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Seventeen years ago, Jordan Donner moved back home to live with her
father, Randall. She was single and six months pregnant at the time, but she never spoke of
the baby’s father. Three months later, Jordan took sick from unforeseeable complications
resulting from the birth of her son, Eric. She lived until Eric was 10, and she died in
her sleep during a thunderstorm. Randall raised Eric after that. He taught Eric how to
play football. He taught Eric how to tune, deconstruct and rebuild the engine of his fully
restored 67 Pontiac GTO. When Eric turned 16, Randall bought him a stripped-down
GTO of his own. The old man promised Eric they would rebuild and restore that car just
as Randall and his late wife had restored the other decades ago. Yet, one year and nine
months later, Fate broke that promise. Randall Donner died in his bed of a massive stroke
as black clouds crawled overhead on legs of crooked lightning.

When Eric finally found the body after football practice, two oily black ravens that
had gotten in through Randall’s bathroom window were standing on opposite sides of
Randall’s pillow. One of them had plucked out the old man’s left eye, and they both
regarded Eric without shame or guilt. For a long time, Eric didn’t trust his memory of
that day. He knows he came home to find his grandfather’s alarm clock still blaring in the
back bedroom. He knows he hesitated at the threshold for 10 full minutes before finally
opening the bedroom door. He’ll never forget the exact state of Randall’s body when he
first saw it, and he’ll remember the two ravens for as long as he lives. What he couldn’t
admit at first, though, was that when he opened that door and saw those ravens, they
looked him in the eyes and spoke.

“This is your grandfather,” the first one said, its voice bright and clear.

“As we know him,” the second one added. “As you must remember him.”

All Eric chose to remember initially was that he screamed and passed out. The ravens

were gone when he woke up, but his grandfather was still dead and still missing one eye.
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For weeks after the funeral, Eric tried to live as if nothing had happened—made easier by the
fact that he somehow slipped through the cracks of his state DFACS office. He went to school and
football practice, telling no one of his loss. His guidance counselor, Mister Talfee, tried to excite
him about the upcoming SATs. Coach Wooten hollered at him to get his head out of his rear end

on the field if he wanted to start Friday nights. Scouts would be watching, Wooten assured him.
Scouts didn’t offer scholarships to lollygaggers who couldn’t protect the quarterback.
Eric didn’t care—he’d buried his entire family before he could even vote. Every night,
he sat alone, drinking Randall’s dwindling supply of beer, trying not to think. When things
got bad, he dug out his mother’s photo albums and remembered better times. When things got
worse, he sat out in Randall’s red GTO in the carport feeling the soothing rumble of the powerful engine and
listening to the radio. It was there that Fate found him and gave him his first direct push toward his destiny.

Eric was dozing behind the wheel when the carport light clicked on and the kitchen door opened.
Blinking a sleepy haze out of his eyes, he sat up to look out the windshield. Randall Donner stood just
inside the kitchen, holding the door open. The man was dressed in the blue jumpsuit he’d worn to work
at the garage every day. He beckoned Eric toward him.

“Grandpa?” Eric murmured. He killed the engine and got out.

“Come on inside,” Randall said. "I need to show you something.”

Eric’s mind sputtered in first gear, unable to name what seemed so strange about this. He followed
his grandfather inside. In the hallway, Randall opened the trap to the attic and climbed up into the dusty
darkness. Eric followed, cracking his jaws around a deep yawn.

In the attic, Randall knelt behind boxes of Christmas decorations, bags of old clothes and piles of
disused toys, shoving everything aside to pull up a piece of plywood that wasn’t nailed down. From below,
he retrieved a small box no bigger than his old family Bible and came back into the light to sit down. He set
the box on the gritty plywood floor and pushed it toward Eric.

“Before you open this,” Randall said, “I want you to know I'm proud you’re taking this so well.”

“Taking what?”

“My being here, kiddo. You remember what happened, right?”

The words brought Eric fully awake at last, and a freezing shiver plunged through him.

“You're dead,” he gasped. “"Does that mean I am too? Did I choke on carbon monoxide?”

“What, under the carport?” Randall shook his head. “You're fine, Eric. Pay attention now. There’s
something [ need to show you. I was going to wait until you were 18, but Fate had its way with me first.”

Eric touched the lid of the box Randall had brought him but didn’t pull it closer.

“This belonged to your mother,” Randall told him. “She had it when she moved back home. She said
the things inside reminded her of your father, and she used to come up here to look at them when you
were at school.”

Eric’s head spun. “Why? She always made it sound like there was something wrong with my... my father.”
The notion that he actually had a father was so odd to Eric he could hardly say the word. “I thought that’s
why he wasn’t in the picture when Mom came back.”

Randall shrugged. “I never met him.”

A surge of desperate hope suddenly crackled inside Eric as an exhilarating thought occurred to him.
“Can you ask Mom?” Eric asked. “Where is she? Is she with you?”

Randall shook his head, and grief pinched his face into a sour grimace.

“Why not?” Eric demanded.

“I can’t find her!” Randall thundered, slamming his hand down hard. The wooden box between them
jumped. “I can’t find anybody! Not Jordan! Not Elizabeth! None of my brothers or friends! Everything’s

a mess here!”
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“I'm sorry, Grandpa,” Eric said, wide-eyed at the outburst. “I didn’t...”

Randall hung his head, waving the apology away. He’d grown dimmer. “It’s my fault, kiddo. Everything’s
so confused here. Nobody knows where they’re supposed to be or what they’re supposed to do. There’s a
path leading away from where I found myself when I died, but it doesn’t go anywhere. It ends in rubble
and torn-up earth like something huge broke out of the ground. I don’t know what it was, but the path
is completely blocked. We recover strange, ancient people from the rubble sometimes, but they're just as
clueless as we are. I didn’t know what else to do. But I remembered this box, so I came back.”

“Can you stay?”

Randall sighed and shook his head one more time. Eric could see through him now in the 40-watt light.
He wanted to reach out and pull his grandfather to him, but he was afraid he’d break whatever tenuous
connection was making this possible.

“It’s taking everything I've got just to touch things and make you see me,” Randall said. “I can feel that
broken path pulling me back there.”

“Will you be able to come back?”

“I don’t know. It wasn’t easy the first time. If [ can’t, I at least wanted to show you this.” Randall pointed

at the box, and this time Eric did pull it toward himself. He ran a hand over the smooth, lacquered wood,
wondering what secrets his mother had kept within. “And I wanted to tell you...”
Randall’s voice trailed off, and the attic fell silent. Eric was alone once more. Randall’s footprints were

still there in the dust, but the old man was gone. Eric only ever saw him again once.
* ¢ s

Eric spread the items from the box on his kitchen table. The first thing that caught his eye was a ring
that gleamed like polished metal but was brittle like stone. Etched on it was a shape like the letter Y with an
extra arm sticking up between top fork. Eric slipped the ring on his right middle finger and idly turned it
with his thumb.

Next, he found a faded Polaroid of his mother as a young woman, standing next to a man who could only
have been his father. The man shared Eric’s tall, broad frame, and he wore a wool-lined denim jacket over a
barrel chest. His hair was bright red, matching the beard around his square jaw. Eric wore his hair shorter, and
he shaved, but his hair was the same flaming red as the man in the picture. Except for his eyes, which glowed
with reflected light from the camera’s flash, the man could have been Eric himself a few shaggy years hence.

Eric stared in wonder at how happy his mother seemed. She’d never looked like this in his recollection.
Seeing this smile on Jordan’s face made Eric all the more curious about why his father hadn’t been part of
his life. Had the man died? He flipped the picture over and found written there in his mother’s hand, “Me
and Don at the diner.” He looked at the picture again and saw a window in the background with the words
“Skirnir’s Diner” stenciled in block letters around a picture of a hamburger.

A receipt from Skirnir’s Diner with a note on the back came out of his mother’s keepsake box next.
The note, written only in small capital letters, read, “IF YOU NEED A JOB, BriL’s HIRING. IT'S A cOOD
PLACE.” Eric vaguely remembered Randall once mentioning that Jordan had worked as a waitress after
college.

Also in the box was a lock of bright red hair that had curled into a figure-eight, and a couple of ticket
stubs for the old movie Days of Thunder. One stub was a spider web of creases where it had once been
wadded up. The most telling item in the box, however, was a note written on a square of blue paper. In
handwriting that matched that on the receipt, it said, “JORD, FATHER NEEDS ME BACK HOME.
SOMETHING’S HAPPENED. | MIGHT NOT SEE YOU AGAIN. YOU CAN KEEP
MY RING. FARE YOU WELL.”
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Eric thought he understood now what his mother

had gone through. After college, a
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kind person had helped her get a job, and
she’d gone out with him. The guy had then
used her and vanished, leaving only a lame
note and a parting gift. Shortly thereafter,
Jordan had realized she was pregnant and
come home to live with her father. It was
the sort of thing that happened all the
time. Nobody made too big a deal out of
it anymore.

Eric didn’t necessarily want to make a

big deal himself, but just the same, he was

| tired of ignoring that missing piece of his

life. Using what his mother had kept and what his grandfather had defied

death itself to show him, Eric could finally fill in that missing piece. He

made up his mind that very night to do whatever it took to find his absent
father.

A bolt of lightning signed Eric’s resolve across the heavens, and two

ravens on a branch outside witnessed the decision through the kitchen window.
A A #

Eric quit the football team and arranged time off from school. He spent two weeks replacing his
engine’s worst parts with the best ones from Randall’s car, blending the two engines into a finely tuned
whole. When he finished, he sold what was left of Randall’s Goat to a generous enthusiast.

He then began his search for his father online at the library. He could dig up no information on
Skirnir’s Diner, but the movie theater where his parents saw Days of Thunder was part of a national chain
now. The chain’s website provided everything from show times to driving directions, so he used it to get a
general idea of where his mother had lived. The theater was in a town called Nastrond, so he’d start there.
He found the town’s one motel with an online presence, booked himself a room remotely and wondered

how anybody ever found anything before the Internet came along.
* % #

Eric arrived in Nastrond well after nightfall on a Wednesday in early winter. The desk clerk at the
motel was a tall, lanky young man named Sylvester, who seemed thrilled to have a customer to talk to. He
praised Eric’s car and chattered about some of the beat-down jalopies the college-kids drove out here
for illicit weekend rendezvous. He asked Eric where he was from, how long he intended to stay and
where he might be headed afterward. Eric deflected these questions with generalities, looking for a
polite way to disengage and escape to bed.

“Hey, this is cool,” the clerk said, capturing his hand as he gave Eric a room key. He tapped Eric’s
shining ring with a fingernail. "Did you get it here?”

“I'm not sure where it came from,” Eric said. "Do they sell them around here?”
“Used to. College kids came out here for hematite jewelry all the time. Nouveau hippies,
mostly.”
“Hematite? That’s what this is?”
Sylvester nodded. “Yep, or bloodstone, if you like. It’s like red, powdery iron ore, but it polishes
up nice. They used to strip mine it out of Dry Lake before I was born. It was the town’s number-one
export until we ran out.”

“I'm sorry to hear that.”
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The clerk blew air through his lips like a horse. “Hell, it was the best thing that ever happened to
this place. When they played the bloodstone out of Dry Lake, they chased it up Dry Bed Road into the
mountains. Know what they found there?”

Eric shrugged, trying to look interested. This guy was nice enough, but the longer this chat continued,
the more he thought about how tired he was from driving all day.

“More hematite?” he guessed.

“Better. Real iron ore—the good stuff. There’s a paradise of it up under the mountain. They’ve been pulling
it out of there ever since. Not as much lately, maybe, but a new outfit’s taken over at the mines, and—"

“Say, let me ask you something,” Eric broke in. “If they used to sell these around here, do you know
what this means? If it means anything...”

He twisted the ring around so Sylvester could see the symbol etched on it. The guy blinked and hesitated
before finally shaking his head.

“I don’t know. Peace symbol, maybe? Doesn’t look familiar.”

“Oh well,” Eric said, backing away. “Thanks anyway.”

He left the motel lobby and headed for his room, glad to make his escape at last. Yet something nagged
at him. He was almost positive the clerk was lying about not recognizing the symbol on his ring. The

question now was why, and what had made fear flicker across the young man’s face, if only for an instant.
1 A %

Sylvester wasn’t working the next morning when Eric awoke, so Eric’s lingering questions would have
to wait. His plan was to drive out to the movie theater and start asking about Skirnir’s Diner at nearby gas
stations or businesses that looked like they’d been around a while. If that didn’t work, he’d resort to Plan
B: just driving around aimlessly looking for the place. Nastrond didn’t seem all that big, so he figured
he could scour the entire town before dark. If that didn’t pan out, Plan G was to wait around town until
Sunday, when he could hopefully talk up some of the old-timers after church. He could try to talk to
Sylvester again between now and then.

By nightfall, though, Plan A had given way to B, and C was looking pretty good. He'd visited every local
gas station twice and talked to everyone on two different shifts, but nobody could tell him about Skirnir’s
Diner. He asked a few old-timers around town if he reminded them of anyone, but that desperate gamble
paid off like most desperate gambles do. The only emotional reactions he got beyond blank stares or friendly
shrugs came when he showed his ring around. People were pleased to see the polished hematite at first.
Several said they didn’t see such jewelry around town anymore. When he showed them the weird, forked
symbol, though, they clammed up. Some fidgeted. Others pretended not to recognize it then made hasty
excuses to leave. Still others got angry with him and told him to get lost. By the end of the afternoon, people
were looking at him askance on the street and making a point not to speak to him if they could avoid it.

As a result of mounting frustration, he missed a crucial turn toward town on his way back from the last
far-flung gas station and ended up on an unfamiliar road as the sun set. He didn’t catch his mistake until
the dashed lines down the road’s center gave out and the pavement turned especially rough and cracked.
High evergreens crowded close to the road on either side, cutting off the light of the falling sun, and
the only landmark he could make out was the high, snowy mountain in the distance. It loomed over the
foreshortened horizon as he rounded a wide curve, informing him at last that he was going the wrong way.

Cursing, he slowed down, pulled the car around in a tight loop—no mean feat, since his Goat didn’t
have power steering—and headed back the way he came. He’d gone no more than 100 yards when an oily
black shape streaked into his peripheral vision from the left. It swooped in front of him to disappear below
the edge of the hood. Eric stomped on the brake and clutch, squeezing the steering wheel so hard it hurt.
The tires squealed, and the car skidded to a halt, its front end pointing perpendicular to the right.
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The first thing Eric saw when the tire-smoke and road dust in front of his high beams parted was a
raven the size of a football flying toward him. He flinched, and the bird pulled up short to land on the
hood. It stretched its wings and bellowed an unearthly, growling caw. Startled, Eric tapped the horn,
and the bird lurched into the air, loosing a pejorative avian cackle. Doing so, however, it drew Eric’s
attention to something he hadn’t noticed yet, namely that his car was now pointing down an unpaved

access road through the trees. He wouldn’t have noticed it in the evening’s dim light, but now it was as

obvious as a highway exit ramp. The raven he’d nearly made into a hood ornament flew straight down

the dirt road until it was out of sight in the distance.

Some would call it happenstance or whim that inspired Eric’s next action, but Fate has a way of
manipulating people such as he. It gifts them with curiosity, desire and free will, all of which ultimately
serve its unknowable design. Eric’s decision to travel down that dirt road instead of turning back was his
own decision, then, but Fate was surely guiding him when and where he was needed most. Eric didn’t
even understand the decision himself at the time, but when he reached the end of the road, it didn’t
matter anymore.

He’d arrived at Skirnir’s Diner.
3 % %

The diner was squat and long with big plate-glass windows running along the front facade. No
decoration or signage indicated that he’d come to the right place, but he could tell. The windows were
grimy with age, translucent at best, but Eric could still make out the faded shadows of a stenciled-on
hamburger and part of the word “Skirnir’s” on the pane nearest the door. From where Eric parked his

car, he looked straight ahead at the exact spot where his mother and father had had their picture taken.
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together. Then the raven he’d followed cawed from atop the building, and the feeling vanished. Eric
looked up to see that an identical second raven had joined the first. He got out of his car.

He couldn’t see in through the dirty windows, but lights gleamed inside, and a ribbon of smoke rose
from a metal chimney in back. There was no OPEN sign, but the door wasn’t locked, and the outside
lights on the corners of the building were just flickering to life. Apparently they were hooked up to
sensors, and the sun had gone down far enough to activate them. A brass jingle bell rang as Eric let
himself in.

It was cold inside. Outside it was early winter in the foothills of snow-capped mountains; inside, the
air conditioner was running full blast. In addition, the room was only dimly lit, which made it harder
to see in from outside. It was like the belly of a cave in here, and Eric wondered how anyone could
stand to eat in a place like this. There was something decidedly strange about the way the dining area
was furnished too. The open floor was dotted with tables and chairs like a normal restaurant, but most
of those were much shorter than normal restaurant furniture. Only a handful of tables were full size,
and they were all on one side of the room. The rest looked like furniture from an elementary school.
Eric took all this in with a confused frown and scratched the underside of his scruffy chin. He hadn’t
shaved since he’d left home.

A dry sound like someone breaking a stick caught Eric’s ear, and he looked across the room toward
where it came from. A middle-aged man stood there behind a row of steam tables, wearing a grease-
stained apron and pointing a sawed-off, double-barrel shotgun in Eric’s direction. The fellow’s face
scrunched mostly into a scowl, but his wide eyes danced with suppressed fear.

“Is that—" he began, before suddenly dismissing the thought with a shake of his head. “Who are
you?”

Despite the fact that no one had ever so much as pointed a knife at him before, Eric remained calm.
He could see real fear in the older man’s eyes, yet he’d heard something else in the man’s voice. It was
hopeful expectation, with a hint of desperation. Hearing it from the old man, shotgun or no, filled
Eric with the calm assurance that the fellow wouldn’t actually harm him. Well, probably wouldn’t.

“I'm Eric,” he said, taking a couple of careful steps toward the center of the room. “I'm looking for
somebody who used to come here.”

“Nobody comes here,” the man said. For effect, he cocked the hammer on the gun’s second barrel
with another dry click.

“Are you Mister Skirnir?” Eric continued his slow approach, thumbs hooked in his belt loops like
nobody was pointing a shotgun at anybody. “That’s where I am, right? Skirnir’s Diner?”

The man’s eyes narrowed. “Used to be,” he said. “Ain’t in the family anymore.”

Eric somehow found the nerve to chuckle at that. He now stood across the buffet line from the older
man completely ignoring the weapon between them. “Which was that answer for? You or the diner?”

The fellow eased the hammers down and laid the shotgun across an empty steamer tray cutout. The
scowl was completely gone from his face, replaced by bitter, weary resignation.

“Both,” he sighed. “First the diner, then for me. The bank sold this place to the town’s new mining
concern when I missed a loan payment. Now it’s just a glorified cafeteria for the workers.”

“Sorry to hear that,” Eric told him. He looked the man in the eye and said it with honest sincerity,
and the guy visibly seemed to take comfort in the gesture. He stood up a little straighter, took a deep
breath and nodded his thanks. When the moment passed, Eric spoke again.

“So what do people call you around here?”

“Tell the truth,” the man replied, “it’s been so long since anybody talked nice to me, I hardly care
anymore.” He paused to think it over. “My friends called me Bill.”

“It’s a pleasure, Bill,” Eric said. “My name’s—"
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menacing you before. Eric what?” ted
Before Eric could answer, the bell over the S

door jangled. Bill flinched.

“Hey!” someone coming inside shouted. “Who
are you?”

Bill’s eyes widened in returning fear, and
his hand crept back toward the shotgun. et
Eric locked eyes with him and shook his head.
Without even looking, Eric could tell from the tone
of speaker’s voice that the guy was big trouble in a way
few people truly can be. Bill put his hands by his sides
and stood rooted to the spot. Eric turned around.

The opposite side of the room was a strange
tableau. Three men in dirty coveralls, each carrying
plastic miner’s helmets under their arms, were crossing

the center of the room. Behind them stood a crowd

of stocky, sturdy, little people who were equally dirty
and similarly attired. They had entered in an orderly
line behind the three tall guys, but as they noticed that
something odd was happening, their line snarled up
around the front door. All the little guys looked strong
and hardy for their size, and not one of them looked
a day younger than 60. They all had thick beards, cut
short, and close-cropped hair that ranged in color
from white to iron gray to a salt-and-pepper mix. Their
expressions were grim and dour and tired.

The three tall men put down their helmets and crossed
the room to form a semicircle around Eric. They all were
ofasize with him, in girth if not in height, and they were all
sweaty from a long day of work. They crowded him against
the steam tables, trying to intimidate him as they peered
and leered and flashed terrible gap-toothed grins. Each of
them stank to high heaven, and they all emanated that same
sense of big trouble. The one in the middle twitched with
barely controlled excitement, and he was the first to talk.

“I asked you a question!” he snapped.

“He’s nobody, Craig,” Bill said, his voice quavering.
“He’s just lost. He’s on his way back to town now.”

“You hush,” Craig barked, keeping his bloodshot eyes
on Eric. Eric returned his stare, trying not to start the big
trouble himself. “You're already boned, Lunch-Lady Man.
Trays ain’t out, food ain’t ready, spoons ain’t on the table...”

Spittle flew from Craig’s lower lip and disappeared int8

pale denim of Eric’s jacket.
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“We were talking,” Eric said. “I—"
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an his tipd \ ot ol “Don’t make excuses for him,” the guy on Craig’s left said. He
withe had stitches in a diagonal line across his forehead, and he leaned
up on his tiptoes whenever he spoke. “Lunch-Lady Man knows

when shift change is. He screwed up.”
“I wasn’t making excuses,” Eric said, still holding eyes with
Craig. “I was going to say that we were talking when you jerks
interrupted us. You owe us both an apology.”
The little folks in the back looked at each other, and a few of
them dared murmur among themselves. The tall fellow on the
other side of Craig opposite the guy with stitches looked back
at them and snarled.
Craig’s eyes lit up with the fire burning inside him, and he
said, “What you plan to do if we don’t, Carrot Top?”
Stitch-Guy took that as his cue. He went up on his tiptoes
with a big smile and telegraphed a sloppy rabbit punch. Eric
reacted without looking, his hand coming up lightning-quick
to snare Stitch-Guy’s hairy wrist. The man’s muscles writhed
like snakes, but Eric held him fast. Craig reacted second-
fastest, pulling back a meaty fist for either a gut punch or an
uppercut. Eric shoved Stitch-Guy’s fist forward into Craig’s
nose, turning on Craig’s beak like a red faucet. The slowest
guy picked his moment best of all but only punched Eric
in the ribs. The punch had no power behind it, but Eric’s
blood was up now. His left hand swung out in a flat arc
to catch the opportunist squarely across the left temple.
The fellow spun around, fell and slid several feet across the
floor, knocking little chairs out from under a little table.
Eric yanked Stitch-Guy off balance and slung him in that
direction too. Stitch-Guy landed on his unconscious
buddy and got too tangled up with him to get immediately
back to his feet.
That left only Craig, who’d staggered backward
clutching his nose and almost tripped over a different
table. He looked down at Eric’s torso as if sizing up his
foe, then smiled a mad smile and rushed forward with
blood streaming over his mouth and chin. Eric dropped
his shoulder, planted his feet and hit Craig dead center
in the chest with the cleanest, sweetest block he’d ever
put on anybody. The result was more than any college
or NFL scout could have prayed for. Craig
didn’t just stop short or bounce back, he literally
flew backward across the room, sailing over the little

people’s heads toward the front window. The glass
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exploded, and Craig rolled to a stop on the gravel
somewhere in the dark.
No one spoke. Eric could feel his jaw hanging

open, and he saw 51m11ar surprlse on several of the
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little guys’ faces. An adrenaline surge could account for a lot, but not what he’d just done. He’d just fought
three guys his own size and tossed them all around like rag dolls. Adrenaline didn’t do that.

