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The young Goddess going by the name Black Water reclined in her father's sitting room on a cushion of oyster-
flesh m a shell the size of a tasteful sofa. She sipped green tea from a whalebone cup, sucking the drink across the
pressure differential that held the hot beverage within the contamer. 2\ supple byssus layer on the bottom of the
cup clung to the delicate saucer when Black Water brought them together, and another layer on the bottom of the
saucer held both dishes to the glass-topped table when she set them down Within the table was trapped a pocket of
fresh ar, and within that pocket burned lines of magical fire. The lmes mitated brushstrokes that formed the kary
for the master of the house, impetuous Susano-o. The fires would burn eterndlly, never dimming and never eating
the fresh air m their contamer. They it up the sitting room with a warm, cozy glow. Black Water wished only that
the fire's glow could warm this place so far beneath the waves. Neither the ocean’s crushing grip nor its impenetrable
chill bothered ber, but a fire’s cozy warmth never went amuss when one emjoyed fime at home with family.

“More tea?” Black Water's mother,
Sakura, asked.  She
sat up from ber own
oyster-shell couch and
peeled the teapot off the
tabletop. She beld it over
Black Water's cup, ber
pale fingertips ready
atop the rubber-sealed
plunger. “Is it cold?”

“No, Mother,”
Black Water said. She
smiled. “1 bave plenty,
thank you.”

“Do  you need
more honey?” Sakura
half stood, amung berself
toward the kitchen. “1 still
have some packets left
over from those cases
your friend had delivered.”

“1 bave plenty,” Black Water said, her smile
growing wider, wilder. She tapped the rim of ber cup
and murmured conspiratorially, “1 have plenty bere,
plenty in my home on land, plenty in Cakamagahara,

_and waiters all but throwing it af me m my favorite
restaurants. Donestly, 1 think T'll never need to reach
for another packet of honey agamn.”

Sakura stopped and turned back toward ber
daugbter. “1 see. And your friend made dll that
happen?”

Black Water nodded.

“Pe must be quite fond of you.”

Black Water's bead tilted, and she breathed out
a small, wistful sigh.

“1 don't think so, Mother,” she said. “We haven't
spoken in a long time. Not since... since the trouble

m Atlantis, 1 think.”

“Did you part badly?”
“No. No worse than any other
time. But we never made
arrangements fo keep n
touch. We spoke with
consequence so rarely
to begn with. It would
have been awkward for
both of us.”

“So  why the
honey?” Sakura came
back across the sitting
room and sat beside
her daugbter. “Tve

wondered ever since

that gidl with the fish tail
came here with dll those
boxes.”

Black Waterthought
over her response. She pulled ber
teacup loose from its saucer, raised

it and let it go. It bung at perfectly neutral

buoyancy, spinung like a prayer wheel when she
tapped its side.

“It was a gesture of grattude,” she told ber
mother. “Donrue always preferred to make strange,
large gestures mstead of saying simple things.”

“D\b,” Sakura said. “Americans. Sometimes they
don't seem to understand anything.”

Black Water smiled once more, though the smile
didn't reach ber eyes. “Never the right ones.”

Q\ long, quiet moment passed. Black Water toyed
with her teacup, setting it spinmung then letting it roll
down the back of her hand. She hadn't been one to
fidget before she'd left home, but then she'd never
been guite so busy as she was these days. Yoments
when she could sit with her mother in this underwater
palace were rare and precious. Unfortunately, when



those moments came—squeezed between the last
World-shaking assignment and the mevitable next
one—stillness was n short supply. Black Water
was restless m body and spiit. It didn't belp that
she could feel her mother's tension through the
woman's shm frame beside her on the hadlf-shell
couch. Sakurda's fingers lifted from their prim fold on
ber lap and inched toward Black Water's own knee
as If to pat her reassuringly. But then the sheer
audacity of such a gesture, of a mortal thinking to
touch a God's flesh and bestow comfort, interposed
itself between the two of them and sensible order
was restored. Rather, the semblance of order, as
both women sat together fidgeting and saying
nothing to one another.

“You know,” Sakura said at
last, “1 thought 1 was so clever
the day 1 realized bow
much you liked honey as
a httle gl You never
actually spoke about f
such things” She [
looked at the sandy
floor and drew a lime
across it with the end
of ber split-toed sock
Che bem of bher dress
followed  sluggishly.
“Do you remember?”

Black Water looked
back mto the past—before
Sakura bad vamshed, before
Susano-o had claimed them both.
Che warmth that had been guttering
mside ber flared once again, lighting her eyes
with murth. “1 do,” she said. “1 thought 1 was even
more clever, 1 remember, when 1 said, ‘So Zatoichi
can see after all.”

“And we giggled like two children.”

“We bad to leave the lunch counter,” Black
Water said. “They said you were letting me behave
tfoo badly to be out n public. Remember what they
said?”

“You were snorting like a barbarian,” Sakura
supplied. “Che man bebind the counter called you a
hittle piggy itekr”

Black Water chuckled at the memory. Then,
. for no better reason than she needed to hear her

mother laugh, she put ber teacup over the end of
ber nose like a pig’s snout and snorted three times.
- She'd done it at the lunch counter all those years ago
when the cook bad gotten onto her for mishebaving,

and it bad driven the younger Sakura mto hysterics.
This time, the magic wasn't quite as potent as it had
been once upon a time. Black Water looked at her
mother and found ber mother staring in wide-eyed,
open-mouthed astorushment.

“Omk?”

That did it. The dam burst, and Sakura was young
again, crowing and laughing and even snorting, dll
decorum abandoned. Der cheeks burned red with
embarrassment, and the house kamu shd open the
seaweed-paper screens fo mvestigate the commotion.
She collapsed agamst ber daughter, who laughed
just as bard, and they clung to each other howling

as neither of them had done since that day
all those years ago. When the house
kamu were satisfied that no one
was bemg butchered dlive,
they retreated to give the
WOIEn SoIme privacy.
By degrees the
women calmed down
and lay back n therr
broad pimk cusbion,
looking up at the
polished coral of the
ceiling. Chey breathed
beavily, dramed, and
sad mnothing for a

while. ¥indlly Black

Water spoke.

‘1 suppose  Mister
Renshoburo  didn't  redlly

understand us either, did be,
Mother?”

“You still remember bis name” Sakura
mused, impressed. “No, 1 suppose he didn't.” She
took a deep breath. “But he didn't make us leave
because we were nusbhehaving, that was just a
converuent excuse. I'm afraid 1 wasn't very popular
m Shirabama.”

“1 know,” Black Water said. “1 remember.”

“1 muss those days when you were little,” Sakura
said. “1 five m a palace now with servants always
underfoot. I can look out a window and see wonders
no woman on land could ever dream of. 1 live in the
home of Susano-o himself. But still those years when
you were little—when you were the little snowflake
m my pocket—those were the best years of my life.
I nuss them. 1 nuss... I missed so much.”

Black Water could thmk of nothing to say.
She rolled on ber side and put one arm across
her mother's body. Sakura chung to it with both



hands, and in that gesture, dll that ever needed to
be said between them was said. They could taste
each other’s tears m the water, and each one said
more than a thousand poems. That moment sewed
the perfect past together with the uncertam future,
and n i, stillness and clanty enveloped them. The
moment couldn't last, but it was enough to sustain
them for now.

“Daugbter!” a gruff voice called out from across
the sittimg room. “Daugbter, you have a job to do.
Where are you?”

Black Water kissed her mother on the cheek
and sat up on the couch. Opposite her, the ancient
tsurugi sword known as the Husanagi rose from
among Black Water's belongings and floated point-
down. Coiled protectively around the blade was the
weapon's familiar old kami, a spimit-serpent with
eight heads and eight tails. Seven of the kamu's
heads bobbed and wove among each other, tasting
their surroundings with their forked tongues. The
eighth bead stood straight and perfectly still in the
center of the other seven, and it wore no serpent’s
face. Instead, its face was that of Black Water's
father, Susano-o.

“Snap to it, daugbter!” he said. “I baven't got all
day.”

“Where are you?” Black Water asked out of old
cell-phone reflex.

“Never mund that now!” her father thundered.
“T've got a job for you, and time’s wasting. A\ friend
of mine lost something very important to him. e’s
tired of looking for it bimself, so he’s called in an old
marker I owe him. Understand?”

Black Water looked back at her mother, who
sat up and showed bher a look of infinute patience. “1
have one question first...”

“Make it quick! 1 have an important engagement
m Soku-no-Humi to get tol”

“If this 1s your debt your old friend 1s calling m,
why am —"

“Cime grows short!” Susano-o cut m, bis eyes
darting straight mto bis confabulation zone. “Don't
worry, the Husanagi's kam knows where to take
vou. Do this well. I'm counting on you.”

With that, Susano-o's visage disappeared, and
the eighth snake head appeared n its place. The
other heads dall stopped politely ignoring 1it, and all
eight beads looked n uruson at their tfrue owner.

“My father told you where he wants me to go?”
Black Water asked them.

“Yes, Mistress,” the snakes replied.

“1 should be gomg, then” Black Water re-
sheathed her blade as its spmt withdrew. With a
look back at her mother, she said, “When Yatber
calls, what choice have you but to do as he says?”

Sakura stood and bowed bher head, her face
glowing with motherly pride m the cozy firelight.
“You understand things very well.”

Che rest of Black Water's belongings came to
her on invisible currents, garbing and arming ber.
She smiled once at her mother and returned the
bow with overflowing bumility that wasn't proper
from one of her high station. “Thank you for the
tea, and your time, Mother. Tll come wisit agam
soon.”

“Do,” Sakura said.

Black Water bowed one last time and left the
sitting room. Patient kan shd open the screens and
pulled them shut agamn bebind her.

“Make us proud, my little snowflake,” Sakura
said.



REVELATION

CThe God who had once been only Horace Yarrow—now called Darsibar after bis father—strolled
across the dusty surface of the moon m the company of shim, gray figures. The figures wore colorless
jyaguar warrior garb, though they carried no weapons. They led him to an imposing step pyramid standing
above the Sea of Tranguility, with a cavernous doorway arch carved in the front, and a broad ritual area

on top, domuinated by a stone dltar.

“The master of the estate waits by the altar stone,”
one of the servants said when the party paused at
the base of the pyramid. The noise punctuated a long,
silent trek across the gray desert. “Chere are stairs
to either side of the door, other staircases within,
and an elevator in the center. Which would—"

“Couldn't 1 just go straight up?” Horace asked.
“Wouldn't take as long.”

“Ds you wish,” the servant said. “You are
welcome n the master's house.”

Dorace tipped bis Stetson bat
and launched bimself straight up,
kicking a cloud of gray dust up m
the moon's weak gravity. De rose
bigh enough to see the unfiltered
sun just rismg above the lunar
horizon and flew toward the
top of the pyramud, trailing
the ends of his time-worn
jacket like a kite's tail. De

came down bebind the /5
master of the estate,

who sat on the

edge of the dltar

watching the '

elevator doors.

“Dousekeepng,” he said, startling bis host. “You
need fresh towels?”

Che master of the pyranud furned and came
around the stone dltar that separated he and Dorace.
De was tall and slim-shouldered, though strong
muscles stood out on his bare arms and torso. ¥ine
black bair hung down past his shoulders i the front
and back, and his severe, angular face was clean-
shaven HDe wore a jaguar-skin lomcloth, beld in place
by a broad belt clasped n steel. On the center of his
belt bung a skull mask with a turquoise band over
the eyes and bulging orbs of polished obsidian set
over that. The mask’s jaw bung open slightly.

“Dey, Aaron,” Dorace said. “Yong time no see.
~ Did 1 startle you?”

“Daron...” the master of the pyramuid said. “No
one's called me that m quite a while. Should 1 take
“that to mean you'd prefer 1 called you Horace?”

“Dlways,” Dorace said. De grinned, and Aaron
refurned the expression

QAaron came out from bebind the altar and
approached his old friend, walking with a barely
perceptible imp. The two of them shook hands.

“Dow you been, Doc?” Dorace asked. “Dow’s

the foot?”

“Not bad,” Aaron said, shrugging. “It doesn’t
burt like it used to.”

“Chat’s good.”

Daron nodded. De tapped his
chin then pomted at Horace’'s chm
with the same finger. “Growing the
beard out, 1 see.”

Dorace tugged self-consciously
at the long bhairs hanging there.
“Yeah, thinking about it. Im
considering braiding  them
out when they get long
enough.”

“‘Db,” Qaron sad
with a bt of a smirk

“Not thinking of
dating for a while,
then, eh?”

“Dar bar.”

QAaron chuckled, which drew a grudging and
chagrined smurk from $orace, and the years of
distance between them didn't seem quite so long as
they'd seemed the day before. Aaron limped back to
the dltar and sat on the edge of it. Dorace knocked
some of the dust off his Indwurm-skin boots with the
brim of his hat. Qs the barsh [unar sun rose bebmd
them, it glinted off the gold of the Salcon Amulet on
his hatband and the golden Fye of Horus design on
the stone orb n his left eye socket.

“So bave you heard from any of the others?”
QAaron asked. “T've been a bit out of touch myself.”

“Yeah, some,” Dorace said. “Brigitte calls every
now and then to chat. Yukiko's dad keeps ber pretty
busy, so I haven't beard much from her. fric asked
me to belp bim take care of some business with his
granddad, but that was probably a year ago. Maybe
two now... Damn.”



“And Donrue?”

“Yeah, right.”

The two men shared a small laugh at their mutual
friend's expense, tinged with a bint of melancholy.

“And then there's you” $orace continued,
coming fo sit on the stone dltar beside Aaron. He
tried not to notice the deep stams on the rock's
surface. “Dow you been getting along?”

“Well enough, 1 suppose” Daron said. “I's
been a busy year, what with the war on. QA lot has
happened.”

“Wars are like that. 1 guess you know that better
than most of us.”

A long moment
passed, and neither
man said anything.
QDaron looked down,
dly tying imagimary
sufures over an old
scar on his night
leg without looking.
When be caught
bimself domg i, bhe
looked out mstead
at the mfimite black
of the lunar sky with
a milbon stars m it.
Che sun bebind him
threw bis shadow mto
sharp relief on the
bloodstained  stone
around the dlfar.

Dorace watched his

When bhe faltered and stalled out agam, Horace
took the mutiative. “What's going on, Aaron? Is this
girl trouble?” :

QAaron smiled and shook his head. “No, nothing
like that, I'm afraid. ¥f it were girl trouble, 1 would
have contacted Brigitte.”

“Same bere,” Dorace admutted. “So what 1s it?
The war?”

“In a sense, 1 suppose. Though not exactly. I's
about my father.”

“Is be dll nght? 1 understand your guys are
taking a redl pounding in the Overworld Did
something happen?”

— “No, 1 was shown
something. And
told somethmg as
well. It... Tm having
trouble putting it n
perspective.”

“Walk me through
it, then” Porace
suggested, falling
back on nterview
techrugues he'd been
taught as a mortal
officer of the law.
“Just start at the
beginning. We'll see
what we can make
of it together.”

“Quetzalcoatl
came fo see me,’

old friend, waiting for
bim to speak AAnd waiting. And waiting...

“Something on your mind, Doctor?” DHorace
finally asked. “Don't think Tm ungrateful for the
mnvitation to see your new place, but you don't look
_like you just wanted to catch up on old times.”

- “1 don't have the look of a man who needs help
moving a sofa, then?”

“Or a Chac Mool or anything. Nope.”

Daron sighed. “You're as perceptive as ever.
AAnd please accept it as a compliment when 1 say
T'd rather not talk about this with anyone, but since
1 feel 1 must, 1 choose you.”

Dorace untangled that sentiment carefully and
nodded.

“You see...” Aaron worked bis jaw, trying to
begin what appeared to be either an awkward or a
pamnful subject. “It’s...”

Qaron began. e
closed his eyes and
just let the words come out. “This was probably a
month ago. I was n my temple in the World. The
new one, not the one that got bulldozed.”

“1 know the one. Nice place.”

“It's okay.” QA\aron shrugged. “Anyway, I'd just
firushed the montbly tithe to Tezcatlipoca, when
Quetzalcoatl came down from the clouds m bis full
regalia. The green and red feathers, the silver hair,
the armor... dll of it. De said there was something
my father needed me to see right away.”

“De and your father don't get along, right?”
Dorace asked. Before he'd achieved godbood, back
when be'd just been part of a Band of Scions, he'd
done a bit of research mto each of bis coborts’
divine parents pantheons. Nothing m-depth, just
simple background research.



“Chat’s correct. That should have been the
first thing 1 thougbt of, I admut, but if you'd seen
Quetzalcodtl that day m his resplendent glory, you
would have been as distracted as I was.”

“Sair enough,” Dorace said. “Go on.”

“De took me by the hand and we flew up mto
the clouds, faster than a shot. We went up mto that
kingdom of white valleys and pure sun, and then
south to a far-off place Td never been before. It
was buried deep n the ram forest—somewhere it
seemed no man had ever gone. But when we sank
down through the canopy mto the darkness beneath,
1 found my assumption proven false. Didden there
was a pyramud, not unlike my own And it was
populated, Horace. People of every shape and
shade lived there together.”

“Who were they?”

“1 asked the same. Quetzalcodtl said most of
them were children of Tezcatlipoca, taken from their
mothers at birth and raised m that place bidden in the
darkness. The rest were children of those children.
Chey lived i the ancient ways, upholding traditions
that bad long since died n the lands where those
traditions were born.”

“You're telling me there's an entire community of
Scions of Cezcatlipoca living in a lost pyramud in the
rain forest?” Dorace asked. De didn't ask it with the
mcredulity one might expect n such a question.

“No,” Aaron said. “None of those children had
been granted a Visitation. £xcept... Fxcept there
was one every year. Cezcatlipoca, 1 was told, came
tfo one child every year and revedled his Imeage.
Yor the rest of that year, the child was treated like
a king or gueen above dll the others, presiding over
ceremonues, blessing the births of new children,
everything. Until the end of the year, when...”

“When the others killed bim,” Dorace said.

“When Tezcatlipoca did,” Aaron corrected. “De
sacrificed them to glorify and empower himself. But
ves, the child died at the end of the year, and another
was chosen Quetzalcoatl didn't say how long this
had been going on, but the temple looked old, and
no one living there spoke anything but Nabuatl.”

“Did any of the other A\tzlanti have any stake in
this place, or just your father?”

“Just Tezcatlipoca,” Aaron said. “1 asked the
same and got the same answer. I could tell by looking
at bim that Quetzalcoatl was horrified and disgusted
by the nitual. Dis rites have always required only a
drop of blood, not the gallons Tezcatlipoca seems
to need. Seemg how upset he was, 1 admit 1 took

advantage of the moment of weakness. 1 sneered at
bim. 1 called bim a foolish old man and asked him
what business was it of his how my father conducted
his affaies m the World. So be told me...

“De told me Tezcatlipoca isn't my father.”

Dorace’s eyes widened. “What?”

“1 said the same thing,” Daron said with a
rueful smile. “Quetzalcoatl told me that he was the
one who'd known my mother, not Tezcatlipoca.
De said he'd never meant anything to come of it
and that be had no idea I'd even been born. But
Cezcatlipoca knew, and he waited. e watched
me. Chey're always at each other, those two, so
Cezcatlipoca thought he nmught be able to use
me to some advantage. De kept an eye on me
growing up, never able to step in and do anything
until frag.”

Dorace knew well what Aaron meant when he
mentioned that country. A\s a surgeon with Doctors
Without Borders, A\aron had gone there to help
stave off the potential bumarutarian disaster of
constant fighting between armies and armed rebels.
De'd been captured by a gang of the latter and
tortured extensively.

