, yes" Cronus nodded. "The ones you told me about. They must be recaptured; the possibilities they
open up arefascinating. And," he added with aglare at Hyperion, "your atemptsto investigate the
workings of the device that was removed from the fema e have been unavailing, as has your study of the
biologica samplesremoved from her.”

"A temporary setback only, Cronus. And," Hyperion continued, in what Jason recognized as the tone of
an underling coming as close as he dared to criticism of policy directives from above, "we have been
hampered by the requirement that the implant be undamaged.”

Jason's heart lifted. He had amost forgotten the sensation.

"No doubt," said Cronus absently. "But in the meantime, there iswork to be done! Alert thosewho are
now airborne; their detection of the portal opening may have been delayed by surprise at itslocation, as
they were expecting it to take place at Knossos. And determine the precise whereabouts of Zeus and the
rest of hisfaction of malcontents. Eurymedon, | leave this matter in your hands—and | expect a prompt

report.”

"Yes, Cronus,” cringed a Teloi Jason recognized asthefirst one he had ever seen, the one who had
appeared above theroad to Lerna



"In the meantime,” Cronus resumed, "we must search this Nagommo cache. It isthe logica starting place
for locating thetime-traveing ferd humans.”

With arumble of acknowledgment, the Teloi dispersed. Some of them reentered the portal. Others,
including Cronus and Hyperion, remained in the cavern, examining the Nagommo artifacts curioudly.

"That tearsit, Sidney," Jason whispered to Nagdl. "As soon as they get themsalves organized, they're
going to explore through this passageway. Very carefully, let's get back tothesub and . . . Sidney?

Sdney?"

The higtorian wasn't listening. He was staring at the scene bel ow, with an expression Jason could not
interpret. "Yes" he whispered to himsdlf, "they must return through the portd, and closeit.” Then, al a
once, he seemed to comeinto focus. "Listen, Jason, thisisimportant. We have the key to most of the
riddles now. Theidea of a Greek conquest of Crete in the seventeenth century B.C. wasdwaysa
minority view. But now we know that it's going to happen; Perseuswill lead it. And given that, everything
esefdlsinto place—"

"Sidney!" Jason rasped, holding hisvoice down. "Thisis not the time for—"

"Ligento me! Thisisimportant!" Nagd'swhisper held an urgency, and hiseyesafiery intensty, that
stopped Jason in mid-sentence. 'Y ou must get back with thisdatal And . . . you must get back to Crete,
Deirdreisin danger there. She needsyou."”

"Why

... of course, Sidney. That's what I'm saying. We need to hurry and get back to the sub. Let'sgo,
and—"

Before Jason realized what was happening, Nagel scrambled over the ridge and was stumbling down the
dopetoward the Teloi.

Sheer, stunned surprise held Jason immobilized. Theat, and his redlization that there was absolutely nothing
he could do except be captured or killed himsdf, held him flat against the rock floor, peering over the
ridgetop asthe Teloi saw the historian and raised their weapons.

"No! Don't shoot!" cried Nagel in their own language. "I'm unarmed. | wish to surrender.”



Two of themorejunior Teloi converged on Nagel, seized him by the arms, and shoved him in front of
Cronus and Hyperion. The latter gazed down at him. "One of thetime travelers," he informed Cronus.

"Yes!" Nagd nodded frantically. " Our leader ran off and left me when your porta opened. He'saways
hated me. He's consumed with envy of my academic eminence. Y ou remember the time he attacked me,
don't you?" he asked Hyperion eagerly. "Tdl him!"

"| do recdl such anincident from their earlier captivity,” Hyperion admitted.

Cronus was clearly uninterested. He looked down at Nagel with contemptuous distaste, then turned to
Hyperion. "Kill him."

"No! Pleasg, lord! | can help you! | overheard you to say you hadn't made any headway in puzzling out a
device you had removed from the woman in our party. Wdll, | am aspecidist inthefield of timetrave.”

Cronus had started to turn away, the feral human aready forgotten. Now he paused and turned back,
looking thoughtful.

"Perhaps. . ." Hyperion began.

"Yed" said Nagel avidly. "'l can beuseful! You'll see. But first | need to examine that implant you spoke
of. I'm somewhat puzzled about that."

Cronus congdered for amoment. Then he gestured to an underling, who spoke into one of the wrist
communicators. For aminute or o, they dl stood, waiting, while Jason watched and struggled to
understand.

Presently a Teloi appeared in the portal. He bore the small plastic case Jason had first seen in Proetus
courtyard. Cronustook it, opened it, and handed it to Nagel.

"WdI?" he demanded.



Nagel took the TRD between thumb and forefinger and made a great show of studying it. Then he
looked up, and his face wore the supercilious |ook that came naturdly to it.

"Oh, thig" He put the tiny object back in the case and closed it with asnap. "'l remember now: you
chopped it out of her at Tiryns. It ismerely ahoming device used by our leader to monitor our
movements. It has nothing to do with timetrave."

"But the woman told us—" Hyperion began.

"Of course shedid,” sneered the historian. "Don't you see? She was trying to put you on afase
scent—not without success, it would seem. And she had an additiona motivation: avoiding any further
removal of samplesfrom her body. Because that iswherethe true secret lies."

He now had hislisteners rapt attention, as he launched into the condescending lecture style that was pure
Nagel, but with an inventiveness Jason had never dreamed he possessed.

"Wetimetraveers," he began, "are agpecid class—a subspecies, actualy. The capability of tempord
displacement isapsionic talent that has been engineered into us, using artificidly crested genetic
materid—thetrait does not occur in the natura human genotype. We activateiit by direct neura
induction, with the help of animplant in the brain. | thought that waswhat you werereferring to.” A
sardonic chuckle. "1 was wondering how you'd gotten it out of the woman without killing her.”

"Do you mean to say," Hyperion demanded, "that you can travel intime smply by willing it?'

"Only under certain highly restricted circumstances," Nagel cautioned. "It requires agreat ded of training.
And only at certain timesisthe tempord 'fabric’ weak enough to permit it. The physicsisrather too
complex to go into just now. Thisiswhy we've been unableto return to our own era”

Looking at the Teloi's faces, Jason could tell they had accepted Nagel's fantasy. And he understood why.
Fitting in so well with their own background, it was more believable than the truth would have been.