A clatter to his left drew Eric’s attention, and he saw Stitch-Guy helping his groggy friend up. They
overturned another table trying to get to their feet, and when they saw Eric looking at them, they ran for it,
stumbling over low chairs in their haste. They snatched up their helmets and herded the dumbstruck little
people back out the broken door and hustled on out into the darkness. Within minutes, they were gone
God-knows-where, and Eric was still standing there unable to move. His stupefied paralysis didn’t break
until Bill came up on his left, breathing hard.

“Man, are you all right?” Bill gasped. He was trembling, and Eric realized the man was staring at a
bloody switchblade knife on the ground at Eric’s feet. “Oh my lord, we need to get to County General
right now.”

“Are you hurt?” Eric asked. His voice sounded strange in his ears. He found it hard to look away from
the broken window. It had to be 20 feet away. “Which one got you?”

“Me?” Bill yelped. “He didn’t stick me!”

Eric had no idea what Bill was talking about until the older man pointed at his midsection. Eric looked
down to see that the left side of his shirt, from just below his last rib to the top of his pants pocket, was
painted in a sloppy crimson arrowhead. Eric blinked, uncomprehending, until he remembered the guy on
his left punching him. The punch hadn’t hurt, but it had felt cold...

“You're stabbed, man,” Bill said. He looked like he was going to pass out.

Wondering if he was in shock, Eric pulled up his shirttail. Sure enough, a hole big enough for his finger
had been punched through the flannel and the T-shirt under that, and his palm came away bloody. Bill
moaned.

“Weird,” Eric said. The pain hadn’t kicked in yet. Blood clotted in his curly red body hair, so he took
the white towel from Bill’s shoulder and gingerly scrubbed a layer of blood off. He fully expected more to
flow immediately, but no more did. Instead, what he saw astounded and disturbed him.

“Bill, look at this,” he said. Most of the blood was wiped off now, and they could see only a thin, red nick
on his skin, no deeper than a paper cut. Eric raised an eyebrow, and Bill’s eyes goggled like somebody had
hit him in the stomach. While they watched, the nick thinned even more and finally vanished altogether.
Unable to think of an encore, Eric stood up straight once again and pulled his shirt back down.

“Damn,” he whispered, impressed.
P P
3 % %

Bill was useless for conversation after that. Eric tried to ask about Craig and the other two guys, but all
Bill could say was they were crew bosses at the iron mine. The little people worked at the mine too, but they
all worked for the big guys and the big guys’ boss, Mister Jared. They only came around after sundown or
before sunup to eat and rest before heading back to work. No, Bill had never seen the mine himself. No, Bill
had never met Mister Jared, who ran the operation. He only ever met the crew bosses and the little guys.

Bill couldn’t answer much more than that. He looked as upset and rattled as Eric was starting to feel,
and it seemed he wanted nothing more than to clean the place up and for Eric to go as far away as possible.
Still reeling from what he’d done, Eric could only quietly oblige. An hour later, he lay on his hotel bed
dreaming of oak trees with ravens in the branches.

% % *

The next morning, Eric awoke hearing a conversation about wars in the Holy Land. The television was
on and broadcasting the news. He sat up to blearily paw around for the remote and was shocked to find
Sylvester, the desk clerk, sitting in the vinyl chair beside his bed. The lanky fellow clicked the TV off and
smiled at Eric, as if his being there weren’t at all strange.

“Morning!” Sylvester said. “I let myself in.”
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“What are you doing in here?” Eric snapped. He jumped out of bed in his boxers to loom over the intruder.

Sylvester cringed and tried to put on a charming smile. “Housekeeping?”

Eric snatched him up by the shirt in one hand and drew back a fist. “I said...”

“Okay, okay!” Sylvester said, pleading for peace with splayed hands. “I just wanted to talk. This seemed
like the best way to get your attention.”

Eric’s eyes narrowed, but he lowered his fist. He realized he’d lifted Sylvester completely off the ground
like the man weighed nothing. He set the clerk down.

“Out of curiosity,” he said, “what seemed like the worst way?”

Sylvester laughed out loud and straightened his rumpled shirt, casually putting a few yards distance
between himself and Eric as he did so. “It wouldn’t have been pretty.”

“So what do you want?” Eric asked. He pulled on some jeans and searched around for a clean shirt.
“Make it quick.”

“I want to talk about why you’re here,” Sylvester said, leaning back against the wall by the door. His
eyes were bright blue, showing none of the deceptive vacuity he’d evidenced before. “Why we’re both here,
really. Something bad’s going on around town, and nobody wants to talk about it.”

“Not even you, night before last.”

Sylvester flashed a self-deprecating smile. “Yeah, I was just being careful. I didn’t know what sort of guy
you are.”

“But now you do?”

“A little better. I heard about what happened last night at the diner. That’s the first time anybody’s
stood up for anybody else in this town in a long time.”

“Word travels fast.”

Sylvester shrugged. “Small towns.”

“Fine. So why do you think I'm here? Better yet, why are you here? Your accent says you're not from here.”

“That’s right. I came here a few years ago and sort of accidentally settled down. I was looking for
somebody, like you are.”

“Who?”

“My dad. You?”

Eric nodded. "My dad.”

Sylvester touched his lower lip and narrowed his bright blue eyes in thought. “Let me guess. He’s a big,
burly joker like yourself, with the same red hair and beard? Likes blondes? Calls himself Tony or Don or
something like that?”
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Eric nodded slowly, hope kindling in his heart. “Yeah. Don. Do you know him? Is he...?” He waved
toward Sylvester, unable to form the words. “You know...”

“What? My dad?” Sylvester laughed out loud. “No way! My dad’s an ugly old weasel like me. But I have
heard of somebody who looks just like you. He used to come around here before Jared and his crew took
over the iron mine. He was real popular. In fact, he’s the reason we got so many midgets all down in the
mountain.”

“Hey, watch that talk,” Eric said. Anytime Randall had heard someone use a word for a type of person
that that type of person wouldn’t use for himself, he wasn’t shy about giving out a piece of his mind.

“Fine,” Sylvester said. “Dwarves. Whatever.” He rolled his eyes. “Anyway, from what I gather, it was this
Don guy—your dad—who brought them here and opened up the tunnels in the mountains for them to live
in. They used to come around some nights to shop in town or trade little handicrafts they made. That was

before my time, though. Now they all work the mines.”

“God knows why,” Eric said. “The people they work for are jerks.”
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Sylvester’s face turned grave, and he gave

Eric a hard look full of bitter sadness. “The parts of that you're
wrong about are exactly the problem.”

“Huh?”

“For one, the dwarves don’t exactly work for the mining company. They're more like slaves.
Those tunnels used to be their homes, but the bigger, stronger folks just came down there and made
them start hollowing it all out. Nobody pays them. They barely feed them.”

“And they just take that?”

“What else can they do?” Sylvester said. “It’s not like they can leave the tunnels. And they can’t
complain to anybody, because the local cops don’t want to get involved. Plus, hardly anybody knows
they're still down there.”

“That’s just wrong,” Eric said. Anger built inside him like black clouds massing into a thunderhead.

“How do the miners get away with this?”

“They can because of the other wrong part of what you said before—when you said the people forcing
the dwarves to work were jerks.”
“You're right,” Eric nodded. “They’re much worse than jerks. They're... evil.”
“True, but that isn’t what I meant. I meant the other part. Jared and his crew aren’t people. They're
monsters.”
Eric assumed Sylvester was being poetic, but the deadpan, neutral way he said it made him wonder.
He sounded like he meant exactly what he said. “Monsters? What, like vampires?”
“No. Giants.”
Eric didn’t know how to respond to that, which curled Sylvester’s lips into a wickedly smug smile.

“I bet that was about the last thing you expected me to say, wasn’t it?”

“Giants?” Eric finally managed. “You honestly expect me to believe that?”

“You do already,” Sylvester said in an irritating singsong voice. “You don’t know why, but what I'm saying
makes sense to you, deep down in your heart of hearts. It can’t be the weirdest thing you've ever heard of.”

An image of two ravens standing over his grandfather’s shoulders flashed unbidden through Eric’s
mind, followed by a reprise of that night in the attic with Randall’s ghost and the sight of a deep puncture
wound in his own side sealing up unaided. The sound of Craig smashing through a plate-glass window
echoed in his ears.

“Maybe not,” he conceded. “Still, a giant...”

“It’s a subjective term, believe me. I doubt Jared’s actually over 10 feet.” Sylvester stopped and shook
his head. “Anyway, what he is isn’t as important as what he’s doing. He’s got those poor dwarves enslaved
down there with nobody to stand up for them.”

“They got me.”

“Somehow I knew you’d feel that way,” Sylvester said, leaving his perch with a big grin and coming to
stand directly in front of Eric. “You're strong and tough—probably more than you even realize. You're
special, man, and these little guys need help from somebody like you.”

“Special how?”

Sylvester laughed and playfully punched Eric in the shoulder. “I could explain it, but if you don’t
believe Jared’s a giant I doubt you’d believe me about that. For now, just take my word for it.”

“How about this...” Eric said. "I'll give you the benefit of the doubt that the little folks in the mines
are being exploited and need help. As for the rest, I'm not going to believe it

unless I see it.”
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“Now you're talking,” Sylvester said. “I thought you'd never ask.”
“Ask what?”

“Ask me to take you to the mine and show you in person.”

“Now wait, [—”

“Okay, go ahead and get your shoes and stuff on. I'll meet you at your car.” He opened the door and
went outside, giving Eric a thumbs-up before the door shut behind him.

Baffled and off balance, but undeniably curious, Eric pulled on his socks and boots to follow Sylvester
outside.

% * *

“It’s not a peace sign, by the way,” Sylvester said a couple of hours later, as they neared the distant

mountain that overlooked Nastrond. “Sorry I lied to you before.”

Eric glanced away from the road to ask Sylvester what he meant, and Sylvester pointed to Eric’s hematite

ring.
“Ah. So what is it really?”
“It’s a rune: Algiz. It means ‘protection.” That guy Don—your dad—had a ring just like this. One of the
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dwarves gave it to him when he relocated them here. According to them, he never took it off.”

Eric rolled the strange-sounding word around in his head, saying nothing.
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“Where’d you get yours?” Sylvester asked.

“My mother. It was in a box of keepsakes I found after she died. My dad gave it to her.”

“Oh,” Sylvester said. He was quiet for a long, thoughtful moment before he spoke again. “He must
have really cared about her.”

“Not enough to stick around,” Eric mumbled. “Or call or write or visit...”

“Hey, it’s a big world with a lot going on. I'm sure he had his reasons.”

“Are you?” Eric huffed. “What do you know about it?”

“Plenty,” Sylvester growled. “You should be glad your dad’s at least a decent guy who helps people.
Mine’s probably back in prison by now, for all I know. And he didn’t even have the decency to pass on
any strong or tough or good-looking genes first. You're blessed, man, and you don’t even know it.”

Eric’s anger melted away, and he cut Sylvester a sidelong look. The guy had a point.

“You know,” he said. “If you didn’t sound so pissed, I'd almost think you were hitting on me.”

Sylvester did a double-take and let out a surprised laugh. “Well, quit pissing me off, then,” he said,
“and we’ll see where this thing goes.” That got both of them laughing, and the tension between them
evaporated.

“You're a pretty weird guy, Sylvester,” Eric said.

“My friends call me Sly,” he replied. “And as for weird... You don’t know the half of it.”

% % *

They hid the GTO a few miles from the base of the mountain at an abandoned gas station. Eric
worried about just leaving it in the middle of nowhere, but Sly’s worries about the distinctive
rumble of the engine outweighed that concern. They covered the rest of the trip on foot, striking
out through the woods. Sly led straight to the tree line at first, stopping at the edge.

“Check it out,” he said, gesturing for Eric to take a look. “Any idea what’s missing?”

Eric wasn’t intimately familiar with the daily ins and outs of industrial iron mining, but he gav
it a shot. A dirt road led out of the forest to a high, rusty chain-link fence. Once through

the fence’s gate, the road led to a square building faced in corrugated

.....



10 d hghts shone inside behind Venetian blinds. From the
ad led down to an empty black ngle cut into the mountain’s foot. Eric could just barely
a security booth in front of the mine’s entrance. Yet for even the few people in
ing was obviously 1ss1ng ' f_r ==
‘ Eric said. “Not even a shuttle bus What, do they live out here?”
dded. “Yep. Everybody does. Crew bosses shift foremen, medics, even the secretary. They don’t go
anymore. The only time the ever leave 1s when they go down to Bill Skirnir’s to eat, then it’s rlght back

nd back to work. It’s been tk s way so long nobody from town even wonders about them anymore.”
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hey’'ve got no choice,” g}wﬁﬂ b_acklng.away into the forest again. Eric followed. “Jared won’t let
leave until the work’s all d OT) CHuS
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Sly shook lﬁ;»ﬂ@}, and a note of deep, abiding fear resonated in his voice. “We'll see.

Offering nothing moralle_d answerlng none of Eric’s questions, Sly moved off into the forest and

took a long, curving pﬁl’_l-_e_lround the perimeter of the mining complex. They trekked without speaking

for more than an hour until the sun dropped behind the mountains and the woods grew dark. The only
] ] ug underfoot as well as Sly occasionally whistling the theme music from The Great

Huq‘x& —one of Randall s favorite movies. When at last they reemerged from the forest, they had traveled

almost -W around the mountain. Sly looked back and forth for several long minutes in the deepening

gloom before ﬁnally dec1d1ng it was safe and walking out into the open.

He led Eric toward a particular tumbled-down set of boulders that looked no different than any other
set of boulders 1n s1ght As Sly hopped up onto a large rock and shimmied upward between two more, Eric
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wondered if maybe he intended for them to climb the whole mountain and sneak in through the top. This
eased when Sly stopped climbing, motioned toward the ground ahead of him, and dropped out of sight.
ric chm ed up to where Sly had disappeared and found a well-hidden cave entrance there, invisible from the
ound o ‘ he tree line and impossible to find in the dark unless you knew what you were looking for.

Okay' 4 Sly whlspered when Eric had descended into the cave. “I don’t suppose you have a flashlight.”

"Back in the car,” Eric whlspered annoyed. “You didn’t think to mention this until now? You knew
here you were taking me.
_—ngrﬁldn t even occur to me, man. Sorry.” Sly bounced on his toes in agitation and finally shook his head.
"All right, nothing for it. I know my way around this part well enough to find the mine tunnels. Jared
__._keeps those lit up, so we should be fine when we get there. Listen, though, if you do see lights ahead of us,
,Z;-T__s_top'_walking and don'’t say anything. It might be the tunnels, but it could just as easily be some of Jared’s
 trusties searching the place.”
~ “Trusties? Like the jerks at Skirnir’s?”
= “Exactly. Jared’s got a lot more down here than just those three, and they’'re all meaner than junkyard
dogs. It takes a lot to keep a whole colony of dwarves under your thumb, and these guys have it.”
“And these are people from the town?”
“Most of them. Some are outsiders who showed up looking for work in the mines.”

“And they live here too and can’t leave either?” Sly shook his head. “Why not? Is this Jared guy really
that scary?”

AAA Doesnt work on dwar
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“First of all,” Sly said, counting on his fingers, “I told you he’s not a guy, he’s a giant. Second, he
doesn’t have to keep the regular-size folks here by fear. Them he feeds.”
“Feeds?”

“Yeah, his blood. It makes them stronger and crazy-loyal to him. Makes them just plain crazy around
everybody else, though.”

Eric cocked an eyebrow. Only Sly’s tone kept his words from sounding like the craziest thing Eric
had ever heard. “I thought you said Jared wasn’t a vampire.”

Sly rolled his eyes. “He isn’t. Giants’ blood’s always done that to people. I don’t know why.”

“So why doesn’t this ‘giant’ just feed hisblood to the dwarves and leave the townspeople
out of it?”

Sly smirked, shaking his head. “Doesn’t work on dwarves.”

“Why not?”

“Dwarves ain’t people.”

“Right...” Eric sighed heavily through his nose. “Whatever, man.”
He was still of a mind to give Sly the benefit of the doubt here, but
the more Sly told him, the more this sounded like nonsense. Of
course, considering some of the strangeness he’d seen since
Randall’s death, maybe his idea of what made something
nonsense needed a little updating.

“Shall we, then?” Sly asked with
a mocking bow. He directed Eric
to put his right hand against
the cave wall then led the way.
Unconcerned with the total

darkness and oppressive

weight of the mountain

closing in around him, Eric s

followed.
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Uncounted minutes—maybe another hour—passed as the natural tunnel proceeded in jagged switchbacks,
trending slowly downward. The tiny rasps of their footsteps sounded like an avalanche in the pounding
silence, and the blackness was a thick, suffocating presence all around them. Eric walked with his eyes shut
to keep them from straining against nothingness. He opened one briefly every several dozen steps to check
for light in the distance, but he never saw any.

He never saw what tripped him either.

One moment he was walking carefully along, mindful of his footing now that the path angled more
sharply downward; the next, his right foot dangled out over nothing as something angular and soft rammed
into his left ankle. All grace and balance vanished as he tumbled over the edge of an even steeper incline
and rolled at least a dozen yards down a rocky slope into a shallow pool of cold water. The fall and the shock
of sudden cold inspired a string of eloquent, echoing expletives.

“You okay?” Sly’s voice asked in the distance behind him. Jerk sounded like was smiling.

Eric sat up on his hands and knees. “Just fine,” he growled. “Why don’t you—"

Something hissed behind him, and an explosion of white light filled the space. Eric turned and
immediately had to shield his eyes against the brilliance of two magnesium flares. He lurched backward,
splashing in the freezing-cold water, unable to see anything for a few seconds other than blinding white.
Three shapes surrounded and moved past that light, then spread out to close in on him just as the bullies
at Bill Skirnir’s diner had done. The fierce incandescence made his eyes ache, but he could see what was
going on well enough to realize he was in trouble. He’d rolled down a steep, crumbling stone incline into
a deep chamber with only one other way out. That exit was a tall, narrow tunnel from which four husky
thugs in dirty coveralls had just emerged. One of the men held a white-hot flare in each gloved hand, and
the other three each carried heavy sledgehammers. To ward off the glare that was near to blinding Eric, the
four men were all wearing black welder’s masks with thin, tinted lenses to see through.

“It’s him!” the thug with the flares shouted over his shoulder toward the tunnel. “He’s here!”

Eric got to his feet as the armed men closed in and the one with the flares stayed back. He raised his fists
to defend himself, sloshing backward in the water that covered most of the chamber’s floor. The thugs gave
him just enough time to be glad Sly hadn’t stumbled down here himself, to simultaneously wish he had Sly
down here covering his back, and then to wonder how Sly had failed to trip over whatever had sent him
tumbling if Sly had been in the lead. Then the time for thinking was over.

The armed thugs rushed him all at once, two advancing from either side while the third charged him
straight ahead. The first two got to him at the same time and both swung their sledgehammers in overhead

arcs. Eric miraculously managed to grab each one by the haft, stopping them cold. The third guy tried to
capitalize on the fact that Eric’s arms were spread so wide, but Eric saw it coming and reacted in time.
With a mighty pull, he hauled the first two attackers off balance toward each other and stopped the third
guy’s overhand swing on the crossed hafts of the others’ weapons. When the first two attackers reflexively
tried to pull away, their hammers’ heads locked the haft of the other one perpendicular between
them, trapping the thug who’d swung it. Eric kicked that guy in the stomach as hard as he could,
sending him shooting backward across the chamber without his hammer. He slammed into the thug
with the flares, knocking that guy backward as well and making him drop the flares. The two men
crashed into the far wall together and slumped in a tangle of limbs. The blazing sticks splashed into the
water to set it hissing and bubbling furiously, but even being submerged couldn’t extinguish the burning
magnesium. The light from the flares rippled and twisted through the water, making shadows

writhe unnaturally.
With two men down, Eric let go of the other two thugs’ hammer hafts to grab the
head of the trapped hammer in one hand and its haft in the other. With a quick yank,

he twisted both weapons out of the two remaining thugs’ hands and found himself the
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only armed guy in the room. The thugs both tried to pile on and bear him down under

their combined weight, but he laid them both out with one long hammer swipe. Both

men’s masks shattered as the force of the blow hurled them in opposite directions across

the chamber. They too crashed into stone walls and slid down. When no one rose, Eric

hefted his hammer and bellowed his triumph in a wordless whoop that boomed like thunder.

The part of him that had been raised by civilized people and should have been horrified at such

violence was nowhere in evidence. At that moment, he was a warrior, victorious in battle. b ‘
The next moment, he was just a man again as a new enemy approached from the narrow tunnel at the

far end of the chamber. Eric strode halfway across the space to meet this new danger, but he stopped

dead when he saw who—rather, what—emerged. It was shaped like a man, but it was enormous in both

breadth and stature. This, then, must be Jared—the giant about whom Sylvester had not actually been

exaggerating.

Eric could only stare for a second as his brain spun its wheels trying to accept the reality of what towered

440s
| e

over him. Not only was Jared simply taller and broader of shoulder than any man could be, he was

inhuman in other ways too. His thick hair, beard and mustache were a bright, luminous white that hung

straight and motionless in matted tangles reminiscent of icicles. His skin was blue-white, and his nose and

ears tapered to sharp points. Tiny beads of ice dangled from those points like crystal jewelry, and billowing
clouds puffed from his mouth and nose with every breath. As the giant approached, Eric could see that the
monster’s mouth wasn’t full of teeth, but instead sported two rows of transparent cleats made of glistening
ice. Perhaps most bizarrely of all, the giant was dressed in the knee-shorts, thong sandals and tank-top
muscle shirt of a California beach bum, as if even this brisk winter climate was too warm for him.

“Hey, Jared!” Sly called down from his safe vantage high up in the wall. Chagrined realization and cold
resentment coiled in Eric’s stomach.

Ignoring the words, the giant locked his eyes on Eric and splashed into the water toward him. The
water’s temperature plunged, shocking Eric out of his momentary paralysis. He planted his back foot and
stood up straight, determined not to show fear or to back down. What did he have to be afraid of? The
monster wasn't quite twice as tall as he was. No problem.

“You've got a lot of nerve coming here,” Jared said to him in a voice that made Eric’s eardrums pound.
“This is my mountain now!”

The giant reached for him, and Eric struck back as best he could. Shouting in adrenaline-fueled defiance,
he knocked the giant’s hand aside with the back of one fist and brought his stolen sledgehammer down onto
the giant’s collarbone. The weapon’s wooden haft shattered like ice from the impact, and its metal head
rebounded into the shadows. The giant flinched, but he might as well have been swatting a mosquito bite for
all the damage the blow seemed to do him. The giant’s flesh wasn’t gouged or torn but chipped, and only
slightly. Annoyed, Eric threw the useless, broken-off haft of the hammer at the giant. He missed.