“When 1 was captured” Daron went on,
“Cezcatlipoca went to the Overworld and found
Quetzalcoatl engaged n battle and unable to do
anything to help me. So the Smoking Yirror proposed
something. If Quetzalcoatl formally dismberited me,
Cezcatlipoca could adopt me and come give me the
means to save myself. So that's what happened, and
bere 1 am”

“f understand,” Dorace said.

“1 knew you would, more so than the others.”

“So what did you do?”

“Nothing at first. Quetzalcoatl took me back to
my temple while 1 was still too stunned to speak.
De didn't say anything more, but bis message was
clear enough. De'd shown me the way Tezcatlipoca
treats bhis true progeny of flesh and blood. How,
then, would the Great Smoking Mirror use me—an
adopted son of his greatest rival? My future bhas
always been uncertain, but never my place m the
here and now. 1 don't... I don't know how to deal
with this, Dorace. What am 1 supposed to do?”

Dorace frowned, thinking hard. “Do you believe
bim? Quetzalcodatl, I mean” Now QAaron frowned as
well. “1 don't know much about your ancestors, but 1
do know those two never liked each other. They've
devoted most of ther attention over the years to
tearing down what the other has built up. Right?”



QAaron nodded. “TCezcatlipoca refers to it as his
pastime.”

“The way 1 see it, that could've been bhis aim in
adopting you. e might have considered it part of
the pastime, turrung a child of gentle Quetzalcodatt—a
child who'd taken the Dippocratic Oath to do no
harm—into someone who commits bloody sacrifices
n the name of the greater good.”

Daron looked away, stifling the hot response
that sprang first to his mind. De and Horace had
bad plenty of words m the past about the more
graphic aspects of A\aron’s worship.

“That’s one possibility,” Dorace said. “The other
1s that Quetzalcodatl

“Sorry,” Porace said “You can believe
Quetzalcoatl or not, but either way, you're still
Cezcatlipoca's son m the eyes of Yate. Ultimately,
even that doesn't matter, because you can always
renounce that heritage and go off on your own.”

“Crue,” Aaron murmured. “If not helpful.”

“Tisten, Aaron, 1 bad a talk kind of like this with
fric dfter dll that Atlantis mess. e'd been talking
to Odin, and the old man bhad filled his bead with all
that stuff and nonsense about how they're all going
to die and there’s nothing anybody can do about it.
It nearly broke Fric’s spirit hearing that, and bis dad
had just come to accept it so long ago that he was
no help.”

1s [ying to make you
question your value
m your father's eyes. |
De’s trying to tear

down the loyalty
you have for your
father and make
vou look on bim with
suspicion from now
on. De might even be
angling to bave you
replace Cezcatlipoca
among the Atzlant
once this war's
over—if it ever 1s.”

“You think that's
possible?” QAaron
asked with a carefully
neutral expression

‘1 dont know
Quetzalcoatl or Tezcatlipoca persondlly,” Horace
admitted. “But both possibilities fit what 1 do know
about both of them. So which do you believe? Did
Quetzalcoatl offer you any proof?” QAaron shook
bis bead. “What about Tezcatlipoca? What does he
~ bave to say about all this?”

“Nothing,” QAaron said. “When 1 brought
this up with bim, he refused to confirm or deny
anything. 1 fear 1 offended him by even giving
the appearance of taking Quetzalcoatl's word at
face value.”

“Probably,” Dorace said.

“So what do 1 do?” \aron asked. De took a deep
breath and looked at Dorace almost desperately. “Is
there a clear-cut right and wrong I'm not seemng
here? You were always better at spotting them than
1 was.”

“So what did you
say to him?”

“1 told bim it didn't
matter how be died
or when or even If.
Al that mattered was
how be lived. A\s long
as be could go on
{ day to day with his
conscience clear and
never Compromising
with the Citans, Yate
9 would take care of
| the rest.”

QAaron cocked an
eyebrow, and a small
| smuile lifted the corner
of bis mouth. “And
] be swadllowed that,

did be?”

“Ob yeah,” Dorace said, tapping the side of his
nose with one finger. “fric’s easy.”

The two of them shared a laugh at their young
friend’s expense.

“It's not the same situation,” Dorace said a
moment later, “but the same sort of thing applies
to you. You're not just your father's son anymore.
You're Doctor Aaron Tigrillo. You're the Obsidian
Jaguar; the Crescent Moon Surgeon. You're a God
n a world that needs its Gods more than ever. That's
what's important—rnot the petty bickering of two
old men who can't get over themselves. It doesn't
matter where you came from, it only matters what
vou do and how you treat the people who look up
to you.”

Qaron sat silently for a long time, absorbing the
words of his old friend. By degrees, the frown on



bis face eased away and varushed. He drummed
his fingers on his knees once and looked up at
Dorace, who sat half in shadow with the rising sun
bebind bim.

“Dnd which very special episode of Blossom did
that particular platitude come from?”

Dorace smirked. “Not sure. Probably the one
where Blossom says something sassy, Joey says
‘Whoa, Six talks very fast, and Nick sighs weanly.”

“I nussed that one. Any other advice?”

Porace shook bis head. “Not right now. Yeeling
any better?”

QAaron shook his bead as well, but he did it with
a smile and far less evident tension m bis back and
shoulders. De'd stopped fidgeting too. “Not really.”

“Then it sounds like my work here's done.”

“Say, Dorace,” Aaron said, standing up off
the dltar stone. “Orlanda’s got things covered
at the bospital for the time being. You have
anywhere to be?”

“Not just now.”

“Your mentioning fric reminded me... Yast
Christmas be sent me a copy of Che Great
Fscape on DVD.”

“Yeah? e sent me Days of Chunder. 1
haven't even taken the plastic off it yet.”

“Nor 1 Care to take it n? We can see what
fric’s always going on about.”

“Sure,” Dorace said. “What the beck?” De
gestured with his hat toward the elevator door
across the roof from them. “Shall we?”

“Yet's.”



MONKEY BUSINESYSYS

Black Water emerged from ber father's coral palace and shot mto the currents that scoured the ocean
depths. She headed south and west, allowing the Husanagi to lead her. Along the way, the spirit withm the
blade explained to her where she was going and what venerable old rascal she'd be dealing with. The spirit
didn't go nto the specifics of what Susano-o mught have done to put bimself in debt, but whether the spmt

didn't know or was simply too polite to say, Black Water didn’t know.

Che journey took very little time in the water,
which was as much Black Water's element as the
open air. She pulled against the waters surrounding
the invisible currents as the invisible currents pushed
her, moving like thougbt through the lightless deep.
Der path led toward mamland China but
sheered away through a
gate m the currents that
opened out of the World
mto a realm parallel to if.
Within this realm was
the Great Sea, on which
sat the continent of
Do-la. Black Water
rose from the water
m a great spray of
shimmering drops
that threw shattered
rambows all around
her. She reversed the
Husanagi m  bher grp
and beld it under one
arm with the tip pointing
backward. Clinging to it
thus, she flew above the surface of
the Great Sea to the tall mountam range
that surveyed the breadth of Do-la. A bigh
spray rose bebind her off the water as she sped
toward bher destination.

Q\fter surveying the shoreline, Black Water
_found the delfa of a pure niver and followed the
silvery strand back toward its source. The niver
wound backward through a jungle and came to a
high, thundering waterfall that washed the feef of
the largest mountam on No-lai This mountam was
cdlled the Mountam of Flowers and Sruit, though
Black Water could see no evidence of either on the
mountain itself. She checked with the Husanagi to
make sure shed come to the nght place. The spint
assured ber that she bad. She used the blade to pull
back a section of the waterfall like a thick drapery,
which revedled a cave entrance. Black Water opened
her waterfall aperture wider and walked through.

Inside the cave lay an enormous lake that
seemed bigger than the circumference of the
mountam 1 which 1t lay. No fish or other arumals
swam in the lake, and there was no bottom to its

crystal-clear depths. Srom the cave entrance, a
long, thin bridge of shirung iron stretched
across the vastness to an island
in the center of the

mountain. Black Water
strolled across this
bridge, looking around
at this magical place
bidden bere so close
to the World. It was
completely enclosed
on dll sides except for
the one opernung at the
bridge’s end. No source
of ight was wisible, but
hght filled the space
nonetheless, casting
shadows downward just as
the sun would do. Qlso,
a teemuing forest of lush
trees and flowers covered
the island in the mountain’s beart, thriving
despite being cut off from the sun. Chat was
just the way things worked somefimes. Black
Water decided not to trouble herself by thinking
about it too hard.

When Black Water reached the end of the long
bridge, she heard much chattering from the forest
and found a welcoming party waiting for ber. Yive
members n the front were tough Baboon Soldiers
holding thin halberds twice their height. Che Baboon
Soldiers wore leather armor and sturdy iron caps.
Bebind them stood a gray Macaque Minster
wearing long, fine robes that looked perfectly
ridiculous on bis hairy body. CTrailing bebind him
was a party of Gibbon Officers who chittered and
chattered quietly to themselves.

“State your name and business, intruder,” one

of the Baboon Soldiers saild. e pomted bhis long



halberd at Black Water, and its ax head bobbed on
the end of its long pole.

“I beg your pardon,” Black Water said, frowning.
“1 thougbt 1 was expected.”

“Of course you were,” the Baboon Soldier said.
“Why else would we be standing here when you
got bere?” This wit greatly impressed the Gibbon
Officers, who clapped ther bhands and bounced
on their toes. The Baboon Soldier and his coborts
banged the butts of their halberds on the ground
and showed Black Water their teeth.

“1 mean 1 have an appomntment,” Black Water
said. The Musanagi hadn't warned bher about
annoyances like this.

“This one 1s exceedingly sorry for
any perceived nconvernence,”
the Macaque Minster said
n Japanese with a long,
slow voice. “Qre you the
one cdlled the Dutiful
Princess of Black
Water, baling from
the ~ Takamagabara
region of the endless
Overworld?”

“Tam”

“Very good,” the
muruster said. e bowed,
splaying bis long hands
on the ground before bher.
“Chis one 1s employed by
the Mirustry of Yoreign A\ffairs
and has been mstructed to show
the honored guest to the table of Sun
Wukong, the Great Sage £qual to Deaven” The
muruster stood and gestured toward a path bebind
bim that led mto the forest. “It 1sn't far if the honored
guest would but follow.”

“Of course,” Black Water said with a short bow
of ber own. “Yead the way.”

The Macague Miruster turned around, and the
Gibbon Officers scurried to rearrange his robes
to trail properly bebind bim. e held his arms up
and waddled abead on his short legs. The Gibbon
Officers followed, two of them carrying the ends of
his long, loose sleeves. The Baboon Soldiers formed
up around Black Water in a protective cordon. The
one who had spoken to her planted the end of his
halberd in the ground and climbed up its length to
stare at Black Water face to face. De ponted to
bis eyes with two fingers then pointed at Black
Water with those same two fingers. Then he shid

back down bhis halberd and marched off after the
Macaque Minuster. Black Water and the rest of the
Baboon Soldiers followed bim.

The path to Sun Wukong's table led back and
forth through the forest seemingly at random. ff
fitted from mnteresting bush to peculiar stone to
weird tree. It involved swinging on vines, scurrying
across wobbling branches and crawling through
hollow logs. Black Water wondered if the circuitous
route was designed with secunity n mind or bhad
simply been laid with a monkey's forethought and
attention span. In time, the path came mto a large
clearing where a castle-sized stone house stood. The

clearing lay atop a rise m the island’s center,
and Black Water suspected that one
could see the entirety of the cave
from the roof. The Gibbon
Officers and Baboon
Soldiers  forgot  what
they were doing and
either went back mto
the forest or chmbed
up the stone house’s
walls as if to test that
very supposition for
themselves.
&. “If the honored
? guest would not be
, too mconveruenced to
come mside, the Great
Sage waits withm,” the
Macaque Minister said. He
cast a wistful glance at those
who had dalready left off ther duty,
though be didn't redlize that Black Water
noticed it. “Or, if the honored guest would prefer,
this one could lead ber to the Great Sage's exalted
presence personally.”

“l don't need to be led” Black Water said,
balancing ber tone carefully between mdignation
at the suggestion and well-mannered respect. With
too much of the former, the nuruster mught assume
he'd offended her. With too little of the latter, the
muruster mught not think it was safe to let ber go
about unattended. Without just enough of both, the
muruster would recognize Black Water's true mtent
and be shamed by her mdulgence.

“Very well,” the miruster said. “This one will stay
out of the honored guest's way.” e backed away
with one last bow and waited until Black Water
was headed for the door. When Black Water
turned around, she beard the Macaque Mhiruster




scamper up the side of the stone house after his
monkey friends.

“Fnter, enter, Black Water Princess,” a voice
called from within the house. “I've been waiting for
you.”

Black Water did as she was bid, stepping
out of ber boots at the threshold. Yike her pants
and jacket, ber boots were made from the cured
skin of a kongamato. Black Water spoke a quick
command to the boots sleepy kami, and ber
footwear changed color to blend m with the wall
and floor. That done, she entered the stone house
of Sun Wukong, the Great Sage Fqual to Deaven.
She found berself at the far end of a long stone
table set with stone cups and flatware. It was piled
bigh with fruits, vegetables and nuts of all varieties,
and ber host sat at the far end. Black Water
bowed deeply from the wauist.

“Great Sage Tqual to Deaven,” she said. “Tm
honored.”

“Ob enough of that,” Sun Wukong said. “If 1
cared about dll that formality, 1 wouldn't be half so
great as I am. Don't worry about that Great Sage
business. Dandsome Monkey Hing will do rucely.”

Black Water looked up from ber bow. A\t the
table’s far end Sun Wukong stood with bis hands on
his bips, his bead held high. To the eye, he was just a
monkey, though likely the most outrageous one any
eyve was ever likely to see. Over his monkey body
he wore red robes. Black shoes covered his monkey
feet, each with a hole cut in the side for bis opposable
toe. On his monkey head was a cap of reddish gold
with a phoerux plume on top. Over bis robes hung a
shgbtly too-large jerkun of gleaming gold chain mail.
In one monkey hand, he held a staff of black won
with a filigreed gold cap on one end. e mght have
been handsome as monkeys go. Black Water didn't
feel qualified to judge.

“Sit down,” Sun Wukong said. “Make yourself
comfortable. 1 was just having a bite to eat.”

Black Water seated berself, and foreign
tamarins appeared as if from nowhere to serve her.
Chey piled fruits on a stone plate before her and
poured ruby extract in a stone cup next to that. Che
cup and plate were both monkey-sized, but Black
Water didn't plan to eat or drink much. She took a
few bites and a few sips for the sake of propriety
then sat back to regard ber host.

“1 understand you're looking for something,
Monkey Hing,” she said.

“PDandsome Monkey

corrected.

Hing” Sun Wukong

“Of course. My apologies.”

“0nd yes, that's what 1 told your father. It doesn't
best please me that he foisted his responsibilities off
on you.”

“It's nothing of the kind,” Black Water said. “My
father 1s at war in the Overworld. That he sent me
to uphold his debt sooner rather than later 1s a sign
of the esteem i which he holds you, Handsome
Monkey Hing.”

“Well, you're a better liar than bim, anyway,”
Sun Wukong said, crossing his arms. “Qre you
married?”

“1..." Black Water blinked. “Pardon?”

“I bave a son. QA strong boy. Dandsome like his
father. De’s probably about your age.”

“Do you mean Tommy?” Black Water asked.
Sun Wukong nodded, beaming proudly. “Tve met
bim.”

“Want to marry him?”

Black Water forced herself not to stammer or to
blusbh like she would bave just a few short years ago.
“Is that why I'm here?”

“No.”

Sun Wukong scratched under one armpit with
bis staff and stared at Black Water with all the
patience of stone. Black Water took another sip
of ruby extract and gathered her thoughts. The
Husanagi had warned bher not to let the Monkey
Hing throw ber off balance. Such antics usually
came as a prelude to his closing the jaws of some
cunmung trap the prey never saw being laid out.

“So what would you have me do on my father’s
behdlf, Dandsome Monkey Hing?” Black Water
said carefully.

“Sirst things first. You want to marry my son or
not?”

“Welll see.”

Sun Wukong smiled and bounced the end of bis
won staff on the stone table. The stone cups and
plates and utensils jumped and danced. “\ kinder
no was never spoken. So on fto business mstead.”

Black Water relaxed mside. Tommy, the
Monkey Hing's son, was handsome enough and
nice—nucer than Donme, for mstance—but bhe'd
mussed his chances.

“If 1 know your father,” Sun Wukong began, “he
told you 1 lost something and got tired of looking for
it.” Black Water nodded. “Well, that's a cart full of
horse offerings. The truth 1s, something was stolen
from me, and 1 want it back”

“Stolen?” Black Water asked. “What was it?”



“Che cap that goes on the other end of my
Golden Clasped Wishing Staff,” Sun Wukong
explained, befting bis ron staff and turning it over.
“1 took it off when my son was born and snapped
bim off a section of this staff of mune. 1 forgot to put
the cap back on after that. Recently, when 1 went
looking for it, it wasn't where 1d left it.”

“1 see,” Black Water said. “Do you know who
took it? Surely not one of your people.”

“Of course not!” Sun Wukong said. “It was
that thieving hooligan Coyote. e could never keep
bis paws to bimself, that one. 1 mvited him bhere to
dinner after be helped some of my nephews back n
the railroad days m his country. That skunk! When
1 wasn't looking, he bamboozled two of my monkey
subjects and made off with my property.”

“1 see” Black Water said agam. “But my father
said—"

“De said 1 lost it, no doubt,” Sun Wukong huffed.
“Your father always liked that old trouble-maker
more than be should. He ntroduced the two of us
back when the World was young and the Titans
were just going mto their prison. He always swore
Coyote was trustworthy and said if Coyote ever did
anything agamst me, he'd straighten the old thief
out personally.”

“Db,” Black Water said. “So bere 1 am.”

“Ixactly right,” Sun Wukong buffed. “Though it
should be your father.”

“I cando his work as well as be can,” Black Water
said. Better, a deeper, more dangerous part of her
mind added. Such thoughts bubbled to the surface
more often lately, with frequency n proportion to
the number of menal tasks Susano-o ordered ber
to perform. She never spoke these thoughts aloud.
Who could safely hear them?

“Chat’s what your father says,” Sun Wukong
granted. “But trusting who he vouched for got me
mto this.”

“So why not ask your own son to take care
of this matter for you?” Black Water asked. The
question surprised bher. Not long ago, she wouldn't
have dared speak this way to ber peers, much less a
God who was so much older than her.

“My son 1s down i the depths of the 72 caves
having a friendly chat with a certain One-Dorned
Ogre who used to work for me,” Sun Wukong told

ber. “De won't be available until he’s taught that old
traitor some manners.”

“1 see,” Black Water said. “A\nd you can't just
take the golden cap back yourself? One little coyote
spirit shouldn't be any match for someone who
carries the ron that pounded flat the Milky Way.”

“Ob be's no match for me, that's for certamn,” Sun
Wukong said, puffing out his chest. “I've knocked
bim dll the way out of his skin plenty of times. The
trouble 1s, be never had my property on him when
I did. And now whenever he sees me coming, he
runs like crazy before 1 can catch bim. It was hard
enough fo figure out where he’'s hidden himself this
time. 1 don't want to flush bim out only to have to
track bim down dll over agamn.”

“But you think my father could get your property
back for you?”

“De’s known Coyote longer. Coyote mught listen
to bim. But if youre going in his place...” Sun
Whkong heaved a mournful sigh.

“if 1 may ask Great Sage..” Black Water
said. “If 1 could get your golden cap back to you,
would that help clear the air between you and my
father?”

“1 would be willing to consider certain obligations
fulfilled,” Sun Wukong said carefully. “Your father
knows which ones.”

“Chen what's the harm n letting me try?”

“Dm,” Sun Wukong said, scratching bis chin
“None, 1 suppose. At best, 1 get my property back.
At worst, 1 get one more thing to hold over your
father's bead. A\nd leaving aside whether 1 should
believe bim or not, he does speak bigbly of you.”