"Fortunately,” Nage continued, "you have biologica samples from the woman. Those are what you need
to study, on the genetic level. Using samples from ordinary humans asa'control,’ you should have no
difficulty isolating thetrait. But this—" he held up thelittle plastic case "—isvaudess" With an offhand
flick of hiswrigt, hetossed it over his shoulder, in Jason's direction, to land with a clatter on the cavern
floor.



All at once, Jason understood. And he tried to comprehend the magnitude of the courage he was
witnessing.

"S0," Cronus said after amoment. "When you say that we 'should have no difficulty,’ do | takeit to mean
that you yoursdf are not qudified to assst in the genetic testing?”

"That iscorrect. | am no geneticist.”

"I thought not. And | find your attitude insufficiently respectful—quite objectionable, in fact." Cronus
nodded to Hyperion, who raised one of the small |aser weapons.

Jason closed his eyes and bit down on histongue hard enough to draw blood, so as not to cry out when
he heard the crack.

When he looked again, the Teloi were degp in conversation. "The exploration of this cache can wait,"
Cronus declared. "Thisis more important.” He turned toward the portal.

"Also," Hyperion suggested, indicating the pathetic, crumpled body, "we should bring that, and remove
the brainimplant.”

"Definitely. Seetoit." Cronus passed through the portal.

Hyperion turned to the remaining Teloi and gave orders. Two of them picked up that which had been
Sidney Nagel, Ph.D., and they dl filed through the porta. A few moments passed. The portal vanished.
Theidol stood dormarnt.

Jason waited afew cautious moments. Then he rose and walked down the dope. He scooped up the
plastic case that Nagdl had died to leave there. Hetore astrip of cloth off his ruined tunic, and used it to
tiethe caseto hisarm, amost tourniquet-tight. He paused for amoment beside the body of Oannes.
There were no eyelids to close, and the appropriate rites lay beyond his knowledge. He departed the
cavern and started down the tunnel, toward the submersible for which the Teloi hadn't yet gotten around
to searching.



As hewent, aredlization penetrated the swirling chaos of histhoughts. The rock floor was steady under
his feet. For sometime, there had been no tremors and no rumbling.

Deirdre, he was sure, would have been able to tell him what that portended.

Chapter Twenty-One

Jason had been aboard the submarine, or its Sster ship, on two occasions when it had submerged. But
the frantic desperation of both those occasions hadn't left him with enough time to watch Oannes
manipulate the controls. So he till had no idea how to do everything.

Which, he reflected, was probably just aswell since he dso didn't know how to close the bubble
canopy.

He did know how to activate and control the drive. And he knew how to steer thething . . . or thought
he did. After hisfirst few attemptsto back away from the mooring, he began to wonder. But he finally
got it started down the subterranean channel, and his steering grew surer and more confident.

The eastern sky was paing with dawn when he emerged into the open sea. He activated the map display
and set coursefor Crete, putting Kaliste behind him.

It soon became painfully obvious that the submarine was not designed for surface cruising. Jason
estimated that he was struggling along at five or six knots at most. Twelve hoursor so to Crete,
then—twelve hours continuoudy at the controls, given hisinability to set the automatic pilot. And hewas
garting out hungry, deepless and emotiondly drained.

He grimly kept on course, aone save for the dol phins that doubtlessfound this craft anovelty. Asthe sun
rose higher inthe sky, Kaliste gradudly fell astern until nothing was visible above the horizon save the
upper cone of the centra mountain. More and more, as steering came to be second nature and his
concentration wavered, he found himsaf watching the antics of the dolphins, just to stay avake.

He was watching as one of those deek shapes came cavorting alongside and then swerved away. He
turned with awan smileto watch it go.

That turning motion, along with asublimina sense that something wrong had occurred, caused him to
turn around and look behind him.



The cone of the vol canic mountain wasn't there anymore. Instead, there was aregion of night, soreading
more ragpidly than anything had aright to.

Even as he watched that blackness expand to blot out more and more of the blue Mediterranean
midmorning sky, acam corner of hismind fdt irrationdly disappointed. Isthis it? Surely there should
be some noise, or something.

Then, lessthan a second later: Oh, yes, of course, you ninny! Light moves a lot faster than
atmospheric vibrations, including sound. Naturally you can see it before—

That was when the shock wave hit him, blasted him over, and smashed him down against the control
pand with apain that he didn't even fed because at the same instant the sound arrived. Except that it
wasn't sound, itwasa. . . wordslike roar or bellow or thunder were too feeble. It was a thing that
transcended sound. Jason didn't heer it; he fdt it.

At the same ingtant, the spreading darkness engulfed him, extinguishing the sun and enveloping hisentire
world . . . except that it wasn't dtogether darkness. It was riven with blinding sheets of lightning whose
accompanying blasts of thunder rose even above the genera background noise, until they could be heard
not just with the ears but with every suffering cdll of the body. The universe was adrum, and he was
inddeit.

Jason forced himsdlf to stand, and righted the staggering hull. As he did, he glimpsed what seemed to be
shooting stars, far above in the evil blackness. But then they began to curve downward, and he knew
they were redlly red-hot boulders, spewed forth by dying Kdliste. With horrified fascination, he watched
oneasit begantofdl. It grew—gradudly at first, then with soul-shaking rapidity—and he knew it was
bigger than his craft, bigger than ahouse. . . and it was headed for him.

It struck less than amile away. The water smply exploded on impact, then crashed back downinto a
wave that swept toward him. He managed to turn bow-on into it before it crashed over him, and held on
grimly ashisclumsy craft pitched and heaved. He didn't even havetimeto give thanksfor hislifelong
freedom from motion sickness.

Thewallowing craft righted itsdlf, largely from theinertia of the water doshing initshilge, and hehad a
moment to look around. Other burning stones were striking the sea, sending gouts of steam skyward. But
they were smaller, and at greater distances. He flt astrange fatalism. If one of them struck him, he was
dead, and that was dl there wasto it. But none did. What did begin to fal on him wasfine and
gray-whitein the blackness. For anidiotic split second he thought: Show? But it was ash. And then the
rain began. Not acleansing rain, asrain was meant to be. It reeked, and stuck, and stung.



Acid rain, hethought with aclinging remanent of rationdlity. But the rest of him knew that dl such
thoughtswerevain. Deirdre was wrong. Thisisthe end of the world.

Only, ingsted the stubborn remnant, if the world ends now, in 1628 b.c. . . . then where did | come
from?