Growling in bestial rage, Jared surged forward in a single long stride and kicked Eric under the chin.
Eric danced backward seeing stars, wondering dazedly what miracle had kept his head attached. Another
blow he never even saw coming slammed into his stomach, folding him up like a rag doll. A third punch,
or maybe a kick, pulled his feet off the ground, and the wall rushed up into his back to knock the breath
out of him. He landed on a dry part of the floor and rose as high as his hands and knees before his strength
reached its limit. He was too dizzy to tell how hurt he might be. It was all he could do to lift his head to
figure out where Jared was.

The giant stood across the chamber from him on a dry stone that stuck out from the wall. As Eric fought
to regain his feet, Jared snarled in malicious good humor and stuck his hands into the water up to his wrists.

The temperature in the entire cavern plummeted now as a crunching, crackling sound radiated from the

rock where the giant crouched. Faster than the eye could follow, all the water in the room froze solid into
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a glaring white sheet. Balanced in a wavering three-point stance, Eric thought the giant
had been trying to trap him with that trick and missed. Despite the taste of copper in
his mouth, the thought brought a smile to his face.

Jared wasn’t trying to trap him, though, which Eric realized only too late. With a
rolling groan and a heave that made his muscles stand rigid, the giant lifted the entire
frozen mass of ice up overhead in one solid sheet—solid, that is, except for the two
holes where the magnesium flares had been burning in the water. Eric’s eyes widened
in awe as the giant took one long step forward and slammed the inches-thick sheet
of ice down across his back. He collapsed again as the ice shattered, crushing him
beneath its freezing weight. Too weak and dazed to move, he lay still at last. Jared
had beaten him.

The giant didn’t take long to celebrate his victory. He stomped over to Eric,
kicking chunks of broken ice out of the way. He rolled Eric onto his back with one
frigid foot and snatched him up by the front of his jacket to look at him face to face.
The giant’s breath was not only intensely cold, but it had an undertone of rotting
meat that made Eric choke. Jared smiled at his beaten foe, peeling blue lips back
from hideous teeth. In the brighter light of the now-exposed magnesium flares,
however, Jared had a better look at Eric, and he didn’t seem to like what he saw.

He snarled in bitter disappointment and turned around toward the high entrance
whence Eric had tumbled into the chamber.

“What is this?” the giant roared, shaking Eric like a bag of garbage. “This is
not who you promised me!”

“Come on, Jared,” Sly called down from his hole in the wall. “He’s just as
good.”

“He’s not who I wanted!” Jared leaned back and cocked his arm as if to throw
Eric like a spear.

“Maybe not,” Sly said quickly, “but look at him! Either that’s his son, or I'm
your daughter.”

Jared paused and looked Eric over once more with narrowed eyes. Eric
considered himself lucky to be able to hold his head upright and keep his
eyelids from drooping.

“He does bear a resemblance,” the giant conceded in a grating rumble.

“Resemblance?” Sly shot back. “Oh come on, man. He fooled you, didn’t

he? If this guy’s not his son, he’s his twin brother.”

The giant considered for a moment, blowing his awful breath in Eric’s

face, before finally nodding. “Fine,” he said. “"He’ll do for now. I'll find a ‘

’

way to force his father to come rescue him.’

N

The giant turned to go then, shifting his grip to hold Eric by the neck.
Eric hooked his fingers beneath the giant’s frigid thumb, but he had no #
strength to pry it loose. Sly spoke again, and the giant stopped.
“So I can go then, right?” the slick traitor asked in a quavering voice Eric
might have pitied under other circumstances. “We’re done?”
“Yes,” Jared said. “But know this: If I see you again before the end of
days, not even your father’s cunning will save you from me.”
“That goes double for me,” Eric wheezed. Darkness was closing off his

field of vision, but he still had enough presence of mind to be mad at how
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rough edge. Eric hauled himself to his feet to open the door, but there was no handle on his side, and it
was locked besides. He grunted and turned around to sit with his back to it.

“All right,” he said, eyeing the two ravens across the cramped cell from him. They had hopped down
from the window now and were standing on the floor on either side of his boots. “Either fly up that shaft
and get me some help, or squeeze under this door and unlock it.”

“What would that be worth to you?” the one by his left boot said. Its voice was steady and clear, with
just a hint of a Brooklyn accent.

“The heck...” Eric gasped. “You can talk.”

“Alas, how quickly they forget,” the other bird said, looking across Eric’s ankles to his colleague. This
one had the crisp, cultured accent of an Englishman.

“We talked to you before, didn’t we?” the first raven snapped.

“It wasn’t so very long ago,” his partner added.

“That guy must’ve hit my head pretty hard,” Eric murmured to himself. “I'm hallucinating.”

“Sure, yeah,” the raven on his left said, tossing its head in agitation. “You talked to a ghost before and
got your butt kicked by a frost giant just now, but we’re the hallucinations.”

“Calm yourself, Hugin,” the right-hand raven said. “Perhaps he simply doesn’t remember.” The bird
hopped up onto Eric’s knee and regarded him with two jet-black eyes. “Think carefully now. Don’t we
look the slightest bit familiar?”

Eric opened his mouth to deny that, but his own memory betrayed him. Last night, he’d almost
hit the raven on his left with his car. Then he’d followed it off-road to Skirnir’s Diner, where it had
settled atop the building with the one sitting now on Eric’s knee. Before that, he’d noticed either one
or both of them at random points along his journey from home to Nastrond. And before that... His
rational self still wanted to decry the memory as false, but he could ignore his own mind no longer.
He’d seen these two exact ravens in his grandfather’s bedroom the day Randall had died, and they’d
spoken to him then too. This is your grandfather, they'd told him. As we know him. As you must
remember him.

“There now,” the bird on his knee said, pleased.

“I've seen you,” Eric said. His voice was flat in astonished confusion. “What are you?”

“We work for your granddad,” the first bird, Hugin, said. He jumped up onto Eric’s other knee
beside his twin. “We were trying to tell you that the day you first saw us.”

Eric’s jaw trembled, and he had to swallow and start over before he could ask the next question in a
steady voice. “You belonged to Randall?”

“We belong to no one,” the raven on his right knee said. “We only work for your grandfather. That is
to say, your paternal grandfather.”

“I don’t understand,” Eric said.

“Let me explain,” the bird continued. "My name is Munin. My esteemed colleague’s name, as you've
no doubt gathered, is Hugin. We work for the All-Father of Asgard, whose name approximates to ‘Odin’
in mortal tongues.”

“Odin?” Eric breathed. He’d heard that name before. Even "Hugin” and "Munin” sounded familiar now.

“He’s catching on,” Hugin said.

“Indubitably,” Munin concurred. To Eric, he said, “Odin is your paternal grandfather, Eric. He
asked us to search you out on behalf of your father.”

“My father...”
“Thor,” Hugin supplied.
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“Thor?” Eric echoed.

“Yes, Eric,” Munin replied. “Your father is Thor, the God of Thunder.”

When Eric didn’t say anything for several long seconds, Hugin said, “If we're lyin" we’re dyin’, kid.
You look just like him.”

“But, that can’t be right,” Eric said, finding his voice again. “I thought Thor had long blond hair.”

Both birds sagged in place and shook their heads.

“Oy,” Hugin sighed.

* * #*

Eric paced, and the ravens sat together on the window ledge, watching him. His incredulity at the
sheer madness of what they had said was gone, but he still wasn’t sure he wanted to accept it. He proved
this by saying,

“Are you sure about this?”

“Yu-huh,” Hugin said. It wasn’t the first time Eric had asked since he’d started pacing.

“I've seen a picture of my dad that my mom had. She said his name was Don.”

“He’s introduced himself thus many times,” Munin said. “It’s short for Donar.”

“Not Donner, like you,” Hugin added, “but Donar.”

Eric didn’t hear a difference. “But Thor’s a myth! Odin is too.”

“Guess we're out of a job, then,” Hugin muttered to Munin.

“They’re legends, actually,” Munin corrected. “Not myths.”

“What'’s the difference?”

“Myths are fabricated from whole cloth,” Munin said. “Legends are based on true events and real
beings.”

“But Thor’s supposed to be a God,” Eric protested. “If he’s real and he’s really my father, what’s that
make me?”

“What that makes you,” Hugin said, “is his Scion. His blessed son.”

“So I'm a God?”

“No,” Munin said.

“Yes,” Hugin said at the same time.

Eric stopped pacing and looked at them. They looked at each other.

“May I?” Hugin asked.

Munin bobbed his head in a quick bow and extended a wing toward Eric. “Very well.”

“Thanks.”

“Oh, indeed.”

“Okay,” Hugin said, turning back toward Eric. “You're actually only about half God. Your body’s

mortal; you get that from your mother’s side. What keeps your body alive, though, is the ichor you get
from your father’s side.”

“The what?”

“Ichor,” Munin piped up. “It’s the divine physical essence of which the Gods themselves are composed.
When they take physical form here, their bodies consist entirely of it. When blended with the fibers of
one’s mortal coil, however, ichor magnifies human potential to supernal heights.”

“Meaning,” Hugin cut in, “that you could be smarter, tougher, stronger, prettier, quicker or sharper

than any Joe Blow on the street because of that spark of the divine in your blood.”
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“Sylvester mentioned that,” Eric said in quiet realization. “He said that’s how Jared was keeping his
thugs here.”

Munin nodded. “Mister Guiler was referring to a quality endemic to the blood of giants, but the
principle is similar.”

“So, wait, how does he know about this stuff?” Eric asked. “Is he a demigod too?”

“Strictly speaking,” Munin said, “neither of you is truly a demigod yet. That distinction will come in
time as legends about you spread.”

“But yeah,” Hugin said. “Sly’s like you.”

“Who’s his father then?”

“Loki,” Munin said.

“Thor, Odin, Loki...” Eric murmured. "Do all the Norse Gods have—what was it, Scions—running
around?”

“Most of them, yes,” Munin said.

“And not just our guys either,” Hugin added. “The Pesedjet, the Dodekatheon, the Amatsukami, the
Loa and the Atzlanti all get around among the mortals.”

“The what, the who, and the I beg your pardon?”

“What are they teaching in school these days?” Hugin lamented.

“Paranoia,” Eric said. "And computers.”

“My colleague is referring to the Egyptian, Greco-Roman, Japanese, Voodoo and Aztec pantheons
respectively,” Munin told him. “Among the inhabitants of the Overworld, these six groups have
intermingled with humanity the most... prolifically.”

“For how long?”

“Since time on Earth began,” Munin answered. “Ever since the Gods first cast the Titans into prison and
walked among humankind. In those early days, the Gods regularly involved themselves in the affairs of their
chosen tribes of humanity. They sired offspring, and those offspring became the leaders of the tribes. In
time, however, those tribes expanded and traveled and came into conflict with each other. Those conflicts
embroiled the Gods in conflict among themselves, which I'm sure you realize could prove disastrous.”

“Oh, naturally,” Eric said without sincerity.

“Therefore,” Munin continued, “the Gods of the various pantheons forged an agreement. They would
each keep to themselves, forswearing the temptation to overtly interfere in the lives of mankind. Nothing
prevented them from coming here to sire more children, but from that point forward, humanity’s fate
would be its own concern.”

Eric blinked a couple of times, and Munin gave a tiny bow.

“You finished?” Hugin said, glaring at his raven companion.

Munin looked around as if he were waking from a pleasant dream. “Dear me, my apologies for
interrupting. I do get carried away when I wax nostalgic. You were saying?”

Hugin ruffled his feathers and resettled himself on his perch. He opened his beak to say something
then shut it with a tiny click. Then, with a quick, annoyed jerk of his head toward Munin, he said, “Yeah,
so... What he said.”

“Why doesn’t anybody know about this?” Eric asked. It mildly surprised him that he’d stopped
wondering whether the ravens were telling him the truth.

“Some do,” Hugin said. “Usually the reason people still remember stories about the Gods is because

their Scions are out there occasionally reminding you.”

“Still...” Eric said.
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“Okay, sure,” Hugin said, shrugging his wings. “The fact of the matter is there just haven’t been
that many Scions running around for a long time. And those who were out there didn’t always know who
their divine parents were. Now, though, things have changed.”

“Changed how?” Eric asked. “Why?”

“An uncomfortable prophecy was revealed to the Gods,” Munin said when Hugin hesitated. “When they
heard it, they knew something had to be done.”

“What'’s going to
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’ j dawn of time, they rose up
and tried to strike the Titans down—just as the
Titans conspired to do to them. At first, the Gods made the mistake of trying to kill the Titans, but that
had dire consequences.”

“Like what?”

“When your granddad struck down Ymir, for example,” Hugin said, “the Ice Age ended, and the
whole World nearly flooded. Stuff like that. You can’t just kill a Titan and expect things to be fine and
dandy.”

“Indeed,” Munin said. “That being the case, the Gods chose instead to defeat the Titans and lock
them away somewhere they could do no further harm. Yet the Titans were crafty and powerful, and even

the Gods’ best efforts could not hold them forever. It was only a matter of time before they escaped.”
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“Hang on,” Eric said, the wheels in his mind turning. Something Munin had just said reminded him
of something Randall had told him several weeks ago. “This prison the Gods put the Titans in... It was
in the Underworld, wasn’t it? Wherever souls go when people die?”

Hugin let out an excited caw as Munin nodded. "He’s quicker than his dad,” the former chirped.

“They weren’t locked away in the Underworld per se,” Munin said, “but the seals to their prison were
located therein. Their freedom caused no small disturbance among the dead, I'm afraid.”

“I've noticed,” Eric said. “But I'm confused. I've never seen anything that looks like Gods and ancient
monsters fighting. Did this just happen recently or something?”

Munin shook his head. “No. Most of the Titans have been free for some years. Their war with the
Gods has already been joined. The reason so few of you are aware of it is that the fiercest fighting
goes on in the Overworld alone, on the Gods’ very doorsteps. Some corners of the Overworld are so
viciously besieged that their Gods can no longer slip away here in numbers. Asgard, Olympus and their
neighboring regions aren’t entirely cut off yet, so more of those Gods have been able to come here to
give rise to the likes of you.”

“But they can’t stay,” Eric said soberly, thinking of the note his father had left his mother before
vanishing from her life. FATHER NEEDS ME BACK HOME, it said. SOMETHING’S HAPPENED. | MIGHT
NOT SEE YOU AGAIN.

“No,” Hugin said.
on you. They tell their Scions who they are and give them gifts that let them use some of the Gods’ own

“If they’re lucky, they can get back once or twice to meet you kids and check up

powers. It doesn’t always work that way, though. I'm sorry.”

Eric shrugged and looked away, trying not to seem too disappointed. He didn’t care about gifts or
powers.

“So what are we supposed to do, then?” Eric asked. Hugin cocked his head in confusion. “Scions,
I mean. Are we supposed to go join the fight or something?” He looked at Munin then. “You made it
sound like the Gods started sneaking off and having kids to be ready once the Titans eventually broke out
of their prison.”

“Ah,” Munin said.
either. The Gods knew they would need to rely on you, their Scions, once the Titans broke free, but

I suppose I did imply that. While that isn’t inaccurate, it isn’t exactly accurate

not standing by their side in the Overworld. I'm afraid the Titans would slaughter you posthaste if you
confronted them now. There would be little your parents could do to save you.”
“Don’t make him too overconfident,

“No, Eric,” Munin said. “Where the Gods need you—where your father needs you—most of all is here.”
“As what, a last line of defense?”

” Hugin said. “A first.”

“] don’t understand.”

” Hugin murmured.

“Nope,

“The Titans—" Munin began.
“Wait,”
“Oh, would you prefer to—"

Hugin said. “Let me do this one.”

“I really would.”

“Very well, then. Proceed, by all means.”

“You don’t mind, do you?”

“Perish the thought.”

Hugin regarded Eric again. “You see, it’s like this: Lots of Titans are fighting with the Gods right

now, but they aren’t all accounted for. Some probably devoured each other in their prison. Some are
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trapped in the earth’s crust. Some spawned hordes of lesser creatures, which then spread out across the
World when their parents escaped.”

“Lesser creatures?” Eric asked. “Like that... that giant that put me in here?”

“Indubitably,” Munin said. “Jared is the last descendant of the only surviving child of a giant your
father slew in ancient days.”

“And the dwarves,” Eric said. “Are they titanspawn too?”

“Yeah,” Hugin said, “except they're okay. They've got free will because the Titan they spawned from
is dead now. The frost giants have free will too, and for the same reason, but unlike dwarves, they tend
to be jerks.”

At this point, Munin could contain himself no longer.

“Don’t forget to tell him about the others as well,” he said. With barely a pause, he looked at Eric and
said, “Aside from such creatures as the dwarves, there are others lurking about as well. Centaurs, kitsune,
lindwurms...” A low caw from Hugin broke Munin’s train of thought. “Ahem, yes. Such creatures were
created similarly to the Gods long ago, but they are neither divine nor titanspawn, nor entirely mortal
like human beings. They are simply what they are.”

“But the titanspawn,” Hugin said, “those guys are terrible. They’re working to free any Titans who are
still trapped here, and they’ll kill anybody they can’t use to spite the hated Gods. Given half the chance,
they’d wreck the World and destroy everybody on it just because this is where the Gods’ children are.”

“That won't stand,” Eric said quietly. “But what can I do?”

The ravens bobbed in excitement.

“What you do,” Hugin said, “is gather up a Band of Scions like yourself and start hunting the
titanspawn down one nest at a time. Most titanspawn don’t try to overtly manipulate the regular people
around them, but if you scratch the surface in places where something weird’s going on, you'll almost
always find them causing trouble. When you do, you'll be glad for the help.”

“That sounds great,” Eric said. “I do see one problem with forming a Band of Scions, though. I'm
still a little bit trapped in a giant’s dungeon under a mountain right now.”

“Oh right...” Hugin said. “That reminds me of something I meant to tell you before.”

“Must have slipped your mind, old boy,” Munin chided him.

“Tell me what?” Eric asked.

As if in answer, a one-yard-square section of the wall in the rear corner of the cell popped open on
a silent hinge and swung outward. The door was so cunningly designed that Eric hadn’t noticed any hint
of a seam. A gray-haired female dwarf emerged from the low tunnel behind it and set down a darkened
lantern.

“Oh my goodness,” she said to Eric in what sounded like a Minnesota accent. “Don’t you look just
like your father?”

Eric could only stare. Hugin and Munin both nodded to the dwarf. She waved to them and nodded
back toward the door whence she’d entered.

“Well, now,” she said, “looks like I've got the tunnel open. Ready to go?”

“Um...” Eric said.

“Almost,” Hugin said.

“Okay then.”

“Eric,” Munin said, “this is Sindri. She and her husband are old friends of your father.”
“He knows who that is, right?” Sindri whispered to Hugin. Hugin gave her a reassuring nod.
“Okay...” Eric said.
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I dubltably Munin said’ 1 &=

Sindrifpickediupheridarklantern and moved back into the mouth the tunnel.

i ouireinoticoming > Ericlasked the ravens. - =

& [Emafraid not,¥ Munin said. “We have other pressing engagements at the moment.’
i
Yeah' @ Hugin'said 3¢ The World’s not going to fly around 1tself
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Eric nodded with a rueful, embarrassed smile. “Fool me once...” He shrugged. “Fool me twice.” He
£ Okay) then,” Mtﬂm Jancin from e to the ravens to the cell’s wooden door in agitation.
: Okay g g g

Eric said Eb had crossed the roo d crouched by the low stone door, but he stopped now

“Wait & Y ¢
and| fixed! the ravens with' a nervous, hopeful expressmn “My dad... Thor. Does he, you know, know
about'me?”

“We've'told him'all about: you, Munln.sald
“Yeah'yand he couldn’t be prouder, Hugln said. “Now get going.”

“Allright Eric said. “And thanks " The raven's words ﬁlled him with pride and confidence, and he
turned. to Sindri with fearless conv1ct10n “I'm ready. Let’s go.”

“ @Qkee-dokee.? :
‘The twol ravens hopped to ‘th dow ledge and looked at each other.

“Shall we?" 3
“Yes,” Munin said. “Let’s shall. /

Hugin gestured with his w1n ' After you.”
“Oh no, afteryou.” ;
‘Seriously, go ahead

“I’m afraid I must insist...”

Eric ducked into the tunnei and disappeared into the darkness. The dwarf followed, pulling the door

shut behind her: ;_: 7 _‘f ol

‘The tunnel gl:.e larger outside the cell, but Eric still had to hunch over to walk, and he had to follow
Sindri in single file. The lady dwarf was remarkably quick on her feet, forcing Eric to work hard to keep
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up. She held her now-glowing lantern before her, illuminating the tunnel’s smooth walls. The passage
wound back and forth, gracefully wending its way ever downward.

“How high up in the mountain are we?” Eric asked.

“Still up by the foot there,” Sindri said.

Up by the foot?

“So that’s pretty lucky this tunnel was there,” he said. “Pretty unbelievable, too. I mean what are the
odds Jared would put me a cell with an escape tunnel built in?”

“Oh, luck’s got nothing to do with it,” Sindri assured him. “That’s the only cell Jared ever uses. We've
been escaping from there ever since he took over.”

“And what, he’s never figured this out?”

“Oh, no,” Sindri said, chuckling. “We always get the statues in there in plenty of time.”

“Huh?”

Sindri glanced back at him without slowing down. “The statues. Whenever somebody gets in trouble
and Jared locks him in the cell, we get together and carve a little statue of him. Not Jared, I mean, but
whoever’s in the cell, don’t you know? Then we sneak it up the tunnel and pull the old switcheroo.”

“Doesn’t it tick Jared off, your rubbing his noses in it like that?”

“Goodness, no. As far as that old bully knows, he’s getting exactly what he wanted.”

“But... I mean... If all that’s left is a statue...”

“Well we dwarves turn to stone if sunlight shines on us, yeah?” Sindri said with a perfectly straight face.
“So if that’s all Jared finds when he comes to check...” She shrugged. “That’s why Jared only uses that cell.
And why they only take us out for food at night.”

“Oh,” Eric said. Sure. Why not? “Still, he’s never caught on?”

Sindri shrugged again. “Well, frost giants are tough, sure, and real strong, oh yeah, but they aren’t the
brightest bulbs in the chandelier. No siree. Especially not Jared.”

“Well, there you go, then,” Eric said.

“Yep. You betcha.”

Eric walked along in silence for several long moments before he spoke again. When he did, he said, “So
tell me... You knew my father, right?”

“Still do.”

“So what’s he like?”

Sindri gave a wistful, girlish laugh at some fond memory. “Oh, he’s a heck of a guy. A real heck of one.
The stories I could tell you...”

Eric waited for Sindri to say more, but she disappeared around a sharp buttonhook in the tunnel
ahead. He followed her to find that the passage ended in a stone door with an iron latch. Sindri motioned
for silence, shuttered her lantern and uncovered a tiny peephole to check the space beyond the door. A
moment later, she worked the latch and exited the tunnel. Eric squeezed through and emerged into a
chamber facing an iron wall twice his height. Plain geometric shapes decorated its surface in complicated,
repeating patterns. Sindri had set her lantern down and rushed over to a male dwarf only slightly taller
than her. The dwarf had been waiting within, standing next to his own lantern. That lantern provided the
chamber’s only light.