“So it's seftled, then” Black Water said. She
stood, pushing ber stone chair back with one foot.
“Tll do this for you. Now, you said you've tracked
bhim down already?”

“Coyote hasn't been seen in the Overworld since
the Titans broke out of their prison, but 1 know
where be 1s,” Sun Wukong said. “De’s hiding m a
little town that thinks it 1sn't part of America. But
exactly where in that town he 1s, I can't say for sure.
e can change bhis shape and blend . He’s tricky,
that one.”

“Don't worry about that,” Black Water said.
“Just pont me m the nght divection. Tl do the rest.”



TWO FATHERS' SONS

All around Mount Olympus, the sounds of war rumbled ever present in the background. Single-minded
Gigantes lumbered up from beyond the horizon, carrying armloads of broken-off mountamtops and
throwing them on a pile. A\s the pile grew, the Gigantes climbed it one-handed to deposit their burdens at
the top. The first time they tried this, Poseidon rose from his still waters and became The Ylood, washing
their broken mountaintops away and drowning as many of them as he could carry in both arms. The next
time, Gaila—the Gigantes’ primordial mother—turned aside The ¥lood and nearly soaked Poseidon up into
the parched and and vastness with which she shielded ber children. Both Gaia and Poseidon were forced

to withdraw from the conflict, but in the meantime, another pile of broken mountaintops rose.

The Gods of the YYountamtook theirplaces mteams
or dlone, defending their Overworld home. Dades
traveled through the shadow of the growing pile
to its heart and turned the entire mass
to glass. Dpollo became The Clory,
and bis light reflected from
the jagged glass sculpture to
blind the Gigantes. Clockwork
siege weaponry designed by
Dephaestus and  deployed
at Qvres direction hurled
captured  fifanspawn
down from the top of
the Mountain, and the
awful visage adorming
QDthend's D\egis shield turned
the captives to stone m flight.
Chese projectiles ramned down
on the mountam of glass
and shattered it, slashing the
blinded workers into thousands
of pieces. Zeus, the king of the Mountam,
descended on the remnants as Che Storm He
crushed the survivors beneath legs of crooked
highting. Glass shards and broken stones lifted i his
winds scoured their flesh from their bones.

But as The Storm raged, Gaia burrowed deep
beneath bim, out of sight of his single eye of perfect
clarity. She gnawed nto the heart of the Mountam
unnoticed at first until Arternis saw from the moon's
vantage the tip of the Titan's tail sticking out of the
ground many miles away. She hit that exposed bit
with an arrow to which she'd attached a spool of
Driadne’s thread. The spool she gave to Deracles, the
God of Strength, then descended nto the Mountam.
She sniffed Gaia out in the Mountain's heart of
darkness and became The Mirror, confronting the
Citan with its own visage. Anything the Titan could
do to The Mirror, The Mirror would reflect back m
eqgual measure—which both opponents knew well.
Chis tactic gave Gaia pause.

Meanwbhile, Deracles followed Ariadne’s thread
to the arrow Artemus bad fired from the top of the
Mountam. The shaft stuck up out of the tip of
Gaid’s tall, which Deracles grabbed
both hands. De dug his heels mto the
dirt and pulled backward as
bard as be could. These arms
that bad strangled the Nemean
fion to death and wrestled
the Cretan Bull to docility
trembled at the weight.
\ sl Chese shoulders that
' hbad once taken the
pillars of earth and sky
n place of Atlas bunched
and knotted with the effort.
Chis beart that bad weathered
the extremes of desparr and
madness nearly burst from the
strain. Gitanspawn cheered and
Olympians caugbt their breath
when nothing happened at first. But
then a badine crack appeared n the earth and
Deracles moved backward a step, still clutching bis
prize. De moved back another and another, each
step faster than the one before it until he was actually
jogging backward, pulling Gaia from beneath the
Mountam The God of Strength gave one last heave
and twist, and the Titan popped loose, bellowing in
a rage older than the World. In defiance, the beast
coiled itself up m the air and tried to land her entire
mass on the God who had dared lay hand on ber.
Deracles bad only an nstant fo look up and give a
chagrinned, self-deprecating laugh as the Titan fell
with an earth-shattering crash.

When the dust settled, a confused and much
amazed Deracles found bimself sitting halfway up
the Mountain protected by the shields and spears
of a 5000-man-strong phalanx of deatbless
spartor and myrmidons. Beside him on the slope
was Dermes, breathing beavily and lying m a




boneless sprawl. Smoke rose from the soles of the
Messenger God's sandals.

“What kept you, Atalanta?” the God of Strength
teased the one who'd saved his life.

“Next time...” Dermes wheezed, levering himself
upright and straightenuing his helmet, “...let go!’

QAll around the Mountain, the battle never ceased
for long. The Gigantes piled their mountantops, the
Olympians castthose piles down, and Gaia dlternately
defended her spawn and threatened the Mountam
itself. The combined mught of the Dodekatheon held
back the siege at every turn, but what would have
been an easy victory in the dawn of time or even
a stalemate during

the World's stability bad been thwarted at every
major turn. Now, many of those Scions had grown
mto their divine parents’ peers and begun to come
to the Overworld seeling the Gods counsel and
company. Where once they were Scions and had
protected the World, now they were the youngest
Gods and were needed to reimforce their parents’
armies n the heavens. Unfortunately, only a few
had made it thus far, and many of them were still
buman m therr bearts and minds. They understood
that they were Gods, but learring what that really
meant came easier fo some than to others.

One of those new Gods was Donald Rbodes
Junior. is  mother

the Renaissance was
now a war of attrition
that Gaia had dll the
time m the Overworld
to wim. CThe Gods of
Olympus were too
long removed from
the World and the true
faith of bhumankind
to wield the power
theyd once known
While - they fought
to bold ther ground,
Gaia and ber spawn
fook more of that
ground for themselves
mch by pamful inch.
Che enduring faith
bumankind put n

was D\pbrodite;
bis father was an
American  shipping
magnate. Donrue
still considered
bimself very much bis
father's son, though
he'd never been close
to the man Yarther
still had be been from
bis divine mother,
whom he hadn't met
until he was 20 and
with whom he'd spent
very little time since

that momentous
nught.  Yet despite
his estrangement
from bher, Donmne

the gross . concepts
of firute science—a lack of understanding imposed
on buman brams by the constramts of the physical
World—had empowered the newly freed Titans m
ways the Gods had not anticipated. In therr way,
the Citans were as simple and limited as were the
minds of bumankind. Qs long as the demzens of the
World continued to believe they had no need for the
Gods, or that the Gods had no means or intention to
belp them, the Titans mched ever closer to victory.
But the Gods did care about the World, and
they did bave the means to keep bumanty safe
even from those dangers that a modern mund could
hardly comprehend. Chief among those means was
the Gods” own half-mortal children, their holy Scions.
Chese heroes and demigods bad saved the World
more times than bumanty at large knew. Therr
legends had spread as their powers had grown—and
vice versa—and the Titans efforts to undermine

now glided up the
side of Mount Olympus on golden wings, mtent
on delivering his mother a message that was more
mmportant than anything he'd ever told ber or even
wanted to tell her. Che war i dll its horror, beroism
and glory raged above and bebind him, but he shut
it out from his muind. De ignored it, thinking only of
bis message.

Donnie dove up through the mmbus layer that
encircled Mount Olympus at the three-quarter mark,
waving off the squadron of flying myrnudons who
tried to form up around him. The Amazon archers
on watch past the umbus layer saluted as Donrue
emerged, trailing white wisps in bis wake. Ye tossed
a casual salute back at them and rocketed up the
final miles to the home of the Dodekatheon. The
archers with whom he'd come closest to making
actual eye contact blushed and endured the playful,
envious ribbing of their coborts. This Donme



ignored, just as he ignored the war sounds receding
n the distance.

In fime, the peak of the Mountain appeared
before bim, glowing aganst the stillness of a clear
nught sky. Constellations blazed m the mudrght-
black firmament, a beavenly tribute to the Gods'
glory and that of their favored heroes. (A similar
morument bung above the flysian ¥ields, Donme
knew, lionizing the beroic dead) If this were any
other day, Donme would have flown above Olympus
entirely and soared among the bnlliant globes dall
alone. If no one was looking, he mught even have
signed his own name across the sky—a name all
too buman and mundane for bis divine forebears’
taste. Perbaps after he delivered his message he
would do just that. Better here where dall the Gods
could see it than m that bleak realm where only
Dades and his charges cared to look.

Donnie touched down at the gates of Olympus,
foldng bis golden wings down onto his back e
shrugged the jacket of what would have been a
$10,000 designer suit on over them, weaving
it from the ichor that suffused the air here. Yike
bim, the younger generation of Gods all wore
clothing suitable to the World n this holy place.
Those who chose to dress like their parents were
tolerated openly but mocked as van, msecure kiss-
ups privately. Donme had started this trend on a
whim the first time he'd visited Olympus, but now its
nuances and subtle rules bhad taken on lives of their
own and evolved beyond him. De ignored them now
as be strolled through the gate past the colossus
guardians to either side.

fpbemeral servants shaped likke mortals thronged
n the streets, running to and fro on the Gods’
business. Chey stepped lively to get out of the way
of the grand processions of patrolling myrmidons
and gingerly avoided the spartoi sentries who stood
like statues around every pomt of mterest. Many
of these lackeys congregated around the many-
tiered nectar fountams and ever-full ambrosia
banks, jostling for position on their way forward,
then retreating with bowls stacked high and cups
overflowing. Those who weren't on business for
any specific God—easily identified because their
cups and bowls were plam alabaster—hastily filled
thewr dishes and swarmed around Donrie as be
approached. Donre only walked forward, paying
them no muind, daring one of them to spill something
on bim. Their efforts nauseated bim. Therr polite
offers of sustenance grated on bim like the mewling
of offended paparazzi Their smiles and beaming

eves were the epitome of desperation Donnie
wanted nothing to do with them. e emerged from
the sea of them and cast one contemptuous glance
backward. So doing, he briefly caught sight of long-
suffermg Ganymede, whose duties brought him bere
amonyg these others every hour of the day and ngbht.
The immortal youth winked at bim, spit into a golden
cup embossed with a thunderbolt and disappeared
through an archway across the marble plaza.

Donue took a colonnaded walkway deeper mto
the beart of the Gods stronghold. e paused to
glance nto the Ampbhitheater of Apollo, where fully
arficulated marble statues played out the triumphs
and fragedies that bad best pleased the Gods
throughout the centuries. The marquee announced
that Che Birds bad just begun, but it wasn't the
Ditchcock one. It was never the Ditchcock one.
Donnie walked on Dalfway to his destination, he
beard the thundering of metal-banded wheels and
horses hooves coming from above him. De looked
up fo see black horses with manes and tails of white
moonlight pulling a chariot of gleaming silver across
the sky. In that chariot rode beautiful, unattainable,
savage Qrtemus. Of their own self-destructive
volition, the fingers of bis night hand touched the
edge of his golden pistol, fros. With one shot, he
could make the Moon Goddess love him. He could
fly up and jon ber on her chariot for the wildest
ride of his life. Jortunately, the heavenly conveyance
descended toward the stables on the far side of the
Mountain’s peak and out of Donrue’s line of sight
before be could mdulge the impulse. He walked on
alone nstead, carrying his message.

In turn, be passed the Gods council chamber,
the Library, the A\cademy and finally the Workshop
of Dephaestus. The din coming from nside was
musical by the Yorge God's mmgerious design, but
even the best music can be monstrous when it’s too
loud. Donrue hurried past and finally found bimself
n the vicimity of bis destmation, coming af last to the
palatial residence of his mother, A\pbrodite. It had
been rebuilt since bis last visit, which didn't surprise
bim. On one wisit it bad been an £dwardian manor
house, with bis mother playing the corseted beroine
within. Another time it had been an Arabian Sheik's
palace, with ber the coy, velled princess sequestered
m a lavish secret chamber. The most bizarre
arrangement had been a tremendous geodesic igloo,
with the Goddess sprawling mside on luxurious
polar bear skins. Her home was like the Goddess
berself—ever changing but always remarkable
its mfirute variety.



Coday his mother's home was a farrytale castle
of blue and white marble. A mahogany drawbridge
unfolded over a moat of crystal-clear spring
water, with a big swan gliding smootbly across
it. A\ silver portcullis rose as Donrue approached.
Sparti sentries in lavishly overdone livery waited
just mside the gate and a vigil brand glowed on
the capstone of the mner doorway arch. Waiting
just within was a ndiculous ponce of a seneschal
m baggy Renaissance Yestival clothes and a floppy
cap. This glorified doorman was named Anchises
after a favorite paramour of A\phrodite’s from long
ago. He put himself m Donrnie’s way and bowed
grandly.

“Good morrow, your bighness,” he said. “Dave
you come fo attend the contest?”

“Ob Yord,” Donmnie said, rolling his eyes. De
didn't stop walking. “What's she on about now?
What contest?”

“A\ blackguard from the savage east has cast
aspersions on the Yady Cytherea’s honor, my prince,”
QAnchises said with no himt of irony whatsoever. De
bustled to keep pace with Donrue’s long strides. “T\
noble krugbt of the eternal Duke Indiges has vowed
fo put the swme i his place. HDave you come to
ride m that krught's place to defend your mother's
honor?”

“Doubtful,” Donnie said. “Tm a little too busy
for nonsense right now. What with the war on and
everything.”

Anchises at least had the decency to look
embarrassed as he soldiered on. “I'm sure the Yady
CGvtherea understands perfectly, your highness.”

“Ond just where 1s the ‘lady’ at the moment?”
Donmue asked. “Off somewhere having the roses
pamted red?” He redlized he didn't exactly know
where be should be going. “I've got an important
message for ber.”

“If you'll give it to me, Il be sure milady gets it,”
Anchises said, holding out a hand.

Donnie cut him a sidelong glance. “Right. See,
it's the ‘for ber' part that makes that unlikely. Just
tell me where she 1s.”

“Ab... the Yfady Gytherea 1s in her chambers
atop the tower,” Anchises said, gesturing toward a
red-carpeted staircase. “Dowever, she is not to be
disturbed until the knugbts bave taken the field.”

“She'll see me,” Donme said, changing course to
make for the stairs.

“Milady’s orders were quite frank, your bighness,”
the seneschal said.

“Tm ber son,” Donrue said. “She'll see me.”

“Yady Gvtherea has many sons, sir.”

Donrnue gestured over one shoulder and left the
seneschal bebind. De strolled up the steps and looked
up to an expansive balcony, where nubile hierodules
bearing decanters of Mirto pranced up to hm
They were dressed in nothing but belted tabards
with diaphanous fairy wings affixed to their backs.
Donnie walked right through the nuddle of a pack
of them, heading for the tower stairs. On bis way
up, be met three familiar-looking women coming
down arm m arm. Al three of them wore pastel-
colored princess gowns, compete with tall corucal
hats. They stopped when they saw bim, blocking his
passage upward.

“Why bello there,” the eldest of the three said,
flashing a smile of mfectious good cheer. “Welcome
home.”

“Chalia,” Donrie said, nodding. He glanced at
the other two as well. “Girls.”

fupbrosyne, the one in the middle—both spatially
and in age—giggled bebind her hand. The youngest
and best-looking one, Aglaea, blushed prettily and
nodded a greefing.

“Is Mom around?” Donrue asked them

“Upstairs,” Dglaea said. Yuphrosyne repeated
the word. They exchanged a look and both started
gigglng.

“Settle down,” Thadlia told them both with an
indulgent smile. “She’s upstairs, yeah. Maybe you
ougbht to give ber a little while.”

“Why?”

“She’s busy,” A\glaea said.

“What, with the war effort?” Donrue sneered.

fupbrosyne was so tickled by the suggestion she
actudlly snorted. Thalia chuclled, though more at
fupbrosyne than at Donrue’s words.

“Just give her a while,” Thalia said. “No harm in
that.”

“She asked not to be disturbed,” Aglaea said.

“Yeah, well...” Donnie said. Instead of saying
more, he made curt shoomng motions with his hands,
gesturing for the ladies to step aside.

“Suit yourself, kiddo,” Thaha said. She stepped
back from fuphrosyne and gave Donrue room to
squeeze past. She winked at him as be edged by
her face to face, but be refurned none of her good
cheer. D\s bhe ascended away from them, he heard
gigghng Tupbrosyne ask if they could go back
upstairs. Yuckily, Thalia bad the good sense ot to let
ber. Donrue chimbed the steps alone and eventually



found himself at the top of the tower. I\ heavy oak
door stood m his way. The lintel was carved n the
shape of flowering myrtle, and a blooming rose was
carved on the door itself. Donrue pushed it open
Qs soon as Donme crossed the threshold, be
found bimself surrounded by a wall of iron shields
and a forest of gleaming spearbeads. Peering over
this wall were the feather-crested heads of enormous
msects. Donmnie’s golden wings immediately coiled
around bim m protective arcs as his hands went
for the divinely crafted pistols under his jacket. A\s
one, the msects fightened their ranks and closed n,
forcmg Donrue back agamnst the door as it closed

bebind bim.

them away. “Victor,” he said, standing up straigbter.
“What are you doing here?”

Pere, asit turned out, was a spacious antechamber
to what Donrue assumed was bis mother’s bedroom.
Capestries of fanciful scenes decorated the white
stone walls, and couches were arrayed around
the room near tables of decorated-ambrosia
refresbments. A\ large set of wooden double-doors
stood closed at the opposite end of the room.

“Guarding the door, obviously,” Victor said. “You
ever think of knocking?”

“What's Qres' favorite baby War God doing
watching my mother's bedroom door?” Donre

“Ddlt” a voice
barked from the other
side of the shield wall.
“Stand down, men.”

Che msects froze
m place then backed
off, raising therr
spears and lowering
therr shields. A\s they
did so, Donme saw
they weren't actually

man-sized  nsects,
just fully armored
myrmidons.  They

weren't decked out n
farytale frippery, and
they didn't have any
symbols of Aphrodite
on ther shields or

asked, trying not to let
his imagination supply
ananswer. “After that
business m Atlantis,
1 figured youd be
lymg low with your
head up your bunker

somewhere.”

Victor stiffened,
and his eyes
narrowed.  “Things
change.”

“Some  things,”
Donrue allowed.

“Now, you want fto
tell your bugs to back

armor. They didn't
belong to Mommy Dearest, it seemed. The person
they did belong to spoke agam

“All nght, make a hole, people,” the sharp,
commanding voice snapped. The myrmidons stepped
back nto two tight ranks, leaving a man-sized gap
between them n the center. In that gap stood a tall,
powerfully built figure wearing the cuirass, greaves
and belmet of the legendary warrior QAchilles over
desert-camouflage combat fatigues and mirror-shiny
combat boots. The handle of a sturdy axe poked
up over bis right shoulder. The figure removed bis
helmet to reveal a ruggedly handsome young man
with a clean-shaven square jaw and a tight crew cut
riding bigh up on his head. The man didn’t so much
as bat an eyelash when he saw Donmnie.

“Rbodos,” the man said. “C\t ease, man.”

Donnie relaxed and took his bands off his
pistols. De relaxed bis golden wings but didn't fold

off?”
“Chat  depends,”
'l Victor said. “What do
you want?”

“None of your business,” Donrue said, marveling
at Victor's gall This jarbead son of Dres hadn't
even been a God as long as Donme had. Who the
hell did be think he was? “Pack your friends back in
their ant farm and get lost before you piss me off.”

Victor smurked and shook his head, looking
every bit bis father's son. “Sorry, chief. Not gonna
happen”

“Maybe you thought 1 was asking...”