The thought steadied him. He made himself concentrate on the glowing control-board display, and
steered by that, ignoring the pain and the din and the lightning-shot darkness. He even ignored the
water—mud, redlly, mixed as it was with vol canic ash+—that was now up to hisankles, and risng. He
couldn't let himsdlf contemplate the unlikelihood that his vessdl would stay afloat long enough to reach
Crete. He didn't even have a bucket to bail with.

He had no way of measuring timein this continuum of horror. Bur sooner than he had dared hope, the
sun becamevisble asadull-red disc in adate sky. The blackness, rumbling with thunder and flickering
lightning, loomed agtern, to the north where Kdliste lay. No, not any more, he corrected himsdf. Not
Kalliste. Santorini, now. The black rain finally stopped, leaving him grimed with its sooty, tarry residue,
but the dudge was now up to hisknees.

Then, by the dim light of the rust-red sun, he saw the cliffs of Crete ahead.

At first, hismind couldn't accept theimpossible input of hiseyes. It can't be—not already. There hasn't
been enough time. But then understanding dawned.

He had ridden atsunami.

Out a ses, there had been no way to tell the seawas risng beneath him, lifting his craft and carrying it
aong at astonishing velocity. Only when it met ashore did that mountain of water become amonster of
destruction . . . which it wasn't through doing, for even at this distance through the gloom Jason could see
the raging surf that battered the shore.

Hefrantically brought the vessdl around, fighting to stay off the rocks ahead until he could find abreak in
the cliffs. There was no point in even trying to find Amnisos,; it would be amass of haf-submerged,
mud-choked wreckage. He struggled againgt the insane currents, fighting to keep offshore aslong as
possible while stedling glances at the scrolling map.



Hefindly located a cove of sorts—it might have even been the same one they'd departed from, but it
was hard to be surein his hunger and exhaustion, trying to breathe the foul, stinking air. He could barely
concentrate on trying to bring the craft in between waves.

He amost made it. He was nearing the shore when the hissing roar of another wave grew behind him. He
started to abandon ship, stepping up onto therail. He lost his balance, and came down with his | eft foot
turned inward. Hefelt a sharp pain, and knew with sinking despair that he'd broken a bone on the outer
edge of thefoot. At that moment when the wave hit, tumbling the submersible over and smashing it down
in the shadlows. Jason himsdlf was thrown free, and then sucked under the black, filthy water. He hdd his
bresth grimly, enduring the agony of suffocation as he clawed againgt the irresstible strength of the
undertow. Hislungs hadn't quite burst when he finally broke the surface and took deep, gulping breaths
of the thick, dust-filled air.

Hewasin waist-high water. It wasn't far to shore, but it took him along time to struggle through the surf.
When hetook hisfirst step on land, the pain in hisfoot made him gasp.

He looked around. Oannes submarine lay capsized among the rocks, where it would be pounded to
pieces and washed out to sea. A short distance away was the wreckage of alocal boat that had been
swept ashore by the tsunami. He crawled to it on hands and knees, and found a broken plank that he
could use asaclumsy crutch. He a so tore some fabric from the clothing of adead sailor—his own tunic
was reduced to tatters—and bound his |eft foot astightly as he could stand. Then he spotted a
half-empty wineskin that had miraculoudy survived. He squeezed the contents down his throat without
pausing for breath, heedless of the impact of the acohal hitting hisempty scomach. At least it deadened
the pain of hisfoot.

Findly, helooked down at hisarm. The plagtic case containing Deirdre's TRD was till tied to it. He
activated hismap display. Thered dot of that TRD showed him where he was—alittle west of Amnisos
as hed thought. He expanded the scale so that it included Mount Ida.

Therewas no point in delay. Indeed, if he sat for much longer he would never be able to force himsdlf to
get up, for it would be so much easier to lie down and die. He used the plank to lever himself up onto his
right foot, and began to hobble off.

* % %

Jason's brain implant held the archaeol ogists deductions about the Minoan roads and trails. So he was
ableto find the one that led west. He wanted to avoid the southbound route to Knossos, which must be
in achaos he wasin no shape to cope with. He was adso in no shape to help Deirdre escape if shewas
gtill there. He could only hope she had been able to get away in the aftermath of the cataclysm. If so, he
knew where she would be heading.

S0 he struggled southwestward, joining the human flotsam of refugees from the coadt, trudging through



the stormy westher as the atmosphere righted itself after what had been doneto it. He was unmol ested,
unlike those who had anything worth stealing. Once, he even fdll in with agroup whose leader, a deserted
soldier called Koza, was able to get by in Achaean despite his quintessentially Cretan name. Hewas
good-natured in hisbrutal way, and shared awindfal of food they'd obtained from awedthy villa. (Jason
was in no position to quibble about how they'd gone about obtaining it.) But their hospitaity didn't extend
to letting him dow them down. They pressed on, leaving him to forage from abandoned pessants hovels
for food, and for cloth to wrap around himself againgt the increasingly cold nights.

Helogt track of time as he limped dowly across the landscape of Hell. After awhile, he found he was
ableto wak on hisbroken foot, with the aid of awalking stick. It was painful, and he knew it wasn't
doing the fracture any good in the long run. But it was alittle faster, and that was the only factor he could
let himsdlf congder just now.

He was on the road for only about ten miles, but it seemed ten times that. Then he turned due south,
toward the looming mass of Ida, and the hard part of his journey began.

The distance he had to cover was only about seven miles asthe crow flies—but such distances had
ceased to have any meaning for him. The trek was an eternity of trails suitable for donkeys but not for a
half-lamed man, over what his neurdly displayed map caled the K ouloukounas Range (with asubscript
indicating that it had been caled the Tdlaion in Classical times—God knew what it was called currently)
and into the Mylopotamos Valley. He avoided atown called Anogeia (subscript: Axos) becauseit was
choked with refugees from the coast. Then it was upward again, every step apain-filled struggle.

By now hewasin regions not directly affected by the tsunami. And the clouds were thinning ot,
gradually dispersed by the winds that would carry the volcanic ash around and around the planet, west to
east, until everyone in the north temperate zone had breathed atoms of Kalliste.. . . and of the Teloi portal
device. And of Oannes.