“Okay, then,” the male said as Sindri put her arms around him. He disengaged himself from her stiffly.
“That’s enough in front of company.”

“Fuddy-duddy,” Sindri said, backing off.

The dwarf looked Eric over with a skeptical frown then turned to Sindri once more. “So, that’s him
then?”
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“He sure is. Doesn’t he look just like his
father?”

“Sure,” the dwarf said, turning toward
the iron wall. “Let’s give him the thing
and get him on his way, then.”

“The thing?” Eric asked.
“Don’t be rude, mnow,” Sindri
said. She took the other dwarf by the
shoulders and turned him to face Eric.
“Eric, this is my husband, Brok. Brok,
this is Eric. Eric Donner, don’t you
know?”
“Donner, huh?” Brok said, clearly
unimpressed.
“Hey,” Eric said.
“Okay then,” Brok said. He looked at
his wife. “Can we go now?”
Sindri sighed and rolled her eyes.
“Fine. Don’t mind him, Eric. He’s
always a Grumpy Gus.”
“No need to make a federal case out of it,” Brok said.
Sindri gave Brok a domestic scowl, and the little man fell silent. For a long moment, the three of
them stood around saying nothing, just looking at each other.

“So...” Eric said at last. “I understand there’s a thing.”

“Oh yeah,” Sindri said. She looked at Brok. “Go on and open up the door, why don’t you?”

“Yeah, okay.”

Brok walked over to the iron wall and centered his stubby hand over one of the repeating geometrical
patterns. He pressed one of the shapes and turned the entire pattern around in a circle. When it had
completed its revolution, the depressed shape popped back into place and a hairline seam split the wall
right down the center. It seemed to sigh as trapped air was released.

“Go on, then,” Brok said to Eric as he stepped back. “Give her a push.”

“Brok Alfrigsen!” Sindri snapped. “Do the counterbalances too.”

“You hush now. If he can’t move the doors, he won’t be able to use the thing too well anyways.”

“Fair enough,” Eric said before Sindri could scold Brok again. He walked up to one door and laid his
hands against it. It didn’t budge for an experimental push, so he planted his feet and put his back into
it. It took all his strength to get the massive construct moving, but once it began to swing on its hinges, it
opened smoothly and settled into a niche cut into the inner wall. Brok and Sindri walked in behind him
as he flexed his shoulders and his back to make sure he hadn’t pulled any muscles.

“Okay, then,” Brok said with just a hint less gruffness. “Pretty good.”

Sindri smiled up at Eric. “Your father hung that door himself after we built it. You sure are strong like
him.”

Brok crossed what turned out to be a large chamber and plugged his lantern into a silvery apparatus.
The apparatus magnified and reflected the light up into a similar construction on the ceiling that reflected

it again to others all around the room. The mirrors and lenses illuminated the entire room
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better than any fluorescent bulbs could. With the lights up, Eric looked around in wonder.
Sturdy dwarf-sized tables and shelves lined the walls and cluttered the floor. On every inch of open
space stood fanciful mechanical and clockwork items of all shapes and sizes, surrounded by metalworking
and stonemasonry tools. It seemed like a workshop out of a science-fiction fairytale, boasting such
wonders as a sectional sword that telescoped into its own hilt, a set of iron gloves with hydraulic fingers, a
clockwork mole with an empty compartment in its belly, a mechanical spider with two seats and a steering
wheel on its back, and much more. Blueprints surrounded half-finished items, and precisely trimmed
and tailored slipcovers hid other ones. It was to one of the latter that Brok headed as Eric stared at his
surroundings.

“What is this place?” Eric whispered.

“Our workshop,” Sindri said. “Brok’s a tinkerer, don’t you know?”

“Not too much nowadays,” Brok said as he untied the straps holding the slipcover in front of him
closed.

“Yeah,” Sindri sighed. “He hasn’t come down here much since Jared showed up. Poor guy.”

“Sorry to hear that,” Eric mumbled.

“Yeah well,” Brok said. “Anyways, here’s the thing.”

Brok pulled away the slipcover; beneath it was a metal stand on which rested the largest handgun Eric had
ever seen. The handle, trigger and cocking hammer were only slightly larger than normal—proportioned
nicely for Eric’s large hand, actually—but the barrel and cylinder were monstrously oversized. Altogether,
the thing was as big as a violin.

“Wow,” Eric breathed.

“Get it,” Brok said.

“Go ahead and try it out,” Sindri said, nudging Eric’s leg.

Eric lifted the weapon, finding it fit his palm perfectly and was deceptively well balanced. He held it out
straight in front of him in one hand, sighting along the barrel at a ridiculous-looking mechanical owl on a
nearby worktable. The piece was extremely heavy—too heavy for the average person to lift in both hands, much
less aim with one. Eric pulled back the hammer with his thumb and noticed that the firing pin was not steel,
but a fleck of gray-black stone. With the hammer back, the air tingled with a hint of static electricity.

“Careful now,” Brok said. “That’s no toy.”

Eric eased the hammer back into place, and the electricity in the air dissipated. “This is an incredible
piece of work,” he said.

“We made it our own selves,” Sindri said, beaming with pride. “Did you notice anything about the
firing pin there?”

“It looks like stone,” Eric said, unsure of the significance.

“Yeah, but that’s not just any stone,” Sindri said. “It’s a piece of your father’s hammer, Mjolnir. We
made that too, don’t you know?”

“So that’s yours then,” Brok said. He'd wandered to a shelf and was coming back with a wooden box the
size of a loaf of bread.

“Mine?” Eric couldn’t believe it.

“Yeah, you betcha,” Sindri said. “When your father first heard about you, he sent that little piece of
Mjolnir to us. He wanted us to craft you a weapon you could use when you got old and strong enough.
Once Jared showed up, though, we had no way to get it to you.”

“You're serious?” Eric asked. “My father actually had you make this for me?”
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“It’s your Birthright, boy,” Brok said. He set his long box down and unlocked it. When he opened it, Eric
could see an alternating row of very large bullets within. “A little present of some of the old man’s power.”

“What kind of power, exactly?”

“You’'ll see,” Sindri said, smiling with a hint of mischief.

“Just don’t play with it,” Brok said. He took six bullets out of the box and carried them over to Eric in
a double handful. “Okay, open her up.”

Eric thumbed a latch next to the handle, and the cylinder rolled out on a metal armature. He held
the pistol down where Brok could reach it, and the dwarf dropped the six bullets into place. When he was
finished, he popped the cylinder back. Eric put his thumb on the hammer to pull it back and spin the
cylinder, but Brok laid a hand over his and shook his head.

“Sorry,” Eric said. “Not a toy.”

“Right.”

“So how's it feel?” Sindri said, 1

gesturing at the pistol and smiling up at

Eric. “Balance okay there? It’s not too
heavy?”

“Feels great,” Eric said, hefting the
weapon and aiming with it once more.
Even with the rounds in the cylinder,
it wasn’t appreciably heavier than it was
unloaded. “Feelslikeit...” He stoppedand
smiled a little sheepishly, embarrassed.
“Like it was made for me.”

“Well now,” Sindri said, her smile
even brighter. “Okay then.”

“Guess you'll be going now,” Brok
said, shutting the box of oversized
ammunition.

“Already?” Eric asked.

“Sure,” Brok said. “I can lead you

back to the surface there and get you on |
your way.” . NG : '

“But I wasn’t planning on leaving just yet,” Eric said.

“I don’t think we have any beds your size there,” Brok said. “Maybe we can push some together—”"

“Brok,” Sindri chided. “Don’t be such a hardhead.”

“Listen,” Eric said. “I guess you're not going to ask for my help, but you don’t have to.”

“Help with what?” Brok muttered, glowering past Eric at nothing. “We're getting by all right.”

“Oh we’re doing no such thing, and you know it,” Sindri said. “Don’t listen to him, Eric.”

Eric smiled. “I wasn’t. [ know you've got a problem. Something about a frost giant invading your home
with his lackeys.”

“Maybe,” Brok shrugged. Sindri crossed her arms and glared at her stubborn husband. “No concern
of yours.”

“Sure it is,” Eric said. “It’s what my dad would want, isn’t it?” Sindri nodded, pausing in her glare at
Brok to smile up at Eric. Only pausing, though. “Besides, it feels like Fate itself pulled me here to this very
spot. I'd be a fool to ignore that, especially when people need my help.”
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“So what do you want to do then?” Brok asked.

“I want you to take me back to the mines to find Jared,” Eric said. He propped the pistol barrel on his
right shoulder and grinned. “I owe him a talking-to.”

“Okay then,” Sindri said. “I can do that. We’re not that far from—"

“No, I'll do it,” Brok sighed. “I know the tunnels better.”

“You don’t know any such—"

“Anyways,” Brok cut in again with a sharp glare at his wife. “I said I'll do it.”

Sindri looked at Brok with wide eyes, but she offered no more argument.

“Actually,” Eric said, “there’s somewhere else I need you to take me first. Sly told me your people aren’t
mining iron anymore, you're just digging. Is that true?”

Sindri paled, and Brok’s frown deepened. Finally he managed a weak, “Sure, yeah.”

“Then I want to see why,” Eric said.

“Okay then,” Brok said at last. “It’s just as well. That’s probably where Jared is anyways.”
“Not necessarily,” Sindri said quietly. “Not unless...”

“They did,” Brok said. “They finally broke through this morning. They found it.”
“Why didn’t you tell me?”

Brok shrugged. “Well, you know... Didn’t think you should worry.”

Eric’s eyes narrowed. “Found what?”
® # %

Brok wouldn’t explain, and Sindri couldn’t find the words, so all Eric could do was follow Brok out of
the workshop and into the tunnels. All the dwarf said was Eric would understand when he saw for himself.
In fact, that was all Brok had to say. He led Eric out into the antechamber and into a different tunnel
than the one Sindri had used to lead him here, never saying a word. They proceeded on a level path to the
epicenter of the mountain then took a connecting passage that led them steeply downward.

After an hour’s descent, they emerged into an enormous cavern shaped like a spear-wound in the
mountain’s heart. It was a gouge many levels deep, and every ridge overlooking the empty drop was lined
with wood-railed walkways. Large tunnels lit by generator-powered electric bulbs fed onto those walkways,
and Eric could see people trudging in and out of those tunnels. Most were dwarves, but a few were full-sized
men. They shouted and bullied and cracked whips over the dwarves, who took the abuse uncomplaining.

“So that’s the mines there,” Brok said.

“Where’s Jared ?”

“Probably at the bottom. Take this path around the edge until you get to the ladder cut in it. It'll do
you.”

“Thanks,” Eric said. He took a deep breath and hefted the cannon Brok had given him—the Birthright
Thor had left for him. "All right, here goes.”

“Okay then,” Brok said. He turned and headed back up the tunnel. “See you.”

Eric made his way along the darkened path along the mineshaft’s edge until he reached the stone ladder.
What Brok had failed to mention was that said ladder was carved for dwarven proportions. It was well made
and easily supported Eric’s weight, but the grooves were barely deep enough to accommodate his long
fingers or the toes of his boots. Worse, he had to make the trip down one-handed because he didn’t have a
holster for his enormous pistol. The descent into darkness was harrowing and ridiculously dangerous, but
Eric was too brave to slow down or consider turning back. Nonetheless, he was relieved when the mine’s
lowest level came into clear view through the shadows.

That level was the narrowest point of the excavation, but it was still the size of a football field. In the

center of the expanse, dwarf work crews emerged from a hole scooped out of the floor. The hole was easily
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him, leaving Eric with only six bullets.) He landed on the
cluster of converging overseers, driving his knees between
the shoulder blades of the one who'd bloodied the dwarf.
The thug crumpled beneath him without even a cry of pain,
and two others fell to either side. The dwarves nearest whom
those two fell stared at them in shock for a moment then, as
if with one mind, threw their cargo harnesses down onto the
groggy humans’ heads. The fallen overseers twitched once and

lay still.

4 |» \ R
< : as big as Eric’s whole house, and he couldn’t see
° ¢ the bottom from his angle. Each of the exhausted )
q g dwarves who emerged was rigged with an over- : &
®* the-shoulder harness to which was attached a y
q : cargo net full of rough-hewn rocks. Beneath these , /
4 ; harnesses, the dwarves all wore tool belts from ) \‘
4 S which hung hammers, pickaxes, chisels and the
4 g like. Human overseers waited for these dwarves at
~ &
4 » the rim, exhorting them to hurry up and move their < - '
v lazy bones. -
'
: : Under the direction of their crew bosses, the
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The four remaining bullies crowded around Eric, who was still
on his hands and knees amid the ruin of the person he’d landed
on. He rose to one knee as they arrived, but he couldn’t bring his
gun to bear on any of them in time. They snapped their glass-
tipped whips in unison, coiling the ends around Eric’s pistol and

forearm. The pain was intense, but Eric didn’t lose his grip on his
weapon. Bracing his foot beneath him to haul himself upright, he
jerked his gun arm around in a huge arc, pulling the attackers off
balance as he stood. He clotheslined the first one to fall with the
barrel of his gun, and that one’s head knocked into the head of
the man behind him. Eric crushed the third guy with a punch in
the chest that sent him crashing backward into a half-full rock-
collection tray. Finally, he cracked the fourth man’s skull with

the weighted handles of the whips the other three had lost.
When the space nearest him was clear, Eric shook all four
whips into a pile at his feet and looked around. None of the
other overseers on this level were still standing, even across
the central excavation from him. Those who hadn’t been
paying attention had been pulled down by the dwarves that
surrounded them and buried under the stones the workers
had been forced to carry. Others fled for the stone ladders,
rushing toward waiting dwarves with stones or hammers in
their hands. Before Eric could even speak, a handful of
overseers were hurled screaming back to the floor. Dwarves
on the higher levels cheered, and the ones around Eric at

the bottom returned that cheer.

“There’s still more in the tunnels up there,” the dwarf
with the bleeding forehead said. He stood supported
between two younger dwarves.

“Don’t worry, though,” one of the two supporting their
wounded friend said. “We can handle them.”
“You sure?” Eric asked.
“Oh yeah, you betcha,” the wounded one said. “Brok’s
been telling us to be ready for this since he saw you over at
Skirnir’s. Truth to tell, we've been ready a lot longer.”
“Brok, huh?” Eric murmured. At the edges of the
room, the dwarves had begun to scale the stone ladders
en masse.
“So you'll be looking for Jared then.”
Eric nodded.

P “He’s down there,” the wounded dwarf said. “Don’t
know what he’s doing, but he hasn’t come up since we
broke through this morning.”

“I'll deal with him,” Eric said. The crowd around
him had thinned considerably.
“Okay,” the wounded dwarf said. “Bye.”
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With his friends’ help, the dwarf made his way to the nearest stone ladder to

join his fellows in retaking their home from their human overseers.
% # A

Boiling with adrenaline, Eric made his way to the deep central excavation
scar. The pistol was a feather in his hand, and his earlier wounds pained him
not at all. He looked into the house-sized hole and saw only one light glowing
feebly in the darkness at the bottom. That light was the soft glow radiating from
Jared himself, who rested on his hands and knees with his forehead pressed
against the floor in an attitude of prayer. Ready to put an end to this at last,
Eric leaped into the hole.

He landed in a three-point crouch, his pistol sticking straight out behind
him, on what he assumed was a stone floor. Jared knelt unmoving ten feet
away, his blue-white body glowing dimly in the darkness. As Eric rose, Jared
lifted his head and sat back on his knees. The smile Jared wore when he looked
up was serene, almost beatific. On that monstrous face, the expression was
a horrific parody.

“You again,” Jared said.

“Get up,” Eric said, pointing the pistol at the monster’s heart. He
should have pulled the trigger right then, but he couldn’t bring himself to
shoot somebody who was only kneeling and smiling at him.

“You're too late,” Jared said, making no move. "We've broken
through.”

“Whatever,” Eric said. He cocked the pistol with his thumb, and a
luminous thread of electricity stretched from the oversize shell to the
splinter of Mjolnir in the hammer.

Jared’s smile widened, and he extended his arms to his sides. “Shoot
me, God-child. Martyr me in the glorious presence of the one who will
destroy your world!”

Eric frowned in confusion, but that confusion lasted only a moment.

With the new luminescence his pistol now provided adding to the
faint glow emanating from the frost giant, his eyes had adjusted to the
darkness enough to see his surroundings clearly. He saw only too late
that he wasn’t standing on the stony floor of a hole in the earth at all.
The surface on which he stood, though hard as stone, had a greenish,
reflective sheen, and it bulged slightly in the middle. It wasn’t stone at
all, he realized, but the glossy, green scale of some imponderably huge
thing buried in the earth’s crust.

“Fire, Scion of Thor!” Jared shouted. “Wake the destroyer if you
dare!” The tiniest tremor tickled the soles of Eric’s feet through his
boots, and Jared’s smile became a manic rictus of ecstasy. “Or have I
awakened it already?”

Horrified, Eric froze, and a jolt from the ground nearly knocked
him off balance. He looked down to see a long seam split what he
thought was a scale directly beneath his feet, running from the wall
behind him, between his boots and to within inches of where Jared
knelt leering at him. Something foul and wet glistened beneath

the crack, and Eric cried out in terrified realization. He wasn’t
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b + standing on just some random scale

of the buried horror Jared’s workers

- / ' had begun to unearth, but right on
¢ \N l top of one of its eyes.

Eric stumbled as the gruesome

A eyelids rolled apart, pulling his feet in

opposite directions, and that’s when

Jared made his move. As Eric lost his

balance, the frost giant sprang to its feet

= and charged at him. Eric fired off a shot

over the giant’s head, and the report

shook the air like a thunderclap. A huge

chunk of the wall imploded and fell

in where the bullet hit it, but Jared was

unharmed. Running along the vast beast’s
slowly receding eyelid, Jared punched Eric
hard in the chest. Eric braced himself for
the blow, but it threw him backward into
the wall. Jared jumped across the wet chasm
between the separating eyelids‘and met Eric

as his body slid down the stone surface.
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Only by ducking at the last second was
Eric able to avoid the crushing elbow thrust
Jared aimed at his head. Chips of stone flew
and rained down the back of his neck as
he crouched and leaped away from the wall

past Jared. He tried to aim and fire another
shot at the giant, but Jared kicked the barrel

e
just in time and sent the boomlng shot wild.
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struggled for balance on its wobbling,"
semisolid surface. Across the eye from:
him, Jared was also rising, laughing
maniacally. Before the frost giant could
‘ regain his feet, Eric cocked his pistol once
' more and fired. The eye rolled beneath him
as he squeezed the trigger, however, throwing
~ off his aim and making him stumble into the
wall. He didn’t miss altogether this time, but the
: - shot he’d been aiming at Jared’s heart only hit the
"/ giant’s left arm. The thunderclap shattered the limb
at the elbow, spraying frozen fragments on the walls
and ground behind him. Staggering off balance anyway,
the giant clutched his icy stump and fell over. This irritation
proved too much for the buried beast’s eye, and it blinked,
slamming its enormous lids together. The lid nearest Eric
hit him in the heel, knocking him onto his back and rolling him J
"in place. Jared tried to stand up and leap out of the way, but the '.
% id snagged his right foot and jerked him backward. When the lids |
met, the force shattered Jared’s ankle between them. The giant flopped ‘
backward yowling in pain, and the opposite lid pulled him away to the far
side of the hole. ‘ .
Eric grabbed one of the handholds the dwarves had hacked.ipto the wall and"
pulled himself upward. Below him, the eye blinked once more the_n stayed half
: open and began to water. The swampy odor intensified, and the eye began to roll
\ ” faster and more wildly than before. Its horrid pupil rolled out of hiding at last, _
~and Eric saw that it was milky and scabrous with tarpaulin-sized cataracts. The pu}:fil \1\
. J swiveled in every direction, blindly seeking the source of the irritation. "** 1
: Meanwhile, Jared had made it back to his knees and had plunged the stump of his left:ﬁc T
{ ! arm into the rheumy water welling up at the edge of the monstrous eyelid. With a touch,i
Rl A el S salty liquid into the crude shape of a new arm. As he flexed lifeE
into his newly created fingers, he stuck his destroyed ankle into the water and repaired it as 1. 3
well. It took only a moment, and when he was done, he turned to Eric and glared at him with e
murder in his eyes.
“I'll kill you!” the giant shouted, expelling a plume of white mist. “I'll feed your bones to
: your father in his own burning hall!”
- }T Eric had climbed half again his own height on the crude stone ladder, and he knew that if
) Jared jumped from the base of it, he could easily tear Eric down. All the giant had to do was
: run across the open space and leap. Eric just hoped Jared realized this too.
/’ “Come and get me then!” he shouted, waving with the barrel of his gun.
Enraged, Jared took the bait. He dashed back onto the surface of the hideous, buried eye
toward the base of the ladder, billowing white breath like steam from a locomotive. Eric leaned
out from the ladder and took aim with his pistol, but Jared wasn’t foolish enough to run in a
straight line. Yet even though he zigzagged irregularly across the intervening distance, it didn’t

7 —; matter. Eric wasn’t aiming for him.

% ;,P Just before Jared got to the farthest spot from which he could leap and grab Eric’s boot down from

Pt the ladder, Eric took aim at that spot and fired. One more peal _Qf thum rang out,'-and the bullet
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punctured the thick sclera covering the gruesome white of the beast’s eye. A geyser of viscous white fluid shot
into the air just as Jared tried to step down on the spot that had disintegrated beneath him. Helpless to stop
himself, the giant screamed and plunged forward into the awful spray of matter, sinking into the gaping
hole beneath. He caught himself at chest height, partially blocking off the flow of vitreous humor, but he
couldn’t find purchase to pull himself free. Nor did he have a chance to try as the eye rolled violently in its
socket and the buried monstrosity tried to blink away the painful irritant. Its stone-heavy eyelids crashed
into either side of Jared’s chest, shattering his body into two uneven pieces. The lower half remained lodged
in the beast’s eye, but the top half slid down its eyelid in a slurry of filmy fluid. Just to be on the safe side,
Eric took aim once more and put one more bullet through the back of Jared’s neck, shattering the last of the
giant into millions of pieces. Jared wouldn’t be putting himself back together after that.

Of course Eric had a bigger problem now; he was staring down at its milky, thrashing oculus. As if
to make the World aware of its presence, the beast finally managed to cry out in hate and pain at the
wound it had taken. Tons upon tons of stone muffled the sound, but the fury and power of the outcry
was undeniable. It started as a low moan in the air that built in volume and made the very walls shiver.
That shivering built into a faint rumbling and on into a grinding tremor, while the sound intensified
from a moan to a wail to a demonic roar. Eric wanted to clap his hands to his ears, but it was all he could
do to keep hold of his pistol and cling to the shaking stone wall. When jagged cracks spread out from the
stone all around him, Eric climbed for all he was worth, unaware that he too was screaming as the injured
beast’s roar battered his eardrums. He scrambled upward as fast as he could, feeling the sheer walls of the
excavated hole crumbling beneath him. The climbing surface tilted to an easier angle but tried to pull him
down as the stones disintegrated and sloughed downward. Even when he’d leaped clear of the hole, he still
had to scrape and scuttle away as the once-solid ground sagged to fill in the gap Jared’s operation had dug
out. In desperation, he leaped toward one of the iron collection trays dangling nearby as the ground rolled
away beneath his feet. He landed in it with a clang that was lost in the pervasive din and finally clapped his
hands over his ears. The ground fell away beneath him, but the chains held the tray in place, and he swayed
there, screaming and trying to shut out the awful noise of the wounded thing buried in the earth.