With that, Donrue brought bhis golden wings
forward in one powerful sweep, throwing a huge gust
of wind. Victor beld bis ground, barely, agamst the
unexpected blast, but all of bis myrnudons lost their
footing and were burled backward across the room.
Before they could even crash mto the furniture and
far walls, Donre’s right hand came out of his coat.
Qs fast as Donrue was, though, Victor still managed
to get the drop on bim. De dug the iwron-hard fingers



of bis left band into Donme’s clothes and slammed
Donre backward aganst the door, holding him
a foot off the ground. Dis divinely forged labrys
sprang into his right hand, and he held the edge
against the side of Donrue’s neck, pushing Donrue’s
chin up. Donnie, for his part, clasped Victor's right
wrist with bis left band and beld the muzzle of his
golden pistol to Victor's left wrist.

“Bad move, ace,” Victor said, bolding Donme
n place with no visible exertion. De nodded down
to the pistol In Donnie’s band. “If you think that
peashooter's gonna burt me, go abead and pull
the trigger.”

Donre sneered down at Victor, appearing

“De started it,” Donmnie said, nodding Victor's
way.

“Did not!” Victor snapped.

“Quiet!” Ares bellowed. De stood half a head
taller than either one of them and glowered down at
them from his black eyes that saw only targets.

“Yes, sr,” Victor said quietly, looking at the
floor.

“Dre you here looking for me, boy?” Qres asked,
turmung bis baleful glare on Donme.

Donnie only shook bhis head, unable at first to
speak

“Then what do you want?”

“1 could ask you

unconcerned by bis

tactically nferior
position. “What's
gonna burt, ace” be
hissed, “is bow I'm

going fo shit on your
tender feelings after 1
make you love me.”
Qs the beat of
the moment cleared,
realization  dawned
in Victor's eyes. The
pistol  m  Donme’s
band was no pawn-
shop Beretta, but
the legendary pistol
fros—a relic named
for Donmnie’s half
brother, and berr

the same” PDonre
said, finding a voice
beneath the lump m his
throat. Dis jaw barely
wanted to move at all.
“What do you think
youre doing bere,
QDres?”

Victor paled visibly,
but the elder War God
only smiled and stood
up straight. De leered
with such smug malice
that Donme buefly
considered punching
bim m the jaw. There
were worse last things
to ever do.

“Tm tending to

to that God's most
devastatmg ~ power.
Doubt flashed m Victor's eyes.

“Dey!l” a voice cut in from across the room
before Donmie or Victor could decide what to do
next. “What's dll this racket?”

The wooden double-doors across the room were
open now, and between them stood Victor's father,
QAres. The ancient God of War took one look at
the tumbled furruture and the dazed myrnudons,
who'd only just begun to stand back up. De glared
at Victor and Donnie.

“That’s enough,” be growled. Dis voice was loud
and deep, brooking no argument. e advanced
across. the room as Victor and Donrue disengaged
and put away their weapons in a burry.

“What are you two idiots doing? 1 made it clear
1 didn't want to be disturbed.”

vour mother, of
course,” Ares said. “1 asked Victor to wait and keep
an eye out. 1 thought maybe I'd mtroduce the two
of them later.”

“Dad” Victor gasped. “Jesus...”

“Now answer my question,” Qres said. “What
do you want?”

“1 have a message for my mother,” Donrue said.
Mis face nught as well have been a stone mask for
all the emotion it showed. Dis voice was flat.

“Give it to me,” QAres said. “Tll give it to ber.
Chat's what 1 do.”

“Charming,” Donme said, “but no. I’s none of
your business. Or anybody else’s. This i1s between
me and ber.”

“You stuck-up pretty-boy!” QAAres spat, learung
right down in Donnie’s face. “Don't you condescend
to mel 1 will end you!”



“Dires, calm down,” a scared, musical voice said
from across the room. “Please.”

Qvres snarled and huffed out a long, slow breath
as the fire went out of his eyes. De stepped back
and turned, and both Donrie and Victor looked
up as well. Waiting across the room was Donrue’s
mother, Apbrodite. She was draped mn a red-satin
bed sheet m a way that left less to the imagination
than it should. Der hair fell around ber shoulders
n matted tangles. Seeing her like that, it suddenly
occurred to Donnie that Ares was fully dressed
mn black armor, though be couldn’t quite say how
Dres had been dressed when he'd emerged from the
bedroom. ¥f at all.

“Tm calm” Qres said with smooth msincerity.
“Just baving a little chat with juruor.”

“Ddorus, what are you doing here?” A\pbrodite
asked. Der hair was perfectly arranged m seasbell
combs now, and she wore a red everung gown that
tralled bebind her. To Donmie’s disappontment, it
did not have an “A\” embroidered across the front.

“De came to give you a message,” Ores
sneered.

“Is it about the war?” Dpbrodite asked. She
looked Donrme n the eye when she spoke, but
ber eyes flicked noticeably toward D\res. Was she
seeking his approval? That's how Donre read it.

“No,” Donme told ber.

“Can it wait?”

“No,” be said again.

“What 1s it?”

“Ut's private” Dres said m a nasally, mocking
imitation of Donnie’s accent.

Donnie nodded, fighting down the shame that
threatened fo either close up his throat or make him
go for bis pistols agam. “It’s private,” he managed
tfo say.

“Tll bear it,” Dpbrodite said. “Tell me, please.”

Donnie winced. “Mom, 1 think we should—"

“Now, my son,” Aphrodite said. “No secrets. Not
here.”

Donrue glared at the ground and took a deep
breath to get control of himself. De looked up but
accidentally caugbt Qres’ eyes fivst.

“Go abead,” the War God smirked. “That's a
good boy.”

“Fine” Donnie spat. De tore his eyes away
from Dres and looked at his mother agam “It's
about Dad.”

D\pbrodite’s mouth fightened mto a grim line.
Uncertainty flashed in ber eyes. “What about—"

“De’s dead”

Donuue left.



CcOovyoteE StTtORIES

At the Monkey Hing's direction, Black Water left the stone house, left the Mountam of Ylowers and
Yruit, left the continent of Do-lai. She plunged back mto the Great Sea and reentered the World somewhere
n the Fast Chma Sea. She pomted berself east and traveled for a time beneath the rolling waves, the
Husanagi beld out before her like the won spar of Jules Verne's Nautilus. She burried around the World
through the chill depths of the Pacific, shaking her bead at the silliness of the errand she'd taken on herself.
Was it the nature of all Gods to be so petty as both ber father and Sun Wukong seemed? Would she be

so vain and hardbeaded berself one day?

Black Water didn't like the idea of turming out
like ber father, but she would accept that dubious
honor iIf she could live long enough to achieve it.
Doing Susano-o's memal labor sometimes put it
ouf of her mind, but she knew well that the
next generation of Gods
would soon have to step
up and take its place
on the front lines of the
Overworld War. Black
Water was no coward,
but she understood the
dangers mberent n
facing the free and
furious Titans. Some
of the older Gods had
died m the fighting
already. The entire
Norse pantheon was
fated tfo die yet n the
battle. (Or so their one-eyed
QAll-Yather had convinced
them all) Given the choice
between possibly being
devoured dlive by ancient horrors m
the Overworld and doing bher father's tedious
bidding elsewbere, Black Water was content to let
ber father make the preferable choice for her. It
could be worse for her. She could have been born to
a bride of Hachiman and been drafted into frontline
service already. Or she could have been abandoned
like ber cousin Hane Taoka and seduced by some
clever Citan's wiles. That thought chilled her more

3 _than the depths of the Pacific ever could.

Once across the ocean, Black Water angled
upward and burled berself into the awr over
Califorrua. She soared like a mussile, not flying and
not vet falling. She sheathed the Husanagi beneath
ber kongamato-skin jacket and withdrew from her
" kat a volled-up bundle of what might appear to be

leather—a recent gift from ber father for a job
.well done. A\s she reached the apogee of her flight,
she untied the leather thong that held the bundle

closed. Che leathery bundle unfurled into the shape
of a small black horse. This empty horse opened its
mouth and gulped air like a drowrung man [lifted to
safety. In so doing, it swelled to a horse’s proper
proportions and came to lfe, hanging m
the arr like it was standing on solid
ground. It stamped on
nothmg and lef out
a whinny that was
more like the squeal of
someone letting air out
of a balloon through a
pinched valve. Black
Water grabbed a fistful
of this borse’s mane
and swung berself up
onto its back

“Mhistress,” the
empty bhorse’s kamu
said,  bowmng  once

Black Water was sitting
comfortably. “I take it
you're in a hurry.”

“l1 am,  Bokotenba,”
Black Water said. Then she smiled. “1
have urgent monkey business to attend to.”

“Of course, Mistress,” the spmt replied, as if
nothing could make more sense. “Our destination?”
Black Water told it. “Interesting. Dold tightly to my
mane now. We should arrive by sunrise.”

“Thenlet’s away east,” Black Water commanded.
“Dyadal”

One moment, Black Water sat astride her mount
hovering above the coast of Califorruia. The next,
the pair of them were a streak against the rmgbt sky,
heading due east at 500 miles per hour—faster than
Black Water berself could fly. They cut across the
slouching legs of Califormia and tickled the dangling
toes of Nevada. They skirted the northern border
of Arizona and arrowed straight into the high right
shoulder of New Mexico. They punched through
towering cumulorumbus 1slands, chasing the golden



tail of a falling star that burned to nothingness ahead
of them. Qs the sun rose n the eternally distant east,
Black Water's destination came mto focus at last.

“Chere 1t 15, Bokotenba,” she said, ponting at
a village of square homes stacked together like
building blocks. “See it?”

“1 do now, Mustress,” the horse-kami replied.
“Shall 1 put down n the distance or take you right
to the beart of the village?”

“Cake me to its heart,” Black Water replied,
“but don't descend. Wait m the clouds until 1 call
for you.”

“Qs you wish, Mistress.”

Che bollow flying bhorse did as
mstructed, taking Black Water
mto a cloudbank She remed
m, put both legs over the
same side of the horse and

below lay a large
village of reddish-
brown, adobe-brick
buildings, stacked
together m discrete
piles on opposite
sides of a meager
creek. Chese buildings
were surrounded by
the remams of an old
wall; small neighborhoods
of more modern homes
buddled past that lne of
demarcation. Overlooking many
of them like a weary shepherd was a
proud Catholic church. The creek trickled down
mto the village's beart from the Sangre de Cristo
Range in the distance. Between the village and the
mountains lay a peaceful, beautiful lake. Yess than a
mile south lay the city of Taos, New Mexico.
Black Water buttoned up her kongamato-skin
coat and pulled its bood over her head. The hide
shifted colors to match the clouds and the morrung
sky, such that what little of Black Water remamed
exposed seemed to float alone n the clouds above
the borse's back Black Water patted the beast
fondly, which made a sound like a bouncing
playground badll, and hopped down off its back mto
the empty sky. She dropped without fear, stretching
out the kinks that the long ride had squeezed mto
ber hthe, imber body. She patted the pockets of
her clothing to make sure she badn't dropped
anytbing important. When she'd satisfied berself

that she badn't, she finally drew the Husanagi
partway from its sheath and cormjured a wind to
slow ber descent. Che wind carried ber to the top
of one of the old adobe buildings n the center of
the village. She paused there on one foot to look
around. No people were up and walking around
outdoors at this time of morming. Then again, not
too many people lived in this, the oldest part of the
village. Most of the Taos Pueblo people who called
this village bome lived m the modern homes outside
the old wall.

When her quarry refused to make bimself
immediately available, Black Water stepped off the

roof and glided down among the buildings.
Der kongamato leathers and the weak
light of early morming rendered
her discreet enough that ber
presence didn't disturb the
locals. If she were lucky,
those factors would also
- belp ber get up close
-l to Coyote before he
\ realized someone was
looking for him. And
after a few minutes of
searching, luckproved
fathful to ber. She
found Coyote’s house
nestled in the shadows
of two larger dwellings
and managed to time ber
arrival to concide with the
moment he was emerging with
a sloshing chamber pot, bis eyes
shut tight and his mouth wide open in a big
vawn e looked like a skinny, bunched-over old
man with steingy white bair, but Black Water knew
she was n the nght place.

“Dey!” Black Water called out, pulling back her
kongamato hood as she flew toward Coyote’s door.
The old man opened his eyes just in fime fo see
a lady's bead and two white hands—one of them
holding a sword—coming right for him. He dropped
bis chamber pot, startled, and Black Water knocked
it aside with a gust from the Husanagl. An mstant
later, she crashed mto him and knocked bim back
mto his house, landing on his chest as be fell flat on
bis back.

“Not so fast, you,” she said.

Coyote’s eyes danced, taking in bis options. Then
they rolled up in his head and his mouth opened
wide.



“My bip!” be wailled. “My bnttle back!” Never
had an old man made such piteous sounds. “I'm
kalled!”

“You old har,” Black Water snapped. Sun
Whukong had warned her to be wary of such tricks
as these. “You're no more hurt than 1 am.”

“What a burden Tll be on my poor daughter!”
the old man whimpered and warbled, adding
syllables to each word that had no business being
there. “And she’s never been the same since those
amputations!”

“Settle down, old man,” Black Water said. She
stood up and pulled the door closed bebind ber.
Coyote moaned and rolled back and forth on bhis
back m a way no mortally imyured old man could.
“You're not so burt a good thrashing wouldn't make
an impression.”

Black Water waved the Husanagi in the ar
between them with one hand while unbuttorung
ber kongamato-skin coat. Coyote got the pomt and
stopped rolling. De stopped moaning too, but he
didn't gef up yet.

“Well, there's no need to go making threats,
honey,” he said. “1 only wanted to soften that heart
of yours.”

“Get up, Coyote,” Black Water told him, gesturing
with ber blade. “We have to talk”

Che old man rolled up to his feet with all the
arthritic tenderness of a high-school cheerleader. e
shook off the floor dust and ran bis bands through
bis hair. Qs he did, his features flowed and changed
all at once mto a form closer to Coyote's true shape.
De stood up tall, shaped like a rangy, wiry man, but
bis bead was a coyote’s head with clever yellow
eves as big as dollar coms. He grmned at Black
Water, his tongue lolling.

“Chat was pretty brave, tackding an old geezer,”
be said, stuffing bis bands in bis pants pockets.
“Dow'd you know who 1 was anyway?”

Black Water sheathed the Husanagi and
refrieved a small leather bag from an mner jacket
pocket. The whole thing squirmed violently in ber
band like it was trying to hop down onto the floor.

“Bakeneko ears,” she told bim. “Shapesbifters
make them twitch like crazy.”

“You had that m your coat?” Black Water
nodded. Coyote grinned even wider. “You ought to
~ keep it in your pants. Then again, that's advice T've
never faken when 1 could belp it.” The old rascal
laughed and leaned in the direction of the door.

Black Water shifted ber balance to cut him off. “So
what can 1 do for you, pretty lady?”

“1 came looking for something,” Black Water
said. “A certam golden clasp. You know the one 1
mean.”

“Ob, I'm afraid 1 can't give that to you,” Coyote
said. De put one hand to his chest, the picture of
gdllant sincerity. “My old friend Monkey would be
terribly disappointed in me if 1 gave it away. De
asked me to guard it with my [life.”

Black Water put her hand back on the hilt of the
Husanagi. “De did no such thing, you thief. Who do
vou think asked me to come collect it?”

Coyote was crestfallen. “0\b nuts. You're one of
bis kads, then? 1 thought you looked Chinese when 1
saw your head coming at me out of the darkness.”

“Tm Japanese” Black Water corrected icily.
“Ond T'm no Monkey Princess. My father 1s
Susano-o.”

“Oh that old character!” Coyote said with new
enthusiasm. “Dow’s he doing anyway? 1 haven't seen
bim since the camps in the '40s. 1 keep a picture of
bim here on my windowsill, if you want fo see it.”

Coyote casudlly headed for the window, and
Black Water stepped m front of him. Chere were
no pictures on the sill.

“Dm,” Coyote said. “You're a sharp one. Okay,
1 get that. But what's a child of Susano-o doing
runnuing errands for old Monkey, 1 wonder? Some
sort of Nanking-reparations deal? 1 understand
vour daddy has a lof to answer for the day your
ancestors showed up there.”

“You're trying to distract me with boorish talk,”
Black Water said. “Tll take your fear as a sign of
respect for now, but don't test my patience. Give me
the golden cap and Il be on my way. ¥f you keep
it from me, Tll take you back to the Mountain of
Ylowers and Sruit to answer fo the Monkey Hing
n person.”

“Okay, okay,” Coyote said, throwing up his
hands. “Tll hand it over. Trouble 1s, 1 don't exactly
have it.” Black Water narrowed ber eyes and
loosened the HMusanagi m its sheath. “I’s frue, it’'s
true. I gave it to a local spint for safe-keeping.”

“You're a liar, si.”

“Dbsolutely,” Coyote affirmed, “but 1 can tell the
truth when it suits me. I can't just keep something like
Monkey's gold bere in my house. I'm trying to keep
a low profile, after all. If the locals figured out who 1
was, they'd toss me out on my ear. My good one.”



“You expect me to believe that?”

“Well, if word got out that there was a real-life
God living bere,” Coyote tried to explam, “how long
would it be before the titanspawn showed up too?
I couldn’t do that to these nice folks after they've
have showed me such bhospitality—whether they
knew they were showng it or not. 1 do worry about
them so.”

“The cap,” Black Water said, urumpressed.

“Ull nght,” Coyote sighed. “But seriously, it's not
here. 1 gave it to a spiit in Blue Yake to keep it
hidden Td have to go run and get it. You can wait
here if you like. Won't take a minute.”

“Ob no you don't,” Black Water said, shaking
her bead. “You'd have to leave me some collateral
before I'd let you just walk out of here.”

“Yeah?” Coyote asked. Dis eyes danced agan.
“What would it take?”

Black Water told bim. s eyes stopped
dancing.

“Che whole thmg?”

Black Water nodded.

“Damn. Come on with me, then.”

Black Water inclined bher head i a short
bow. She turned m place, giving Coyote a path
to the front door. “You won't get far if you run,”
she warned bim. “And if you try, I'm taking my
collateral anyway.”

“Yikes,” Coyote said, followed by a convincing
gulp. “Nobody wants that now. Dere, if it'll make
you trust me more, take hold of my tail f 1 look
like ’'m about to start runmng, you just give a good
vank on it.”

De half turned and pomnted his tall af Black
Water. Black Water couldn’t help but notice that
it wagged shgbtly, try though Coyote nught not to
show it. She took the hilt of the Husanagi m one
hand and grabbed Coyote’'s taill with the other. Just
to be on the safe side, she gave it one hard, sharp
vank before Coyote had even turned around. It
popped right off m her band and turned mto one
pissed-off-looking water moccasin. She knocked its
bead off with the Husanagu.

“Oops,” Coyote said, cringing and raismg his
hands defensively. “Dow'd that get there? Dere,
sorry, this 1s the one you want.”

“Chat 1s not your tail.”

“Dey-o, night you are. Silly m—"

Black Water grabbed Coyote by the ear and
squeezed it hard, doubling Coyote over almost to his

knees. De mewled and stamped bis feet, but that just
made Black Water squeeze harder.

“Fnough foolishness,” she said quietly. “We're
gomng to Blue Yake, you and L Youll give me
what you stole, and Ill be on my way. Do you
understand?”

“1 thmk 'd bear you better m my good ear,”
Coyote whimpered. Black Water squeezed agam
“All night! All night! 1 understand!”

“Fxcellent,” Black Water said. “Now, unless
you're going fo change your story agam...”

“No, I'm comfortable with this one.”

“Good. Yet's begim.”

Black Water dragged Coyote out the door and
flew up with bim before anyone noticed the pair of
them. Coyote yelped sincerely at the tugging on bis
poor ear. Black Water carried bim high up mto the
sky m an arcing trajectory that would bring them
down in deep shadows aside the lake she'd seen
from the clouds when she'd arrived.