Of course, the "temperate zones" aren't going to be so temperate for a couple of years, are they?
he thought to himself, because it was important to keep thinking of things other than the fatigue and
hunger and pain that might otherwise break down the barrier behind which lurked despair. It's going to
be like the "nuclear winter" people were worried about back in the late twentieth century, when
atomic energy had arrived a few decades before the Age of Totalitarianism ended, and things
looked scary for a while. Deirdre said there are going to be two bad growth years—the puny
tree-growth rings will show that, four thousand years from now.

The thought of Deirdre quickened his pace alittle. He continued southward, aong trails through dopes
whose maple, oak, pine and cypress were coated with an ominous dusting of ash, until he had reached
the upland plain of Nidha Theloca shepherdsfled at his approach—they were probably wary of
srangers at the best of times, and times had ceased to be the best when the heavens had filled with soot
and strangers from the coast had begun to flee into the highlands to escape the fury of Poseidon.



Here, hisbrain implant told him, he was five thousand feet above sealevel. The snow-capped peak of
Mount Ida, in front of him, towered another three thousand feet.

Hedidn't need to go that high, though. Instead, he worked hisway around the mountain toward the
southeast until, just above the plain, was his destination: a cave mouth that glowered forth from under a
beetling shelf of rock.

The later Greeks, his orientation had told him, believed that cave to have been the nursery of Zeus—and
aso hishirthplace, according to some traditions, athough there were other claimantsto that honor among
Crete's caves. He didn't know the current inhabitants position on the question. But Zeus had indicated
that they regarded it as sacred to him in some way, and that Deirdre could hope for some sort of
sanctuary there. Jason's experience in history's unsettled epochs made him skeptical of the value of such
assurances in such times—and it was hard to imagine atime more unsettled than this one had suddenly
become.

But he could only press on, hoping against hope. The sun was|ow in the ashen-streaked sky when he
topped the lip of the cave and peered within. Someone had been in residence, for the embers of a dead
fireglowed in the dark recesses. . ..

A split-second danger ingtinct made him twist aside and duck. The heavy tree limb, sivung from behind,
swooshed over his head. He automatically reached up to grab the cudge with one hand and one of the
arms holding it with the other, smultaneoudy pulling forward, using the attacker's own momentum to
bring him around, off balance. But he forgot about the dull ache to which he'd become accustomed, and
let hisentireweight fall on hisleft foot. Sickening pain tore through him, and helost hisgrip and his
balance. Collapsing, he pulled the attacker down atop his back. An arm went around his neck. He
managed to break the hold, and amoment's clumsy wrestling ensued. It ended abruptly when one of his
opponent's knees, by accident rather than design, came down on his|eft foot. The agony took his bresth
away, and he found himsdlf on hisback, looking up into aface that could barely be seen amid atangle of
long dark-auburn hair.

"Hey," he gasped, "do you adways pick on cripples?’

Deirdre's green eyes widened, and she fell on top of him with alaugh.

"Jason!" she finally gasped. She raised hersdlf back up with her arms and looked down at him. "It'sredlly
you! But you're hurt. And where's Sdney? And Oannes?' Then, abruptly, she grew silent. Jason'sface
gave her dl the answer she needed. She got to her feet and helped him up to asitting position.



"Tdl meabout it," shesad quitly, "whilel get thefire going again.”

Jason related everything that had happened, pausing only to take bites of the cheese she brought him, and
gpsfrom awineskin. By the time he was done, the sun had set in ablaze of red and orange. With dl the
particlesin the atmosphere, this part of the world should have some spectacular sunsetsfor awhile,

Jason wondered if the people would appreciate the sight, busy asthey were trying to find enough to est.

"And s0," he concluded, "you can thank Sidney for the fact that we finaly have this back.” He untied the
little plastic case from his upper arm and handed it to her with great solemnity, like an offering. She took
it from him the same way.

Hewasn't sure what he had expected in the way of areaction. She held the case for amoment, then
opened it and stared down at the nondescript little sphere with an expression that was.. . . what? Serious,
certainly. But there was something beyond that. Sorrowful, perhaps?

"So Sidney died for this" shefindly said. She did not meet hiseyes.

"Not just for this," he reminded her. "He a so made certain that Cronus and the rest of the first-generation
Teloi—except for whoever was aoft at the time, as per their stlandard operating procedure—werein the
pocket universe at the time the portal device was destroyed. Which meansthe genies are inside the lamp
... only thelamp isn't there to get rubbed anymore. They'rein for life" He grinned wolfishly. "1 wonder
how long those liveswill be, trapped there with each other?”

"It'sjust aswell Sidney was dready dead when he went through the portal with them.”

"Good point." Jason shivered. "1 wonder if he thought of that, and deliberately provoked them into killing
him?' He shook his head. "I never would have thought it of him. But then, | never would have thought
any of it of him."

"l suppose we never really know each other until we're forced to make extreme decisions, do we?' She
continued to avoid hiseyes.

"I guess not. But what about you? What happened to you after your capture?’



"Oh, they took me back to Knossos," she said briskly, asthough grateful for the change of subject. "The
palace was till in an uproar over the disappearance of theidol. The chief priestesswas out of her mind
with rage. | don't know what they would have done to me. But then, before they could make up their
minds, the sky darkened, and the tsunami hit the coast. Knossoswas too far inland for that. But the
secondary quakes did alot of damage, and fires started when al those oil lamps got knocked over. The
wind whipped those fires into something resembling afirestorm. Everything collgpsed into panic. | was
ableto get away in the confusion.

"Afterwards, hiding out in the countryside, | met an escaped dave who spoke Achaean. He knew about
this cave. It seemstheres a cult of Zeus among the daves from the mainland; it makes you wonder how
long he's been laying the groundwork for hislittle power play. Anyway, this dave gave medirections. It's
not far."

"Not if you have two good feet,” Jason remarked pointedly.

"Oh, yes Let me seethat.” She carefully removed thefilthy bindings from hisleft foot and wrapped it
anew, muttering gpologies for her lack of anything cold to put on it, while continuing with her story. "After
| got here and settled into this cave, the local shepherds thought | must be some kind or priestess or
wise-woman. | didn't do anything to discourage that impression,” she added primly. "l was ableto do
some hedling that they found impressive—I have experience in twenty-fourth-century first aid frommy
field work on Mithras, in addition to the course the Tempora Regulatory Authority put methrough. In
return, they've kept me supplied with food."

"Not bad cheese," Jason commented, taking another sample.

"Now, though, they're staying away. They're getting more and more of aworse class of refugees from the
north."

"Y es—I| spent alittle time with some of those."