It was no use. The sound went on forever, until it finally overwhelmed him and plunged him into

darkness.
% A %

He awoke once to find himself floating, semi-deaf, through tunnels that pulsed with electric light. A
dozen hands bore him aloft. He tried to speak, but his throat was raw. The rumbling had stopped, though,
and he still had the Birthright his father had left for him.

& * &

He awoke again later, better able to hear. Three small beds had been pushed together in a stone cavern,
and he lay across them wrapped in blankets. Brok and Sindri were there, and Sindri gushed over him with
effusive praise and congratulation. Eric could understand only every few words. His head pounded. His
joints ached. His throat hurt. But he was alive and getting stronger. He just needed more rest. Brok told

Sindri this. Eric agreed, and slept again.
# e %

He didn’t know how long it had been when he next woke, but he could hear again, and he was only vaguely
sore—no worse than any Saturday morning after a football game. He found Brok sitting in a squat chair
beside his beds, smoking a wooden pipe. Brok told him the entire lower level of the mineshaft had collapsed,
burying the horror Jared had wanted unearthed. Burying whatever was left of Jared too. When the beast’s
awful shriek had subsided, the dwarves had gone back to the hole and found Eric curled up in a collection
tray, swaying safely above the rubble. They’d brought him back here to recuperate. It had been a week.

In that time, Brok explained offhand, the dwarves had gotten rid of all the blood-poisoned human

trusties who’d been working for Jared. None had escaped.

Lf\ﬂbnapn B AsancAADLABLED 2 A4a8A0CAARLADLLED A AAaaAMNALLALLDE A ABRaAAAADLADL DL & AGanANAALLABLED A AGanAAADLABL D &

Aopo AdWIBING TVV - pavingoed. wiy payjdal puciyoo) yubia siq pabbeus YYV @42 s3svsd paind s4) ao) yonw oo} VYV

——

24} yjoo} fem{ VYV ™4 Bugumq VYV 4au}v) AnoA 0} $3Ued AnoA P22} VYVV NoA i) e YVY P

}is33u



,_
VPO v v 9 RIVgyyvVvePo v @ vcﬂvvvvv\?v90vv000b‘~?uv—‘

Over the past few days, teams of workers had collapsed all the tunnels leading into the mineshaft, sealing
the area off like a vast tomb. Doing so cut them off from half the area they had once claimed as their home,
but nobody raised a fuss about it. They’d just carve new tunnels is all, only they’d carve them up into the
mountain instead of down. After a while they’'d even start coming back to town, Brok said, getting people
used to seeing them around again. It sounded to Eric like the dwarves had things well in hand.

“Guess you'll be going soon then,” Brok said, puffing smoke rings.

“I guess so,” Eric replied. “Maybe after breakfast, though.”

“We’ll take you down to Bill Skirnir’s. Haven’t had a chance to stock up our own larders yet.”

“Sounds good,” Eric said. He stood up and found himself dressed in only a cut-off pair of dwarf pants
that fit him like boxer shorts. “Um...”

Brok pointed to a short table where Eric’s clothes had been mended and cleaned while he slept. Atop them
sat his pistol, as well as the box of bullets he’d seen Brok carrying before. The dwarf stood up and headed for
the door to give Eric some privacy. He stopped by the table to tap the wooden box with his pipe stem.

“We’ll get you more of these when you need them,” he said. “Least we can do, don’t you know?”

“Thanks,” Eric said, doffing the dwarf shorts and pulling on his own pants.

“Yeah, you too. I'll be down the hall.”

“Okay then.”

“Hey, one more thing,” Brok said, stopping just outside the door. “Do you have a car?”

Eric nodded. “It’s a black '67 GTO. I parked it a couple of miles from here and came in on foot.”

“Okay. That’s the one we found then. I'll get you the number of a good body shop in town after
breakfast.”

“Huh?” Eric’s eyes widened. “What the heck happened to my car?”
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Since the dawn of man, the Gods have involved
themselves in the affairs of humankind—and in affairs
with humankind. Slaking their all-too-human desires
with the flesh of mortal paramours, the Gods often
sire half-breed offspring. These children, Scions, are
invariably left for their mortal parents to care for.
Though far weaker than their divine parents, Scions
possess abilities far beyond those of any mere mortal.
These abilities are often augmented even further by
Boons and Birthrights provided by the Scions’ godly
parents. As a result, Scions tend to rise to positions of
power and influence.

However, the life of a Scion is far from easy.
Though bound by ancient pacts, filial loyalty and fear
of Fatebinding from harming one another directly, the
Gods are perfectly willing to strike at their rivals by killing
or maiming a favored mortal son or daughter. The tales
of Heracles, Onamuji and Sigurd are ample proof of
that. The danger a Scion faces has only multiplied with
the escape of the Titans, the progenitors and ancient
foes of the gods. Like the agents of the Gods, titanspawn
often go out of their way to slay Scions before they can
grow into their full power.

In ancient times, the Gods interfered in human lives
more directly, letting rampaging beasts, natural disasters,
plague and famine speak of their displeasure with man.

In addition, the spawn of the Titans often lurked just
outside civilization, ready to devour hapless mortals
who stopped at the wrong spring to drink or took the
wrong paths through the deep woods. It was to Scions
that mortals looked for protection from supernatural
predation, and it was Scions who often interceded with
the Gods on mortals behalf, flattering them or moving
them to feel pity, or offering the Gods service if they
would spare the weaker mortals.

In due time, the Gods retreated from the World.
With the titanspawn threat wiped out by the efforts of
early Scions, the corresponding rapid growth of human
civilization and the conflict between nations threatened
through the chains of Fate to draw the pantheons of
Gods into war. To avoid this eventuality, the heads of
the various pantheons met and agreed that the Gods
should leave mankind to its own devices before the
massive Fatebinding effects either threw them into
conflict or changed them beyond all recognition. In
response, most Gods retreated to the Overworld, only
visiting the World occasionally in mortal guises.

Despite their overall withdrawal from worldly affairs,
the Gods are compulsive meddlers. Though seldom
taking direct action against one another or overtly
guiding the course of humanity, the Gods still possessed
a means of interfering in human history, their Scions.



Over the millennia since the Gods’ retreat, a myriad
of Scions have lived and died, most ignorant of their
fantastic origins. However, in every generation, a few
Scions worldwide, seldom more than a handful, receive
a Visitation from their divine parents, unlocking the
power of the ichor flowing through their veins. One or
two in a century might even be gifted with Birthrights.
Prior to the present day, the last conflicts involving a
large number of Birthright-armed Scions were the two
World Wars (both of which are now regarded as fiascos
by the Gods).

All that changed with a single event, the escape
of the Titans. Somehow sundering their Underworld
prison (and in the process, damaging the realms of the
dead), the Titans have reentered the Overworld after
eons of imprisonment, hungering to regain their former
rule and revenge themselves on their wayward offspring,

the Gods. While a war between Gods and Titans rages
in the heavens, the Titans have begun seeding the
World again with their spawn. In response, the Gods
have begun visiting their Scions in greater number and
arming them with mighty Birthrights that they may
stop the titanspawn from establishing a beachhead in
the World of men.

Though humanity has long since tamed all but the
most remote or dangerous areas of the mortal World,
the return of the Titans and the unleashing of their
monstrous titanspawn represents a threat beyond the
ken of modern man. Only the Scions are equipped to
deal with such threats, and are again filling their ancient
role of guardians of man and human civilization.

Spawn of the Gods, nemeses of the Titans and
protectors of humanity, Scions are all this and more.

LEXTCON

Birthrights: Birthrights are gifts showered on the Scions
by their God parents. These can include weapons, armor
and equipment featured in myth—the armor of Achilles,
the swords Gram and Kusanagi, the coco macaque, The
Book of the Dead, or the shield Xiuhichimalli—or magical
beasts—the winged horse Pegasus, the boar Gullinbursti, a
nekomata, an ahuizotl, or even a dragon. It might even mean
command over a supernatural retinue of Spartoi, Einherjar,
tengu, jaguar knights, mummies or zombies, or access to the
advice of a knowing guide, either a wise mortal or a benign
supernatural being. Though many ancient Birthrights exist,
new ones are being created all the time for today’s Scions.

Boon: A Boon is a supernatural power inherited
from a Scion’s divine parent. The types of Boons available
at character creation are limited by the patron God’s
Purviews. Heroic Scions are unable to directly wield
these powers. They require Birthright weapons, armor or
equipment to use Boons, and such relics may be stolen,
depriving the hero of his Boons or even making them
available to the thief, or destroyed.

Calling: Each Scion feels an almost inexorable pull
to follow in the footsteps of her divine parent in some
manner. By that, it's not meant that a son of Ares will,
for instance, claim he’s a war god and that all should
worship him. Rather, such a Scion would likely be
drawn to a career in the armed forces or as a mercenary
or a weapons designer, and even as a child, he may have
been a schoolyard bully or the head of a gang of toughs.
The siren song of battle rings in the Scion’s ear, even if
his half-divine nature is never revealed to him.

Epic Attribute: This is a direct bonus to a mundane
Attribute that arises from the power of the divine ichor
that flows through a Scion’s veins.

Fate: Fate is a powerful, unseen force that acts as a
counterweight to the deeds (and misdeeds) of Scions and
their patrons. In the game, Fate is a powerful force that
fulfills two unique functions:

¢ Fatebinding. The power of a Scion’s Legend allows
him to perform wild feats by essentially bending the laws
of probability in his favor. If a Scion uses this ability too
much, however, individuals caught up in the Scion’s
actions can become inextricably bound to him forever
afterward. This phenomenon, known as Fatebinding,
ties the lives of the affected individuals together and
shapes the course of everyday events in strange and
unpredictable ways—their paths cross one another
again and again, and their goals become intertwined
despite their best efforts. Fatebinding can create boon
companions that follow a Scion through thick and thin,
or it can spawn nemeses who dog his every step. The
presence of Fatebound individuals (be they friend or foe)
can affect a Scion’s abilities and modify the way he can
draw upon his Legend. The greater a Scion’s Legend, the
more easily this phenomenon occurs. Fear of Fatebinding
is one of the main reasons modern Scions work to avoid
the fame one might expect them to covet.

¢ Fateful Aura. As a Scion’s Legend grows he warps
probability to such an extent that he becomes a literal
magnet for calamity. Natural and man-made disasters
(or miraculous events) occur wherever he goes. If there
is a robbery that’s going to happen, or a Titanspawn
attack, or an attempted coup, the appearance of the
Scion is guaranteed to make it happen. In a sense, the
character’s Legend becomes a self-fulfilling prophecy—
where he goes, momentous things happen whether he
likes it or not. By dealing with them, he increases his




Legend further, spawning an ever-increasing cycle of
fateful events.

A number of divinities, from the Asgardian Norns
to the Olympian Moirae, have become so tied to Fate as
to been reduced to little more than mouthpieces for the
inscrutable force. In addition, mortals and even Scions
are sometimes possessed and used as the pawns of Fate in
its efforts to forward its unfathomable agendas. As their
Legend grows, Scions enjoy the tender ministrations of
Fate more and more.

God: Born of the Titans but tied to the World, the
Gods once blatantly interfered in the development
of human civilization and, in turn, were shaped by
the beliefs of man into the deities we recognize from
Classical mythology. The Gods long ago retreated from
the mortal world to avoid the dangers of being drawn
into conflict via Fatebinding to their mortal followers.
When one of the Gods visits the World now, it is
almost always done incognito and for the purpose of
reacquainting himself with humanity. In the course of
“reacquainting themselves with humanity,” many Gods
manage to sire Scions.

ichor: The divine blood that flows through the veins
of Scions, giving them their power.

Knack: A Knack is a minor supernatural benefit tied
to an Epic Attribute.

Legend: A measure of a Scion’s power and renown,
Legend has a variety of powerful effects on characters
over the course of the game. A character’s total Legend
score determines the strength of his Fateful Aura, the
likelihood of Fatebinding individuals, the progression of

his powers and the general outcome of any dice rolls.
Additionally, Legend points can be spent to affect the
outcome of actions during play, to power certain of
their Boons and Knacks, and to power magic spells.

magic: Magic in Scion is the use of Fate (sometimes
in conjunction with innate Boons) to either curse or bless
a target in some way. Magic may also be used to tie an
object’s or person’s fate to an outside object, effectively
binding those things together. Finally, Scions (and Gods)
may use magic to project their own powers onto a target
by tying their two fates together momentarily and then
projecting their power onto the target.

Overworld: The Overworld is a realm of limitless
potential where both the Titans and the Gods were born
and where the various pantheons now make their homes.

pantheon: A pantheon is a grouping of Gods,
typically with an attitude and customs derived from
a specific human culture. This book details six major
pantheons: the Aesir, the Amatsukami, the Atzlanti, the
Dodekatheon, the Loa, and the Pesedjet.

Scion: A Scion is the half-divine offspring of God
and man. Though they lack the raw power of their
parent deities, Scions still possess abilities far beyond
those of the mortals who surround them.

Titan: A Titan is an archetypal being of incarnate
chaos. Though not necessarily evil per se, such beings are
driven only to follow their primal, typically destructive,
urges and to revenge themselves on their rebellious
offspring, the Gods.

titanspawn: These are the monstrous offspring of
the various Titans. The most powerful titanspawn are



equal in power to the Gods themselves. Currently only
the weakest of the titanspawn are capable of forcing
their way into the World, but these tirelessly strive to pave
the way for their mightier brethren.

Underworld: The various underworlds of the
individual pantheons were once connected to one
another via the prison of the Titans, creating in fact one
Underworld separated into distinct demesnes ruled by
each pantheon’s death god. It is to these realms that the
shades of the dead who believe in the Gods of the various
pantheons are drawn after death. With the escape of the
Titans, the nucleus that anchored the pantheons realms
together is shattered, the Underworld is fragmented,
and many of the souls of the dead have been released to
haunt the world of the living.

Virtues: A Scion’s behavior is influenced by a set of
four Virtues dictated by the pantheon to which he belongs.
By their nature, the Gods of a specific pantheon espouse
the Virtues that were important to the culture from which
they once drew worship. In turn, these are the Virtues by
which the worth of a pantheon’s Scions are judged.

Visitation: The Visitation is a pivotal event in the
life of a Scion. It is the moment when her true nature
and divine lineage is revealed to her, typically by her
divine parent, though occasionally through a divine
herald such as Hermes, Legba, Hugin/Munin, etc. This
is also the occasion where the Scion is gifted with her
Birthrights.

World: The World of Scion is quite similar to our
own. The main divergence from our own world that
this one has experienced is that all of its ancient myths
reflect real-world events. Now that both the Titans and
the Gods have again become involved in the affairs of
man, many of the World’s ancient sites of power have
again become supernaturally active. In addition, a
large number of these ancient sites have been stripped
of their contents, which now reside in museums and
private collections around the globe. In the ancient sites
and in the places where relics from those sites are held,
links to the Owerworld exist that the Titans, the Gods
and the minions of both may use to more easily access

the World.
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Scions who are aware of their parentage recognize that the term pantheon, Greek for “all gods,” describes their
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divine and immortal forebears as a collective. Most Scions, however, know that their parents belong to one of several
tribes or families of Gods, also described as pantheons, who together bring structure and order to the World and
neighboring mythic realms. Most of the surviving Gods of the pantheons humanity have worshiped throughout
history remain embroiled in an all-out war in the Overworld with the recently escaped Titans. The Gods of the six
pantheons presented in this chapter are those who have found the most time in recent years to slip away from the
Overworld briefly to sire Scion children. This is not to say that Scions of other Gods are not active in the World,
only that they are comparatively rare.

Both Scions and their divine parents remain confused about whether human cultures brought Gods into being
or Gods created the cultures. Both possibilities seem implausible but not impossible for beings that have lived
longer than all of recorded history. (At least, so the Gods claim.) For certain, at least six such families of deities
thrive today. Ancient Egypt, Greece and Rome produced two, the Pesedjet and the Dodekatheon. Northern Europe
engendered the Aesir. Japan brought the Amatsukami to awareness. West Africa, the Caribbean and southern
America together created the Loa. And Central America awakened the Atzlanti.

Each clan of divinities has its concerns and emphases, but its Gods all work to maintain the World. Their Scions
help them achieve their aims, which may be defined as 1) prevent the Titans from destroying all that exists, 2)
promote given agendas within human society, 3) ensure the pantheon’s survival, and 4) thwart plans of rival Gods.
Most Gods also have a fifth priority: Keep the Scions from either siding with the Titans or overthrowing existing
Gods. Each God approaches these priorities slightly differently and with varying degrees of attention. As immortal
or semi-immortal beings, however, they have the advantage of long-term perspectives and a willingness to overlook
short-term setbacks. Short-term perspectives and long-term setbacks infuriate them, so Scions guilty of both rarely
last with both Gods and Titans gunning for them.
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THE EGYPTIAN GODS

The Pesedjet, originating in Egypt, is the
oldest (though not necessarily wisest) of the
pantheons. This family of Gods claims that
its origins go back over 7,000 years to the
banks of the Nile River in northeast A
Africa, and it has endured through / l l
cultural, mythic and physical changes B
in the World’s very structure. 1

As a pantheon, the Pesedjet
concerns itself with ma’at—justice
expressed through social order.
For the Pesedjet, everyone
must know his or her
place, and each post must
be filled with the right person. In the times before time, the
Titans destroyed appropriate relationships between people,
and the Pesedjet created a social order in which people
could live knowing their place in an established hierarchy:

Today, the DPesedjet’s Scions tend to concern
themselves with disruptions in social stability catused by
the Titans’ actions. Movements of refugees, discontent
caused by spiritual/ poverty and unemployment,
revolutionary movements—these comeé to.the Pesedjet’s
notice as disturbanges in the mythic realms. Other divine
tribes view the Pesedjet as hidebound and conservative,
but they grant that the Egyptian Gods really know how
to impose long-lasting order in a chaotic world.

The Pesedjét’s greatest weakness is its commitment to
stability at-any cost. The Egyptian Gods and their Scions
prefer minimally disruptive solutions to problems, trusting
in old patterns to maintain the status quo. Other Gods find
this attitude frustrating. Old patterns allowed the Titans to
break free in the first place; why perpetuate easily disrupted
systems? Still, the Egyptian deities promote tradition and
conservative attitudes as bulwarks against chaos, leaving
close-knit but reactionary societies in their wake.

ANUDBIS

AKA: YINEPU, ANUPU

Description: Anubis, judge of the Underworld
and weigher of the souls of the dead, has the body of
a Nubian man and the head of a jackal-though he
reveals it only rarely these days. His enemies insist his
soul is that of a jackal, too, but most who meet him
consider him urbane and sophisticated, with a dark but
pleasing sense of humor. In legend, he is the patron of
embalmers and all who work with the dead. He sat with

his scales in the Hall of Two Truths in the
Egyptian Underworld.
Anubis used to live as an undertaker, a
judge, a lawyer, a jeweler and a bodyguard
as the mood of the day struck him. None
of his clients ever died while under his
protection, though few lasted long
after his angry departures.

The Scions of Anubis
are similarly dedicated, and
similarly  fickle.
judges of character like

their father, these Scions

frequently maintain an

Excellent

intense 1oyalty to other Scions and Bands they deem
worthy. However, if disappointed or disillusioned by the
actions of their compatriots, Anubis’s Scions will often
abandon or-even turn on their comrades if unable to
convince them of the injustice of their recent activities.
Associated Powers: Epic Perception, Animal (Jackal),
Death, Guardian, Heku, Justice

Abilities: Animal Ken, Empathy, Integrity, Medicine,
Melee, Occult
Rivals: Set;

Tezcatlipoca, Vidar

Baron Samedi;~ Hermes, Izanami,

ATUM-RE
AKA: RA, ATUM, ATEN, TEM3RA

Description: In Egyptian legend, Atum-Re was the
universe’s creatot, the sun God who rode across the sky
in the sun barque, dispensing blessings on everyone. God
of magic and all-powerful, nothing in Creation could
harm him until Isis conned him out of his true name.
After that, he was only as powerful as the other Gods.
Atum-Re remains bitter, though he pretends to be above
the Pesedjet’s disputes. Other deities mock him for his
aloof nature, manicured hands and cautious face.

Today, Atum-Re puts on a tall, slender male form,
with long fingers, dark complexion and closely curled
hair. He is mature without being elderly, and affects
several personas, ranging from a dealer in Middle Eastern
antiquities to a diplomat to a mosque imam to an executive
from a solar energy co-operative. People remember him as
a distinguished fellow, thoughtful and deliberate in all
conversations, with great force of personality.

Atum-Re’s Scions are also deliberate and thoughtful.
They are strong without being overly strong, and they
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are observers of the natural world. Few things that are
out of place ever escape their notice.

Associated Powers: Epic Charisma, Epic Manipulation,
Epic Perception, Animal (Falcon), Heku, Sun
Abilities: Academics, Art, Fortitude, Investigation,
Politics, Presence

Rivals:

Huitzilopochtli, Susano-o

Horus, Isis; Athena, Erzuliej Freyr,

BASTET
AKA: BAST

Description: Queen of Cats, with a feline grace,
Bastet is a Goddess of prophecy—though she’s no pawn
or puppet of Fate. Catheaded, with skin the color of
chocolate, covered with fine/fur, Bastet has green eyes
with vertical slits common to cats. What her chosen
animals see, she also sees. Thoth made her keeper of
his Book, a magical work that controls such powetful
forces as time-space/and life-death-rebirth, so that he
could not undo the /universe accidentally. Using it,
Bastet keeps mortals in realms of mortal time. Her
Scions help to keep such secrets from mortal, divinity
and Titan alike.

In the modern day, Bastet appears as a slender
woman with rounded hips and a graceful manner. She

has been a belly dancer and the madam of a brothel, the
hostess of salons and a spy in Paris. She even took on a
tole as a geisha in Japan, as part of a special exchange
ptogram among Gods many years ago. Of the Pesedjet,
she'is most open to new experiences.

Her Sciofs-are motivated to explore and interact with
novelty.. They usually begin with cautious observation
before delving in deeply to their subject, as if it were
an -academic exercise. Once convinced that it is not
dangerous, they leap in completely. It is at this point
that they usually remember what killed the cat.
Associated Powers: Epic Charisma, Epic Dexterity,
Epic Perception, Epic Wits, Animal (Cat), Heku, Moon,
Prophecy, Sun, Vengeance
Abilities: Athletics, Awareness, Brawl, Larceny, Stealth,
Survival
Rivals: Isis; Frigg, Hera, @goun, Raiden, Tlazoltéotl

GED
AKA: KEB, QEB, SEB

Description: Geb is God of the'earth, “son of Tefenet
and Shu who have gone into dust”as the Pesedjet say.
Once married to Nut, Titan of night, he constantly
seeks dark-faced women with stars in their eyes. Geb has
dark hair and skin the color of rich soil, and his brown



eyes hold gentleness and ancient knowledge. Father of
Osiris and Set, he is second of the Pesedjet after Atum-
Re. Forever separated from Nut, he gazes up at night
with perceptible longing.

In modern times, Geb has played many froles:
environmentally responsible agronomist, friendly stockist at
health food stores, organic egg farmer, obsessed astronomer
and champion bird breeder. Appearing to.be between his
late 20s and mid-30s, he rarely seems as 6ld as'his children.
With only some moisture, he can plant gardens anywhere.