“Now, who did you give Monkey's golden cap
to?” she asked. “Che spmit of this Blue Yake, you
said?”

“Well,” Coyote said, “her little sister, actually.
Blue Yake doesn't talk to me anymore.”

“Why rnot?”

“It’s kand of a long story. If you want to go back
to my place for a minute, 1 could—"

“Out with it,” Black Water nsisted, giving
Coyote’s ear a painful twist. “If this is going to cause
a problem, 1 want to hear about it right now.”

“Careful” Coyote yelped, wriggling in Black
Water's grip. “1)just got that ear straightened out the
way 1 like it after the last fime somebody crushed
it all up. Anyway, Il tell you if you'll just knock off
the twisting.”

Black Water did, and Coyote relaxed as much
as he was able.

“Okay,” Coyote said. “1 guess it's not that long
a story. QA little while back, 1 started bearmg from
some other spmts about the daugbter of Red
Willow Creek—that's the name of the little trickle
that runs through the wvillage there. Id never met
the girl before, but the more 1 heard about ber, the
more | wanted to. She was beautiful, everybody
said. She had fine harr like a curtan of silkk She had
a waist you could fit both hands around, fingertip to
fingertip. She had legs as long as sunflower stalks,
boobs from here to Sunday, and an ass tauter than
a snare drum. You hear what I'm saying? This girl



was pretty. No, that's not right. You're pretty—Red
Willow Creek's daughter was amazing.”

“1 thmk 1 get the pont,” Black Water said
sharply.

“Dnyway, that's what people said about ber, so
I made myself mto a Taos Pueblo and moved n
take a little look But this gil's father hid ber too
well. De was afraid the locals would fall in love with
her and take her away, so be only let ber out of the
bouse at muight when everyone else was asleep. Once
everybody was m bed, be took bher out walking by
the creek, showing her the stars and the plants and
the moon. 1 stayed up a few ngbts trying to catch
sight of her after bours, but Red Willow
Creek checked dll the beds, and if
be found one empty, he didn't
let bis daugbter out. So one
nught 1 took off one of
my skins, stuffed it with
straw, put it in my bed
with the covers over it
and went to hide by
those bushes down
there. You see them?”

‘1 see them”
Black Water said.
She'd had to slow ber
fhight considerably so
as not fo land at Blue
Yake before Coyote’s
story was firushed.

“So 1 was waiting there, and
I saw Red Willow Creek check all
the beds and fall for my dummy. De
went back n his house and brought out bis
daugbter to show her the world at rught. And it was
just like people said. Yine harr like a curtam of silk
Waist you could fit both hands around. Yegs like
sunflower stalks. Boobs from here to Sunday. QAss
like @ snare drum. And ber face wasn't half bad
either. Worth looking at, certanly.

“So she and her father were on the far side of the
creek from me, and neither one saw me watching. 1
was no friend to Red Willow Creek, but 1 wanted to
get fo know bis daugbter better, so 1 strefched my...
my collateral across the creek toward bher. The tip
came up through some bushes near where she was
and got ber attention.

“Well now, she said to her father. Yook at this
strawberry I've found. Dere it 1s the nuddle of winter,
and this isn't even a strawberry vine it's growing on.

This must be one hardy specimen’ She was sure
right about that.”

“Coyote...”

“So she scratched her head, powerfully curious,”
Coyote went on, ignoring the warmung fone n
Black Water's voice. “She leaned down really
close and sniffed a couple of times, driving me
crazy with her warm breath. ‘Dow odd,” she said.
‘This doesn't smell like a normal strawberry.” Then
she squeezed it a little, which was just fine by me.
‘It's warmer than a normal strawberry too.” Then
she squinted af it, so close I could feel ber eyelashes
when she blinked. Oh, how they tickled. ‘It's the

right color, but it doesn't have achenes like
a normal strawberry.” She was so
confused, she asked bher father
what type of strawberry it
could possibly be. ‘1 don't
know, TRed Willow
Creek said. ‘Bring it
over here to the
moonlight so we can
have a look at it.
“So she grabbed
it and tried to take
it off the bush. She
pulled. She squeezed.
She twisted a little. She
used all ber nught. I have
to tell you, it was the best
rugbt of my life. A\t least the
best one mn a long time. Then
ber father got involved. “What's
taking you so long?’ he asked ber.
‘Can't you get that thmg off?” Tm trying,
she told bim, ‘but it's not working. It's just gefting
slippery.” ‘Dere, be said. ‘Yet me have a go at it
Now, I'm not ashamed to say 1 was in the right
frame of mund just then to see what that might be
like. Unfortunately, that's when Red Willow Creek
pulled out his big flint knife and said, “This should
take care of that stubborn thing” ‘Wait a minute
now, friend!’ 1 said, popping up on the other side of
the creek. ‘Yef's not be hasty!”

“Coyote,” Black Water cut in. “1 didn't ask you
about any of this nonsense. 1 asked you about Blue
Yake, and you're making me sorry 1 did.”

“Tm getting there, I'm getting there” Coyote
assured her. “Just don't drop me. Dow about 1 skip
abead some?”

‘D



“Okay, so let's just say 1 didn't make too good
a friend of old Red Willow Creek or his daugbter
that mugbt. ¥f 1 badn't made it back to my house
and thrown my stuffed skin out the door for him
to hack dll to pieces, 1 would have been in a bad
situation. But after that, Red Willow Creek took
bis daughter back home and eventually moved ber
back i with ber mother up in the Sangre de Cristo
Range where nobody would ever see her agan.
Che day 1 found out she was gone was the saddest
day of my life. A\t least the saddest one m a long
time. 1 took to sitting out by the creek and howling
to the moon, wishing 1 could see that pretty girl just
one more fime.

“One nught while 1 was out howling, 1 beard
these tiny footsteps i the dirt and 1 saw a different
girl looking at me. She ran for it the minute 1 turned
these yellow eyes of mine on her, but she was just
a little girl and T've got these long legs. 1 also had a
grown man's shame at being caught crying. 1 got a
hold of her ankle and pulled her down, and 1 made
ber tell me what she meant by dll this spying on
somebody who wasn't doing anyone a bit of harm.
She told me she didn't mean to spy but she'd beard
me howling and thought maybe 1 was just some
dumb coyote caught in a hole or a trap. She only
wanted to help me out. Maybe nurse me back to
bedlth like a pet or something. 1 should have been
upsef at that, I suppose, but 1 still missed Red Willow
Creek's daugbter and 1 didn't have the fire mside
me to be really angry. Maybe I'm just a lonely old
fool, but mstead of snapping the hittle gl's bead
off n one bite, 1 told her the same story 1 just told
vou. Yxcept 1 didn't hide the truth bebind the word
‘collateral.” Ths hittle lady didn't have your delicate
sensibilities, you see.”

“And that httle gl was Blue Yake?” Black
Water cut m agaim. The two of them bung n the ar
over that body of water now.

“No, no, the little girl was Blue Yake's sister,
the one 1 told you about. I'd never seen either one
of them before because that puddle down there
1s sacred to the old Pueblos who live here and
I'd never bothered to go find out why. Anyway,
she mtroduced berself and told me that if 1 was
feeling sad and lonely, then today was her lucky
day. She had an older sister, she said, who was
feeling exactly the same way as me because she
could never leave her lake and nobody but the
stuffy old kiva groups ever came out to visit ber.
Maybe if 1 was feeling lonely, I could come and
keep ber sister company. ‘She's redlly ugly, isn't

she?’ 1 asked. 1 had to know. ‘No no, not at all,” the
little girl assured me. “You'll like ber, I promise. No
matter what your tastes are.”

“1 didn't know what that meant, but it was
enough to get me walking. 1 followed the httle gird
under the rugbt sky to Blue Yake, right by that spot
down there. 1 stopped at the edge, and the little girl
waded m abead of me. She stuck her head under
water and cdlled her sister, then she sat down on a
rock A\ munute later, the water rose up and twisted
itself mto the shape of an older g, and that gid
walked over the lake to where I was waiting. ‘Blue
Yake, her sister said, ‘this 1s Coyote. Coyote, this is
my sister. What do you think of her?’

“1 don't know, 1 told her. Der sister’s crystal-
clear body was made of pure lake water. The
wind made her skin ripple, and the ripples cut the
moonlight to sparkling ribbons nside her. ‘She’s not
ugly, I'll give ber that. But what did you mean when
vou said I'd like ber no matter what my tastes are?’
‘Oh that, Blue Yake's hittle sister said. My sister
conforms fo the shape of man’s desire, you see.
If there's any one part of her you don't like, just
tell her. She can change it as easy as breathing.’
I looked back at Blue Yake, and she nodded like
an eager bride on ber wedding mght. Anything
I nught want to suggest—that look said—she'd
be willing to give it a shot. So 1 said, “Well, 1 like
your hair, Blue Yake, but could you make it a httle
longer?’ She could, and she did. Yike water running
downbill, her hair got longer right before my eyes.
‘Neat,” 1 said. “What about your legs? They look
strong and dll, but can you make them longer?’
She could, and she did. Just like that, Blue Yake
got taller. Der sister giggled, and 1 did too a little.
This was fun. ‘Now how about your breasts, Blue
Yake? 1 said. ‘They're shaped just right, don't get
me wrong, but they're a little on the small side.
Can you do anything about that?’ She could,
and boy did she. She turned this way and that,
showing off a much-improved profile. Now we're
talking, 1 told ber. ‘At that size, though, they sort of
square off your waist. Can you maybe cinch that
in a [ittle?” She could, and she did. ‘And with your
legs stretched out so much, your rump's flattened
down some. Can you round that out and tighten
it up?’ She could, and she did. What a delightfully
accommodating girl this Blue Yake was. Not at all
like you, T've got to say.”

Black Water couldn’t think of a way to safely
answer that without giving away something about
herself that wasn't any of Coyote’s business.



“So there 1 had it,” be continued, “and let me tell
vou, Blue Yake was quite a looker. Y me hair like
a curtam of sillk Waist you could fit both bands
around. Yegs ke sunflower stalks. Boobs from
here to Sunday. Ass like a snare drum. And with
a few quick tweaks, ber face wasn't half bad either.
Now this was somebody 1 could get to know better.
‘Chat's a bell of a thing, 1 said to Blue Yake's sister.
Tm glad 1 ran nto you.

“Ibet,’ the hittle girl said. ‘But something's weird.
Blue Yake looks familiar now. ‘Of course she does,’
1 said. ‘She’s your sister. You've known her all your
hfe!’ But that wasn't it and 1 knew it. ‘No, no," the
girl said. Tve got it! She looks just like Red Willow
Creek's daughter! The one who moved away up to
the Sangre de Cristo Range and never came back.
You're quite an artist, Coyote. The resemblance is
uncanny!’

“Obh, the look that came over Blue Yake's face
just then... She stamped ber foot on the surface of
the water and said, “‘Wait a minute! You made me
look like somebody else? Somebody you can't have?’
fittle tear bubbles ran out of the corners of her eyes
and up over the top of ber head. She had more to
say after that—a lot more. 1 tell you, you've never
heard such complamng! She hollered, she cried, she
cussed me up one side and down the other. She
boiled, she was so mad. But eventually she wore
berself out screamung at me, and there was nothing
she could do but disappear back nto the water in a
srut. And that was prefty much that. To this day she
won't listen to me, she won't talk to me, she won't
even look at me.”

“I don't blame ber,” Black Water said. “You're a
lecherous, msensitive louse.”

“Well so what?” Coyote huffed, crossing his
arms petulantly as he dangled by one ear m Black
Water's fist. “1 gotta be me, don't 1?7 Anyway, you
asked what the problem is with me and Blue Yake,
and that's it. She won't have anything to do with
me. Only bher little sister still talks to me, and that's
probably just because she feels guilty for getting me
m trouble.”

“Guilty?” Black Water said. “Unbelievable!” She
was almost beyond words. She didn't think anybody
short of Hane Taoka or Seth Yarrow could make
Donnie Rbodes look like a perfect angel, but Coyote
came close.

“Yeah, well,” Coyote said, shrugging. “A\nyway,
because she feels guilty, she does stuff for me
somefimes. When 1 showed up with Monkey's

golden trinket, for mstance, 1 knew it'd be safe with
her and nobody would ever know it was there. She's
no looker like her sister, but she's real reliable.”

“1 ougbt to drop you right n that lake.”

“D\nywhere but the briar patch,” Coyote said.
“Why don't you set us down by those rocks
mnstead?”

Black Water did as Coyote suggested,
descending quickly and putting down in a shaded
spot beside the lake. She dropped Coyote from
bigher up than was strictly necessary and touched
down beside him as he spit out a mouthful of mud.
De glared at her and would have said something
sharp, but the look in her eyes changed bis mund for
bim. Instead be sat quietly, tenderly stroking his ear,
which Black Water's grip had wrinkded and pulled
entirely out of shape. It hung down over one eye
like unruly bangs.

“Yet's get started, then,” Black Water said. “Do
you want to call this spmit, or should 17”

“Tll do it,” Coyote said. De trotted over to the
water's edge and stuck the end of his snout . He
said a few words and drank a little water then sat
back on his haunches to wait. “There. That'll do 1it.
She should be along any minute.”

Sure enough, as soon as Coyote firushed talking,
the surface of the lake parted m the middle and
a gid popped up from underneath. She bobbed
there like a buoy with her feet still under water. By
bher looks, the gl was no more than 10 years old,
though the depth of wisdom ber eyes said differently.
Sauntering up to the water’s edge, she nodded once
to Black Water then put her arms around Coyote’s
neck.

“Dey you,” she said. “It’s been a long time. Who's
this? New girlfriend? What's she, Chinese?”

“Don't ask” Coyote said, rolling his eyes.

“Dre you Blue Yake's sister?” Black Water
asked.

“Sure am. You can call me Veronica if you like.”
Che gl paused expectantly, murth shimung m ber
eyes. When Black Water reacted not at all to her
words, she slumped m disappomtment. “Man...”

“You are keeping something here for Coyote,
correct?” Black Water asked. “Coyote stole it; I'm
here to take it back.”

“What?” the gl said, shocked and appadlled.
“Coyote 1s no thief! HDe would never—"

“It's okay, babe,” Coyote said. “She’s working for
Monkey. She knows.”



“Oh.” The gl looked at Black Water and furned
her look of rghteous indignation mto a sheepish
grin. “Sorry. 1 guess 1 should go get it, then.”

Black Water nodded once.

“Dnd burry, sweetheart,” Coyote said. He nodded
toward Black Water. “I think I've still got a chance
with this one iIf we snap to it.”

Black Water seethed, especially when the litle
girl winked at ber before disappearing back mto the
lake, but she knew she was almost through this if
she could just be patient. She'd get Sun Wukong's
property back, climb up on Bokotenba's back and
take off out of here m short order. Then, if her
father was still busy elsewhere, she'd drop
back in on her mother for a while.
Or maybe she'd call Donme...

“Dey,” Coyote said. “You
want to make out?”

“What?  Absolutely
not.”

“Yair enough. Want
to bhear about how
my buddy Iktome
accidentally slept
with his own wife?”

“No.”

“Dow about the
time 1 took water from
the frog people? That's
a good one. See, 1 was
ouf hunting and 1 found this
deer rib that looked—"

“No,” Black Water said agan.
She'd had enough of Coyote’s stores. If
dll of them were like the two she'd already beard...

“Guys, we have a problem.”

Black Water and Coyote looked up together
to see the hittle gl standing on the lake’s surface
agam. She wore a hangdog expression and shifted
her weight nervously from foot to foot. She did not
look bappy. Black Water didn't either.

“What problem?”

“It's my sister,” the little girl said. “She’s got that
golden whatever-it-is, and she won't give it back.”

“You're kidding me,” Coyote said. “1 thought you
were going fto hide it!”

“1 did” the httle gl mnsisted. “But Blue Yake
knows where 1 hide all my stuff. We're sisters.”

“Yet me talk to her,” Black Water said. She
fingered the bilt of the Husanagi “1 bave certain
ideas that will change her mind about things.”

“Dey, now, wait a second,” Coyote said, sounding
both angry and strong for the first time that
mornung. “This 1s a holy place. You can't just come
here waving that pig-sticker around like nobody’s
business. That's... If’s...”

“Unseemly,” the little girl supplied.

“Yeah.”

“Does she know she’s holding stolen property?”
Black Water countered, annoyed that Coyote had
called ber bluff—probably without even redlizing
he'd done it. “Dow seemly is that?”

“fisten, she didn't know it was stolen at first,”
Blue Yake's sister said. “She thinks Coyote gave
it to me as a gift, so she didn't want me
to bave it. When 1 told her where
it came from, she just laughed.
She figures if she doesn't
give it back Coyote’s the
one who's going to catch
bell for it.”

“Chat's  correct,”
Black Water sad,
glarmg af Coyote,
who had once agamn
become the hapless
troublemaker.

the hittle gl went on

“If we just give her some

time and don't make too big

a fuss, she'll put it back where 1

can find it. Tll bring it to you when
she does.”

“Dow much time?” Black Water asked.

“Q\ couple of years at most. No more than that.”

“Years?” Black Water said. “Unacceptable. 1
have responsibilities.”

“1 could wait here in your place,” Coyote offered
belpfully. “As soon as Blue Yake coughs up the
goods, you'l be the first person I contact.”

“1 think not.”

Coyote shrugged. “Worth a shot.”

“Dow about this...” Black Water said, ber
expression furrung pensive and calculating. “What if
1 offered ber something in trade? Would that make
her more cooperative?”

Coyote blinked and sat up straight, clearly taken
aback “Trade, you say?” De looked over at Blue
Yake's little sister, trying unsuccessfully to hide a
small smile. “Would she go for that?”



The girl shrugged. “1 don't know. She wouldn't
take anything you offered, Coyote, that's for sure.”

“1 don't know... If 1 picked her up something 1
don't normdally go m for and you brought it to ber,
she might not realize it came from me.”

“What about this?” Black Water said, ignoring
Coyote’'s musing. She dipped two fingers under ber
shirt collar and produced a beautiful jade necklace
from within. Curved, teardrop-shaped beads glittered
m the morming sunhgbt. “It's called Yasakam no
Magatama. I’s been in my family for generations.”

The girl's eyes danced. “That's prefty.”

“Nab,” Coyote said, quashing the young-looking
girl's bopes. “I'm not so keen on making deals for
shiny beads these days. Yool me once—"

“You weren't even there for that, you spoilsport,”
the little girl interrupted.

“What would it take?” Black Water said with
evident frustration.

“1 would take the necKace,” Blue Yake's sister
said.

“Dm,” Coyote said, scratching under his chin
“What about that horse of yours? Could you part
with that?”

Black Water narrowed her eyes.

“1I guess you were trying to keep it hidden”
Coyote said, shrugging, “but I saw it up in the clouds
earlier. It looked like it was stitched up all over. What
1s1t, some kind of stuffed arumal?”

“It's bollow, actually,” Black Water said. “My
father made it.”

“Dollow... Dm. That mught be even better. Tell me,
would it still be able to fly if it was full of water?”

“1 think so,” Black Water said. “But 1 don't
see—"

“Coyote, are you dommg something?” the little
girl asked, glaring at bim petulantly. “You think my
sister's going to like some stupid horse balloon better
than that necklace? That's dumb.”

“No, it’s perfect,” Coyote said. “Think about it. If
your sister filled that ‘stupid horse balloon’ up with
water from her lake, she could take a little piece of
this place with ber and go see some sigbts for herself.
She wouldn't be stuck bere dall the time. Don't you
see how happy that would make her?”

Che Iittle gl crossed ber arms. “1 guess.”

“Then 1t’s settled,” Coyote said. De turned to
Black Water. “Does that sound like a fair trade
to you?”

“Not especially.”

“It wouldn't be forever,” Coyote said. “Just for a
while. Blue Yake gets bored easy, ber sister's right
about that. In a year or two, she'll get bored and set
your horse down in the lake somewhere and forget
all about it.”