"So you can understand why these people have taken themsel ves—and their sheep, and their
daughters—into hiding. Y ou can also understand why, when | saw you . . ." Shelooked embarrassed in
thefirdight. "Wdll, | didn't recognize you, and—"

"l guess| do look alittle savage," Jason acknowledged with asmile.

She amiled back, then looked at him levelly. " So what are we going to do now?"



"We're going to wait. It wouldn't do us any good to go anywhere else on Crete evenif | wasup toit. We
can forage for food—I can even foragefor food if | don't haveto do it fast.”

"Yes," shenodded. "Y ou'reright. Thisiswhere Perseus will be looking for us.”

"W, yes. And it's going to be important to get you set up somewhere, to wait until you snap back to the
linear present. Y ou see, you're going to have to wait in this erawithout me for awhile."

"Y ou werein that pocket universe, with its distorted time, longer than Sidney and | were," Jason
explained. "Moreto the point, your TRD wasthere alot longer than ours. It turns out that | wasn't there
very long after al; | can bring up the countdown on my optica display, and I'm duefor retrieval before
too much longer. But | have no ideawhen you are, and | have no way of finding out. Thetimer in my
brainimplant islinked to my own TRD and its atomic ‘clock." Nobody ever dreamed that the members of
an expedition wouldn't al return at the same time—it's unprecedented in the history of the Temporal
Regulatory Authority. In fact, it's unprecedented to have any of them return behind schedule. When |
appear on the displacer stage, late and done, it's going to be two firgts. Rutherford is probably going to
have a stroke when he finds out he's going to have to keep the stage clear for some indefinite time, until
you gppear!" He chuckled evilly at the thought, then sobered. "It means you'll have to keep your TRD
with you at dl times. It dso meansyou'll have no advance notice of your retrieva. One fine day, without
warning, thisworld will vanish and you'll bein thedomein Audrdia. I'm sorry, but therésno hdp for it."

"l see," Deirdre nodded. It was, Jason decided, only naturd that she looked so very thoughtful.

* % *

The days passed, with their breathtaking sunsets and cold nights. Jason's broken bone gradually knitted
itself together, and he was able to venture further and further afield, gathering firewood and seeking out
food. He fashioned a crude bow and managed alittle light hunting for the wild goats and tiny deer that
roamed the mountainside. It was atedious and till-painful effort for asmal yield, but it was necessary to
supplement their food supply. The shepherds of the Nidha plain were still mostly in hiding from the
runaway daves and other fugitives who had, for whatever reasons, found it advisable to remove
themsealvesto thisremote didtrict.

After awhile, thelocals crept out again and began coming back to the sacred cave and the strange but
kindly woman who dwelt there. But then the visits became less frequent, and those who did come acted
frightened. Since none of them spoke Achaean, Jason and Deirdre were unable to ascertain the source of
their fear.



They found out afew nights|ater.

* % %

Jason awoketo akick in hissde, aflare of torches, and Deirdre's screams.

He reached out, grabbed a hairy ankle, and pulled, sending the man sprawling. Then he sorang to his
feet, forgetting his still-not-atogether-hed ed fracture. The pain made him stagger, and he was grasped
from behind by two pairs of hands. He saw Deirdre, being held in the same way by one ragged man and
being groped by a couple of others, while a half-dozen others stood around making comments. They
were mostly armed with knives and cudgels, although afew had spears. He had barely had time to take it
al inwhen aface cameinto hisline of Sght at close range. The puzzlement on that face gave way to
recognition, and then to alaugh whose jovidity would have been easier to appreciate if Koza's bresth
hadn't been so bad.

"Jason! By Rhed'stits, you made it thisfar—and on that foot! And then you ended up with her!" Koza
jerked athumb in Deirdrés direction and laughed again. "What aman! Let him go, you turd-esters™
Jason's arms were rel eased, but he noted that his erstwhile captors were still eyeing him watchfully. Koza
flung abrawny arm around his shoulder and spoke in what passed with him for aquiet voice.

"See here, Jason, we've been on the run—alittle trouble down by the coast—and since we've come up
here the loca s have kept themselves and their women hidden. And sheep are no subgtitute. Now, | don't
begrudge you your good luck in catching this piece. But thefact is, you've dready had the use of her for
awhile, and werealittle hard up, if you take my meaning. Don't get upset—you can il share her. But
you ought to let your old friends have her first. Don't you think that'sfair?' Histone was ingratiating, but
left no doubt as to the basic unimportance of what Jason thought wasfair.

Jason assumed his best raffish smile. "Sure. Seemsreasonableto me. | just hopeyou likeit, after .. ." He
launched into adetailed and boastful explanation of why they might not find Deirdre dtogether satisfying
after her time with him. Kozaroared with laughter, and the vigilance of the two men flanking Jason
seemed to ease.

"Isthat s0?' Kozafindly belowed. "Well, well see about that!" He turned toward Deirdre and started to
remove histunic. "Spread her!" he ordered his underlings. Everyone else relaxed to enjoy the show.

Kozahad histunic up over his head, temporarily confining hisarms, when Jason pivoted on his good foot
and brought his|eft leg around a sweeping kick that knocked a spear-carrying bandit's legs out from
under him. Asthe man lost his balance, Jason grasped the spear and rammed its butt into another man's
sde. Then, as swiftly ashis bad foot permitted, he sorang for Koza.



He amost made it before Koza's tunic came completely off. But at the sudden tumult, the bandit leader
threw it off, whirled around, and with the unerring ingtinct of a veteran brawler, samped on Jason's | eft
foot.

For an ingtant, pain was |l that Jason knew, or could know, and he collapsed. The naked Koza
snatched a cudgel from one of his men and raised it two-handed over his head as he advanced, hisfacea
meask of rage.

He had amost reached Jason when his expression turned to one of blank surprise, and a spearpoint
protruded from his chest. Already dead, he toppled over forward, reveding the shied-bearing, helmeted
figure in the cave mouth who had hurled the spear.

Other smilarly equipped warriors rushed in past him. It wasn't o much afight as amassacre of the
trapped bandits. Jason barely noticed the daughter, for he recognized the spearman even before he
removed his boar's-tusk helmet. He had seen a spear-cast like that once before, on the road between
Tirynsand Lerna.

"Perseud” he cdled, risng awkwardly to hisfeet.