Geb’s Scions are equally green-thumbed. They often
live in oases of beauty and fair prospects hidden away
on city rooftops, on ledges of arid mountains or in deep
ravines in the desert.

Associated Powers: Animal (Goose), Earth, Fertility,
Heku, Justice

Abilities: Art (Gardening),
Fortitude, Politics, Science

Command,. Empathy,

Rivals: Sobek; Damballa, Dionysus, Hel, Izanagi,
Quetzalcoatl

HORUS
AKA: HERU, NEKHENY

Description: Son of Osiris and Isis, the God Horus is
one of the youngest of the Pesedjet. Falcon-headed with

skin the color of coffee, Horus is the most conservative
of the Egyptian Gods. He likes to reminisce about his
incarnation among mortals as a pharaoh of ancient
Egypt, and he regularly visits the Cairo Museum to gaze
on the objects buried with Tutankhamun. “Second-rate
stuff,”. he is/heard to scoff, and he can lecture endlessly
on the glories of his country until people fall asleep.

That said, he is an implacable enemy and a great
force forijustice. In modern times, he often affects the
appearance of a fairskinned, athletic young man with
an eye patch (in all forms, Horus is missing his left eye
thanks to a battle with Set). He has been a uniformed
police officer, a'detective on the night beat, a marshal
transporting prisonets, a judge on the bench, an agent
with Interpol and\ a% Canadian Mountie. Like the
Mounties, he always gets his man—usually destroying his
quarry in the process.

Horus’s Scions are similarly dedicated and driven.
Commonly pursuing careers in law enforcement, they
often cross the line between law and vengeance, to
the dismay of their superiors. In leadership roles, they
emphasize their perks at the expense of their duties.
They always have a fondness for, fine and beautiful
things and tend to prefer gold to silver.

Associated Powers: Epic Strength, Animal (Falcon),
Heku, Justice, Moon, Sky, Sun
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Abilities: Athletics, Awareness, Brawl, Command,
Melee, Politics
Rivals: Set; Hachiman, Kalfu, Loki, Tlaloc, Zeus

SIS
AKA: ASET

Description: Brave and cunning, darkhaired /and
narrow-faced, with small breasts and narrow waist, Isis is a
Goddess of magic and guardian of families: She once seta
snake on Atum-Re to weaken him and/force him to share
power with the Pesedjet by revealing’his name. She also
refrained from completely restoring’her husband, Osiris,
to life, in order to bring her son Hotus into the Pesedjet.
Isis is a manipulator of feelings' and thoughts, turning
everything to her advantage first, her immediate pantheon
second, all the Gods third and the created order fourth:
Everything and everyone else contes distinctly last.

In modern times, Isis/takes on many. roles and
cannot be easily defined! She chooses her places in
mortal life with an eye t0 being at the right place at the
right time, rather than in‘aspecific career or persona. As
a housemaid or a matniarch, she is always in the proper
place to do the most'good, as she sees it. Unlike other
healing Gods, she uses her powers only after she has
won favorable/coneessions to het projeets.

Few of Isis’s own Scions are so relentlessly mercenary,
partly by Isis’s design. She prefers thoughtful but

biddable Scions who can be used to support her plans
and then switched off until needed again.

Associated Powers: Epic Charisma, Epic Manipulation,
Fertility, Guardian, Health, Heku, Magic, Mystery
Abilities: Academics, Integrity, Investigation, Occult,
Politics, Presence

Rivals: Theéths Amaterasu, Hermes, Odin, Ogoun,
Quetzaleoatl

OSIRIS
AKA:WESIR, SEPA, SERAPIS

Description: Osiris is a tall, long-limbed gentleman,
not old but not young. He has curly black hair, dark
green skin (less obvious when he walks secretly among
mortals but a tint of, green still exists), green eyes, and
prefers linen suits to jeans or wool. In legend, he was
the king of Ecypt until his brother murdered him and
hacked him apart. His wife [sis brought him back to life,
but Set had already destroyed his genitals. Since eunuchs
couldn’t be kings, power passed to his son Horus, and
Osiris was appointed king of the dead instead. When
dealing with Scions and deities, he is forthright about
his intentions to manipulate emotions and plans, but
people love helping him because he appears so good and

wise. It’s not until after he's lefr that you IFCaliZeIEGH



much stupidity one has agreed to, and just how deeply
in debt to him one really is.

Osiris has had something like 7,000 years to get
over his anger and get used to ruling a realm of dead
spirits. He has done his best to make them comfortable
and relies upon their labor and assistance to make life
pleasant in whatever part of reality or the Overwerld
he happens to inhabit currently. He comes agross as a
wealthy businessman or obscure European nobility,
with more money in the bank than evén Gedshormally
have. Osiris acts as a talent scout for'the Pesedjet these
days, chatting up newly awakened Scions over delicious
meals in Paris or Kuala Lumpur and binding them mote
to the Gods’ cause.

Osiris’s Scions are not bornlin the same way as the
other offspring of the Gods (see/sidebar for details). They
travel different roads, and Osiris can pick and choose. This
gives them considerably more leeway in how they act, for
they bring their mortal selves mare fully into his realm and
are less likely to be his pure ¢reatures than he might like,
Associated Powers: Epic Charisma, Epic Manipulation,
Animal (Centipede,Ram), Death, Earth, Heku, Fertility,
Justice
Abilities: Awareness, Command, Fortitude, [nvestigation,
Politics, Presence
Rivals: Horus, Set; Hades, Hel, Izanami, Kalfu,
Miclantecuhtli

PTAH
AKA: PETAH

Description: Ptah invariably appears as a bald-headed
man with overly long arms and legs, a small pot-belly and
laugh lines around his eyes, mouth and forehead. Gifted,
cleverand playful, he is the Egyptian God of artisans and
artistry=work in stone, wood and cloth. Most of all, he is
a-God'of wonderful toys: puzzle boxes, models, dolls, and
games. The God brings such crafts to life and constantly
seeks new techniques among mortals.

In modern life, Ptah has been a wonderful game
designer, a cryprologist of uncanny abilities, a master
carpenter, a thoughtful sculptor and an ingenious
architect. People recall him as giddy with excitement as
his designs become teality. Prah is not just a toy designer,
though. His tools and.weapons are equally useful.

Ptah’s Scions are similarly motivated and excited by
the sheer joy of creation. Theytend to be imaginative and
playful, while exuding an aura of competence and skill. The
combination makes them dangerous when threatened.
Associated Powers: Epic Intelligence, Fire, Heku,
Psychopomp
Abilities: Art, Craft, Investigation, Larceny, Science,
Thrown
Rivals: Horus; Baldur, Dionysus, Raiden, Shango, Xipe
Totec
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Dl
AKA: SETH, SUTEKH

Description: Lord of the salawa (a relative of the dog)
and keeper of the house of disease, Set is the malignant
and treacherous brother of Osiris. Where his brother is
good and generous, Set is evil and grasping. What Osiris
gives, salawa-headed Set takes away. Other Gods rarely
trust him, since he murdered his brother and loves to
stir up trouble. Yet, as guardian of the desert boundaries
of the World, he keeps the Titans out.

To modern eyes, Set has played a tough Marine
commando, a border patrol agent, an executioner and a
professional torturer. Wherever he goes, he appears as a
weasely foreigner (Americans see him as an Arab; Arabs
see him as an American) with an exceptionally long nose
and oddly squared ears. People remember him with
distaste and note his rapid changes of mood and temper.

Set’s Scions are equally emotional. They have been
rock-throwing political activists, military types engaged
in atrocity and bag men for criminal and political
organizations. Few Gods like Set’s offspring much, but
they do not turn up their noses at any task or duty that
the pantheon might need, as long as the price is right.
Associated Powers: Epic Manipulation, Epic Strength,
Animal (Salawa), Chaos, Guardian, Heku, Sky, War
Abilities: Brawl, Command, Control, Melee; Presence,
Survival
Rivals: Horus, Isis, Osiris; Athena, Erzulie, Quetzalcoatl,
Sif, Susano-o, Tyr

S5ODBEK
AKA: SUCHOS

Description:~Sobek, lord ‘of crocodiles, is a God
of ameliorated evil. Crocodiles were feared in ancient
Egypt, but they were also regarded as an extension of
the Nile’s-abundance and fertility. As such, crocodile-
headed’ Sobek, with greenish scales instead of skin,
acts in the World as a lessener of others’ evil deeds.
He also acts as the Pesedjet’s expeditor. While he rarely
gets things done himself, he is able to travel among the
Gods and between the worlds to bring about positive
and necessary changes in the least possible time.

In modern times, Sobek is remembered most for his
perfect hair and toothy grin. Tall and lean in his human
form, with a preference for fine clothes and good food, the
crocodile God prefers cities to the countryside. He rarely
goes anywhere without at least some jewelry. He plays
at being a lawyer, but he’s most often a troubleshooter
of some sort, and it rarely matters to him whether the
trouble is solved with a briefcase of money or a sawed-off
shotgun. As long as his clothes stay clean and he eats well,
Sobek keeps just about any project moving along.

Sobek’s Scions are similarly inclined. They rarely
make things themselves, preferring to act on others to
get their pieces completed. They do not create plans of
their own; rather they bring others’ plans to fruition.
They tend to gravitate toward such jobs as truck driver,
bicycle messenger, law clerk, middle manager, bureaucrat
and muckraking journalist.

Associated Powers: Epic Stamina, Epic Strength,
Animal (Crocodile), Fertility, Heku, Water

Abilities: Athletics, Awareness, Brawl, Larceny, Presence,
Stealth

Rivals: Thoth; Artemis, Damballa, Hachiman,
Miclantecuhtli, Odin

THOTH

AKA: AGAAN, ASTEN, DJEHUTY,
FADKHENTI, MEHI, SHEPS

Description: Few understand the power of words
better than ibis-headed Thoth. Though he appreciates
puns,jokestand riddles, Thoth never says anything
other than exactly what he means. His words are precise
the way alinguistics professor is precise, yet he speaks
with a rapidity that is difficult to follow. Thoth is a
keeper of secrets and acreator of languages to interpret
those secrets. Magic is, likewise his creation, as is record
keeping. He can re-create in three dimensions any great
event in the last 4,000 yearsy, provided he can find his
notes from the event.

Atall, pinched man in his mottal guises, with a head
of black hair, Thoth has often appeared in academic
professions in modern times. He’salso been a Las Vegas
magician, a bookstore owner, a seller.of curiosities, a
novelist and an astronomer. Preferring to work his
magic behind the scenes, he tends to disguise his greater
tricks in layers of prestidigitation; as an onion hides
layers inside layers. Few ever get to the bottom of his
plans and intentions.

Thoth’s Scions.are similarly subtle, with simple'plans
disguised behind complex facades. They show talent at
being keepers of records and workers of wizardry. As
storytellers, analyzers of language and its abuses, software
designers and creators of systems, they are unmatched
and unequalled. Most mortal computer security systems
are open doors to the offspring of the ibis-God.
Associated Powers: Epic Intelligence, Animal (Baboon,
Ibis), Heku, Justice, Magic, Moon
Abilities: Academics, Investigation, Integrity, Occult,
Politics, Science
Rivals: Ptah, Set; Amaterasu, Athena, Erzulie, Hermes,
Odin, Tlaloc, Vidar, Xipe Totec



HORACE FARROW

SCION OF HORUS

Horace Farrow grew on a farm in the small town of Thebes, deep in the
Little Egypt area of Illinois. His father, Cyrus, was a hardworking man who
instilled in him a strong work ethic, an infallible moral compass and a love of
the outdoors. Likewise, his mother, Isola, was a quiet, kind-hearted woman who
instilled in him a respect for life and a contemplative character. Unfortunately,
Horace also had an'uncle—a bad seed named Seth.

When Horace was anly 14, Seth showed up one night with a gang of toughs.
He explained that there’d been a “misunderstanding” with the police and that
he needed a place'to hide sut until the heat died down. Cyrus, however, didn’t
want to put his family indanger because of Seth. The altercation that followed
saw Horage’s parents gunned down by Seth.

After completing his bloady work, Seth looked up, .45 pistol in hand, to see
Horace pointing Cyrus’s shotgun at him, vengeance in his eyes. The two fired
simultaneously. Sechowas hit in the groin; Horace in the left eye.

Darkness followed, and lasted along time. Then, a light appeared, and
from that light issued a voice, telling Horace it was not his time to die.
There was work to be done;
the vengeance of two fathers
to be visited. The voice was that
of Horus—his true father. Horus
told his son he’d come to Isola in
the shape of Cyrus to sire a son, born
to be the God’siagent on earth. Seth had
likewise been sired by the God Set to sow chaos
and tragedy. It was Horace’s jjob to stop him and
others like him. Vowing revenge, Horace agreed to
do as his father asked.

Healed and gifted with his Birthrights, Horace prepared for his mission,
finishing high school, then trained for a career in'law: enforcement.
Eventually, he served as a US Marshal, and though he quit the service, he
still uses his badge and contacts to help the Band he’s formed.

Horace Farrow isra tall, slim man who dresses in jeans‘andibutton-
down shirts, with cowboy boots, a cowboy hat and a duster. Though he
usually wears a patch; the socket of his missing eye is-fitted with.a white-
marble sphere inlaid with the Eye of Horus. On his hatband is a relic

known as the Falcon Amulet. When expecting trouble of the supernatural
variety, Horace wields a khopesh, the Fang of Apep, seemingly carved from
solid ivory and accented in gold, and he’s always armed with a .45—the
same one that killed his father. Horace often tools around on an Indian
Chief motorcycle, wearing aviator goggles and gloves when he does so.

Roleplaying Hints: A sharp customer, your eye takes in the details of
a scene in a moment, and your body reacts appropriately. You're a tactical
planner and a clever improviser should a plan fall apart in the field. In
most circumstances, you're the voice of restraint that keeps your Band from

rushing headlong into danger. The only time you show faulty judgment is when
Seth Farrow is involved. In the past, you've thrown caution and planning to
the wind in attempts to take him down, something your Band has yet to
experience. Hopefully, your friends will be able to stop you from getting
yourself (or someone else) killed when the inevitable occurs.

Birthrights: The Eye of Horus allows Horace to access the Moon and
Sun Purviews. The Falcon Amulet lets Horace access the Sky Purview. The Fang of

Apep adds Accuracy +1 and Damage +1L to the khopesh template (see p. 202).
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TH E DODEKATHEON™

THE GREEK GODS

Second oldest of the divine tribes,
the Dodekatheon comprises the
Olympian Gods of Greco-Roman
legend. Their origins are murky,
since the ancient Greeks already knew
their Gods when they migrated.to
the Mediterranean Sea around
4,000 years ago, but they /S
were still changing and N\
growing 2,500 years ago,
and their forms only became
set around 1,500 years ago.

Where the Pesedjet emphasizes
social and cultural stability over
and  against individual | rights,
the Dodekatheon +has ' sought to
impose patterns ‘of individuality within the
community oh’humanity. Arete—personal excellence in
service-to-humanity—is the-motivating urge of this tribe
of Gods and ‘its Scions. It is important for most people to
know their place, but it is equally important for some to rise
above their stations and create new patterns for human'life.

In modern times, the Dodekatheon’s Scions seck-to
manifest and awaken great spirits in'society—as artists,
warriors, spiritual seekers, judges, leaders and’ poets.
Extraordinary individuals can strengthen the fabric of
reality so that Titans can gain no purchase on/it or'rip
through illusion’s curtains. Sometimes, the: Scions of
the Olympians challenge mortals, and sometimes; they
are the mortals challenged by the Gods. Both routes
lead to greatness—an exaltation of human endeavor that
blocks the Titans from destroying the World.

The Greek pantheon’s greatest weakness is hubris—
belief that the individual is capable of winning out
against Fate. Every God in the Dodekatheon believes that
his most recent favored Scion is capable of surviving the
titanspawn onslaught and changing the World. Investing
time and training in Scion after Scion, the whole pantheon
puts tremendous trust in its heroes, while acknowledging
that all too many have only fallen into ruin and darkness.
The next Scion, of course, will prove a worthy vessel for
the trust and favor of the Gods...

APHRODITE
AKA: VENUS, TURAN

Description: As beautiful and capricious as the sea
that birthed her, Aphrodite is impossibly gorgeous no

matter what disguise she puts on. Men
and women fall in love with her
in an epic way the moment they
lay eyes on her. Aphrodite herself
falls in love with equal fervor—only
to-comercrashing out of love in
an epic way a few months or
occasionally years later.

To modern eyes,
Aphrodite has assumed
roles ranging from fashion
model to arm candy to the super
wealthy. She has been the executive
of a fashion magazine, the hostess
of a TV game show,.a cheerleader
for a championship football team
and-a soulful lounge singer.

Fickle,, demanding, fascinated. by
intelligénce yet never teally seeing its use, Aphrodite
keeps-her attendant fans waiting on her, hand and foot,
so that her every whim is supplied. Her indiscretions are
always overlooked, laughed off or excused. Her paramours
rarely get off so easily. When she vanishes suddenly, her
former victims are usually left penniless and suicidal. In
fact, finding her is merely a matter of tracking the string of
failed relationships and ruined lovers she leaves behind.
Her'Scions'tend to follow one of two paths: Either
they are genuinely loving and communicative with their
partners, while providing inspiration and guidance to
all their friends in matters of love and relationships; or
they tend to leave a string of broken hearts and ruined
people behind “them. Usually incredibly beautiful
themselves, they stillhave difficulty wielding that beauty
in the presence of their'mother.
Associated Powers: Epic Appearance, Epic Charisma,
Epic Manipulation, Arete
Abilities: Animal Ken, Art, Empathy, Integrity, Larceny,
Presence
Rivals: Hephaestus; Amaterasu, Bastet, Erzulie, Freya,

Sif, Tlazoltéotl

APOLLO
AKA: APLU

Description: Lord of music, the sun, art and beauty,
Apollo is the healer and the sender of plague. He
can cure with a touch or smite with his golden bow.

XMmMmaE

nWoo®




Z0mMmIHZz>»T

Blond, blue-eyed, with muscled olive-tan skin, his smile
sends quivers through half of both male and femalé
populations, yet his love affairs seem fated“to be short
lived and touched by tragedy. Apollo’s tendency. to
speak truths others are unwilling to face is guaranteed
to win respect from half the room and make the other
half want to start swinging.

In modern times, Apollo has been a New Age
massage therapist and a Piccadilly Circus pick-up boy,
a brilliant neurosurgeon, a cruel film reviewer and'a
ponderous academic. Whatever his role, he is invariably
a well-known and respected (if controversial) figure.

His Scions tend to take after him. Classically handsome
or beautiful, musctlar-and active, they tend to follow
careers in the atts;-music or health-professions: Many
are entangled in the machinations of Fate, owing to their
father’s long-standing interest in and control of prophecy.
Associated Powers: Epic Appearance, Epic’ Charisma;
Arete, Health, Prophecy, Sun
Abilities: Art, Athletics, Medicine, Marksmanship,
Presence, Science
Rivals: Hades; Baldur, Raiden, Shango, Thoth, Xipe
Totec

ARES
AKA: MARS, MARIS

Description: God of war, Ares has a profound ability
to incite murderous rage in almost anyone around

him. His screams are enough to terrify hardened Army
Rangers—one general who’s seen him in action thinks
atomic.weapons are less dangerous. Dark and hirsute,
Arés does not conform to anyone’s idea of a perfect
warrior—until he raises his weapon. What that weapon
is from day to day-hardly matters. All that counts is that
he has one.

In modern times, Ares has been a weapons
manufacturer, a blaclkebudget accountant, a Special
Forces commander, a psychotic deserter, a militia leader
in_the mountains, a survivalist and a renegade Soviet
officer. Hardened veterans goipale when reminded of
him, and women tend to cty.or spit at the sound of his
name. Most of his methods-tely on going to strange
places;-meeting lots of interesting-people, and killing
them.

His children ate rarely asfierce as he. Ares is not above
motivating his Scions with negative reinforcement, but
he knows.that his children are called to a different kind
of war than he was. They need skills of cool calculation
and battlestested reason more than the rage of war.
Therefore, ‘he tests them constantly for he knows he
niight need them someday:

Associated Powers: Epic Stamina, Epic Strength, Arete,
War

Abilities: Brawl,, Command, Marksmanship, Melee,
Presence, Thrown

Rivals: Artemis, Athena, Hephaestus; Hachiman, Horus,

Ogoun, Thor, Tlazoltéotl
]
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ARTEMIS

AKA: ARTUME, CYNTHIA,
DIANA, LOCHEIA

Description: Sister to Apollo and Goddess of the
moon, Artemis eschews theicompanyof men, preferring
the companionship (and touch) of women. Dark-haired
and white-skinned, Artemis always has a predatory gleam
in her eye, whether she’s chasing-deer or skirts. Like her
brother, her hands can heal, while a shot from her silver
bow brings comatose sleep for as long as she wishes.
Vain and proud, she rarely lets anyone gaze upon her
without changing theirlives forever. Fierce and sensual,
she resolves to changé as many lives as she can;

In modern life, Artemis has played a rock guitarist in
black leather, a senator.in'a power suit, an erotic dancer
in feather fans, a dominatrix and a doctor. It has not,
in fact, proved beyond her ability to assume-all five of
these roles in a single disguised lifetime. More thanh ‘any
other Goddess, Artemis has the power to change het
form and shape more or less at will, while remainhing
true to herself.

The adopted Scions of Artemis are no less changeable.
Assuming one role in youth, they tend /to bécome
something else in their rebellious teenage years; only to
shake off that chrysalis in favor of a néw form in young
adulthood, and still other roles in maturity and declining
years. Artemis herself likes her children to pass through
various stages and life patterns, and she finds ways to

encourage change W more settled offspring.

Associated Powers: Epic Dexterity, Epic Perception,
Arete, Health, Moon

Abilities: Aniimal Ken, Awareness, Empathy, Fortitude,
Marksmanship, Survival

Rivals: Hera; Freyr, Isis, Legba, Susano-o, Tezcatlipoca

ATHENA
AKA: APHAEA, MINERVA, MENRVA i\

Description: - Honey-haired and well-rounded— _
voluptuous, some would say—Athena is the best at J
everything, perpetually wise except when her ambitions NS
reduce her to foolish actions. AstGoddess of wisdom, &Y
Athena has the power to mediate disputes, to resolve N
them by force or to create new techniques that render ' v
the argument irrelevant. She has no patience for those '
who rely on aggression alone to solve their problems.
Athena tends to be proud, however, and she can be
misled into. risky contests by challenging the depth and
breadth-of her skills. She does not lose gracefully.