“Tll keep up with it after that,” Blue Yake's sister
said. “Whenever you want it back, you can just
come here and Tl bring it right up to you.”

“I don't know...”

Coyote put an arm around Black Water's
shoulder and gave ber a friendly squeeze. “It's
the perfect solution, sweetheart. Don't let your
distaste for me cloud your judgment. And it’'s not
like you'l be too put out by dll this. We've already
seen you can fly just fine on your own. Isn't a little
mnconvenience—a little femporary nconveruence—
worth getting this job done?”

“1 suppose it 1s,” Black Water said, grudgingly.
Coyote laughed and gave Black Water's shoulders
a comradely shake. “But 1 want to see the golden
cap first.”

“Good 1deqa,” Coyote said. e turned to Blue
Yake's sister and said, “You go explan things to
your sister. I'm sure she'll see the good sense m all
this.”

“Al nght,” Blue Yake's sister said. She turned
around, fook a few steps out toward the center of the
lake and disappeared beneath the water once more.
When the girl was gone, Black Water stepped out
from under Coyote’s long arm. His hand had slipped
too far over the front for her liking. Coyote smiled
at her and held his hands out, palms forward. She
glared at him anyway, just for good measure.

“So anyways,” Coyote said. “1 was out hunting
like 1 said, and 1 found this deer rib that looked just
like a dentaha shel—"

“Coyote,” Black Water said, “1 still don't want
to bear it.”

“Dang it.”

A\ few munutes later, Blue Yake's little sister
emerged from the water agam, carrying a bag
woven from lake grass.

“That's it there?” Coyote asked.

“It 1s” the girl said. “Blue Yake's very excited
about this horse balloon.” She sighed. “1 guess you
were right.”

“Open the bag,” Black Water said.

Blue Yake's sister dipped a band mto the bag
and pulled out a filigreed golden cap expertly shaped
n draconic designs. It looked exactly like the one



Black Water had already seen on the other end of
Sun Wukong's staff.

“Satisfied?” Coyote asked as Blue Yake's sister
dropped the object back m the bag.

“1 am” Black Water said. She put two fingers
i ber mouth and let out a shrill, piercing whistle. In
moments, her mount appeared among the clouds
bigh over their heads and galloped downward
n fight circles. It came to rest on four cushions
of air where its hooves should have been, and it
regarded the surroundings with two stitched-up
lines where its eyes should be. It kept its mouth
shut.

“Muistress,” the mount’s kamui said n
a voice only Black Water could
bear. It bowed its head.

“1 bave to go now, my
friend” Black Water
said. Blue fake's sister
and Coyote both heard
these words as well
as ber mount’s kam
did. “But 1 have to go
alone. Youre staying
bere.”

“Mistress?”
the kamu  asked,
flabbergasted.

“That's night,
I dd make a dedl,
Bokotenba. I'm so glad you
understand.”

“Did 1 give you that impression,
Mistress?”

“Don't get too excited” Black Water said,
patting the horse’s hollow flank making it bob n
place slightly. “This 1s only temporary. You'll see me
agam soon enough.”

“Yeah, you'll be in good hands,” Coyote put in,
walking over to Bokotenba. The horse shied and
danced back a step. “You're one lucky horse. And
your master here’s a good lady.”

“Distress, who is this barbarian?”

“We've got a dedl,” Black Water said to Coyote,
turming away from the horse reluctantly. “Give me
the bag. And don't make me warn you about what
will bappen if you nustreat Bokotenba.”

“Dey now,” Coyote said m mock disappointment.
“1 like horses. De’s going to be just fine.”

“Mistress,” Bokotenba murmured, “this friend of
yours isn't going to eat me, is he?”

“Dere you go, ma'am,” Blue Yake's sister said,
handing it over. Black Water checked one more
time to make sure Monkey's golden cap was in it.
She spoke briefly fo its sleepy kami to confirm its
authenticity.

“So,” Coyote said, clapping his hands and rubbing
his palms together. De tossed his head to make his
floppy ear lie down out of his eye. “Is that 1t?”

“It 1s,” Black Water said. She rolled the grass
bag around its contents and stuffed it mfo one of
her pockets. She drew the Husanagi from its sheath,

and the ambient winds lifted her mto the
air. “Take care of Bokotenba,” she
added.
“Yeah,” Coyote said. Fven
as fast as she was rising,
Black Water could still
see him trying to bide a
wily smile. “Bye now!”
“So long!” Blue
Yake's sister said,
waving gaily. “It was
nice to meet youl”
Black Water
shook bher bead,
giving no voice fo
ber own less-than-
fond farewells. She only
pomted the Husanagi west
toward the ocean once more
and flew away, chased by the
nsing sun. Over her shoulder, she
watched Bokotenba rise with a single rider
on bis back The rider whooped and bhollered
like a drunken teenager. It was all Black Water
could do to swallow ber pride and fly away with
a despondent frown on her face.

A\ few dozen miles away, Black Water's affected
gloom evaporated, and she touched down n the
middle of the desert wearing a huge grin. She put
away the Husanagi and fished a small white paper
packet out of a deep mner pocket of her jacket.
The packet’s contents rattled around reassuringly
mside. She looked back n the direction of Taos,
Blue Yake and Coyote and held the paper packet
out in front of ber.

“Bokotenbal” she cried.



QA flash of white flame consumed the packet and
its confents in an mstant, and there was a rushing-
out of displaced air. Suddenly, standing beside ber
m the space adjacent to where the paper packet had
been, was Bokotenba. The hollow horse stamped
its booves of air and threw its head with a bigh,
squealing whinny, unsure of where it was. Its back
was bare of riders.

“Mistress!” the borse's kanmu moaned in rvelief.
“It's you!”

“Of course,” Black Water said. “You didn't really
think Td give you up so lightly, did you?”

“1 shouldn’t have doubted, Mistress,” Bokotenba
replied. “My lack of faith has taught me the true
meanung of fear.”

“My apologies. When 1 got to the lakeshore,
making a trade was the only thing 1 could think of.
1 bad to let Coyote think be was getting the better
end of the bargam.”

“1 understand, Mistress. No harm done.”

“Good,” Black Water said. “Ob, and speaking of
which, you're not full of water right now, are you?”

“Why would 1 be, Mistress?”

“Just asking. And nobody's biding mside your
belly or any such thing, night?”

“Chat’s correct, Mistress. The fellow with the
coyote’s head was nding on my back when you
cdlled me away. De'd left that hittle girl from mside
the lake standing alone on the water.”

“Why doesn't that surprise me?” Black Water
said. She climbed up on Bokotenba's back herself,
easing the horse mto a leisurely trot just to calm its
spirit’s nerves. “That being the case, I have one more
question, Bokotenba, and this is the most important
one of all”

“Tll do my best to answer, Mistress.”

“When 1 called you away,” Black Water began,
“and Coyote was on your back, how bhigh up do you
think you were?”

“Quite high, Mistress,” Bokotenba answered.
“Quite high indeed.”

“Fxcellent.”

“Now if I may ask a guestion of my own.”

“Go abead.”

“What did be give you in return for Yasakaru no
Magatama?”

“Dub?” Black Water's eyves widened. Der
fingers flew to ber neck “What the beck happened
to my necklace?”
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Of every Scion who receives a Visitation, maybe one in 100 survives to become a demigod. Of those, less
than one in 1,000 has what it takes to progress to godhood. It takes a remarkable confluence of events for a
Scion to reach his or her full potential. As with reaching the demigod level, having a knack for surviving against
impossible odds is of primary import, but it’s also necessary that those very odds increase exponentially in the
Scion’s opponents’ favor. Only the direst circumstances, such as the ongoing Overworld War, provide Scions
the impetus they need to exercise their unfettered might, and that leads them to gain ever-greater power, even
as the legend of their deeds spreads across the Three Worlds. As the World’s oldest legends attest, few mortals
have what it takes to achieve apotheosis and become a true God.

Welcome to that unique fraternity.

In attaining godhood, a Scion’s body undergoes its final metamorphosis, becoming a construct of pure ichor
inhabited by the Scion’s immortal spirit. He now has the option of spending all his time in immaterial spirit
form, though few Gods do so (the exception being the Loa, and then only in the World). Although Gods are
effectively immune to the effects of physical damage in spirit form, they are also unable to physically affect things
themselves. Also, they become vulnerable to absorption by the Greater Titans if they are immaterial within a
Titan realm. (Loa typically avoid the consequences of not possessing concrete forms by employing their unique
Cheval Purview to borrow the physical forms of others.)

A God must spend (Legend x 5) Legend points as a one-tick instant action to construct a body out of ichor,
the solidified form of Legend. In so doing, he manifests physically with his full power, which has its full effect on
the skein of Fate. By spending only a single point of Legend, an immaterial God may become tangible enough
to be seen and heard for a single scene, though he or she remains immune to physical damage. To dissipate his
physical form and become immaterial costs no Legend points but still requires a one-tick instant action. When
a God becomes immaterial, all physical items in his possession (except trophies and Birthright relics) remain
physical and clatter to the ground. (Note: Damage taken when a God is in his physical form remains if the God
becomes immaterial. He’s immune to further damage when he’s immaterial, but when he re-materializes, he still
bears the wounds his physical body took.)

As a Scion’s new God form is an idealized one based on the Scion’s self image, all Gods receive a bonus
dot in all of the Physical Epic Attributes, as well as a free dot of positive or negative Epic Appearance. (These
free Epic Attribute dots grant the normal free concomitant Knack as well.) Also, the older Gods are sure
to shower their children with Birthrights to show their appreciation for their accomplishments (or for less



altruistic reasons). In addition to the Birthrights available to heroes and demigods, Gods have access to two
unique divine Birthrights: Avatar and Sanctum (see below for details). All the changes one gains by attaining
godhood are outlined in the template that follows:

- GOD UPGRADE SUMMARY

e STEP ONE: ATTRIBUTES
Prioritize the three categories: Physical, Social, Mental (4/3/2)

Upgrade Physical Traits: Strength, Dexterity, Stamina
Upgrade Social Traits: Charisma, Manipulation, Appearance
Upgrade Mental Traits: Perception, Intelligence, Wits

e STEP TWO: EPIC ATTRIBUTES AND BOONS

Add one dot to Epic Strength, Epic Dexterity, Epic Stamina and Epic Appearance
(either positive or negative)

Choose Epic Attributes and Boons (10)
e STEP THREE: BIRTHRIGHTS
Choose Birthrights (5)
e STEP FOUR: BONUS POINTS

Bonus points (15) may be spent to upgrade any trait (see the bonus point costs on p. 101 of
Scion: Hero)

NEW BIRTHRIGHTS

The following Birthrights are available only to Scions of Legend 9+, as only Gods possess the pure-ichor
forms required by Avatar and the access to the Overworld homes of the pantheons required by Sanctum.

AVATAR

When traveling among mortals in the World, it often behooves a God to suppress the force of his Legend
so as not to invoke the twin perils of Fatebinding and a God-level Fateful Aura. With this Birthright, the God
learns to construct a body of ichor that is significantly less mighty than what he is truly capable of creating. Yet
although the power he manifests is limited, his innate divinity remains unchanged. Therefore, he can still sire
Scions, and anyone who manages to steal an original Birthright relic from him can operate it at the God’s full
potential. (See “Stolen Relics” on p. 162 of Scion: Hero for more info.) Any Attribute maximums, supernatural
powers or other effects limited by his Legend, however, are curtailed to the level he manifests in his physical
form. Every level of Legend shed by the God subtracts five Legend points from the cost of constructing a material
form for himself out of ichor. A God may, at will, change the level to which he limits himself, but he must
dissipate his ichor form to do so and rebuild it from scratch at the usual cost (see p. 36).

Note: A God can never divest himself completely of Legend. That is, he may not use this Birthright to
reduce his Legend to 0.

° The God may shed up to two dots of Legend, decreasing the cost to construct his ichor form
by a maximum of 10 Legend points. Any Boons, Purviews, spells or Epic Attributes that he
is no longer eligible to wield are temporarily unavailable to him.

oo The God may shed up to four dots of Legend, decreasing the cost to construct his ichor form
by a maximum of 20 Legend points. Any Boons, Purviews, spells or Epic Attributes that he
is no longer eligible to wield are temporarily unavailable to him.

(X The God may shed up to six dots of Legend, decreasing the cost to construct his ichor form
by a maximum of 30 Legend points. Any Boons, Purviews, spells or Epic Attributes that he
is no longer eligible to wield are temporarily unavailable to him.
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(XXX The God may shed up to eight dots of Legend, decreasing the cost to construct his ichor
form by a maximum of 40 Legend points. Any Boons, Purviews, spells or Epic Attributes
that he is no longer eligible to wield are temporarily unavailable to him.

ecceo The God may shed up to 10 dots of Legend, decreasing the cost to construct his ichor form
by a maximum of 50 Legend points. Any Boons, Purviews, spells or Epic Attributes that he
is no longer eligible to wield are temporarily unavailable to him.

SANCTUM

A sanctum is a God’s private retreat in the Overworld (or less frequently, the Underworld or a terra incognita).
Often expansive affairs that would put the finest dwellings in the World to shame, most exist in the Godrealms
of the pantheons, though a few are paradoxically larger than the realms that house them thanks to the mutable
nature of space in the Overworld (see p. 118 for details). Therefore, what appears to be a small barque from the
outside might contain rooms that go on for miles when one investigates its interior.

Many Gods prefer to flaunt their power and majesty in their sanctum designs, but that’s hardly necessary.
A sanctum can be as simple or as ornate as its owner desires. Also, a sanctum’s details can change at a God’s
whim (though not with a speed that would aid in combat), often reflecting the whims of Gods of more mercurial
temperament (such as Aphrodite) or the stubborn permanence important to more staid deities (such as
Amaterasu). Regardless, all match the natures of their owners, from the sepulchral glory of the Palace of Hades
to the rustic charm of Landvidi.

The inhabitants of sanctums similarly mirror the predilections of their owners. Aphrodite’s palace is inhabited
by fawning nymphs, for example, while Tlaloc is attended in his sanctum by the equally monstrous tlaloques and
Baron Samedi commands ghostly ghede. Such inhabitants can help defend a sanctum if it is compromised, but
regardless of martial skill, they do not venture from the sanctum to take part in the adventures of their owners.
(That’s what followers are for, after all.)

Gods who do not possess sanctums of their own typically live in the Overworld sanctums of their divine
parents or those of powerful patrons within their pantheons, often those belonging to the pantheon heads.

Note: At a cost of one extra dot, a God’s sanctum possesses an Axis Mundi that connects it directly to
the World from the Overworld or a Passage leading from an Underworld sanctum to the World. Sanctums
in terrae incognitae need no such thing as they are already connected to the World by their very nature.

o The Scion possesses a small sanctum for a God, the size of a grand Worldly mansion.

oo The Goddess owns a large Overworld estate in her pantheon’s Godrealm that spans many
acres. Some such sanctums often feature vast gardens or other natural features, while others
are merely huge homes (or even mausoleums) built to a scale and level of opulence that
would bankrupt a mortal billionaire.

LX) The size of the Scion’s sanctum is measured in square miles, rather than mere acres. A
large manor of some sort remains the typical centerpiece, surrounded by ample grounds
appropriate to the God in residence.

ecoe A four-dot sanctum ranges to about 1,000 square miles in total area, with terrain as varied
as there are Gods in the Overworld. There is usually a central structure the size of a one-dot
sanctum in which the God resides.

(XXX A sanctum of this level is monumental in size, equivalent to a fair-sized country in the
World. Such sprawling domains might encompass forests, desolate wastelands, rolling
fields or even small cities, depending on the wants and temperament of their owners,
typically with a central structure in which the Scion dwells, itself equal in size to a one- or
two-dot sanctum.



THE GODS -

What follows are the pregenerated signature characters from Scion: Demigod, now become Gods. In addition
to having the God template applied to them, they’ve also been upgraded using a total of 300 experience points,
to represent the time and effort expended to reach this point in their development. These Scions’ Shinsengumi
rivals (see pp. 271-283) have had the same amount of experience applied to them.
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Harsihar, the new God of Justice for the Pesedjet, would really prefer to be called by his birth name, Horace
Farrow, but his father’s interference and the natural tendency of the Egyptian pantheon toward formality has
made that unlikely to catch on in Iteru. So, Horace answers grudgingly to the name, at least when in Iteru.
Unfortunately, that’s where the new deity spends the majority of his time nowadays, responsible as he is for
unearthing Aten’s angelic suicide bombers.

After all the time he’s spent fighting titanspawn in the field, Horace has been relegated to what amounts
to a desk job now, and he’s not happy. He misses being in the thick of events, making things happen. Waiting
for potential problems to come his way then sitting for hours in a room tactfully interrogating Gods and lesser
immortals is hardly the best use of his hard-won power, he thinks. But it’s important work, and every new God
brought safely to Iteru is another asset in the war against the Titans, so he bides his time without complaint. He
has no doubt the future will have conflict enough for everyone.

Horace misses his Bandmates most. They had forged true camaraderie in the crucible of war, and he misses
such true friends in austere and formal Iteru. He misses Eric’s boisterous good nature, Aaron’s dry wit, Yukiko’s
naiveté, Donnie’s exasperating overconfidence and Brigette’s. .. well, he misses Brigitte most of all. He sometimes
wonders about the six of them striking off on their own when this is all over, maybe forging their own pantheon
and Godrealm. But there’s a war to be won, and anything beyond that will just have to wait, maybe forever.

Horace’s Indian Chief motorcycle’s been packed below deck on his barge since he first arrived in Iteru
months ago. He misses the freedom it represents and has promised himself a long ride as the influx of refugees
lets up for a while—assuming it ever does. In addition, he still possesses the Eye of Horus, the Fang of Apep,
his Falcon Amulet and The Book of Going Forth By Day (see Scion: Hero, pp. 164), but these see a great deal
more use than does his bike, much to Horace’s chagrin.

Roleplaying Hints: Having grown into your role as a field leader over the course of the many adventures
with your Band, you're more than a little frustrated being tied to a desk job. You're mostly resigned to this fate,
but you're always on the lookout for a way to get back in the action and off this lazy river. Although you're
still driven to bring your uncle Seth to justice, you appreciate the bigger picture of the ongoing conflict and
are willing to put vengeance on the back burner until the Overworld War is won. Most days, anyway. You still
keep an eagle eye on the guy, however. It’s only a matter of time before his true nature asserts itself, even here
in Iteru.

Birthrights: The Eye of Horus gives Horace access to 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 Scion: Hero, p. 202). The Book of Going Forth By Day offers access to the Magic Purview and possesses the
ability to transport its owner to Duat (see Scion: Hero, p. 164, and Scion: Demigod, pp. 144-152 for additional
info on the book’s powers and on Duat). The relic also presents the incantations necessary to ease one’s passage
through the Egyptian underworld (see Scion: Demigod, p. 150).
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Donnie Rhodes is not a fan of playing Hermes-Lite, but with Hermes and Iris, the Dodekatheon’s premier
psychopomps, so busy coordinating the important missives and maneuvers of the Overworld War, a guy with
wings who’s intimately familiar with the modern World comes in pretty handy. Donnie Rhodes, errand boy.
That's the thing about the fickle Gods of Olympus. You're hero of the realm one day and on the outs the next.
(Mocking the Olympians’ archaic mode of dress and inciting other modern Scions to eschew it probably didn’t
help.)

The young God doesn’t appreciate being called Adonis Rhodos either. It feels like he’s betraying his late
father and namesake, too. Whatever faults he had, Donald Sr. was still more of a parent than Aphrodite’s ever
been. Unfortunately, Donnie’s bad attitude about using the Greek equivalent of his name has made it that much
more popular with the Dodekatheon elders he’s alienated, ensuring its constant use.