Before the Hero could reply, Deirdre had rushed past Jason and flung hersdlf into hisarms with what
sounded very much like asob.

Chapter Twenty-Two

To Jason's delight, they sailed from Crete aboard Sotades ship.

"Yes" sad the grizzled old mariner—as Jason till couldn't help thinking of him, even though he would
have been considered no more than middle-aged in Jason's world. "We were in Lernawhen Poseidon
made his anger felt. The coast gave us some shelter—unlike alot of places, including practicaly dl the
idands. Thank Zeus | wasn't home on Seriphos!” He spat over therail with the expressiveness Jason
remembered. "But we survived. And when Perseus and hiswarriors came down to the coast from
Mycenae looking for ships. . . well, | would havejoined even if it had been somebody besides Perseus.”

"So you were willing to put to seaafter . . . what had happened? When thisisn't the sailing season eveniin
normd times?"



"Of course." Sotades |ooked surprised that the question had even been asked. "All the shipmasters
wanted to join Perseus great raid on Keftiu, just like al the warriors of the Argolid. Everybody knew he
enjoyed the favor of the gods. First he appeared at Mycenae in Zeus chariot. And then, just ashewas
telling the warriors what was going to happen—it actualy happened!” Sotades gave asmiling headshake
of quasi-fatherly pride. "That Perseud"

"Yes, | canimagine the effect that must have had,” said Jason absently. They were standing in the stern,
with Jason leaning on a crutch and Sotades gripping the helm againgt the till-treacherous currents and
blustery winds. Behind them, the cliffs of Crete were dropping below the horizon. There, various
adventurers who had elected to stay behind were aready starting to squabble over Knossos. Perseus
was leaving them to their squabbling. There would be no empire of the mainland and the idands; such a
thing was beyond the scope of people a the Achaeans leve of palitica evolution. Perseus would return
to Mycenae—their current destination—and content himsdlf with the Argolid.

And asfor Zeus. . .

"S0," he said in what he hoped was the right tone of voice, "you're certainly right about Perseus being
favored by the gods—or at least by Zeus and Poseidon and the rest of the younger gods. And | suppose
that what Poseidon did to Kaliste, which was sacred to Rhea, proves. . ." Helet hisvoicetrail off and
gave Sotades aquizzica glance.

"I don't redlly know anything about these deep matters,” growled the skipper. It was aquiet growl,
accompanied by an anxious glance over his shoulder. Like any sensible man, Sotades was hedging his
bets. "But some say that the gods have a new king—that Zeus has taken over from Cronus, hisfather,
and imprisoned the Old Godsin Tartarud™

Close enough, thought Jason. Except that it wasn't Zeus who did it.

"Wadl," heremarked doud, "it does seem to stand to reason that the Old Gods would punish such talk if
they ill could."

"Hmm.. .. Y ou know, you may have something there." This seemed to resolve Sotades theological
perplexities, such asthey were. "And anyway, who will defy the power of the younger gods now?' He
gestured toward the starboard bow and beyond it, to the northeast where Kalliste had been. A black
cloud il hung over the horizon.



Following his gesture, Jason noticed Perseus and Deirdre standing in the bows, armin arm. Asusual.

* * %

Sidney, Jason thought with atouch of sadness, would have felt vindicated by Mycenae. Not that there
had ever redlly been any controversy about the great cyclopean stonewallsthat till ood in the
twenty-fourth century. Everyone agreed that they dated to the fourteenth century b.c., with the extension
that included the Lion Gate to be added a century later. Inthisera, the hillock overlooking the Plain of
Argos was surmounted only by awooden stockade—and not much of a stockade, for thiswasa
politically powerless neutra ground between Argosand Tiryns.

That al began to change dmost the ingtant they arrived. Perseuswas aman in ahurry, and astronger
stockade began to go up. Nobody denied hisright to establish himsdlf here; his earlier spectacular arrival
and accurate prophecy gave him acertain locd clout. Not that he wasignoring the redl basis of roya
power in Achaean society: the giving of rich giftsto the warrior nobles, thus placing them under an
obligation that wasn't forma enough to be called "vassdage” but was nonethelessred. His Cretan
plunder gave him the wherewitha to do this on an unprecedented scale. Acrisius and Proetus till sat in
Argosand Tirynsrespectively, but if legendry was any guide their "accidentd™ demise was only amatter
of time.

L oot wasn't the only thing Perseus had brought back from Crete to cement his power. Jason had noticed
some Cretansin the shipswho looked a cut above the generd run of captured daves.

Perseus chatted with him about it one day, asthey stood on the summit where the new megaron was
being built, looking out over the entire citadel—the perfect spot from which to survey the work on the
new stockade. It would, thought Jason, have been a crushing disappointment to classicissand
romanticists. It looked like any other congtruction Site, only very low-tech.

"Yes," the Hero was saying, "1 had never redly thought about these things before. But while we were on
Keftiu, | began to wonder if there might be something to be said for being ableto . . . well, you know,
keep track of things, the way the Minos had aways done for the Old Gods and their priestesses. So |
thought 1'd bring in some of their scribesto do it for me.”

"But," Jason asked, "how will you know they're not taking a cut for themselves?'

"Oh, of coursethey'll do that. They dwaysdid on Keftiu. But | see what you mean: how will | know
they're not cheating me? Well, it will help that their language is so closeto the one | grew up with on
Seriphos. Early on, I'll let them know | can understand what they're saying among themsalves.”

"That should help," Jason agreed. "Still . . . wouldn't it be even better if they were keeping their recordsin



your own language? And if you had people you knew you could trust who could read those records?!

Perseus stared at him uncomprehendingly, as though he had spoken a non sequitur—which, Jason
knew, he had, from Perseus standpoint.

He described the exchange to Deirdre afew days later. It was sunset—yet another sunset of Sinister
beauty. They were standing beside the circular area Perseus was laying out just beyond the main gate of
the stockade to hold the remains of himself and his descendants—"Grave Circle A," asthe archaeologists
would one day nameit. Heinrich Schliemann, believing that "I have gazed upon the face of Agamemnon,”
would never dream of the true identity of the man whose gold death mask he had set eyes on—the first
to do so in thirty-four centuries.

And as for me, thought Jason, remembering that famous deeth mask, now | finally know why Perseus
looked strangely familiar when | first saw him. And | also know how he's going to look in middle
age, with a beard.