In'modern times, Athena has been a devoted middle
school‘teacher, a waspish librarian, a firstrate artist and
a“ popular  motivational “speaker. Those who see her
often‘use terms such terms as “old soul,” “many-layered”
and “quick-witted.” Her sharp-tongued intelligence
scares off many potential partners, but though chaste,
she has proven a devoted patron to many a Scion who’s
impressed her with their cleverness and quick wits,
regardless of those Scions parentage.
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Her adopted Scions are similarly well endowed
with graces of art and artistry. Skilled at languages-and
fine crafts, they tend to become famous artists and
performers—unless their mother pulls_them away: to
other tasks and projects, such as saving the World.
Associated Powers: Epic Intelligence; Epic Wits, Animal
(Owl), Arete, Health, Justice, War

Abilities: Academics, Command, ' Craft, Melee,
Investigation, Science

Rivals: Ares, Hephaestus; Bastet, Huitzilopochtli, Kalfu,
Legba, Thor, Tsuki-yomi

DIONYSUS
AKA: BACCHUS, FUFLUNS, LYAEUS

Description: The wildest jand craziest of 'a “wild
pantheon, Dionysus isa Scion of Zeus who was elevated
to godhood about 3,000 years_ago. God of wine“and
celebration, he is the perfect party boy, whether/you
want to stage a sedate wine tasting, a drunken-ergyor a
drug-fueled rock concert in the back of beyond.Invite
him, and a party will usually show up iin his wake: Dark-
haired and slender while (still ‘being soft, Dionysus -is
capable of persuading even the most straight-laced prude
to loosen his tie and party down.

Dionysus has dabbled in being a‘rock impresario,
a club owner, a wine merchant, a food critic, a grand
cordon chef, a drug dealer, a microbrewery manager and
a restaurant owner. He also likes to take on short-term

roles as the handsome stranger with the really good
pot-or the really good bottle of wine at the concert.
It's telling'about Dionysus’s abilities as a father that he
much prefers to create Scions during casual encounters
than as part of some long-term disguise.

His Scions are similar. Wherever they go, they tend
to establish a party around themselves. If they stay too
long in one place, it congregates around them, attracting
the missing elements of that celebration. This happens
partly because the Scion'is fun to be around, but also
because Fate finds it useful to. create such events around
the Scion. The more¢ potent the Scion is, the larger and
more raucous the soirée.

Associated ' Powers: “Epic Charisma, Epic Stamina,
Atete, Chaos, Fertility, Mystery

Abilities: Art, Empathy, Integrity, Fortitude, Occult,
Presence

Rivals: Hades; Damballa, Hachiman, Hel, Horus, Xipe
Totec

HADES
AKA: AITA, DISPATER, ORCUS, PLUTO

Description: Grayallover and heavy-set, Hades is the
dour God of death and the Underworld. Joy claims him
every six months'when Persephone comes to his realm.
Although she is a springtime Goddess, Hades found her
to be as devious as he, and discovered love rarely granted
to Gods of doom and gloom. But Persephone’s mother



ripped his fair bride from him and contrived to keep
her away from Hades for half of every year. The result
is a tormented and angry soul who occasionally beds
mortals to assuage his sense of being lost.in the currents
of eternity.

In modern times, Hades plays roles within a narrow
band: the miserly commodities broker, the tightfisted
rich old uncle, the suspicious Treasury Department
official, the aggressive IRS agent and the Mafia don
looking for his missing tribute. Hades is always looking
for the return of his missing wealth, whether it be lost
souls trying to find their way to the Underworld or
more material wealth'mined from the ground without
his permission. Hé seeks mortal partners who remind
him of his queen.-Oflate, he is-angry-about his' planet
being demoted.

Hades Scions often come off almost as manic-
depressive. Their moods shift on a dime from doom and
gloom to hopeful and humorous (though it’s often/the
black humor of the gallows). These Scions commonly
act as Hades’ agents in the World, reclaiming:his lost
property (be that wealth or souls) and forwarding the
Unseen One’s agendas.

Associated Powers: Epic Charisma, Epic Manipulation,
Arete, Darkness, Death, Earth

Abilities: Academics, Command, Occult, Presence,
Stealth, Thrown

Rivals: Dionysus; Baron Samedi, Frigg, Izanami, Osiris,
Quetzalcoatl

HEPHAESTUS
AKA: VULCAN, SETHLANS

Description: Lord of the forge and all manufactured
things, Hephaestus is a mountain of a man, bearded and
barrel chested. He is capable of creating automatons
sophisticated enough to imitate human beings, weapons
capable of bringing down Titans and Gods, palaces to
surpass the greatest of those of the World’s kings, and
tools that can tefashion the universe. His software can
rewrite civilizations ot engineer the collapse of one. All
things that depend on‘mechanical or artificial design are
within his purview, and hecan effect startling changes in
all of them. His two great disadvantages are his crippled
legs, which prevent him from moving'easily from place
to place.;-He's also become reliant on his workroom of
tools and equipment, which were crafted from his own
power and strength as a God. Without them, he is rarely
as capable of moving mountains as some would like him
to be,

In modern times; Hephaestus is the absentminded
professor or. the engineer who loses his glasses. People
who! recall'meeting him are always astounded at the
combination of theoretical comprehension and practical
applications that meet in" his head. So few builders
understand the metaphysical underpinnings of their
wotks, while few'theoreticians grasp how their mental
gymnastics can be used in the real world. Hephaestus
understands both, usually with great trepidation at what
his knowledge could unleash upon the World.
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His Scions tend to be similarly distracted, yet are
excellent at assembling odds and ends into formidable
tools. Most tend to inherit either his theoretical
brilliance or his mechanical aptitude, but not both.
The smith-lord prizes and favors those few who do most
avidly and insistently.

Associated Powers: Epic Intelligence, Epic Stamina,
Epic Strength, Arete, Earth, Fire

Abilities: Art, Control, Craft, Investigation, Melee,
Science

Rivals: Aphrodite, Ares, Athena; Anubis, Damballa,
Heimdall, Raiden, Xipe Totec

HERA
AKA: JUNO, UNI

Description: Wife of Zeus, Hera is the Goddess of
marriage. Famed as perpetually loyal and faithful to her
husband despite his infidelities, Hera engages in her
current philandering ways for the sake of the Gods’
continued survival.. Her rationalizations. make the
other Gods uneasy, but they bite their tongues. Dark
haired with gray streaking her temples and possessing
a matronly ficure, Hera is regal in a way that few Greek
Gods ares Busyrmen pause to open doors, for her, and
she keéps them waiting while finishing a few parting
thoughts. No one dares interrupt her.

In modern life, Hera prefers roles that grant her access
to the good lifexShe is the chairman’s wife, or the mayor’s.
She is the president of the exclusive women's collegeé in
New England or the matron of a political family that has
ruled the highest echelons-of the nation. She israrely
without her pearls, her peacocksand her dogs. Make her
angry, and she'll ruin your day—possibly your epoch:

Her Scions have a complex position in/divine society.
No one can deny that they are strong and potentially great
assets in the war against the Titans. As the bastard children
of the queen of the Gods;-however, few know how many
Birthrights to grant them. Is Zeus planning on destroying
them, despite their usefulness’ Can they ever be Gods!
Will they overthrow their mother andsstepfather?
Associated Powers: Epic Charisma, Epic Manipulation,
Animal (Peacock), Arete, Health, Magic
Abilities: Academics, Command, Fortitude, Investigation,
Politics, Presence
Rivals: Aphrodite, Athena, Zeus; Amaterasu, Erzulie,
Isis, Sif, Tlazoltéotl

HERMES
AKA: MERCURY, TURMS

Description: Lithe, tanned, dark-haired Hermes is
the swift-footed messenger of the Gods. He has gone
everywhere and done everything. A master trickster and
illusionist, he tricked Apollo out of his cows and paid
him back with music made with a harp of cow-guts. He

stole his magic from Hera, wealth from Pluto, and his
traveler’s wits from Artemis. The other Gods are not
always fond of him, but they can’t deny he has a certain
playful usefulness. Hermes more often plays tricks on
Titans and titanspawn than on his fellow Gods, and
that makes him useful.

In modern life, Hermes has been an upstart head
of a computer start-up, a three-card monte con man, a
bicycle messenger, an M&A lawyer and the man whg
sold the Eiffel Tower—twice. The herald of the Gods
also'makes a good diplomat and trouble-shooter, both
for Godsand mortals, and he enjoys making deals
thatleave everyone but the Titans happy. As a God of
merchants and travelers—concepts unfamiliar or even
alien to the Titans—Hermes loves the mortal World
and travels in it far more ‘often than the other Gods do.
He serves as the principal agent of the Dodekatheon in
delivering Birthrights and is-often a Scion’s first contact
with the divine hierarchy.

Hermes' Scions.are often impressed into similar
roles, In a world where communications are frequently
intercepted, mouth to ear becomesithe safest form of
information dissemination:~Therefore, the children
ofl Hermes risk life and limb to becomeicouriers and
spies for their aunts and uncles amang the Gods. Not
accidentally’ do ‘the Scions of Hermes| also run life
insuranceservices for the God-born. They are well aware
of the risks.of being a Scion in the first place.
Associated Powers: Epic Dexterity, Epic Intelligence,
Epic Wits, Arete, Magic, Psychopomp
Abilities: Athletics, Awareness, Larceny, Occult, Stealth,
Survival
Rivals: Apollo, Peseidon; Huitzilopochtli, Izanagi,
Kalfuy, Legba, Odin, Tlaloc, Thoth

POSEIDON
AKA: NEPTUNE, NETHWUNS, RODON

Deseription: Legends say Poseidon was the happiest of
Zeus's siblings. He married well, had a horde of children,
ruled a vast dominion, received offerings from dozens of
cities, had hundreds of temples and shrines, and married
a young woman from land in every port for the better
part of four millennia. It was a divinely good life.

In the modern age, Poseidon is a passionate but
difficult man. Whitebearded, halfbald, grizzled and
wrinkled, he appears as a stiEtlinglSpIyBancIRvell
preserved man in his 70s. Even in mortal guises, his skin
has an almost blue tinge to it. Over the years, the sea God
has taken the role of a shipping agent, an underwater
archaeologist and a naval officer. He still gambles at
the horse races. Most of all, however, Poseidon is an
environmentalist. He rages at what humans are doing to
his ocean, and he has plans to make them stop.

Triton, Poseidon’s son and favorite Scion, does most
of the work of contacting his father’s progeny these days.



- ADOPTING SCIONS -

Virgin Goddesses such as Artemis and Athena find the concept of mating with men disagreeable.
Osiris cannot procreate Scions of his own. Set has difficulty doing so as well. Uniquely ugly Gods
such as Miclantecuhtli have problems of their own. Yet, for these Gods—and for all Gods—adoption
remains a viable alternative.

When a God adopts the Scion of another, he claims that child so completely that the child thereafter
treats the adopting God's associated powers and Favored Abilities as his own. The Gods can’t simply
poach one another’s offspring, however, even when one divine parent is unaware of a child’s existence.
In order for the adoption to be formal and binding, the child’s true parent must first formally disinherit
him in the Overworld, utterly renouncing-his filial .connection-and responsibility. After that, any God or
Goddess who has a mind to can claim the child—the culmination of which claim is a Visitation and a
bestowal of Birthrights. Afterthe Visitation, it’s too late for any divine being—even the child’s true divine
parent—to claim:the child. It's also too late for the adopting parent to renounce his claim. The child is
now his in the eyes of Fate:

A God cannot adopt a mortal and make him a Scion in this way. Only a being-whoese body combines
mortal flesh and divine ichor—regardless of whose divine ichor it is—can be adopted thus. Also, no
Scion who has already received a Visitation can be adopted by another God, even: if that God should
later grow to despise his Scion and renounce him before all the Gods of the Overworld.

Finally, whilethis terrifying possibility is rare, it is known that the Titans themselves.can also adopt
formally disinherited Scions. Some Titans will ‘even take a Scion under their wings regardless of the

current relationship between that Scion and his parent God—all the Scion has:to be'is willing.

These Scions are a tsunami building across the World,
transforming nations and civilizations, wreaking havoc
on a World that forgot Poseidon and forgot to take care
of the ocean. The Scions of the Horse Lord will make
everyone remember.

Associated Powers: Epic. Charisma, Epic Manipulation,
Animal (Horse), Arete, Earth, Water

Abilities: Animal Ken, Control, Fortitude, Integrity,
Melee, Thrown

Rivals: Zeus; Damballa, Frige, Geb,. Quétzalcoatl,
Susano-o, Tyr

ZEUS
AKA: JOVE, JUPITER; TINIA

Description: Zeus, Sky Father, King of Heaven,
Titan-Slayer, Many-Splendored, Crowned in Lightnings.
He has many titles, all expressing his strength and power.
Legends say Zeus was stronger than all the other Gods
of the Dodekatheon combined; some Gods believe
he might be stronger than any other two pantheons
combined. This very strength could, in fact, be his
undoing, for Fate has decreed that a son of his own siring
will overthrow him in time. The other Gods caution
him to be careful in spreading his divine seed, yet Zeus
cannot help himself. His very potency and the heroic
nature of his children and the great deeds they do in the

World push him to father yet more Scions and bring
mote soldiers to the side of the Gods in the battle with
the Titans/and the titanspawn. That his'very eagerness
could resultiin the ruin of the World weighs little on his
mind: Some suggest-he might actually be addicted to the
sexual rush or even to the act of procreation.

To. modefn audiences, Zeus has played many roles:
irreplaceablé | senator, undefeatable mayor, obscure
European prince; sharp-éyed president (elected or not,
political or corporate, it matters not). He is always in
chatge;always-on top and always in control. When he’s
wtong, the results are bad; whenshe’s right, the results
are godd. Either way, the results are always epic in scope
and scale.

His Scions are adiverse and unruly bunch. Dionysus,
Ares, Hephaestus, Apollo, Artemis and Hermes are all
his children. So were Heracles, King Minos of Crete and
Helen of Troy. That his children are capable of spreading
order and justice is undeniable. That they are capable of
great destruction and ruin is equally undeniable. Yet it is
difficult to explain that to Zeus without giving offense.
Associated Powers: Epic Charisma, Epic Manipulation,
Epic Strength, Arete, Justice, Sky
Abilities: Awareness, Command, Integrity, Presence,
Politics, Thrown
Rivals: Apollo, Hades; Amaterasu, Atum-Re, Horus,
Huitzilopochtli, Odin, Shango

XMmMmaE

nWoo®




DONNIE RHODES

SCION OF APHRODITE

Born and raised in Olympia, WA, Donnie Rhodes has led what casual
observers would consider a charmed life. His father, Donald Sr., is a wealthy
shipping magnate, 80 Donnie’s never wanted for anything... except perhaps love.
Like many befote him, the elder Rhodes loved Aphrodite not wisely, but too well.
Her leaving-after their whitlwind romance devastated the man. The appearance
of their son on the doorstep nine months later merely added insult to injury.

As a result; Donnie was neglected by his father. Yet to those outside the
household, it seemed Donnie enjoyed an enviable childhood, which made his
descent into delinquency and tabloid headlines harder to fathom.

His activities led to 10 arrests on three continents and rumors of romantic links

to two pop stars, a model twice his age and a famed hotel heiress. But Donnie took
little joy in his actions, only using them to-try to gain the attention of his estranged
parent. He finally succeeded, though not with the parent he expected.
Making a play for the ¢irlfriend of a young Mafia thug in a New York
nightspot, an inebriated Donnie was nearly killed. Fortunately, his
mother was at the club in disguise and snatched him away to safety.
Donnie later returned to twist the hearts of the criminal’s wiseguy
associates into a Gordian knot of love and hate, destroying the
thuginone long night of betrayals and spiteful feprisals:Donnie’s
since reserved his cold rage for titanspawn, eventually hooking
up with his Band in Vegas.

With a tanned muscular body, sandy blond hair‘and piercing
blue eyes, Dennie moves with the sinewy gracé of a jungle cat
and tends to set fashion ttends rather than follow them with
his casualchic style. In dangerous situations, he’s always
girded for battle, bearing his twin automatics
Eros and Anteros in paired shoulder holsters
hanging from the harness to the fantastic

Daedalus Device.

Roleplaying Hints: You come off
as cold and aloof but crave genuine
friendship... though you'd never
admit it. After years of disappointment,
you aren’t.willing to take a chance at being shot down, so you play it
cool, heaping scorn and sarcasm on friends as often as enemies. Woe
betides those who harm the people you care about, though. Your
fury in such cases is cold, and yourvengeance sure. Because of your
wealth, it’s often up to you to finance your Band’s adventures.

Birthrights: The Daedalus Device allows Donnie to channBliie
Sky, Animal and Sun Purviews and adds +2 to his DVs. Eros and
Anteros/are Berettas, each fitted for a silencer and adding Accuracy
+1 and Speed -1 to the template (see p. 203) and each also possessimnl§
a unique power.

When Donnie activates its power and shoots someone [S¥ith
Eros, his victim suffers no damage but falls madly in love wit/lEHg
next person she sees. (The attack must still succeed, and a bullSHi§
still used. This bullet’s impact leaves no physical sign, howevEE)IE
Donnie activates Anteros’s power instead and shoots a person|S¥ith
it, she develops a deep hatred toward the next person she sees.

Activating either requires spending a Legend point, as well as mEKifig
a contested roll of Donnie’s {Charisma + Presence + Legend) versSIEHg
victim’s (Willpower + Integrity + Legend). If Donnie’s player {E0fes

more successes, the love or hate effect lasts for a number of U578

equal to the number of successes scored in excess of the victim.
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Born in the wastes and
ruin of Northern Europe,
among Germanic warriors
and Nordic pirates, the
Aesir compose the fourth-

tll

oldest of the divine

families. Their pantheon

is the product of a

shotgun wedding around

1,000 years ago, when

the Aesir and the Vanir

(an earlier pantheon) were
both devastated by the
Titans during a war in the
North. Relying on the safety l"\n..,l
of numbers, the Aesir absorbed L
their rivals into their ranks and thus

preserved themselves in difficult times.

i&"

The Aesir represent a third option apart from
those espoused by the Dodekatheon and the
Pesedjet. Aesir Scions promote community stability
as a hedge against modern life’s harshness. Yet, they
also emphasize personal rights and individual honor.
Therefore, while family and nation are important,
injustice against a single person is cause for action
and even vengeance.

Of all the divine tribes, the Aesir are the most
directly affected by Fate. Nearly every Norse God
and Goddess is fated to end badly at Ragnarok,
the prophesied ending of the nine worlds. Both
individually and as a group, the Aesir motivate
their Scions to find ways around that ugly doom.
They challenge both specific people and whole
communities, striving for greater justice and firmer
commitments to order. On the other hand, their
entanglements with Fate cause many complications
for the Aesir and their Scions alike.

The Aesir’s great weaknesses are a preponderance
of enemies, an obsession with Fate and a fondness
for aggressive solutions (which is how they acquired
so many foes in the first place). Titanspawn are to
be killed first; questions can be asked later using
magic, if necessary. At the same time, the bindings
of Fate urge these Gods to ask for prophecies
from nearly everyone, as they seek to avoid their

the AesSR
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\ﬂ‘“ MLI er‘"dl‘ﬁigal .f?ﬂ doom at Ragnardk. Invariably,
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Iy their enemies grant them

l’ ,/ "l ., foreknowledge of their ruin,
j{ with oracles that further
' _.'/f i constrain their possible

courses of action.

|  OALOUR
aka: phol

Description: The
handsomest of the Aesir,
Baldur is a genial and
orderly fellow, in keeping
with his role as God of the
sun. His blond hair is always just
a little longer than custom allows for

while still being perfect. His white teeth,
incredible physique, graceful dexterity and sincere
eyes make it impossible to deny him anything he

.| L ‘ “‘

asks for. He can be persuasive and charming, fierce
and intimidating, clever and generous, but he rarely
strays from his intended course. That course is
usually predictable and clear.

Baldur is avaliant warrior, loved by everyone except
Loki. Even Hel has a crush on him. His legendary hall
had a golden roof and silver walls, and he could shoot
a man from the other side of the World with one
eye closed. In modern times, Baldur takes on roles
that suit his everyday good-guy projection and Nordic
good looks. He’s been a movie star, a fireman, an
alternative energy expert, a veterinarian, a lifeguard
and a sports star. Yet his greatness and goodness tend
to make him the best and greatest man in the room.
Baldur is fated not to share the stage with anyone,
which leads him (and his Scions) into roles where
they engender jealousy and envy.

Baldur has many Scions, not because he
necessarily wants many, but because he likes to
make women happy. It is virtually impossible not
to like him and lust after him. His children are
genuinely good folk, destined to help the World.
Their very goodness, of course, tends to bring them
to unspeakably unpleasant ends, just like the one
their father is destined to suffer.



Associated Powers: Epic Appearance, Epic
Charisma, Guardian, Jotunblut, Sun

Abilities: Art,Athletics, Brawl,Melee, Marksmanship,
Presence

Rivals: Hel, Loki; Apollo, Horus, Izanami, Kalfu,
Miclantecuhtli

FREYA
AKA: FRAU, FREYA

Description: One of the Vanir who merged their
divine tribe with the Aesir, Freya is ared-headed woman
of clear skin and clearer eye, older and matronly yet
still in possession of great beauty. A great sorceress
and warrior queen, she was still capable of weeping
when caught in tragedy. Her tears are always pure
gold. Legends describe her as being beautiful enough
to cause several titanspawn to propose marriage, and
she won her necklace and her cat-drawn chariot by
giving her body to dwarves. She was also fierce enough
to stir up war among mortals for no reason other than
to take joy in the combats of men.

In modern times, Freya has assumed disguises
ranging from a fortune-teller or psychic to a modern
life-coach or martial arts instructor. Sometimes she’s
kind and matronly, a baker of cookies and a dryer of
eyes. Other times, she’s just the right person to kick
you into gear. Her principle concern is for women
and their achievements and safety, but she is not so
much of a feminist that she’ll refuse to help men.

Freya’s Scions are beautiful, regardless of gender,
and typically wield that beauty as their most potent
weapon. Though Freya tends to dote more on her
female Scions, the boys are neither ignored nor
underappreciated. It’s just that in such a male-centric
pantheon, her daughters’ victories mean more to her.
Associated Powers: Epic Appearance, Epic
Charisma, Fertility, Health, Jotunblut, War
Abilities: Art, Craft, Empathy, Integrity, Melee,
Presence
Rivals: Hel, Sif; Athena, Bastet, Erzulie, Raiden,

Tezcatlipoca

FRGE{R
AKA:ING

Description: The most powerfully fertile of the
Norse fertility Gods, the Vanir, Freyr has power over
both plants and mortal lives. Brown-haired with a
football linebacker’s build, he has power to control
the sun and the rain, and he is capable of increasing
someone’s wealth and prosperity without limits.
Married to Gerd, a giantess of great power, Freyr
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nonetheless wanders far and wide in the World of ™

which he is the God. His:magical ship and boar, both

powerful symbols of fertility, bear him on his travels. *

In modern times, Freyr takes on roles ranging
from pornographic film star to dairy magnate.
Wealth, prosperity and land-ownership tend to hang
about him as Fate decrees. Although he’s rarely
directly in the spotlight, few can resist the charisma
that radiates from him whenever he is in the room.
Whether he’s naked or clothed, he’s always the best-
dressed man in the room.

Freyr’s Scions are similarly endowed, with both
wealth and fierce fertility. They have a difficult time
stopping up floods of coinage and children, and Fate
conspires to bring them many opportunities to make
both. As caught up in the World as they become,
though, it is sometimes difficult for them to muster
the energy to go beyond it, or to leave it for the mythic
realms where they can achieve so much.