At this point, the Scion is just tired of this whole sorry mess. It was fun at first. He’d found his mom, and she
was a Goddess, and she paid attention to him (for a while anyway). But even that was okay, because he finally
had true friends, not hangers on or people out for his money, but folks that cared for him and were always there
for him. And then there was Yukiko. If only he wasn’t such an idiot. But they’re all gone now. Dad too. And now
he’s back to being ignored except when he’s being bossed around.

As a God, Donnie continues to eschew the flashier Boons, concentrating on the improvement of his
divine form through increased Epic Attributes and Arete instead. Doing so makes him ideal for stealth
missions and operations that require charm and guile rather than overwhelming force. Such as messenger,
unfortunately.

Donnie still possesses his twin relic pistols and the Daedalus Device. He can also rely on his half brother,
Indiges, as a guide, though he tends to just drop by the God’s villa rather than contacting him via his bust of the
warrior. (Being able to do so with the expenditure of one Legend point does offer the new God a way to contact
his brother surreptitiously and at great distance, though.)

Roleplaying Hints: You continue to strive to be better than your parents, but without the example set
by your more altruistic Bandmates, you find yourself slipping more and more into old self-destructive habits,
drowning your problems in nectar and nymph flesh rather than confronting them. You keep looking for better
role models on Olympus, but with the exception of Indiges and Heracles, you haven’t seen a lot of Gods worth
emulating, which only serves to depress you more.

Birthrights: The Daedalus Device allows Adonis Rhodos to channel the Sky, Animal and Sun Purviews and
adds +2 to his DVs as if he possessed a pair of independently mobile shields. Eros and Anteros are Berettas—the
former gold, the latter matte gunmetal—each fitted for a silencer and adding Accuracy +1 and Speed -1 to the
gun’s template (see Scion: Hero, p. 203) and each also possessing a unique power.

When the young God activates Eros’ power and shoots someone with it, the target suffers no damage but falls
head over heels in love with the next person she sees. (The attack must still succeed as per a normal attack with
a pistol, and a bullet is still used. This bullet’s passing and impact leaves no physical sign, however.) If Donnie
activates Anteros’ power instead and shoots a person with that pistol, the target develops a deep hatred toward
the next person she sees.

Activating either power requires a Legend point, as well as a successful (Charisma + Presence + Legend) roll.
The target—who doesn’t feel the impact from the shot and might not even realize she’s been targeted—resists
with (Willpower + Integrity + Legend). If Donnie’s player scores more successes, the effect lasts for a number of
days equal to the number of successes he garnered in excess of his victim.

Donnie also possesses a bust of the God Indiges, which allows him to contact his half brother and guide at
any distance and even between Worlds.
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Eric Donner has it pretty good. He’s hailed as a hero by the Aesit-and son of the most well-liked of the™ S
Asgardian Gods. Donner (as he is known among the Gods) is in his eleﬁlentmow,’dften leading einherjar-into :
battle against the forces of Muspelheim or helping to familiarize the Norse Gods with-the eleénts of modern«. -
warfare. He often spends his downtime either feasting in Valhalla or spending timé getting to know his extended
family in Bilskirnir. He misses the other members of his Band, but with the exception of bgng disturbed by the:
Aesir’s fatalistic attitude (especially that of his grandfather, Odin), he’s pretty darn happy. oy

In battle, Donner remains all about offense. With his power at his command, he acts as tl{e htavy artillery of
any assault. In many ways, Donner epitomizes the Aesir ideal of a warrior, much like his father and siblings'do:
He’s strong, noble and straightforward in his dealings. As such, he’s as beloved and praised as much as his fellow
young God Sleegr (see pp. 276-277) is disdained and badmouthed. Unfortunately, without the more cautious
and thoughtful members of his Band to rein him in, he often finds himself in situations that threaten even a
warrior as powerful as he. The more clever of the Aesir, such as Odin, Loki and Tyr, tend to use Donner in the
same way they use his father and his siblings Magni, Modi and Thrud—as a blunt instrument to be guided by
their will at targets of their choosing. And if Donner dies on such a mission, well, that’s unfortunate, but this is
likely Ragnarok after all, so all the Gods are living on borrowed time anyway.

Donner still drives the GTO he and his mortal grandfather rebuilt, though often across the sky now, and
despite several instances where it has been wrecked by fire giant or dragon bombardment, the car cover his allies
Brok and Sindri gave him has always allowed the Goat to be repaired. During the current conflict, it behooves
all of Asgard’s warriors to be armed at all times, and Donner’s rune necklace makes sure Giantbane is always at
hand when he need it. His algiz ring, meanwhile, allows him to travel swiftly to wherever his allies are in danger,
so he might turn the tide of even the fiercest battle against Asgard’s foes.

Roleplaying Hints: You finally seem to have come to terms with this crazy life you lead, and it shows in your
supreme confidence in your abilities. Some might even call it overconfidence. You have a tendency when left
to your own devices to rush heedlessly into danger, unwilling to make the hard choices one must make in a war,
those of life or death. In war, soldiers die. You don’t see things that way, and it’s this compassion that might end
your immortal existence one day. (One day soon if the forces of Muspelheim realize this vulnerability.) Luckily
for you, compassion’s an alien concept to the fire giants.

Birthrights: Donner’s algiz ring allows him to channel the Guardian Purview. Giantbane is an oversized
relic Peacemaker of supernatural power. It adds Damage +3L to the Peacemaker template (see Scion: Hero, p.
203). It also allows him to channel the Sky Purview. Donner’s necklace contains two rune stones—one carved
with the odal rune, the other with the raido rune. This relic allows the God to summon Giantbane to his hand
from any distance. He also owns a car cover that allows his GTO to regenerate from any damage. As long as he
gathers all the pieces of the car together under the cover, the GTO will be rendered whole again at dawn on the
following day. Any missing pieces will not be replaced by the relic’s magic, however. In addition, the dwarven
artificer Brok has installed tires onto the car formed from stormclouds, which allow the car to drive through the
sky as easily as it does on land.
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[tztli Ocelotl, or Obsidian Jaguar as he typically refers to himself, is conflicted. The so-called Crescent Moon
Surgeon began as a devout follower of the Atzlanti Gods, but the more he dealt with them, the more his
fervor faded. Now that he’s a God himself, it seems the other Aztec deities live down to his every expectation,
especially his own father Tezcatlipoca.

Perhaps it’s just his having worked for so long with Scions from other pantheons. Certainly, they seem to
be holding their own against the Titans without resorting to human sacrifice. And yet, only his father’s ancient
enemy Quetzalcodt] eschews the practice among the Gods of the Aztecs. The other Atzldnti seem to believe
the sacrifices are necessary, but the Crescent Moon Surgeon wonders if it isn’t just cultural inertia keeping
the practice going. The other Scions and lesser immortals he’s shared his concerns with seem to think there’s
something wrong with him.

And so the Obsidian Jaguar busies himself with his field hospital, trying to save what lives he can, while
trying to ignore that his “nurse” Santa Muerte dispatches as many patients as he slaves, ostensibly because they
were “to far gone” or “untreatable.” And so his discontent grows.

On his off time, the Obsidian Jaguar often retreats to his lunar sanctum to watch the World rotate slowly
beneath him, to remind himself why winning the war is so important. It was easier with his Band at his side,
knowing that he fought the good fight with noble warriors at his side. But now it’s just blood and death over and
over, with no end in sight.

The Obsidian Jaguar has given up his modern dress for the traditional garb of his people. The only concession
to the modern World in his kit now is his medical equipment, including his obsidian scalpels with which he
remains equally deft at using to save or end lives. When in battle, he wields his deadly maquahuitl and bears the
Xiuhichimalli, a relic shield given him by his father upon his “graduation” to demigodhood. He also continues
to rely on the advice and access to Purviews his mysterious Crystal Skull provides.

Roleplaying Hints: Like so many soldiers before you in wars throughout history, you are experiencing a crisis
of faith. You know the Titans must be defeated if the human race is to be saved, but at what cost? How many
lives must be sacrificed, either figuratively or literally to ensure the Titans’ defeat? You long for the days when it
was your life on the line and you felt like you were making real headway. Now it seems the Overworld War will
never end, but just crawl onward, grinding life after life to dust.

Birthright: Itztli Ocelotl’s Crystal Skull relic allows him to channel his Magic, Mystery and Prophecy
Purviews. It can also speak to him, offering him sage advice and counsel. The God also possesses Xiuhichimalli,
a shield that affords him a +6 DV bonus (see Scion: Hero, p. 164).
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Gimui Kuromizuhime, or the Dutiful Princess of Black Water as she is known outside the kami of Japan, is
getting a little tired of being sent on this mission or that by her father, Susano-o. Of course, one should always
honor one’s parents, but being a slave to one is another matter. It was different when she was merely Yukiko
Kuromizu, Scion, but to use a fellow God in this manner. Well, it’s bad form.

She misses the freedom she had as a Scion. True, her father still asked things of her, but she was allowed
to get results in her own way and she had friends who were in the same situations as her, upon whom she
might rely and in whom she might confide. Now, there is only her mother to talk to... to really talk to.
And there, the whole God thing keeps getting in the way. Stupid decorum. She often wishes Donnie were
around. No one ignored social niceties quite the way he did. No one did all sorts of things quite the way
he did.

Still a whirlwind in combat, the Dutiful Princess of Black Water’s fighting style remains all about speed,
finesse and accuracy, and as a God, her skills outshine even the wire fu madness of Asian cinema and anime
upon which young Yukiko was raised. Additionally, her growing mastery of the Water Purview gives her a great
deal of versatility in combat, allowing her to do anything from vaporize standing water into a white screen
to bowling adversaries over with an inland tsunami. Her Tsukumo-Gami Boons also offer her a repertoire of
unexpected benefits when fighting and even more in situations where she’d rather avoid a fight altogether.

The Dutiful Princess of Black Water possesses two of the Three Sacred Treasures of Japan, the Kusanagi
and the Yasakani no Magatama. Her failure to recover the last treasure, the Yata no Kagami mirror, from Kane
Taoka still bothers her. (Although he’s never said so, she’s sure it bothers her father as well.) She’s traded in
her bullet bike at this point for a more dignified mode of transport (to Amatsukami traditionalists anyway),
Bokotenba, a hollow horse formed from the skin of the steed Susano-o once flayed and hurled into his sister
Amaterasu’s loom in a fit of pique. That this creature’s existence serves to irritate his sister is a bonus to the
boisterous kami. The fact that it doesn’t help Gimui Kuromizuhime’s standing with her aunt is lost on him.

Roleplaying Hints: You've come out of your shell and are far from the reserved naif you once were. You've
shifted from an introverted, shy, artistic type to a focused, goal-oriented Goddess confident in your abilities.
Sometimes, you miss the person you were so much you can hardly bear it, but she’s just another casualty of this
damn war. You secretly hope to find her within yourself again when it’s all over.

Birthrights: The Kusanagi adds Accuracy +1 and Damage +1 to the spatha template (see Scion: Hero,
p- 202) and allows Gimui Kuromizuhime to channel the Sky and Water Purviews. It also has a unique power
that allows Kuromizuhime to strike a distant target without having to close that distance. This attack shares
the combat traits of a close-combat attack with the Kusanagi, but Kuromizuhime cannot parry with it. She
can attack a target out to a distance of (Legend x 5) yards. The Yasakani no Magatama provides access to the
Fertility, Sun, War and Water Purviews. Bokotenba possesses the same traits as a Pegasus (see Scion: Hero,
pp- 326-327), save its Virtues are Duty 3, Endurance 3, Intellect 1, Valor 2. It possesses human intelligence
and the power of speech, and the relic to which it is tied is its own folded skin.
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The newly titled Baronne De La Croix is settling into life in Ville au Camp quite easily, though she admittedly
spends little time there when not actively fighting the titanspawn of the Drowned Road. Mostly she prefers to
roam the World at her whim or spend time with the boisterous ghede in her father’s domain, Guinee. Being a
psychopomp of extraordinary promise, she can travel back to the Godrealm at a moment’s notice, so few try to
deny her wanderlust. Instead they often ask that she deliver messages for them or check in on their Scions and
worshipers, which she is almost always happy to do.

She still misses the old days with her Band. She checks in on them when she can, but things have changed.
The others have more responsibilities now, and with a war on, they’re usually too busy (when she isn’t) to have
time to catch up. Especially dear Horace. Always the responsible one.

Nowadays, the Baronne spends less time fighting than she does transporting combatants to and from battles —
or escorting the souls of those slain by the titanspawn to their final reward. Still, if things get hairy, De La Croix
can certainly hold the line with her Earth Boons and zombie minions while carrying out an evac.

The Baronne still wields her coco macaque in combat (well, when her ghede guide doesn’t). She also
possesses a number of the feathers shed by the Black Feather Shroud that are each tied to an extant zombie
of hers. The Goddess still wears her ubiquitous ghede glasses and relic top hat, too. She keeps the relic
cigarette pack and rum flask her father gave her, although she hardly needs them anymore. She holds onto
them for sentimental rather than practical reasons.

Roleplaying Hints: You're feeling pretty good about yourself. You've been accepted as a Loa, your talents
as a psychopomp have made you an invaluable resource in the Overworld War, and you still get a taste of
action now and again without being buried in the morass of battle every day. You still miss the old days
with the Band, but you're sure this war can’t go on forever. When it finally ends, there’ll be time aplenty to
reacquaint yourselves with the old gang. Especially Horace.

Birthrights: Baronne De La Croix’s top hat allows her to channel the Darkness Purview, her ghede glasses
allow her to channel both the Death and Health Purviews, and her coco macaque/pool cue allows her to
channel the Psychopomp and Earth Purviews. The spirit of a ghede has been bound to the coco macaque,
allowing her to receive its guidance whenever she needs it and allowing the relic to move independently and
strike on its own. (This is actually the invisible spirit wielding it. The ghede has the powers of a Legend 4
ghost [see Scion: Hero, p. 292] and the traits of an experienced soldier [see Scion: Hero, p. 283], though he
has no knowledge of modern firearms since he died in the Haitian Revolution.)
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When a Scion becomes a God, his divinity burns away what remains of his mortal flesh. Thereafter, his
physical body consists solely of ichor—and only when he deigns to create one. This pure, unalloyed divine
substance is no longer held back by the constraints of mortal clay, and is therefore capable of astounding feats
that can only be called divine or miraculous. To defeat the Titans and put them back in the prisons whence they
escaped, the Gods of the modern age will need every iota of divine power they can muster.

COSTS

The experience costs for Epic Attributes change slightly at this level from how they were for characters at the
heroic and the demigod level. Once a character becomes a God and his body consists entirely of ichor, all the
Epic Attributes come equally naturally, regardless of which ones are associated with his divine parent. Therefore,
the first dot of any Epic Attribute the character doesn’t yet have costs only eight experience points, and any dot
after the first costs only (rating x 4) experience points.

e

Aside from that, the limit remains that a character can have no more dots in an Epic Attribute than he has
dots in the same mundane Attribute. (Just as demigod Scions can develop their Attributes to a greater degree
than mortals can, though, Gods can develop their Attributes higher than demigods can.) As with heroic and
demigod Scions, Gods must have at least one more dot of Legend than they have in their highest-rated Epic
Attribute. For game-mechanics purposes, the term “God” refers to a character whose Legend rating is from 9 to
12, so such a character can have from between eight and 11 dots in any given Epic Attribute.

EFFECTS

Whether your character is a hero, a demigod or a God, his Epic Attributes always provide the same benefit:
bonus successes to rolls of the mundane Attributes whence they derive. The same restrictions always hold true
for the types of rolls to which you can apply the bonus successes from your character’s various Epic Attributes.
That is, your character must have dots in the Ability for which the roll calls in order to be able to use his Epic
Attributes.

What makes having Epic Attributes awesome at the Gods’ level is the divine scale of their effects. This
range of Epic Attributes offers enormous amounts of extra successes compared to the hero level or even the
demigod level. With so many successes guaranteed, your characters can achieve stupendous feats that no one
in the World can match and that only the luckiest titanspawn and demigods can imitate. That’s especially true



of a character’s physical qualities that derive from his
Attributes, such as his lifting capacity, his movement
speed, his soak and his DVs. The other Gods and the
primordial Titans have access to these levels of power,
though, so it behooves a God not to get too cocky
when he takes the field of battle.

At the Gods’ level, the number of bonus successes
each Epic Attribute dot grants is as follows:

Epic Bonus

Attribute Dots Successes Available
8 29

9 37

10 46

How a character’s Epic Attributes affect the
aforementioned physical qualities that derive from his
Physical Attributes is described in the relevant Epic
Attributes’ write-ups.

THESE GO TO ELEVEN

The keen-eyed observer will have noticed that
there is no bonus success total listed for the 11th dot
of an Epic Attribute. This omission is not meant to

imply that Epic Attributes go only to 10 dots—au
contraire. The Legend trait goes to 12, so it only
stands to reason that Epic Attributes go to 11 (marked

on the character sheet with a ﬁ). At that level, the
character’s capability achieves the ultimate expression
of the concept that the Attribute quantifies. Just as
ichor epitomizes the unique concept of the God’s
being, so too does the God epitomize the concept of
the Attribute.

That being the case, each use of such phenomenal
power is very expensive in terms of Legend points
and lasts only temporarily. When using one in
game, it’s best to simply broach the subject with
your Storyteller, let him know what you want to do
and work out the details between yourselves. Then,
having done so, simply narrate the results and amaze
your friends. Dice shouldn’t necessarily come into the
equation unless two or more Gods’ efforts using the
same 11-dot Epic Attribute or diametrically opposed
11-dot Epic Attributes directly contest one another.

With each Epic Attribute’s write-up is a brief
summary of what sort of feats the Ultimate Attributes
make possible.

KNACEKS

Any character with Epic Attributes
also has Knacks available to refine or
augment those Attributes. A character
gets one Knack free with each new dot
of an Epic Attribute—even the 11th

dot—or he can purchase new ones
with experience points. The restriction
remains at the God level that he may
buy only those Knacks that come
from Epic Attributes he actually has.
Also, some more-powerful Knacks are
available only if the character has the
prerequisite Knack listed in the power’s
description. (Some prerequisite Knacks
have prerequisites of their own.) If a
Knack described here doesn’t have a listed
prerequisite and doesn’t explicitly state
otherwise, a heroic or demigod character
may choose it as the Knack he receives for
his first through seventh dots of his Epic
Attribute. Furthermore, a God character
can choose one of the Knacks listed in
Scion: Demigod or Scion: Hero as his free
Knack that comes with his eighth, ninth,
10th or 11th dot of his Epic Attribute.
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A NOTE ON DIVINE HERITAGE: EPIC ATTRIBUTES >

Any once-mortal Scion character who becomes a God can procreate and conceive semidivine
offspring with a mortal partner. When he does so, the new God passes down a divine predisposition
for certain Purviews and certain Epic Attributes. These Purviews and Epic Attributes are said to be
“associated with” the God character, just as those aptitudes that were easiest for him to develop were
associated with his own divine parent. (Until he becomes a God, his own divine parent’s predispositions
are passed on to any children, and they may become Scions of their divine grandparent, if they receive
an appropriate Visitation.)

When the character becomes a God, any Epic Attribute he has at at least the eight-dot level is
considered “associated with” him. Any half-mortal Scion the God recognizes (or formally adopts) as
his own takes on those characteristics at the reduced bonus point and experience point cost. Only
those Epic Attributes the God has at the appropriate level at the time of the Scion’s Visitation count as
being associated with that God, though.

The method of determining which Purviews are associated with a modern God is discussed in
Chapter Three.

EPIC STRENGTH
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Epic Strength is probably the single most terrifying
and awe-inspiring power at the Gods’ command.
Those who master it can shatter mountains, tear
skyscrapers up by the roots and wrestle the vast Titans
one-on-one.