"Of course Perseus didn't have the dightest ideawhat | was talking about,” he finished. "In hisworld,
writing is, by definition, linked with the language of Keftiu. So naturdly the scribes he brought back must
do their record-keeping in that language, and in their own script—Linear A, asit will one day be known.
Theideathat any language can be written down—including Achaean Greek—is beyond him."

"But somebody will think of it eventudly," Deirdre predicted. " And then the Cretan scribeswill be out of
ajob.”

"Right. Some geniuswill get theideaof adapting Linear A to the sounds of Achaean, much like Saint
Cyril will adapt the Greek aphabet to Savic two and ahaf millenniafrom now. The result will be Linear
B. Then alater wave of mainland Greek conquerorswill carry it to Crete with them. And that's the
answer to ariddlethat's going to support innumerable academic careers, sarting in the twentieth
century.”

"Sidney redlized that, at thelast, didn't he?' Deirdre asked softly.

"Yes." Jason sat down on the low stonewall surrounding the grave-circle-to-be, for all a once hisleft
foot was giving him renewed pain. "He understood al sorts of things—like the artistic flowering of Crete
in'Late Palaces period. We're seeing the start of that. One of the Achaean warlords there will win out in
the end—and probably take the name'Minos and al the prestige that goes with it. The Cretan artists will
be working for Achaean patrons, and from that cross-fertilization will emerge the synthesis our age thinks
of as'Minoan.""



"S0," said Deirdre after awhile, not meeting hiseyes, "Sidney knew dl this—the fulfillment of alifetime
for him—and dtill he. . . did what he did." With an unconscious motion, she touched the little plastic case
sheworetied to her arm.

"Y ou have to understand him. | think | do, now. What was important to him was the knowledge itself. Of
course, thefact that it tended to vaidate his theories didn't hurt! But the point isthat what we now
know—thefinal solution to al the mysteries and controversies—will be brought back to our time. Y ou
and | will bring it. That will be hislegacy."

"Yes" shesad, dmost too quietly to be heard, ftill staring into the lurid sunset.

* * %

Winter approached, and so did Jason's departure.

He could summon up the digita countdown any time he wished. He knew it would happen in the
predawn darkness. That would be around noon, Australian time, so it worked out nicely al around. He
could smply make sure he was unobserved—no trick, at that time of day—and that would be that.

He cameto the redlization that he didn't want to do it that way. Perseus deserved better . . . and even a
lie was better than an unexplained disappearance.

"I find | must return hometo Aetalia," hetold Perseusin private one day.

"But why, Jason?" The Hero looked genuindly stricken. ™Y our foot isn't healed.”

"I can wak well enough, if | don't haveto do it very fast. And as you know, Synon was distant kin to me.
Itismy obligation to tell our kindred what happened to him, so that his memory may be properly
honored, even though hisremains are, of course, lost to us."

Perseus nodded. He had been given a suitably edited account of how Nagel had died on Kaliste. "Yes, |
understand. But as unsettled asthings are these days, let me send an escort with you."

"Thank you. But I'll bedl right dlone. I'll just leave very early, before sunrise, to get agood start.”



"But, Jason—"

"Don't worry about me, Perseus. I'll be dl right. And now | don't have to protect the lady Deianeira. |
know she's safe, here with you.”

"Yes." Perseus brightened. " Shelll aways be under my protection—and that of my father, Zeus."

"Of course," Jason nodded pioudy. "By the way, have you seen him lately?*

"No. He hasn't appeared since Poseidon's destruction of Kalliste. Neither have any of the other gods.”

Probably making sure to consolidate their power in the other areas of the world where they
operate, Jason speculated. Zeus and his allies had paid apricefor their little coup. The Teloi pocket
universe and everything in it waslost to them forever. Their only resources were whatever advanced
equipment was dready deployed at the time the portal device ceased to exist. That, and the awe in which
humans held them.

From now on, they'll have to run a bluff, thought Jason with satisfaction. And, as Oannes said, their
lifespans are limited. Sooner or later, ther€'ll be no more gods except in people's memories, and in
the stories they'll make up.

"Well, Jason, do asyou must. Will | ever seeyou again?'

"Perhaps," Jason made himsdlf say.

* * %

In theory, there was no reason for Deirdre to keep vigil with Jason in the predawn darkness as he waited
for the time to wind down. But the possibility of her not doing so never even occurred to either of them.

When she entered hisroom, her dark-auburn hair made ruddier by the light of the oil lamp, hefet no
aurprise at al. He did, however, fed gratitude. He needed company, if only to fend off the gnawing worry
that he had put out of hismind for so long. Admittedly, the chances of there being anything—or
anyone—on the displacer stage a the moment he materidized there were dim to the point of statistical
inggnificance. But it ill didn't bear thinking abot.



Because of his preoccupation, he failed to notice the look on her face. It was the look of someone who
had something difficult to say.

"Now," he began, making conversation, "just remember what | told you about your retrieval. It will be
completely without warning. It could happen while you're adeep. Unfortunately, it could also happen
when somebody isweatching."

"But I'm not too worried about that. People at this culturd level are matter-of-fact about the supernatural.
A disappearing woman would be nothing compared to some of the things they take for granted!”

" Joson—!"

"There's something e se we've both been avoiding talking about. But | want you to try not to worry about
it. I'll explain the situation to Rutherford, and helll keep the stage clear until you reappear, no matter how
long asit takes"

"Jason—!"

"The most important thing, though, isthat you keep that case holding your TRD tied to you at all times,
no matter where you are or what you're doing. If it's out of contact with you at the moment the TRD
activates, then—"

"JASON!" Deirdre took adeep, unsteady bresth and, in the midst of the sudden, silence she untied the
plastic case and held it out to him. "I've been trying to tell you, Jason: I'm not going back."

The silence returned. Jason stared at her outstretched hand which held the entire world she'd known.
And in that compartment of his mind where he never lied to himsdf, he knew he wasn't really surprised.
And that surprised him.

"Not coming back?"' hefinaly managed.

She nodded.



She nodded again.

Not the most scintillating conversation on record, gibed another part of his mind—the part whose
function wasto gibe. He dismissed it, and took the case from her hand.

"Y ou know, don't you, that this part of the world isfacing adifficult time? But of course you do. Y ou
were the one who told me about those two hard winters."

"Yes, | know. That's part of the reason I'm staying. | may be ableto help.”