Associated Powers: Epic Charisma, Fertility, Health,
Jotunblut, Sun, War

Abilities: Animal Ken, Brawl, Control, Fortitude,
Investigation, Presence

Rivals: Thor, Erzulie, Izanagi, Poseidon, Set, Sobek,
Tezcatlipoca

FRIGG
AKA: TREJA, FRIGE

Description: Wife of Odin and similarly
knowledgeable about mortal destinies, Frigg is an
old power of the earth. Some of the Gods think she
is of the Vanir; others believe she is a Titan herself,
but allied with the Gods. Whatever her origins, she
is powerful enough to be counted a great sorceress
among divine beings and a powerful predictor of
the future. Her falcon-skin can change anyone into
a falcon with no chance of getting lost in the animal
role. For all that, she has blind spots. What appears
inconsequential to her is usually so, but she’s not
always right.

In modern times, Frigg has taken on roles as
diverse as gynecologist, women’s rights activist,
coven leader, swimsuit model, military wife, financial
planner and gypsy fortuneteller. Her predictions are
eerilyaccurate, which unnerves people who know and
remember her. Frigg often travels with three younger
women, her handmaidens Gna, Fulla and Hlin,
though now she uses more appropriate language,
such as “personal assistants” or “associates.”

Frigg’s Scions tend to be women, and the few
males usually have more in common with Baldur
than with her. From all her Scions, Frigg extracts a
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formal Fatebound promise not to harm Baldur, her
son. Swearing this oath is necessary before she will
endow her children with any power at all, yet many
have died regretting that very promise.

Associated Powers: Epic Charisma, Epic Intelligence,
Jotunblut, Magic, Prophecy, Sky

Abilities: Academics,
Medicine, Occult, Science

Command, Fortitude,
Rivals: Freya; Huitzilopochtli, Ogoun, Poseidon,
Susano-o, Thoth

bemoall,
aKa: hama, RIG

Description: Heimdall is the guardian of Bifrost, the
rainbow bridge that joins the mortal World to Asgard,
the Overworld home of the Aesir. As the warden of
the paths between the worlds, and the Gods’ first line
of defense, he is capable of seeing and understanding
almost as much as Odin or Loki. Dark-haired, buff and
possessed of a warrior’s bearing, Heimdall has eagle
eyes, a wolf’s nose and a sixth sense about danger. He is
fated to be the slayer of sly Loki at Ragnardk, and in the
meantime, he makes a point of getting into everyone’s
business while keeping everyone out of his own.

In modern times, Heimdall has been a security
expert, a photojournalist with a reputation for
getting into difficult places, a high-ranking Special

Forces operative, a freedom fighter, a mercenary, a
spy, a code-breaker and a hacker.

Heimdall’s Scions are many, and their father pulls
strings to put them in interesting places. This is not
so much because he likes them, as that what the son
sees, so does the father. What the daughter hears,
the father hears also. Heimdall uses his children as
part of his divine security network, often without
letting his children know he’s doing so. Usually,
the other Gods have to inform his Scions of their
father’s interest in managing their careers.
Associated Powers: Epic Perception, Guardian,
Jotunblut, Sun
Abilities: Awareness, Command,
Marksmanship, Melee, Stealth
Rivals: Loki; Hermes, Izanagi, Legba, Ptah, Shango,
Xipe Totec

Investigation,

bhel
aka: bell

Description: Hel, queen of the Underworld, is
profoundly disgusting. Her face and body are fair on
the right-hand side, while her left profile is a mass of
putrescence and corruption. Rarely leaving her hall
and its collection of dead souls, she wanders among
mortals only with great difficulty. Humans who look
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upon her true shape are permanently scarred by the
experience.

Hel is a fierce guardian of the dead, cold and
unforgiving. It is prophesied that she will not let even
Baldur, the fair and beautiful God, depart her halls
once he arrives in them. The Norse Underworld is
cold, and Hel, as its queen, is colder yet.

In modern times, Hel becomes the archetypal ice
queen. She has assumed roles as diverse as financial
advisor, lawyer, judge and prison psychologist on one
hand and gothic beauty queen, model, singer and
undertaker on the other. She never deigns to accept
disguises that are beneath her. She is never anyone’s
servant, no matter what mortal aspect she puts on.

Hel’s Scions are few and far between. Few men
can stand to be with her long enough to allow her
to father a child, and those who stick around are
rarely comfortable with the resulting children. Yet
Hel’s halls are crowded with powerful and ghostly
servants, at least some of whom she lends to her
children when it serves her interests.

Associated Powers: Epic Appearance, Epic
Manipulation, Death, Jotunblut
Abilities: Command, Control,  Fortitude,

Investigation, Melee, Presence
Rivals: Freya; Baron Samedi, Dionysus, Izanagi,
Osiris, Quetzalcoatl

Lok
aKa: LOfCUR, Loge

Description: Loki the Sky Traveler is a God
of fire and mischief. Traveling in disguise and
sometimes even shapeshifting, he is capable of being
on anyone’s side—or no one’s. He once sheared
off Sif’s hair as a practical joke, before tricking the
dwarves into replacing it with hair of spun gold.
He kidnapped Idun and her apples of immortality,
only to rescue her by trickery and bring her back
to safety in Asgard. He is blood-brother to Odin,
yet the son of giants, and the Midgard Serpent and
Fenris Wolf—the two most fearsome titanspawn in
the Norse cosmology—are his children. The stories
say he will be bound under the earth with poison
dripping into his face because of the betrayals he’s
committed against the Gods, and that he will side
with the Titans at the end of the World.

In modern times, Loki’s sharply angled face
haunts boardrooms and BDSM clubs. His tight
goatee is equally at home in undercover police
operations as in revolutionary camps. He is never
in charge, but he’s always the clever and capable
assistant who makes things happen. For all that,
many see him as cowardly even in his cleverness, for
he never seems to be around when things go sour.
The doublecross is an art form to Loki, and few
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things please him as much as leading both sides of a
conflict into “accidental” ambushes.

Loki’s Scions are rare. He is seldom out and
about on his own, but usually in the company of a
minder—usually Thor if not Odin himself. Failing
that, another of the Aesir keeps him on a tight leash.
The fact that some of Loki’s extant children are
clearly on the side of the Titans means that the Aesir
themselves sometimes hunt his Scions to extinction,
just to avoid the possibility of them fighting against
the Gods.

Associated Powers: Epic Intelligence, Epic
Manipulation, Epic Wits, Chaos, Fire, Jotunblut,
Magic

Abilities: Brawl, Empathy, Larceny, Occult, Politics,
Stealth

Rivals: Heimdall, Odin, Thor; Amaterasu, Baron
Samedi, Geb, Hachiman, Hermes, Quetzalcoatl,
Shango, Thoth, Zeus

OOIN

AKA: WOTAN, WOOEN, VAK,
valcarm, yGg
Description: Odin, called the All-Father, is the
supreme deity of the Norse pantheon, by virtue
of his great power and even greater wisdom. He
crucified himself for nine nights on the World Tree,

Yegdrasil, to gain the power of the runes. He bested
giants in contests of skill, strength and poetry in the
dawn of the World and fought epic battles with his
warrior host across all the nine worlds of the Nordic
Overworld. Plucking out his own eye, he gained
perfect wisdom. His throne allows him to see all
occurrences in all of the nine worlds. Accompanied
by two wolves and two ravens and riding an eight-
legged steed, Odin is a cunning and terrifying enemy
to the Titans and their spawn.

He’s no great shakes as a father, though.

In modern times, Odin’s disguises have ranged
from a telecom cable magnate, to a programmer
working with a search-engine corporation, to an
ordinary telephone repairman. Always bearded,
always lacking one eye, he has a tendency to seduce
his mortal bedmates and vanish shortly before his
child is born. When he returns to introduce himself
to his Scions, he rarely gives Birthrights without
strings attached.

As a farseeing God, all-knowing and all-
understanding, Odin could be more sensitive to
his Scions’ needs. Yet the sacrifice of his one eye
and its accompanying foreknowledge of Ragnarok,
“the Doom of the Gods,” has brought Odin to the
point of obsession. The only thing he cares about is
whether the Aesir survive the final battle with the
giants and Titans at the World’s end. The sacrifice



of his Scions to that end is not only acceptable, it
is purposed. If one or two of them manage to rise as
Gods themselves, so be it, but Odin’s own survival is
always paramount in his mind.

Associated Powers: Epic Charisma, Epic Intelligence,
Epic Manipulation, Epic Perception, Epic Stamina,
Epic Wits, Death, Jotunblut, Magic, Mystery,
Prophecy, Psychopomp, War

Abilities: Art, Fortitude, Integrity, Investigation,
Occult, Presence

Rivals: Loki; Apollo, Horus, Huitzilopochtli,
Ogoun, Susano-o

Sl

Description: Sif, a God!e:ss of fertility and waving
grain among the Vanir, is the wife of Thor. Beautiful
and youthful, her hair is made of spun gold that the
dwarves made for her after Loki cut off her real hair.
Blonde and blue-eyed, she has mythic proportions
made real. Even the giants lusted over her regularly,
the maiden with golden hair.

To modern eyes, she often plays cheerleader to
Thor’s football star, and movie starlet to his action
hero. She also takes on solo roles from time to
time: celebrity chef, runway model, businesswoman,
philanthropist, teacher, librarian, cattle heiress,
obscure European nobility and gardening columnist.

People tend to remember the sharp nose and the
keen intellect, especially when she travels with her
lovable lug of a husband.

Her children are a diverse lot, ranging from
feminist activists to stay-athome mothers, from
sensitive metrosexuals to lumberjacks and miners.
Hearth and home are important to them, but so is
having it all, in terms of children, careers and active
social calendars. Rare is the Scion of Sif who doesn’t
wortk to fill every minute and moment with vigorous
activity.

Associated Powers: Epic Appearance, Epic
Charisma, Fertility, Jotunblut

Abilities: Athletics, Empathy, Integrity, Melee,
Science, Survival

Rivals: Loki; Artemis, Bastet, Erzulie, Huitzilopochtli,
Susano-o

CThor
AKA: OONAR, ThUNOR
Description: Thor is the right hand of Odin
and his chief enforcer among the Gods. The Norse
thunder God is quite simply an army unto himself.
Legends say that his hammer was so powerful
it could shatter mountains, and it unerringly
killed every giant who faced him without magical
protections. Fierce, angry and prideful, he was as
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“dangerous to his allies as to his enemies. Red-haired

with lightning-blue eyes, and massively built with fists

“like sledgehammers, Thor was strong enough to lift
the Midgard Serpent and thirsty enough to drink the
sea. His regular companion Thjalfi is the best runner
and scout in the nine worlds, and Thor traverses the
sky in a cart drawn by two golden goats.

In modern times, Thor has assumed guises as
an electrical technician, a rock musician, an iron
miner, a club bouncer, a motorcycle repairman,
a sound engineer at a recording studio and a
fireworks specialist. People who encounter him
tend to remember a big-hearted, passionate lug with
a crushing handshake; someone quick to anger but
quick to forgive. No one describes him as smart,
though, and addictions seem to latch onto him
quickly.

Thor has fathered large numbers of Scions, but
tends to reward them with Birthrights less frequently
than other members of the Aesir do. His own
abilities tend to center on battle and war rather than
creation, and his ability to persuade others to create
legendary objects for his children is limited.
Associated Powers: Epic Charisma, Epic Stamina,
Epic Strength, Guardian, Jotunblut, Sky
Abilities: Athletics, Brawl, Control, Melee, Presence,
Thrown
Rivals: Loki; Hermes, Izanami, Kalfu, Set, Tlaloc

CUR |
aka: i, Z1U

Description: One-handed Tyr, God of justice
and war, is the son of Odin. For a brief time, before
he lost his hand, he was chief of the Aesir. Sturdy,
well built, but rarely laughing, he regards the World
with turquoise eyes. He gave his right hand to Fenris
so that the great wolf would agree to be bound, and
the wolf bit it off. The stump is constantly red and
inflamed, and no mechanical hand will fit upon it.
Yet only by sacrificing Tyr’s hand could the Aesir
constrain their greatest enemy.

In modern times, Tyr appears as a short, sturdy
man, with salt-and-pepper hair. He tends to be
fit but jowly, and his career paths tend to wander
the gamut from weapons designer to statesman,
from judge to bishop, from civil-rights activist to
conservative blogger. He is always on the right side
of the question, a thoughtful and careful observer
of what is just and good in the long run. His stance
often makes him wildly unpopular.

Tyr’s Scions are no less devoted to justice, if less
clear of vision. They tend to work within existing
systems rather than tear down established orders,
but they still seek to constrain chaos and promote
social cohesion and harmony.

Associated Powers: Epic Charisma, Epic Stamina,
Epic Strength, Epic Wits, Jotunblut, Justice, War

Abilities:  Academics, Command, Integrity,
Investigation, Melee, Politics

Rivals: Loki; Dionysus, Legba, Set, Susano-o,
Tezcatlipoca

VIOAR
AKA: VIOARR

Description: Other Gods look with suspicion on
Vidar Odinson because he is destined to avenge his
father’s death and to survive Ragnardk. Many modern
Scions believe him to be a former Scion himself,
elevated to godhood and immortality. He is a model
and exemplar for many Scions of the Aesir. Yet as a
God of vengeance—vital and necessary in Nordic
legend—Vidar is not a nice fellow. He’s stronger than
all the Gods but Thor, he’s more steadfast than Odin,
and he’s more patient than Loki in laying his plans.
He’s also an implacable enemy. Vidar sees his Scions as
pawns who should serve his purpose before they die.

In modern times, as in the ancient, Vidar appears
as a bearded man in his late 20s or early 30s, lean
but well built. He takes on identities as diverse as
police officer, detective, criminal prosecutor, Mafia
hit man, gang leader, advertising executive, political
hatchet-man, terrorist and cult leader. People who
have met him tend to use such words as “obsessive,”
“paranoid” and “methodical” to describe him.

Vidar’s Scions are driven, focused and methodical,
though not usually paranoid at first. (That comes
later.) Military backgrounds are common among
Vidar’s Scions, but almost as common are cutthroat
businesspeople. These Scions hold grudges against
even allies and can identify people with a need for
revenge just by shaking hands with them. Some
such Scions claim that a handshake compels them
to pursue vengeance on that person’s behalf; most
see this as a thin justification for violence.
Associated Powers: Epic Stamina, Epic Strength,
Jotunblut, Justice
Abilities: Awareness, Brawl, Fortitude, Investigation,
Politics, Stealth
Rivals: Loki; Hades, [zanami, Kalfu, Set, Xipe Totec
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SCION Of Cho

At 18 years old, Eric Donner is the youngest Scion in his Band, but
he’s experienced a lot in that short time. Born to an unwed mother who
took sick and died by the time Eric was 10, he was raised in a small
Midwestern town by his maternal grandfather, Randall. Randall
taught him the ins and outs of automobile repair, as well as what
it means to be a stand-up guy. Eric learned those lessons well.

Unfortunately, Randall passed away of a massive stroke in
Eric’s 17th year, leaving Eric alone... though not for long. With
the aid of his grandfather’s ghost and the ravens Hugin and Munin,
Eric learned he is the son of the Norse God of thunder. In short
order, he received his Birthright from the dwarves Brok and
Sindri and ended a frost giant plot to unearth the great
wyrm Jormungandr, though he was neatly killed thanks
to the betrayal of Sly Guiler, Scion of Loki.

Since then, Eric has traveled the continent in his
GTO, led by Fate (and occasionally the ravens of Odin)
to upset the plots of various titanspawn. In the process,
he’s come to work with the other members of his
heroic Band, a diverse group featuring Scions of
six separate pantheons. Now, with his Band or ¢
solo, Eric continues to fight the good fight and el
to help those in need.

AmMmZZ00

At six foot five and a muscular 220

pounds, Eric is handsome, though not P

supernaturally so. He inherited his ;

father’s red hair and steel-gray eyes, '

but unlike Thor, he keeps the hair =

cut short and eschews facial hair.

He usually dresses casually, like the

blue-collar boy he is, in jeans, a /

denim jacket and a flannel shirt ¢

with a white T-shirt beneath.

On his right middle finger, he

sports a bloodstone ring etched with the Germanic rune algiz

(“protection”) and when he’s expecting trouble, he carries,

Giantbane—quite possibly the largest revolver ever made. §
Roleplaying Hints: Like your father, you're a brave and !

likeable lug who strives to smite evil and protect the weak.

Unlike Thor, you're both more clever and slower to anger. When

something does rile you, though, the familial resemblance is

uncanny. You've never met your father in person, but you crave

his approval and work hard doing things you think will make

him proud. ~
Birthrights: Eric’s bloodstone ring allows him to channel

the Guardian Purview. Giantbane is an oversized supernal '

Peacemaker. It adds Damage +3L to the Peacemaker template (

(see p. 203). It also allows him to channel the Sky Purview.
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THE ATZLANTI

ATHE AZTEC GODSwo

Coming into being sometime
between 3,000 and 4,000
years ago, the Aztec Gods
have no name for_their
pantheon. Other
tribes usually call them the
Atzlanti. Capricious . and
cruel in a way. that the
other pantheons'are not, the
Aztec Gods are bloodthirsty,
aggressive and violent. They
most often’sire Scions with

divine

mortals descended from
the that spoke
Nahuatl, wherever such native
peoples exist.

For the Atzlanti, continuity is
more important than community

tribes

or individuality. A specific human is unimportant.
Likewise, a specific village, family, clan or nation is
equally unimportant. The most important issue for this
tribe is that'the sun continues on its daily course, that
the moon follows the sun in its appointed rounds and
that the stars continue to'shine on their proper schedule.
Yet astronomical normality and regularity require bloody
sacrifice, and even if the other Gods deplore the Aztec
Gods" methods, they cannot deny that at least the
calendar proceeds in its usual and expected way.

Of all the divine tribes, the Aztlanti are the least
concerned with the dictates of Fate or the potential doom
of the Gods. They are the most mutable of form, the most
mutable of apparent /purpose and the least suspicious
of the ambitions of their Scions. Of course, patt of the
reason for their carefree attitude toward their children is
their attitude toward pain and death."What better blood
to spill to ensure the continuation of the sun’s course
than the blood of a glorious child of the Gods?

The Atzlanti have weaknesses, naturally, and their
greatest stumbling block is their desperate need for
blood. Blood fuels and expedites all Aztec magic and
divine powers, and while Quetzalcodtl might need only
a drop for most of his workings, Huitzilopochtli seems
to need bucketsful. The other Gods wonder how much
of this kind of sacrifice is personal preference, and how
much is genuine necessity. Nonetheless, the Atzlanti
need blood, recently spilled animal or human blood,
to do their part in preserving reality. Their Scions are
similarly affected.

HUITZILOPOCHTLI

AKA: UITZILOPOCHTLI

Description:  Blackfaced,
covered’ with blue tattoos
and.© with a  redand-
" yellow-feathered left leg,

Huitzilopochtli is the Aztec
God of war and the sun. He
defeated the Hundred
Southerners in his armor of
cotton and with his four spears
tipped with eagle’s down, a
turquoise serpent torch and a
¥ shield of reeds. Fond of earrings

and gold jewelry, he loves blood that
comes from dishonored warriors.
The Aztecs were his chosen people, for he

roused in them a maddening love of battle and sacrifice.

Four

In modern times, Huitzilopochtli has worked as
a blood bank technician, a professional kidnapper, a
mercenary and a death squad commander. People who

live through encounters with him recall cold eyes, a stern
demeanor and a dangerous rage barely kept in check.
Even as a man, he exudes a heroic, feral wildness.
Huitzilopochtli’sScionsareusuallysimilarlyfrightening.
Even in relatively peaceful careers as ornithologists and
ethnologists, ‘their potential for rage is always near the
surface. The Gods regard the Hummingbird of the Left’s
children as assassins and storm troopers—front-line blunt
instruments, not tools of great subtlety.
Associated Powers: Epic Charisma, Epic Stamina,
Epic Strength, Animal (Hummingbird, Eagle), Death,
Guardian, Itztli, Magic, Sun, War
Abilities: Athletics, Awareness, Brawl, Marksmanship,
Melee, Thrown
Rivals: Tezcatlipoca; Ares, Horus, Ogoun, Susano-o,
Thor, Tyr

MICLANTECUHTLI
AKA: SANTA MUERTE

Description: Miclantecuhtli is the lord of Mictlan,
the realm of the dead and the spirits in the Aztec world.
Skeletally thin, with black hair peppered with white
stars, the God’s claw-like hands are strong enough to rip
souls to shreds. He wears suits made of bark paper, and
his liver hangs out of a gaping hole in his abdomen.
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In modern times, Miclantecuhtli has been a petty
bureaucrat in governments and customet assistance
branches of major corporations. The Aztec death God
suffers from a permanent case”of schadenfreude, and
he adores the soul-destroying power that comes from
confronting people with”impossible barriers to actual
help. Health care andinsurance organizations' are
particularly delightful to him, and he loves making a
mortal fight for something she wants, only to discover
that she didn’t really want it in the first place. Even in
human form, his florid, disease-spotted face usually
causes mortal to flinch when first meeting him.

Miclantecuhtli’s Scions are slightly less bitter and
angry, but all of them seem to take pleasure in causing
some degree of suffering in others. It's part of their
charm and essential nature. Few understand how

miserable they are or that their father has made them in

such a way that he can delight in their unhappiness.

Associated Powers: Epi¢ Appearance, Epic Charisma,
Animal (Dog), Death, Guardian, Itztli

Abilities: Command, Investigation, Larceny, Politics; .

Presence, Thrown

Rivals: Quetzalcoatl; Amaterasu, Athena, Frigg, Ptah,
Shango, Thoth

QUETZALCOATL
AKA: EHECATL, GUKUMATZ, KUKULKAN

Description: Quetzalcoatl, the cleverest, most peaceful
and least bloodthirsty of the Atzlanti, has been a priest and

a king, a builder and a lawgiver, an engineer, an astronomer
and/ a /doctor—and that is his legendary persona. Pale,
silver-haired and bearded, Quetzalcoatl is tall and athletic,
garbed in the brilliant green and red feathers of his
namesake bird. Requitinga blood sacrifice but once a year,
the God of the feathered serpent pushes mortals to create
beauty and art, to live joyfullyiin the present moment and
to achieve their highest ambitions'both individually and as
societies. He specializes in creating golden ages.

In modern times, this means that he rarely sticks
with one identity for very long. He might be a painter in

~ the morning, an elderly engineer in the afternoon and

a first-time lover in the evening..He enjoys dancing until
dawn while a digital calculator rides in his hip pocket, so
he can calculate the tensile strength of a new skyscraper’s
steel beams on the job site the next morning. He is always
beautifully dressed for the occasion (whatever it is).

His Scions are similarly energetic, with a hundred
projects all racing to completion simultaneously. They

*/inspire others to feats of artisanship and have an easy
time creating. worldwide cultural phenomena, from

new trends.in fashion to revivals of old musical forms.
They are always on the edge of the next new and hip
thing. They are also almost always exhausted, and their
successes inspire bitter jealousies.

Associated Powers: Epic Charisma, Epic Intelligence,
Animal (Resplendent Quetzal), Fertility, Guardian,

{ Earth, Health, Itztli, Justice, Psychopomp, Sky, Water

Abilities: Academics, Command, Investigation,

Medicine, Melee, Science |



Rivals: Tezcatlipoca; Athena, Dionysus, Loki, Ptah,
Susano-o, Thor, Thoth

TEZCATLIPOCA
AKA: TAHIL, YAOTL