Scion: Hero shows how Epic Strength affects a
character’s ability to jump, to throw something and
to lift heavy objects, and Demigod builds on that
foundation. The specific degree to which the divine
range of Epic Strength affects those capabilities is
explored here.

Associated With: Amaterasu, Ares, Hephaestus,
Horus, Huitzilopochtli, Izanagi, Ogoun, Set, Shango,
Sobek, Susano-o, Thor, Tyr, Vidar, Zeus

Dots Effect

0000 oo Adds 29 bonus successes to
Strength-based rolls, as well as
29 extra yards to vertical leap
or feat-of-strength throwing
distances. Multiplies the Range
of a normal thrown item by
50,000. Adds 12,500,000
pounds (6,250 tons) to base
lifting capacity.

eeeee e0ee  Adds 37 bonus successes to
Strength-based rolls, as well as 37
extra yards to vertical leap or feat-
of-strength throwing distances.
Multiplies the Range of a normal
thrown item by 500,000. Adds
125,000,000 pounds (62,500

tons) to base lifting capacity.

eoe0ee 00eee Adds 46 bonus successes to
Strength-based rolls, as well as
46 extra yards to vertical leap
or feat-of-strength  throwing
distances. Multiplies the Range
of a normal thrown item by
5,000,000. Adds 1,250,000,000
pounds (625,000 tons) to base
lifting capacity.

EPIC STRENGTH KNACKS
Disfiguring Attack

Prerequisite Knack: Divine Wrath (Scion: Demigod,
pp- 53-54)

Woe be unto any foe who lacks Epic Stamina yet
faces a character who has this Knack. If a character
has Disfiguring Attack, he can already inflict lethal
damage unarmed and inflict aggravated damage in a
clinch, thanks to its prerequisite. If he uses this Knack,
he can inflict aggravated damage with an unarmed
attack. Doing so costs five Legend points per attack
and removes the character’s Epic Strength bonus
successes from the damage calculation. Regardless, a
character without a significant aggravated soak from
Epic Stamina or some other supernatural source is
in for a world of divine hurt. Should a foe survive
an attack from a character using this Knack, any
wounds he takes are sure to leave wicked scars that
last forever.

Divine Bound
Prerequisite Knack: Holy Bound (Scion: Hero,
p. 126)



EPIC STRENGTH

IN PERSPECTIVE

A character can dish out an awful lot
of damage if he’s got 10 dots of Epic
Strength—more if he also has several dots
of Epic Dexterity. And while it’s impressive
to be able to hit a person so hard that that
person will die, what's more impressive is
the other stuff a God who's really strong
can do. With 10 dots of Epic Strength (and
no modifying Knacks to speak of), a God
could throw a regular dart 50 million yards
(nigh unto 30,000 miles) with no penalty.
For all practical purposes, that only means
that Gods of Epic Strength ignore all thrown
weapons’ Range traits and can potentially
hit with a projectile anything they can see.
Yet it can also lend itself to some incredible
stunts—the least of which is throwing a
baseball all the way around the world to
oneself and catching it behind one’s back.

Speaking of unbelievable feats, that same
character with Epic Strength 10 could tear
the entire mass of the Empire State Building
in New York City out of the ground and heave
it up over his head as a feat of strength. If
that character had the Uplifting Might Knack
from Scion: Hero (p. 127), he could lift the
USS Ronald Reagan aircraft carrier up over
his head and then throw it like a missile.
Granted, even if he had Strength 12, Epic
Strength 10 and Athletics 5, it would go only
63 yards, but that increases to 378 yards if he
has the Mighty Heave Knack. If he’s got Hurl
to the Moon, he could throw the USS Ronald
Reagan as far as he could throw a dart.

Best of all, if he has Making It Look Easy

(see p. 62), he can do that with one hand tied
behind his back.

A character with this Knack cannot necessarily fly,
but the difference between using this Knack and flying
is a subtlety that is easily lost on mortal onlookers. For
the cost of 10 Legend points, this Knack converts the
distance increment a character can jump from yards to
hundreds of yards. That is, the character can leap the
distance of one football field straight up for every dot of
(Strength + Athletics) she has plus the bonus number
granted by her Epic Strength. She can jump twice that
length horizontally. At Strength 12, Athletics 5 and
Epic Strength 10 (plus accounting for this Knack’s
prerequisite), the character can leap a little bit more
than seven miles straight up—which is about one and

a half miles higher than the peak of Mount Everest—
or more than 14 miles horizontally.

Used in combat, this Knack makes jumping
something more than a Speed 5 miscellaneous action.
When a character takes a leap that can potentially carry
her for miles, that action is typically narrated rather
than played out tick by tick. If no one can fly after her,
leap after her or run fast enough to keep up with her,
the character effectively leaves combat. In “flight,” the
character retains her full DVs and attack dice pools.

This Knack also makes jumping more dangerous
than it normally is. Normally, a character can always
safely fall from the maximum height to which she can
normally jump. This Knack, however, overrides that
safety standard by extending a person’s jumping height
to preposterous extremes. If a character who uses this
Knack to leap aeronautically is successfully attacked in
flight and that attack inflicts enough damage to cause
knockdown or knockback, the character’s prodigious
leap turns into an uncontrolled fall. The player gets
one chance per dot of Epic Strength the character has
to succeed on a (Dexterity + Athletics) roll. If she does
succeed, the character retains her aerial poise and lands, if
not gracefully, at least safely. If the roll fails, the character
suffers damage relevant to falling from a great height.

Hurl to the Moon
Prerequisite Knack: Mighty Heave (Scion: Demigod,
p. 55)

A character with Epic Strength can throw normal-
sized objects (such as baseballs or darts) ridiculously far.
He can also lift incredibly heavy objects. He can even
throw those heavy objects, but he can’t throw them very
far. A God with the utmost in Strength and Athletics
and 10 dots of Epic Strength can throw something he
can lift with Epic Strength 9 only about 400 yards away.
If the object is big enough—if it’s a nuclear submarine,
for instance, with a bay full of missiles that are about to
explode—400 yards isn’t very far at all.

With this Knack, however, a character can hurl an
object that he can lift and throw as a feat of strength
as far as he can throw a dart without penalties deriving
from Range. The sort of epic feats this Knack allow work
best as narrative effects in combat, as the logistics of
hurling such projectiles as fire stations, the Washington
Monument or Jérmungandr at one’s enemies can get
somewhat more math-intensive than is strictly ideal.

Hurl to the Moon does not affect the distance a
character can throw a normal-sized object, but it does
intensify the damage such an object can cause. Such
damage is considered aggravated, and the projectile
takes on the Piercing quality if it does not already
have it. Each attack thus enhanced costs the God two
points of Legend, however.

Knockback Wave

Prerequisite Knack: Knockback Attack (Scion:
Demigod, pp. 54-55)
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The God with this Knack claps her hands, slams a
foe to the ground, bellows a war cry or performs some
other similar action, and the player spends five Legend
points. When she does so, everyone within a number of
yards of the God equal to the God’s Legend is potentially
hurled backward. The God’s player rolls Strength,
receiving bonus successes from her Epic Strength, and
every person within the radius of effect compares his
DV to the result. Anyone whose DV doesn’t measure
up is knocked back one yard per threshold success.

Making It Look Easy

When a character performs a feat of strength,
doing so takes every bit of effort the character can
muster. He doesn’t just lift a blue whale by the tail and
hammer throw it back into the ocean between bites
of scone. He grunts and strains and struggles until he
gets enough momentum behind the whale for it to
leave the ground, and when he lets it go, it’s with a
resounding shout of strain and a near collapse of relief
as it sails out over the water.

The name of this Knack, however, speaks for
itself. Any action the character can perform as a feat
of strength, he can perform as if it’s no effort at all.
He can lift the heaviest weights with one hand while
using his other hand to cover a yawn. He can throw
a spear into orbit with a flick of his finger. He can
scoop the beached whale up in one hand and send it
skipping like a stone out into the deep water where
it can move freely (if dizzily) once again. Since such

feats of strength are so easy, the character can execute
multiple actions while performing feats of strength.

¢« ULTIMATE STRENGTH &

If a character can get her hands on an object,
she can lift it or break it or throw it. She could
throw a shuriken into a crowd of mortal beings
and carve herself a path with it wide enough
to march an army through. She can move
mountains or separate tectonic plates. She
could break the crust of the World or tear open
the walls of New Tartarus. An attack with her
hand will kill any foe with fewer than 11 dots
of Epic Stamina. (Provided the attack actually
connects, of course.) Even an opponent with
11 dots of Epic Stamina will be knocked to
Incapacitated by a blow of Ultimate Strength
unless the opponent activates his Ultimate
Stamina effect. The character with Ultimate
Strength can knock down a Titan or wrestle it
to a standstill as a narrative effect.

Any feat of (or single attack with) Ultimate
Strength a being performs costs that being 30
Legend points and a point of Willpower. A
character can perform such an act only once
per scene.

EPTC DEXTERITY

Lesser characters who train themselves in the lower
levels of Epic Dexterity become paragons of grace. A
God who masters Epic Dexcterity is grace.

Epic Dexterity boosts a character’s movement
speeds and Defense Values as shown in Scion: Hero
and Scion: Demigod. The following shows the specific
extent to which the God range of Epic Dexterity affects
those capabilities.

Associated With: Artemis, Bastet, Hachiman,
Hermes, Raiden, Tezcatlipoca

Dots Effect

eccco 000 Adds 29 bonus successes to
Dexterity-based rolls, as well as
29 extra yards to Move actions
and 58 extra yards to Dash
actions. Increases a character’s
Defense Values by 29.
Adds 37 bonus successes to
Dexterity-based rolls, as well as
37 extra yards to Move actions
and 74 extra yards to Dash
actions. Increases a character’s

Defense Values by 37.

o000 0000e Adds 46 bonus successes to
Dexterity-based rolls, as well as
46 extra yards to Move actions
and 92 extra yards to Dash
actions. Increases a character’s
Defense Values by 46.

EPTIC DEXTERITY KNACKS

And the Crowd Goes Wild

By the luck of the divine genetic draw, the
character is superbly suited to athletic pursuits. She
excels at any sport she plays, even if she’s never
so much as heard of it before. Running, jumping,
climbing, swimming... any athletic pursuit is second
nature to her. As a result, any dice the character has
in Athletics are considered to be automatic successes
when the player rolls a dice pool that includes
Athletics. Bonus dice granted by an Arete (see
Scion: Hero, p. 149) are also counted as successes
automatically if the player spends a point of Legend
when her character performs the action. Values
that derive from a character’s Athletics rating (such
as Dodge DV or the feats of strength total) are not



- FEELING THE NEED FOR EPIC SPEED

A God with Epic Dexterity can move really, really fast. With 12 dots of Dexterity and 10 dots of
Epic Dexterity, a character can move 225 miles per hour in a Dash action. Just moving “normally”—
not dashing in a flat-out dead sprint—that same character can go almost 120 miles per hour. And
those guys are slowpokes next to Gods who also have the Lightning Sprinter Knack. That Knack
doubles one’s Dash speed, which would bring the aforementioned character up to a healthy clip of
450 miles per hour in a dead sprint.

If you want to get truly insane speed, give that Dexterity 12, Epic Dexterity 10 God with Lightning
Sprinter the Marathon Sprinter (Psychopomp eeeee ) Boon too. That Boon multiplies a character’s
Dash speed by five, which brings his total speed to 2,250 miles per hour. To put that number into
a kind of perspective, a character moving at this speed could run from one end of the Nile River to
the other and back in a little more than three and a half hours. What's more, that’s just shy of Mach
3—i.e., three times the speed of sound.

O—T1m

If this were any other kind of game, moving around like this would destroy the scenery with
friction burns, sonic booms and intense winds. What's more, going from a standstill to these speeds
instantly in flagrant defiance of inertia would whip the stuffing out of a living body. But this game
isn’t called Sci-ence. In play, such concerns should be considered cosmetic at best, distractions at
worst. The only time such factors should come into play is in terms of stunts. A character could, for
instance, run down a city’s main street at top speed, blowing out all the store windows with sonic
booms with the wind drawing all those flying glass shards behind him. He could then zip between
the petrified front ranks of a Titan’s army, peppering the titanspawn soldiers with a hail of deadly
shrapnel. Or he could pelt down that same street causing no more damage than to leave a trail of

T4 ®@Z2mMmau-dn0n

burning footprints behind him.

affected by this Knack, nor are any Boon activation
rolls that might call for Athletics.

Anti-Gravity Climber
Prerequisite Knack: Spider-Climber (Scion: Demigod,
pp. 56-57)

If the surface can withstand the pressure of his
touch, the God can climb it. As with Spider-Climber,
the character can climb freely on any vertical surface,
regardless of how many hand- and footholds it has. He
can do this as fast as he can dash, even accounting for the
increase in speed granted by his Epic Dexterity. What's
more, he can walk on the vertical surface, standing
out from it at a right angle, and remain as stable as he
would be on solid ground. Climbing no longer counts
as a separate action for him, so he can take multiple
actions while climbing, just as he could standing on the
ground. If he doesn’t have at least one part of his body
in contact with the surface he’s climbing, however,
he is once more subject to the standard orientation of
gravity. Attacks that inflict knockdown or knockback
call for a (Dexterity + Athletics) roll for the character
to maintain contact with the climbing surface.

A character must spend a point of Legend to use
this Knack for one scene.

Perfect Partner

The character with this Knack is extremely good at
modifying her movements—be they gross or subtle—
to coordinate perfectly with other people. This Knack

comes in handy in the ballroom, the bedroom, even
the thick of battle. The first two applications might
not come up as often in play, but they shouldn’t be
discounted out of hand. The dance performance of
two characters with this Knack would put the best
work of Fred Astair and Ginger Rogers to shame. The
sexual prowess of a character with this Knack would be
legendary all on its own.

The third application of this Knack makes
coordinating assaults (see Scion: Hero, p. 190) that
much easier. Using it, a character can attach herself
to any coordinated assault she sees fit, without the
player of the person coordinating the assault having
to include the character in the dice roll to do so. If
the character with this Knack wants to coordinate
her attack with only one other person, neither of
them even has to make a roll to do so. As long as
they act at the same time and attack the same target,
they are coordinated by default.

Photographic Penmanship

With the expenditure of a point of Legend and
a point of Willpower, the character can draw, paint
or otherwise create a two-dimensional image with
the clarity of a high-end digital camera. Anything
he has seen and can remember clearly enough,
he can reproduce on a page exactly as it looks in
his mind’s eye. The base expenditure allows the
character to create an image (or part of one) that is
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one yard square. Expanding the image beyond those
dimensions costs one additional Legend point per
square yard. The character need not add additional
square yards to an image as consecutive actions if he
runs low on (or out of) Legend points. As long as he
continues his work in an adjacent square-yard space,
he can pick up where he left off for only a single
Legend point.

As a side effect of having this Knack, the
character becomes a master forger of signatures and
works of art.

Roll With It

The character’s body is so lithe and supple or so
unnaturally malleable that she can bend like the
greenest reed and rarely ever break. In Step Six of
attack resolution (see Scion: Hero, p. 194), the
player can spend one point of Legend and add a
value equal to her dots in Epic Dexterity to any soak
value she has that is above zero. That way, even if
she can’t get entirely out of the way of an attack, she
can dissipate some of the force behind the blow and
mitigate some of the damage.

ULTIMATE DEXTERITY =

When a character uses the pinnacle of his Epic Dexterity, his aim, balance and grace is flawless.
In combat, time itself seems to stand still as the character steps outside its flow. Upon activating the
power (on any tick), the character’s DV refreshes automatically, and he gets 10 free ticks in which to
act in any way he can—and no one on the scene can do anything about it. No defenders” DVs apply
to his actions, no persistent area effects can target him if he moves into the affected area, and no
character can interact with him. That is, no character who does not also activate Ultimate Dexterity at
that moment. (When someone with Ultimate Dexterity uses it, anyone else on the scene who also has
Epic Dexterity 11 and can afford to do so has the opportunity to reflexively activate it on that tick as
well. If they don’t, they have to wait with everyone else.) Characters who face each other while using
Ultimate Dexterity face off against each other as normal during those 10 ticks, as if none of them had
used it. When those ticks are over, combat time resumes for all involved characters on the original tick
after which the first character activated his Ultimate Dexterity.

Any activation of Ultimate Dexterity costs the character 30 Legend points and a point of Willpower.
A character can use this power only once per scene.
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Heroes and demigods with Epic Stamina are hard
to kill. Gods who master Epic Stamina are as close
to indestructible as any being can get. Even if a God
with Epic Stamina should be killed, his death need not
necessarily be the end of him.

The heroic level of Epic Stamina takes away wound
penalties, obviates the possibility of wound infection,
adds to all three types of soak and increases a character’s
deprivation and fatigue thresholds. The demigod level
increases those thresholds and soak totals further and
adds health levels on top of that. The God level does the
same, expanding those benefits considerably. As with
the demigod-level increase in health levels, though,
keep in mind that the listed numbers are added to the
character’s base, unmodified number of health levels.
A character with nine dots of Epic Stamina adds only
37 total health levels to his mundane total. He doesn’t
add 29 when he gets his eighth dot and then add 37
more when he gets the ninth dot.

Associated With: Ares, Dionysus, Hephaestus,
Huitzilopochtli, Odin, Sobek, Thor, Tyr, Vidar, Xipe
Totec

Dots Effect
®ccco coo Adds 29 bonus successes to
Stamina-based rolls. Adds 29
to the character’s bashing and
lethal soak. Provides eight
points of aggravated soak.
Grants 29 additional health
levels. The character can go
29 weeks without food or sleep,
and 15 weeks without water. He
can hold his breath for 50,000
times as long as normal.
Adds 37 bonus successes to
Stamina-based  rolls.  Adds
37 to the character’s bashing
and lethal soak. Provides nine
points of aggravated soak.
Grants 37 additional health
levels. The character can go
37 weeks without food or sleep,
and 19 weeks without water. He
can hold his breath for 500,000
times as long as normal.
ee0e0 00oee Adds 46 bonus successes to
Stamina-based rolls. Adds 46
to the character’s bashing and
lethal soak. Provides 10 points
of aggravated soak. Grants 46
additional health levels. The
character can go 46 weeks
without food or sleep, and 23

R EPIC STAMINA

weeks without water. He can
hold his breath for 5,000,000

times as long as normal.

EPTC STAMINA KNACEKS

Divine Damage Conversion
Prerequisite Knack: Damage Conversion (Scion: Hero,
p. 129)

Like its prerequisite Knack, a character can spend
Legend against a single incoming attack and reduce
the severity of that attack. If he spends five points of
Legend, he can reduce all the aggravated damage from
a single attack to lethal damage, which he has a better
chance of soaking.

Extended youth

At the physical age at which the character takes
on this Knack, her body no longer physically or visibly
ages. Her hair doesn’t turn gray or thin out, her skin
doesn’t wrinkle, she doesn’t get liver spots, nothing
sags due to gravity. Until the character becomes a God,

- BREATHING ]

Technically, a God should not have to
breathe. Yet the Gods’ primary defense against
the Titans is that they take on fixed forms,
and those forms do need to breathe. (Scions
with the Water Breathing Boon don’t stop
breathing altogether, they just stop breathing
air and start breathing water. Scions with the
Safely Interred Boon don’t stop breathing
while they’re buried alive, the earth just allows
breathable air to get to them.) Breathing is the
only inescapable frailty that divine flesh is
heir to—regardless of the fact that divine flesh
consists solely of ichor. Yet whether the act
of respiration actually converts oxygen into
anything useful or is simply a psychosomatic
compulsion that having a fixed form imposes
on a God is unclear to even the eldest Gods.

If a God has enough dots of Epic Stamina,
though, he doesn’t have to breathe very
often. For instance, a God with Stamina 12,
Fortitude 5 and Epic Stamina 10 can hold his
breath for 42 and a half million