"With no equipment or supplies? No accessto high technology ?*

"I will have knowledge. | never redized how much difference that can make, in asociety thisfar behind
ours, until thetime | spent in that cave on Mount Ida. | know | can help these people through what's
coming.”

"I'm sure you'reright. But that's not the real reason.” He didn't even say it asaquestion. Nor did she
answer. There was no need. After atime, he shook his head and gave aresigned sigh.

"Well," hesaid, "if you're going to make a crazy decison, you might aswell makeit for someonewho's
worthy of it. And | can't deny that Perseusis.”

"Heredly isgoing tolivein legend, isn't he?' she asked softly.

"Oh, yes. Of course, the mythmakerswill get things confused, asadways. They'll get hisfamily
relationships right; Sidney once told me that was the one part they had to get right, to earn their keep.
And they'll remember—and el aborate—the part about the 'head of the gorgon.’ But everything else they'll
misinterpret and confuse. In particular, | can already see how they'll get hislegend mixed up with that of
Hercules” Including the name "Deianeira,” he added slently. And may the God in whom | do not
believe grant you a better fate than hers. But of course I'll never know, will 1?7 He shook off the
thought and managed to smile. "Y es, they'll attach al sorts of monster stories and fairy talesto hisname,



whileleaving out everything he should be remembered for. But, as| say, that'stypical. And | don't
suppose we should complain. At least the people who ought to be remembered sometimes do get
remembered, if only for the wrong reasons.”

She amiled tremulously. And he understood that she had asked for akind of blessing from him, and had
received it. He wondered if she understood that herself.

But she seemed happy. That was enough.

Out of habit, be summoned up hisneurd display. "Hey! | lost track of time. I'm dmost down to the short
count now." He stood up, having no desireto arrive in the twenty-fourth century with apratfal from a
couch that was no longer there. Then, on asudden impulse, he extended his hand that held the plastic
case.

"Deirdre, | want you to do one thing for me: keep this." He hastened on as she started to open her
mouth. "If you don't want to useit, nothing could be smpler; just put it on your end table or something,
and onefineday it will be gone. But just in case you have second thoughts before that happens. . . well,
thisway youll till havethe option.”

"All right," she said, and took it from him.

They stood facing each other. The digital count worked itsinexorable way down.

"Goodbye, Deirdre," he said when the count was amogt at zero.

"Goodbye. Oh, and . . . one more thing, Jason."

"YS?I

With alightninglikeflick of her wrigt, she tossed the plastic caseto him.

By sheer reflex action, he caught it.



At that instant, redlity dissolved in the way Jason remembered so well. The Bronze Age was gone.

For the barest ingtant, Deirdre's green eyes, like the smile of the Cheshire cat, remained in the swirling
chaos. . ..

And then he was under the dome of the tempora displacer ingtalation in twenty-fourth century Austrdia

The sudden change from the dim glow of the ail lampsto the glaring eectric lights blinded him, and the
disorientation of tempora displacement hit him harder than it should have—harder than it had snce his
first time. Hefdl to hisknees, clutching the plastic casetightly.

Before he could see again, he could hear the uproar in the dome. He got dowly to hisfeet, blinked away
the congtdllations of exploding stars, and looked around at the banks and tiers of control panels, from
which people were streaming toward him from &l sides.

Intheir midst was Kyle Rutherford. He must have been in the dome &t this particular moment by sheer
chance. It occurred to Jason to wonder how much of histime held been spending here since the day the
stage had remained inexplicably empty at the moment of their scheduled retrieval.

In away, it must be even worse for him now, with just me here, Jason reflected. Instead of a
solution, another mystery.

He stepped off the stage with the limp he still hadn't altogether lost, and advanced to meet Rutherford.
The latter looked as though he had been missing alot of deep.

"Where—?" Rutherford began . . . and could get no further, having exhausted the subject with that one
word.

"Dr. Nagdl isdead. Hedied . . . heroicdly.”

"But..." Bewildered, Rutherford gestured at the stage where the historian's remains should have been.

"Hiscorpse, and hisTRD, arein another universe—asmdl, artificid universe. Permanently.”



"And Ms. Sadaka-Ramirez . . . 7' Rutherford finally managed after an interva of sllence.

"Shewas divewhen | left her. But she won't be coming back either.” Jason held out the plastic case.
Rutherford took it, opened it, and stared at the tiny object it contained.

"Hers," Jason nodded in confirmation. Had he only known it, his smile seemed strangely inappropriate. "It
got cut out of her. It'sonly here because | was carrying it. At some point, it will disappear from wherever
you decideto put it, and you'l find it lying here on the stage. | can't say precisely when that will be.”

Rutherford struggled to form wordsin the face of yet another manifest impossibility. Finally, as people
often do when faced with a surfeit of mysteries, he opted for the lesser one. "But if shewasdive—?"

"Oh, yes. She could have kept it. Sheredly could have, you know. In fact, | wanted her to. But she
didn't."

"Why didn't she?" breathed Rutherford.

For atime, he thought Jason hadn't heard him.

"Toamplify her life)" Jason findly said. "Shewas afraid that if she had the option, she might not be able
toresst usngit. You see, shedidn't trust hersdf. She knew hersdlf too well.”

After another interva of sllence, Rutherford pulled himsdlf together and spokein quite hisold style.
"Clearly, you have quitealot to tell me!"

"Yes, | supposeyou might say that. | also have quite alot to show you, once my brainimplant is
downloaded. Y ou, and others aswdll, are going to have to adjust alot of your ideas. And you may want
to reconsider the notion of any more expeditionsinto the distant past.”

Rutherford started to open his mouth, then closed it, and finally contented himself with asimple”Come
with me." They darted to leave. But then Jason paused.



"Kyle, could | ask onefavor?’

"Certainly.”

"Can | keep Deirdreés TRD?"

Rutherford's eyebrows rose into arches of inquiry.

"When it vanishes," Jason explained, "that will beakind of . . . closure. Don't ask mewhy | fed that way,
but | do."

"Youredize, of course" Rutherford reminded him, "that if you take it back to Hesperiawith you before
that happens, it will never happen.”

"I hadn't thought of that."

"Widl, then: would you want it as a permanent souvenir?'

"I might, at that. You see. . ." A moment passed before he could continue. "We went through alot to get
it back."

Jason expected something supercilious from Rutherford. But the older man smply handed the plagtic
case to him without aword. They departed the dome, and the crowd of curious technicians parted for
them like the Red Sea.

THE END



